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  EDITORIAL NOTE.


  IT is hoped that “THE SAVOY” will be a periodical of an exclusively literary and artistic kind. To present Literature in the shape of its letter-press, Art in the form of its illustrations, will be its aim. For the attainment of that aim we can but rely on our best endeavours and on the logic of our belief that good writers and artists will care to see their work in company with the work of good writers and artists. Readers who look to a new periodical for only very well-known or only very obscure names must permit themselves to be disappointed. We have no objection to a celebrity who deserves to be celebrated, or to an unknown person who has not been seen often enough to be recognised in passing. All we ask from our contributors is good work, and good work is all we offer our readers. This we offer with some confidence. We have no formulas, and we desire no false unity of form or matter. We have not invented a new point of view. We are not Realists, or Romanticists, or Decadents. For us, all art is good which is good art. We hope to appeal to the tastes of the intelligent by not being original for originality’s sake, or audacious for the sake of advertisement, or timid for the convenience of the elderly-minded. We intend to print no verse which has not some close relationship with poetry, no fiction which has not a certain sense of what is finest in living fact, no criticism which has not some knowledge, discernment, and sincerity in its judgment. We could scarcely say more, and we are content to think we can scarcely say less.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  
    LITERARY CONTENTS


    {·  ·}


    EDITORIAL NOTE


    ON GOING TO CHURCH. An Article by G. Bernard Shaw


    TO NANCY. A Story by Frederick Wedmore


    MANDOLINE. A Poem, translated by Arthur Symons from the Fêtes Galantes of Paul Verlaine (illustrated)


    A GOOD PRINCE†. An Article by Max Beerbohm


    THE EYES OF PRIDE. A Story by Ernest Dowson


    THE THREE MUSICIANS. A Poem by Aubrey Beardsley(illustrated)


    ZOLA: THE MAN AND HIS WORK. An Article by Havelock Ellis


    TWO LOVE POEMS—The Shadowy Horses: The Travail of Passion. By W. B. Yeats


    DIEPPE: 1895. An Article by Arthur Symons (illustrated)


    ELLEN. A Story by Rudolf Dircks


    SEA-MUSIC. A Poem by Mathilde Blind


    A GOLDEN DECADE IN ENGLISH ART. An Article by Joseph Pennell(illustrated)


    A GLASS OF WHISKEY. A Story by Humphrey James


    IMPENITENTIA ULTIMA. A Poem by Ernest Dowson


    THE BINDING OF THE HAIR. A Story by W. B. Yeats


    ON CRITICISM AND THE CRITIC. An Essay by Selwyn Image


    THE WANDERERS. A Poem by Arthur Symons


    UNDER THE HILL. A Romantic Story by Aubrey Beardsley (Chapters I, II, and III, illustrated by the Author)

  


  
    ·2· ART CONTENTS


    {·  ·}


    COVER. By Aubrey Beardsley


    TITLE PAGE. By Aubrey Beardsley


    CONTENTS PAGE. By Aubrey Beardsley


    A LITHOGRAPH. By C. H. Shannon


    MANDOLINE. A Wood-Engraving from a Water-Colour Drawing by Charles Conder


    REGENT STREET, LONDON. After a Pen-and-Ink Drawing by Joseph Pennell


    THE THREE MUSICIANS. By Aubrey Beardsley


    TAILPIECE. By Aubrey Beardsley


    LA PARISIENNE. By Louis Oury


    THE BATHERS. By Aubrey Beardsley


    THE MOSKA. By Aubrey Beardsley


    CHLOE. By W. Rothenstein


    THE OLD CHARTIST. By F. Sandys. Reproduced from Once a Week


    HAROLD. By F. Sandys. Reproduced from Once a Week


    A DRAWING. By J. McNeill Whistler. Reproduced from Once a Week


    CARICATURE OF MR. BEERBOHM TREE†. A Wood-Engraving after the Drawing by Max Beerbohm


    THAULOW: THE NORWEGIAN PAINTER AND HIS FAMILY. After the Oil-Painting by Jacques L. Blanche


    A HEAD. After a Crayon Drawing by J. Lemmen (printed in sanguine)


    THE FLYING ASS: a Scene from Voltaire’s La Pucelle. Reproduced in half-tone from an Etching by W. Rothenstein


    THE ABBE. By Aubrey Beardsley


    THE TOILET. By Aubrey Beardsley


    THE FRUIT-BEARERS. By Aubrey Beardsley


    A LARGE CHRISTMAS CARD. By Aubrey Beardsley


    ADVERTISEMENTS.


    The Whole of the Reproductions in this Volume, in line and half-tone blocks, and the two wood engravings, are by Mr. Paul Naumann.

  


  ON GOING TO CHURCH


  AS a modern man, concerned with matters of fine art and living in London by the sweat of my brain, I dwell in a world which, unable to live by bread alone, lives spiritually on alcohol and morphia. Young and excessively sentimental people live on love, and delight in poetry or fine writing which declares that love is Alpha and Omega; but an attentive examination will generally establish the fact that this kind of love, ethereal as it seems, is merely a symptom of the drugs I have mentioned, and does not occur independently except in those persons whose normal state is similar to that induced in healthy persons by narcotic stimulants. If from the fine art of to-day we set aside feelingless or prosaic art, which is, properly, not fine art at all, we may safely refer most of the rest to feeling produced by the teapot, the bottle, or the hypodermic syringe. An exhibition of the cleverest men and women in London at five p.m., with their afternoon tea cut off, would shatter many illusions. Tea and coffee and cigarettes produce conversation; lager beer and pipes produce routine journalism; wine and gallantry produce brilliant journalism, essays and novels; brandy and cigars produce violently devotional or erotic poetry; morphia produces tragic exaltation (useful on the stage); and sobriety produces an average curate’s sermon. Again, strychnine and arsenic may be taken as pick-me-ups; doctors quite understand that “tonics” mean drams of ether; chlorodyne is a universal medicine; chloral, sulphonal and the like call up Nature’s great destroyer, artificial sleep; bromide of potassium will reduce the over-sensitive man of genius to a condition in which the alighting of a wasp on his naked eyeball will not make him wink; haschisch tempts the dreamer by the Oriental glamour of its reputation; and gin is a cheap substitute for all these anodynes. Most of the activity of the Press, the Pulpit, the Platform and the Theatre ·14· is only a symptom of the activity of the drug trade, the tea trade, the tobacco trade and the liquor trade. The world is not going from bad to worse, it is true; but the increased facilities which constitute the advance of civilisation include facilities for drugging oneself. These facilities wipe whole races of black men off the face of the earth; and every extension and refinement of them picks a stratum out of white society and devotes it to destruction. Such traditions of the gross old habits as have reached me seem to be based on the idea of first doing your day’s work and then enjoying yourself by getting drunk. Nowadays you get drunk to enable you to begin work. Shakespere’s opportunities of meddling with his nerves were much more limited than Dante Rossetti’s; but it is not clear that the advantage of the change lay with Rossetti. Besides, though Shakespere may, as tradition asserts, have died of drink in a ditch, he at all events conceived alcohol as an enemy put by a man into his own mouth to steal away his brains; whereas the modern man conceives it as an indispensable means of setting his brains going. We drink and drug, not for the pleasure of it, but for Dutch inspiration and by the advice of our doctors, as duellists drink for Dutch courage by the advice of their seconds. Obviously this systematic, utilitarian drugging and stimulating, though necessarily “moderate” (so as not to defeat its own object), is more dangerous than the old boozing if we are to regard the use of stimulants as an evil.


  As for me, I do not clearly see where a scientific line can be drawn between food and stimulants. I cannot say, like Ninon de l’Enclos, that a bowl of soup intoxicates me; but it stimulates me as much as I want to be stimulated, which is, perhaps, all that Ninon meant. Still, I have not failed to observe that all the drugs, from tea to morphia, and all the drams, from lager beer to brandy, dull the edge of self-criticism and make a man content with something less than the best work of which he is soberly capable. He thinks his work better, when he is really only more easily satisfied with himself. Those whose daily task is only a routine, for the sufficient discharge of which a man need hardly be more than half alive, may seek this fool’s paradise without detriment to their work; but to those professional men whose ·15· art affords practically boundless scope for skill of execution and elevation of thought, to take drug or dram is to sacrifice the keenest, most precious part of life to a dollop of lazy and vulgar comfort for which no true man of genius should have any greater stomach than the lady of the manor has for her ploughman’s lump of fat bacon. To the creative artist stimulants are especially dangerous, since they produce that terrible dream-glamour in which the ugly, the grotesque, the wicked, the morbific begin to fascinate and obsess instead of disgusting. This effect, however faint it may be, is always produced in some degree by drugs. The mark left on a novel in the Leisure Hour by a cup of tea may be imperceptible to a bishop’s wife who has just had two cups; but the effect is there as certainly as if De Quincey’s eight thousand drops of laudanum had been substituted.


  A very little experience of the world of art and letters will convince any open-minded person that abstinence, pure and simple, is not a practicable remedy for this state of things. There is a considerable commercial demand for maudlin or nightmarish art and literature which no sober person would produce, the manufacture of which must accordingly be frankly classed industrially with the unhealthy trades, and morally with the manufacture of unwholesome sweets for children or the distilling of gin. What the victims of this industry call imagination and artistic faculty is nothing but attenuated delirium tremens, like Pasteur’s attenuated hydrophobia. It is useless to encumber an argument with these predestined children of perdition. The only profitable cases are those to consider of people engaged in the healthy pursuit of those arts which afford scope for the greatest mental and physical energy, the clearest and acutest reason and the most elevated perception. Work of this kind requires an intensity of energy of which no ordinary labourer or routine official can form any conception. If the dreams of Keeleyism could be so far realised as to transmute human brain energy into vulgar explosive force, the head of Shakespere, used as a bombshell, might conceivably blow England out of the sea. At all events, the succession of efforts by which a Shaksperean play, a Beethoven symphony, or a Wagner music-drama is produced, though it may not overtax Shakespere, Beethoven ·16· or Wagner, must certainly tax even them to the utmost, and would be as prodigiously impossible to the average professional man as the writing of an ordinary leading article to a ploughman. What is called professional work is, in point of severity, just what you choose to make it, either commonplace, easy and requiring only extensive industry to be lucrative, or else distinguished, difficult and exacting the fiercest intensive industry in return, after a probation of twenty years or so, for authority, reputation and an income only sufficient for simple habits and plain living. The whole professional world lies between these two extremes. At the one, you have the man to whom his profession is only a means of making himself and his family comfortable and prosperous: at the other, you have the man who sacrifices everything and everybody, himself included, to the perfection of his work—to the passion for efficiency which is the true master-passion of the artist. At the one, work is a necessary evil and moneymaking a pleasure: at the other, work is the objective realisation of life and moneymaking a nuisance. At the one, men drink and drug to make themselves comfortable: at the other, to stimulate their working faculty. Preach mere abstinence at the one, and you are preaching nothing but diminution of happiness. Preach it at the other, and you are proposing a reduction of efficiency. If you are to prevail, you must propose a substitute. And the only one I have yet been able to hit on is—going to church.


  It will not be disputed, I presume, that an unstimulated saint can work as hard, as long, as finely and, on occasion, as fiercely, as a stimulated sinner. Recuperation, recreation, inspiration seem to come to the saint far more surely than to the man who grows coarser and fatter with every additional hundred a year, and who calls the saint an ascetic. A comparison of the works of our carnivorous drunkard poets with those of Shelley, or of Dr. Johnson’s dictionary with that of the vegetarian Littré, is sufficient to show that the secret of attaining the highest eminence either in poetry or in dictionary compiling (and all fine literature lies between the two), is to be found neither in alcohol nor in our monstrous habit of bringing ·17· millions of useless and disagreeable animals into existence for the express purpose of barbarously slaughtering them, roasting their corpses and eating them. I have myself tried the experiment of not eating meat or drinking tea, coffee or spirits for more than a dozen years past, without, as far I can discover, placing myself at more than my natural disadvantages relatively to those colleagues of mine who patronise the slaughter-house and the distillery. But then I go to church. If you should chance to see, in a country churchyard, a bicycle leaning against a tombstone, you are not unlikely to find me inside the church if it is old enough or new enough to be fit for its purpose. There I find rest without languor and recreation without excitement, both of a quality unknown to the traveller who turns from the village church to the village inn and seeks to renew himself with shandygaff. Any place where men dwell, village or city, is a reflection of the consciousness of every single man. In my consciousness there is a market, a garden, a dwelling, a workshop, a lover’s walk—above all, a cathedral. My appeal to the master-builder is: Mirror this cathedral for me in enduring stone; make it with hands; let it direct its sure and clear appeal to my senses, so that when my spirit is vaguely groping after an elusive mood my eye shall be caught by the skyward tower, showing me where, within the cathedral, I may find my way to the cathedral within me. With a right knowledge of this great function of the cathedral builder, and craft enough to set an arch on a couple of pillars, make doors and windows in a good wall and put a roof over them, any modern man might, it seems to me, build churches as they built them in the middle ages, if only the pious founders and the parson would let him. For want of that knowledge, gentlemen of Mr. Pecksniff’s profession make fashionable pencil-drawings, presenting what Mr. Pecksniff’s creator elsewhere calls an architectooralooral appearance, with which, having delighted the darkened eyes of the committee and the clerics, they have them translated into bricks and masonry and take a shilling in the pound on the bill, with the result that the bishop may consecrate the finished building until he is black in the face without making a real church of it. Can it be doubted by the pious that babies baptised in such places go to limbo if they die before ·18· qualifying themselves for other regions; that prayers said there do not count; nay, that such purposeless, respectable-looking interiors are irreconcilable with the doctrine of Omnipresence, since the bishop’s blessing is no spell of black magic to imprison Omnipotence in a place that must needs be intolerable to Omniscience? At all events, the godhead in me, certified by the tenth chapter of St. John’s Gospel to those who will admit no other authority, refuses to enter these barren places. This is perhaps fortunate, since they are generally kept locked; and even when they are open, they are jealously guarded in the spirit of that Westminster Abbey verger who, not long ago, had a stranger arrested for kneeling down, and explained, when remonstrated with, that if that sort of thing were tolerated, they would soon have people praying all over the place. Happily it is not so everywhere. You may now ride or tramp into a village with a fair chance of finding the church-door open and a manuscript placard in the porch, whereby the parson, speaking no less as a man and a brother than as the porter of the House Beautiful, gives you to understand that the church is open always for those who have any use for it. Inside such churches you will often find not only carefully-cherished work from the ages of faith, which you expect to find noble and lovely, but sometimes a quite modern furnishing of the interior and draping of the altar, evidently done, not by contract with a firm celebrated for its illustrated catalogues, but by someone who loved and understood the church, and who, when baffled in the search for beautiful things, had at least succeeded in avoiding indecently commercial and incongruous ones. And then the search for beauty is not always baffled. When the dean and chapter of a cathedral want not merely an ugly but a positively beastly pulpit to preach from—something like the Albert Memorial canopy, only much worse—they always get it, improbable and unnatural as the enterprise is. Similarly, when an enlightened country parson wants an unpretending tub to thump, with a few pretty panels in it and a pleasant shape generally, he will, with a little perseverance, soon enough find a craftsman who has picked up the thread of the tradition of his craft from the time when that craft was a fine art—as may be done nowadays more easily than was possible before we had ·19· cheap trips and cheap photographs[1]—and who is only too glad to be allowed to try his hand at something in the line of that tradition. Some months ago, bicycling in the west country, I came upon a little church, built long before the sense of beauty and devotion had been supplanted by the sense of respectability and talent, in which some neat panels left by a modern carver had been painted with a few saints on gold backgrounds, evidently by some woman who had tried to learn what she could from the early Florentine masters and had done the work in the true votive spirit, without any taint of the amateur exhibiting his irritating and futile imitations of the celebrated-artist business. From such humble but quite acceptable efforts, up to the master-piece in stained glass by William Morris and Burne-Jones which occasionally astonishes you in places far more remote and unlikely than Birmingham or Oxford, convincing evidence may be picked up here and there that the decay of religious art from the sixteenth century to the nineteenth was not caused by any atrophy of the artistic faculty, but was an eclipse of religion by science and commerce. It is an odd period to look back on from the churchgoer’s point of view—those eclipsed centuries calling their predecessors “the dark ages,” and trying to prove their own piety by raising, at huge expense, gigantic monuments in enduring stone (not very enduring, though, sometimes) of their infidelity. Go to Milan, and join the rush of tourists to its petrified christening-cake of a cathedral. The projectors of that costly ornament spared no expense to prove that their devotion was ten times greater than that of the builders of San Ambrogio. But every pound they spent only recorded in marble that their devotion was a hundred times less. Go on to Florence and try San Lorenzo, a really noble church (which the Milan Cathedral is not), ·20· Brunelleschi’s masterpiece. You cannot but admire its intellectual command of form, its unaffected dignity, its power and accomplishment, its masterly combination of simplicity and homogeneity of plan with elegance and variety of detail: you are even touched by the retention of that part of the beauty of the older time which was perceptible to the Renascent intellect before its weaning from heavenly food had been followed by starvation. You understand the deep and serious respect which Michael Angelo had for Brunelleschi—why he said “I can do different work, but not better.” But a few minutes’ walk to Santa Maria Novella or Santa Croce, or a turn in the steam-tram to San Miniato, will bring you to churches built a century or two earlier; and you have only to cross their thresholds to feel, almost before you have smelt the incense, the difference between a church built to the pride and glory of God (not to mention the Medici) and one built as a sanctuary shielded by God’s presence from pride and glory and all the other burdens of life. In San Lorenzo up goes your head—every isolating advantage you have of talent, power or rank asserts itself with thrilling poignancy. In the older churches you forget yourself, and are the equal of the beggar at the door, standing on ground made holy by that labour in which we have discovered the reality of prayer. You may also hit on a church like the Santissima Annunziata, carefully and expensively brought up to date, quite in our modern church-restoring manner, by generations of princes chewing the cud of the Renascence; and there you will see the worship of glory and the self-sufficiency of intellect giving way to the display of wealth and elegance as a guarantee of social importance—in another word, snobbery. In later edifices you see how intellect, finding its worshippers growing colder, had to abandon its dignity and cut capers to attract attention, giving the grotesque, the eccentric, the baroque, even the profane and blasphemous, until, finally, it is thoroughly snubbed out of its vulgar attempts at self-assertion, and mopes conventionally in our modern churches of St. Nicholas Without and St. Walker Within, locked up, except at service-time, from week’s end to week’s end without ever provoking the smallest protest from a public only too glad to have an ·21· excuse for not going into them. You may read the same history of the human soul in any art you like to select; but he who runs may read it in the streets by looking at the churches.


  Now, consider for a moment the prodigious increase of the population of Christendom since the church of San Zeno Maggiore was built at Verona, in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. Let a man go and renew himself for half an hour occasionally in San Zeno, and he need eat no corpses, nor drink any drugs or drams to sustain him. Yet not even all Verona, much less all Europe, could resort to San Zeno in the thirteenth century; whereas, in the nineteenth, a thousand perfect churches would be but as a thousand drops of rain on Sahara. Yet in London, with four millions and a quarter of people in it, how many perfect or usable churches are there? And of the few we have, how many are apparent to the wayfarer? Who, for instance, would guess from the repulsive exterior of Westminster Abbey that there are beautiful chapels and a noble nave within, or cloisters without, on the hidden side?


  I remember, a dozen years ago, Parson Shuttleworth, of St. Nicholas Cole Abbey in the city, tried to persuade the city man to spend his mid-day hour of rest in church; guaranteeing him immunity from sermons, prayers and collections, and even making the organ discourse Bach and Wagner, instead of Goss and Jackson. This singular appeal to a people walking in darkness was quite successful: the mid-day hour is kept to this day; but Parson Shuttleworth has to speak for five minutes—by general and insistent request—as Housekeeper, though he has placed a shelf of books in the church for those who would rather read than listen to him or the organ. This was a good thought; for all inspired books should be read either in church or on the eternal hills. St. Nicholas Cole Abbey makes you feel, the moment you enter it, that you are in a rather dingy rococo banqueting-room, built for a city company. Corpulence and comfort are written on every stone of it. Considering that money is dirt cheap now in the city, it is strange that Mr. Shuttleworth cannot get twenty thousand pounds to build a real church. He would, soon enough, if the city knew what a church was. The twenty ·22· thousand pounds need not be wasted, either, on an “architect.” I was lately walking in a polite suburb of Newcastle, when I saw a church—a new church—with, of all things, a detached campanile; at sight of which I could not help exclaiming profanely: “How the deuce did you find your way to Newcastle?” So I went in and, after examining the place with much astonishment, addressed myself to the sexton, who happened to be about. I asked him who built the church, and he gave me the name of Mr. Mitchell, who turned out, however, to be the pious founder—a ship-builder prince, with some just notion of his princely function. But this was not what I wanted to know; so I asked who was the—the word stuck in my throat a little—the architect. He, it appeared, was one Spence. “Was that marble carving in the altar and that mosaic decoration round the chancel part of his design?” said I. “Yes,” said the sexton, with a certain surliness as if he suspected me of disapproving. “The ironwork is good,” I remarked, to appease him; “who did that?” “Mr. Spence did.” “Who carved that wooden figure of St. George?” (the patron saint of the edifice). “Mr. Spence did.” “Who painted those four panels in the dado with figures in oil?” “Mr. Spence did: he meant them to be at intervals round the church, but we put them all together by mistake.” “Then, perhaps, he designed the stained windows, too?” “Yes, most of ’em.” I got so irritated at this—feeling that Spence was going too far—that I remarked sarcastically that no doubt Mr. Spence designed Mr. Mitchell’s ships as well, which turned out to be the case as far as the cabins were concerned. Clearly, this Mr. Spence is an artist-craftsman with a vengeance. Many people, I learnt, came to see the church, especially in the first eighteen months; but some of the congregation thought it too ornamental. (At St. Nicholas Cole Abbey, by the way, some of the parishioners objected at first to Mr. Shuttleworth as being too religious.) Now, as a matter of fact, this Newcastle church of St. George’s is not ornamental enough. Under modern commercial conditions, it is impossible to get from the labour in the building-trade that artistic quality in the actual masonry which makes a good mediæval building independent of ·23· applied ornament. Wherever Mr. Spence’s artist’s hand has passed over the interior surface, the church is beautiful. Why should his hand not pass over every inch of it? It is true, the complete finishing of a large church of the right kind has hardly ever been carried through by one man. Sometimes the man has died: more often the money has failed. But in this instance the man is not dead; and surely money cannot fail in the most fashionable suburb of Newcastle. The chancel with its wonderful mosaics, the baptistry with its ornamented stones, the four painted panels of the dado, are only samples of what the whole interior should and might be. All that cold contract masonry must be redeemed, stone by stone, by the travail of the artist-churchmaker. Nobody, not even an average respectable Sabbath-keeper, will dare to say then that it is over-decorated, however out of place in it he may feel his ugly Sunday clothes and his wife’s best bonnet. Howbeit, this church of St. George’s in Newcastle proves my point, namely, that churches fit for their proper use can still be built by men who follow the craft of Orcagna instead of the profession of Mr. Pecksniff, and built cheaply, too; for I took the pains to ascertain what this large church cost, and found that £30,000 was well over the mark. For aught I know, there may be dozens of such churches rising in the country; for Mr. Spence’s talent, though evidently a rare and delicate one, cannot be unique, and what he has done in his own style other men can do in theirs, if they want to, and are given the means by those who can make money, and are capable of the same want.


  There is still one serious obstacle to the use of churches on the very day when most people are best able and most disposed to visit them. I mean, of course, the services. When I was a little boy, I was compelled to go to church on Sunday; and though I escaped from that intolerable bondage before I was ten, it prejudiced me so violently against churchgoing that twenty years elapsed before, in foreign lands and in pursuit of works of art, I became once more a churchgoer. To this day. my flesh creeps when I recall that genteel suburban Irish Protestant church, built by Roman Catholic workmen who would have considered themselves damned ·24· had they crossed its threshold afterwards. Every separate stone, every pane of glass, every fillet of ornamental ironwork—half-dog-collar, half-coronet—in that building must have sowed a separate evil passion in my young heart. Yes; all the vulgarity, savagery, and bad blood which has marred my literary work, was certainly laid upon me in that house of Satan! The mere nullity of the building could make no positive impression on me; but what could, and did, were the unnaturally motionless figures of the congregation in their Sunday clothes and bonnets, and their set faces, pale with the malignant rigidity produced by the suppression of all expression. And yet these people were always moving and watching one another by stealth, as convicts communicate with one another. So was I. I had been told to keep my restless little limbs still all through those interminable hours; not to talk; and, above all, to be happy and holy there and glad that I was not a wicked little boy playing in the fields instead of worshipping God. I hypocritically acquiesced; but the state of my conscience may be imagined, especially as I implicitly believed that all the rest of the congregation were perfectly sincere and good. I remember at that time dreaming one night that I was dead and had gone to heaven. The picture of heaven which the efforts of the then Established Church of Ireland had conveyed to my childish imagination, was a waiting room with walls of pale sky-coloured tabbinet, and a pew-like bench running all round, except at one corner, where there was a door. I was, somehow, aware that God was in the next room, accessible through that door. I was seated on the bench with my ankles tightly interlaced to prevent my legs dangling, behaving myself with all my might before the grown-up people, who all belonged to the Sunday congregation, and were either sitting on the bench as if at church or else moving solemnly in and out as if there were a dead person in the house. A grimly-handsome lady who usually sat in a corner seat near me in church, and whom I believed to be thoroughly conversant with the arrangements of the Almighty, was to introduce me presently into the next room—a moment which I was supposed to await with joy and enthusiasm. Really, of course, my heart sank like lead within me at the thought; for I felt that my feeble affectation of piety could not impose on ·25· Omniscience, and that one glance of that all-searching eye would discover that I had been allowed to come to heaven by mistake. Unfortunately for the interest of this narrative, I awoke, or wandered off into another dream, before the critical moment arrived. But it goes far enough to show that I was by no means an insusceptible subject: indeed, I am sure, from other early experiences of mine, that if I had been turned loose in a real church, and allowed to wander and stare about, or hear noble music there instead of that most accursed Te Deum of Jackson’s and a senseless droning of the Old Hundredth, I should never have seized the opportunity of a great evangelical revival, which occurred when I was still in my teens, to begin my literary career with a letter to the Press (which was duly printed), announcing with inflexible materialistic logic, and to the extreme horror of my respectable connections, that I was an atheist. When, later on, I was led to the study of the economic basis of the respectability of that and similar congregations, I was inexpressibly relieved to find that it represented a mere passing phase of industrial confusion, and could never have substantiated its claims to my respect if, as a child, I had been able to bring it to book. To this very day, whenever there is the slightest danger of my being mistaken for a votary of the blue tabbinet waiting-room or a supporter of that morality in which wrong and right, base and noble, evil and good, really mean nothing more than the kitchen and the drawing-room, I hasten to claim honourable exemption, as atheist and socialist, from any such complicity.


  When I at last took to church-going again, a kindred difficulty beset me, especially in Roman Catholic countries. In Italy, for instance, churches are used in such a way that priceless pictures become smeared with filthy tallow-soot, and have sometimes to be rescued by the temporal power and placed in national galleries. But worse than this are the innumerable daily services which disturb the truly religious visitor. If these were decently and intelligently conducted by genuine mystics to whom the Mass was no mere rite or miracle, but a real communion, the celebrants might reasonably claim a place in the church as their share of the common human right to its use. But the average Italian priest, personally uncleanly, and with chronic ·26· catarrh of the nose and throat, produced and maintained by sleeping and living in frowsy, ill-ventilated rooms, punctuating his gabbled Latin only by expectorative hawking, and making the decent guest sicken and shiver every time the horrible splash of spitten mucus echoes along the vaulting from the marble steps of the altar: this unseemly wretch should be seized and put out, bell, book, candle and all, until he learns to behave himself. The English tourist is often lectured for his inconsiderate behaviour in Italian churches, for walking about during service, talking loudly, thrusting himself rudely between a worshipper and an altar to examine a painting, even for stealing chips of stone and scrawling his name on statues. But as far as the mere disturbance of the services is concerned, and the often very evident disposition of the tourist—especially the experienced tourist—to regard the priest and his congregation as troublesome intruders, a week spent in Italy will convince any unprejudiced person that this is a perfectly reasonable attitude. I have seen inconsiderate British behaviour often enough both in church and out of it. The slow-witted Englishman who refuses to get out of the way of the Host, and looks at the bellringer going before it with “Where the devil are you shoving to?” written in every pucker of his free-born British brow, is a familiar figure to me; but I have never seen any stranger behave so insufferably as the officials of the church habitually do. It is the sacristan who teaches you, when once you are committed to tipping him, not to waste your good manners on the kneeling worshippers who are snatching a moment from their daily round of drudgery and starvation to be comforted by the Blessed Virgin or one of the saints: it is the officiating priest who makes you understand that the congregation are past shocking by any indecency that you would dream of committing, and that the black looks of the congregation are directed at the foreigner and the heretic only, and imply a denial of your right as a human being to your share of the use of the church. That right should be unflinchingly asserted on all proper occasions. I know no contrary right by which the great Catholic churches made for the world by the great church-builders should be monopolised by any sect as against any man who desires to use them. My own faith is clear: I am ·27· a resolute Protestant; I believe in the Holy Catholic Church; in the Holy Trinity of Father, Son (or Mother, Daughter) and Spirit; in the Communion of Saints, the Life to Come, the Immaculate Conception, and the everyday reality of Godhead and the Kingdom of Heaven. Also, I believe that salvation depends on redemption from belief in miracles; and I regard St. Athanasius as an irreligious fool—that is, in the only serious sense of the word, a damned fool. I pity the poor neurotic who can say, “Man that is born of a woman hath but a short time to live, and is full of misery,” as I pity a maudlin drunkard; and I know that the real religion of to-day was made possible only by the materialist-physicists and atheist-critics who performed for us the indispensable preliminary operation of purging us thoroughly of the ignorant and vicious superstitions which were thrust down our throats as religion in our helpless childhood. How those who assume that our churches are the private property of their sect would think of this profession of faith of mine I need not describe. But am I, therefore, to be denied access to the place of spiritual recreation which is my inheritance as much as theirs? If, for example, I desire to follow a good old custom by pledging my love to my wife in the church of our parish, why should I be denied due record in the registers unless she submits to have a moment of deep feeling made ridiculous by the reading aloud of the naïve impertinences of St. Peter, who, on the subject of Woman, was neither Catholic nor Christian, but a boorish Syrian fisherman. If I want to name a child in the church, the prescribed service may be more touched with the religious spirit—once or twice beautifully touched—but, on the whole, it is time to dismiss our prayer-book as quite rotten with the pessimism of the age which produced it. In spite of the stolen jewels with which it is studded, an age of strength and faith and noble activity can have nothing to do with it: Caliban might have constructed such a ritual out of his own terror of the supernatural, and such fragments of the words of the saints as he could dimly feel some sort of glory in.


  My demand will now be understood without any ceremonious formulation of it. No nation, working at the strain we face, can live cleanly without ·28· public-houses in which to seek refreshment and recreation. To supply that vital want we have the drinking-shop with its narcotic, stimulant poisons, the conventicle with its brimstone-flavoured hot gospel, and the church. In the church alone can our need be truly met, nor even there save when we leave outside the door the materialisations that help us to believe the incredible, and the intellectualisations that help us to think the unthinkable, completing the refuse-heap of “isms” and creeds with our vain lust for truth and happiness, and going in without thought or belief or prayer or any other vanity, so that the soul, freed from all that crushing lumber, may open all its avenues of life to the holy air of the true Catholic Church.


  G. Bernard Shaw.


  {·  ·}
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  TO NANCY


  Weymouth, 29th September.


  IT happens that I have seen much of you, Nancy, at an eventful moment—eventful for yourself I mean, in your life and your career—and here, because I like you, and like to think of and reflect on you, there is written down, straight and full, the record of my impression: concealing nothing, though written to yourself: a letter absolutely frank, looking all facts in the face; for, young though you are, you are intelligent enough to bear them. My letter you may find tedious, perhaps, but at all events unusual; for letters, even when detailed, generally omit much, hide some part of a thought—put the thing in a way that pleases the writer, or is intended to please the receiver. Here am I at the end of my first page, Nancy, and all preface! Well, I shall recall, to begin with, how it was that I met you.


  Acquit me, please, of any general love of your over-praised Music Hall. Neither it nor the Theatre counts for much in my life. I like you personally: I imagine a Future for you; but I am not anxious for “the status of the profession.” Life, it is just possible, has other goals than that of being received in smart drawing-rooms—whatever art you practice, its practice is your reward. Society, my dear, has bestowed of late upon the stage “lover” an attention that is misplaced. We are getting near the end of it: the cabotin, in a frock coat, no longer dominates the situation at afternoon teas. Youths from the green-room have, in the Past, over the luncheon-table, imparted to me, with patronage, their views about Painting; to me, Nancy, to your old friend, who has painted for thirty years—a full Academician one year since, with but few honours (as men call them) left to gain: few years, alas! in which to live to gain them. Child as you are, your common sense—that neatly-balanced little mind of yours, so unusually clear—that neatly-balanced mind assures ·32· you that it is not the profession you follow, but what you have been able to do in it, and what you really are, that gives you—I mean, of course, gives any one—legitimate claim to be in privileged places, to be motioned to the velvet of the social sward. “Artist,” indeed! As well expect to be received with welcome for having had sufficient capital to buy a camp stool and a few feet of German moulding with which to frame a canvas sent to the Dudley Gallery, as to be suffered to dictate and to dogmatise in virtue of a well-worn coat and an appearance at a London theatre!


  You have read so far, and yet I have not reminded you how it was that you and I came to know each other. It was just two years ago, in this same town from which I write to you. I saw a photograph that struck me, at the door of your place of entertainment—at the door of the “People’s Delight.” The face was young—but I have known youth. Pretty, it was—but a fashionable portrait-painter lives with prettiness. It was so monstrously refined!


  At three o’clock, they said, there would be an entertainment—Miss Nancy Nanson would certainly be seen. And in I went, with a companion—old Sir James Purchas, of Came Manor—my host more than once in these parts. Sir James, you know, is not a prey to the exactions of conventionality, and there was no reason why the humble entertainment your lounge and shelter offered to the tripper should not afford us half an hour’s amusement.


  The blazing September afternoon you recollect—September with the glare of the dog days. The “people,” it seemed, were not profiting that day by the “People’s Delight,” for the place was all but empty—everyone out of doors—and we wandered, not aimlessly indeed, but not successfully, among those cavernous, half-darkened regions, among the stalls for fruits and sweets and cheap jewelry, in search of a show. A turn, and we came suddenly on rows of empty chairs placed in front of a small stage, with drawn curtain; and, at a money-taker’s box (for reserved seats, as I supposed)—leaning over the money-taker’s counter, in talk with someone who came, it may be, from a selling-stall—there was a child, a little girl. Sir James touched my arm, directing my attention to her, and I took the initiative—said to the little girl: ·33· “We came to see Miss Nancy Nanson. You can tell us, perhaps, when is the show going to begin?” “There won’t be any entertainment this afternoon,” the girl answered; “because, you see, there isn’t any audience. I am Miss Nancy Nanson.” The dignity of the child!


  The fact was, you remember, that photograph at the entrance gave the impression of a girl of seventeen; and I did not at all connect it with the figure of the well-spoken, silver-voiced, elegant child, who proved to be yourself—since then my model and my youthful friend. But the moment you spoke, and when my eyes, still not quite used to the obscurity, took in your real face and those refined expressions, the identity was established, though the photograph, with its dexterous concealment, showed more the Nancy Nanson you were going to be, than the Nancy Nanson you were. I was pleased, nevertheless; and we talked about yourself for a few minutes; and when you said (because I asked you) that there would be an entertainment next day, I told you we would come to see it, certainly. And Sir James was indulgent. And I am a man of my word.


  And now there is a bit we can afford to hurry over; for the next stage of our acquaintance does not advance, appreciably, the action of your story. We came; we saw your entertainment: your three turns: singing, dancing: and pretty enough it was; but yet, so-so. You were such a pleasant child, of course we applauded you—so refined, yet singing, tolerably, such nonsense. Even then, it was your charming little personality, you know—it was not your performance that had in it attractiveness. Next day, I left the neighbourhood.


  For two years after that, I never saw Miss Nancy Nanson, “vocalist and dancer”; only once heard of and read of you—only once, perhaps, thought of you. The once was last Christmas—your name I saw was advertised in a pantomime played by “juveniles.” I might, it is just possible, have gone to see it. But the average “juvenile!”—think!—and then, the influenza and the weather!


  Well! this present glowing September, Nancy—glowing and golden as it was two years ago—brought me again, and very differently, into touch with you. The Past is over. Now I fix your attention—for you are still ·34· patient with me—I fix your attention on the Present, and I point out to you, in detail—I realise to myself—how the time is critical, eventful; how you stand, Nancy, upon a certain brink. I am not going to prophecy what you may be; but I tell you what you are. The real You, you know: something better and deeper than that which those seven pastels, any or all of them together, show you—my delighted notes of your external beauty; touched, I think, with some charm of grace that answers well to your own; and mimicking, not badly, the colours and contours of your stage presence. Nothing more. Chance gleams—an artist’s “snap-shots” at Miss Nancy Nanson, vocalist and dancer, at sixteen. (Sixteen yesterday.) But you—No!


  This present September—a fortnight since—I came again to Weymouth; this time alone; putting up at the old “Gloucester” (it was George the Third’s house) from which I write to you; and not at Came Manor in the neighbourhood. In the Weymouth of to-day one is obliged, in nearly every walk, to pass the “People’s Delight”—your cheap vulgarity, my dear, that the great Georgian time would have resented. I passed it soon, and the two names biggest upon the bills were, “Achilles, the Strong Man”—there are things in which even a decayed watering place cannot afford to be behind the fashion—“Achilles, the Strong Man,” then, and “Miss Nancy Nanson.” Again did I go in; took the seat, exactly, that I had taken two years since, in the third row of chairs; and while a band of three made casual, lifeless, introductory music, I waited for the show.


  The curtain rose presently on a great, living, breathing, over-energetic statue—a late Renaissance bronze, by John of Bologna, he seemed—that muscular piece of colour and firm form, that nigger, posed effectively, and of prodigious force. “John of Bologna”—but you never heard of him! Then he began his operations—Achilles, the Strong Man—holding, and only by his teeth, enormous weights; and rushing round with one, two, hundredweight, as if it were a feather; lifting, with that jaw of his, masses of iron; crashing them on the stage again, and standing afterwards with quivering muscles, heaving chest. Applause—I joined in it myself in common courtesy—and then the curtain fell.


  ·35· A wait. The band struck up again—it was your first turn. A slim and dainty figure, so very slight, so very young, in a lad’s evening dress, advanced with swiftness towards the footlights, and bowed in a wide sweep that embraced everyone. Then you began to sing—and not too well, you know—a song of pretty-enough sentiment; the song of a stripling whose sweetheart was his mother. His mother, she sufficed for him. It suited your young years. A tender touch or two, and with a boy’s manliness. Applause! You vanished.


  You vanished to return. In a girl’s dress this time, with movements now more swift and now more graceful. Another song, and this time dancing with it. It was dancing you were born for. “She has grown another being—and yet with the old pleasantness—in these two years,” I thought. “A child no longer.” In colour and agility you were a brilliant show. I have told you since, in talking, what I thought of you. You were not a Sylvia Grey, my dear; still less that other Sylvia Voltaire praised, contrasting her with the Camargo. The Graces danced like Sylvia, Voltaire said—like the Camargo, the wild nymphs. No! you were not Voltaire’s Sylvia, any more than you were Sylvia Grey. Sylvia Grey’s dance is perfect, from the waist upwards—as an observant actress pointed out to me, with whom I saw it. Swan-like in the holding and slow movement of the head and neck; exquisite in the undulations of the torso. Where Sylvia Grey ends—I mean where her remarkableness ends (for she has legs like another, I take it)—you, my dear, begin. But you want an Ingres to do you justice. The slimness of the girl, and what a fineness, as of race; and then, the agility of infinite practice, and sixteen young years!


  A third turn—then it was that you were agile most of all. The flying feet went skyward. Black shoes rushed, comet-like, so far above your head, and clattered on the floor again; whilst against the sober crimson of the background curtain—a dull, thin stuff, stretched straightly—gleamed the white of moving skirts, and blazed the boss of brightest scarlet that nestled somewhere in the brown gold of your head. Then, flushed and panting, it was over.


  ·36· Next day, in a gaunt ante-room, or extra chamber, its wooden floor quite bare, and the place furnished only with a couple of benches and a half-voiceless semi-grand piano—the wreck of an Erard that was great once—in that big, bare room, Nancy, where my pastels since have caught your pose in lilac, rose and orange, but never your grave character, I came upon, and closely noted, and, for a quarter of an hour, talked to, a sedate young girl in black—a lady who, in all her bearing, ways, gesture, silver voice, was as refined as any, young or old, that I have been in contact with in my long life—and I have lived abundantly amongst great ladies, from stately, restful Quakeress to the descendant of the “hundred Earls.” No one is more refined than you. This thing may not last with you. Whether it lasts depends, in great measure, upon the life you lead, in the strange world opening to you. Your little craft, Nancy, your slender skiff, will have some day to labour over voluminous seas.


  You remember what you told me, in the great ante-room, standing by the wreck of the Erard, that your fingers touched. All your life to that time. You were frankness absolutely; standing there in your dull, black frock that became you to perfection; standing with hat of broad, black straw—the clear-cut nose, the faultless mouth, the bright-brown hair curled short about your head, and the limpid look of your serene eyes, steadily grey. It was interesting, and amusing too, your story. I told you, you remember, how much you had got on, how changed you were, what progress I had noticed. And you said a pretty “Thank you.” It was clear that you meant it. We were friends. I asked who taught you—so far as anything can be taught in this world, where, at bottom, one’s way is, after all, one’s own. You said, your mother. And I told you I’d seen your name in some London Christmas play-bill. “I had a big success,” you said. What a theatrical moment it was!—the one occasion in all my little dealings with you in which I found the traditions of “the profession” stronger with you than your own personal character. Now, your own personal instinct is to be modest and natural; the traditions of “the profession” are to boast. You did boast, Nancy! You had a big success, had you? Perhaps, for yourself; ·37· I do not say you failed. But the piece—my dear, you know it was a frost. Did it run three weeks? Come now! And someone, out of jealousy, paid four guineas—she or her friends did—to get you a bad notice somewhere in back-stairs journalism. And they got it, and then repented of it. You were friends with them afterwards. But what a world, Nancy!—a world in which, for four guineas, a scoundrel contributes his part towards damning your career!


  You remember, before I asked if I might make some sketches of you, you were turning over a song that had been sent you by “a gentleman at Birmingham.” He had had it “ruled” for you, and wanted you to buy it for three pounds. It was “rather a silly song,” you thought. I settled myself quietly to master the sense, or, as was more probable, the nonsense, of it. My dear, it was blank rubbish! But you were not going to have it, you said. “Mamma would never buy a song I didn’t like and take to.” That was well, I thought. And then you slowly closed the ruined Erard, and were going away. But on the road down-stairs, remember, I persuaded you to ask your mother that you might give me sittings. I told you who I was. And in the gaunt ante-room, lit well from above, I had a sitting next day. It was the first of several. And your mother trusted me, and trusted you, as you deserve to be trusted. And we worked hard together, didn’t we?—you posing, and I drawing. And there are seven pastels which record—tant bien que mal, my dear—the delightful outside of you, the side the public might itself see, if it had eyes to really see—the flash of you in the dance, snow-white or carmine; and I got all that with alacrity—“swift means” I took, to “radiant ends”—the poise of the slim figure, the white frock slashed with gold, the lifted foot, and that gleam of vivid scarlet in your hair against the background of most sober crimson.


  This tranquil Sunday I devote to writing to you, is the day after your last appearance at the “People’s Delight.” You and your mother, very soon, you tell me, leave Weymouth and your old associations—it is your home, you know—and you leave it for ever. The country, you admit, is beautiful, but you are tired of the place. I don’t much wonder. And you ·38· leave it—the great bay, the noble chalk downs, the peace of Dorset and its gleaming quiet—you leave it for lodgings in the Waterloo Road. For you must be among the agents for the Halls. Though you have been upon the Stage since you were very little, you have but lately, so you say, put your heart into it. Well! it is not unnatural. But no more Sunday drives into the lovely country, recollect, with your brother, who is twenty-one and has his trade; and your uncle, who is in a good way of business here, you said—your uncle, the plumber.


  And so, last night being your last night, Nancy, it was almost like a Benefit. As for your dancing, you meant, I knew, to give us the cup filled—yes, filled and running over. I had noticed that, on some earlier evening, when Little Lily Somebody—a dumpling child, light of foot, but with not one “line” in all her meaningless, fat form—when Little Lily Somebody had capered her infantile foolishness, to the satisfaction of those who rejoice in mere babyhood, someone presented her with a bouquet. And you danced, excellently, just after her—you, height and grace, slimness and soul—and someone, with much effusion, handed you up a box of chocolates. And you smiled pleasantly. I saw there was a little conflict in your mind, however, between the gracious recognition of what was well-enough meant, and the resentment—well, the resentment we can hardly call it: the regret, at all events—at being treated so very visibly as a child—and yesterday you were to be sixteen! So I myself—who, if this small indignity had not been offered you, might conceivably have given you, in private, at all events, a basket of fine fruit—I meant to offer you flowers. It might have been fruit, I say, if smuggled into the ante-room where I had done my pastels; for I had seen you once there, crunching, quite happily, imperfect apples between perfect teeth—your perfect teeth, almost the only perfect things, Nancy, in an imperfect world.


  But it had to be flowers. So I sent round to the dressing-room, just as you were getting ready, two button-holes merely—wired button-holes—of striped carnations, red or wine-coloured. They were not worn in your first turn. They were not worn in your second. In your third turn, I ·39· espied them at your neck’s side, in the fury of your dance. Already there are people, I suppose, who would have thought those striped carnations happy—tossed, tossed to pieces, in the warmth of your throat.


  Your second turn, last night, you know, was in flowing white, slashed with gold—old-gold velvet—with pale stockings. The third—when the flowers died happy in your riot—in pure white alone, with stockings black. You remember the foot held in your hand, as you swing round upon the other toe—and one uplifted leg seen horizontal, in its straight and modelled slimness.


  My dear—what were my little flowers? Who could have known—when you had finished—the great things still to come? When the applause seemed over, and the enthusiasm of some lieutenant from Dorchester was, as I take it, abated and suppressed—when the applause was over, a certain elocutionist (Mr. Paris Brown, wasn’t it?) brought you again upon the stage, and saying it was your last appearance, made you some presentation: a brooch from himself, “of no intrinsic value” he informed us—I willingly believed him—a bracelet from I don’t know who—that had an “intrinsic value,” I surmise—and a bouquet, exquisite. It was “From an admirer,” Mr. Paris Brown, the elocutionist, read out, from an accompanying card. Then he congratulated you upon your Past; prophesied as to your Future; and, in regard to the presents to you, he said, in words that were quite happily chosen—because, Nancy, they were reticent while they were expressive—“She is but a—girl; and she has done her duty by the management. Long may she be a credit to her father and mother!” Your mother I was well aware of—your mother I respect; and you, you love her. But your father—he was invented, I think, for the occasion, as an additional protection, should the designs upon you of the admirer from Dorchester prove to be not altogether such as they ought to be. The precaution was unnecessary; it was taking Time by the forelock. Our young friend looked ingenuous, and smitten grievously—you seem so big upon the stage, Nancy—so grown up, I mean. I could, I think, have toned down his emotions, had I told him you were a bare sixteen.


  ·40· Nancy, there is—for me—a certain pathos in this passage of yours from childhood into ripening girlhood; a book closed, as it were; a phase completed; an ending of the way. “What chapter is to open? Nancy Nanson—what phase or facet of her life,” I ask myself, “is now so soon to be presented? What other way, what unfamiliar one, is to follow her blameless and dutiful childhood?” I had a restless night, Nancy. Thinking of this, one saw—ridiculously perhaps—a presage in the first bouquet, a threat in the first bracelet—in the admirer’s card. Would she be like the rest?—at least, too many. Besmirched, too?


  Remember, Nancy, I am no Puritan at all. I recognise Humanity’s instincts. There is little I do not tolerate. I recognise the gulf that separates the accidentally impolitic from the essentially wrong. But we owe things to other people—to the World’s laws. We have responsibilities. Noblesse oblige; and all superiority is Noblesse. “She must not be like the rest,” I said, last night, in broken dreams; “dining, winking, leering even, since sold at last and made common.” In broken dreams, last night—or in wakeful hours—your feet tossed higher; your gay blood passed into the place—electrical, overpowering. You can be so grave and sweet, you know; and you can be so mad.


  Have you ever lain awake, in the great, long darkness, and watched in the darkness a procession—the people of your Past and all your Future? But you have no Past. For myself, I have watched them. My mother, who is long gone; those who were good to me, and whom I slighted; the relations who failed me; the friend I lost. And the uncertain figures of the Future! But the line of the Future is short enough for me—for you, it is all yours. Last night, it seemed to me, the dark was peopled with your enemies; with your false friends, who were coming—always coming—the unavoidable crowd of the egotistic destroyers of youth. Their dark hearts, I thought, look upon her as a prey: some of them cruel, some of them cynical, yet some of them only careless. And I wished that last night had not come—your sixteenth birthday—with the applause and gifts and menacing triumph.


  ·41· There are women, perhaps, men cannot wrong—since they have wronged themselves too much. “This is a good girl,” I said; and my over-anxious mind—in real affection for her—cries out to all the horrid forces of the world: “Leave Nancy!”


  Nancy, when you read this, you smile—and naturally—at your most sombre friend. You think, of course, with all the reckless trust, courageous confidence, of girlhood, “So superfluous! So unnecessary!”


  Go the straight way! … Whatever way you go, I shall always be your friend.


  Frederick Wedmore.


  {·  ·}


  MANDOLINE


  (From the “Fêtes Galantes” of Paul Verlaine).


  
    THE singers of serenades


    Whisper their faded vows


    Unto fair listening maids


    Under the singing boughs.

  


  
    Tircis, Aminte, are there,


    Clitandre is over-long,


    And Damis for many a fair


    Tyrant makes many a song.

  


  
    Their short vests, silken and bright,


    Their long, pale, silken trains,


    Their elegance of delight,


    Twine soft, blue, shadowy chains.

  


  
    And the mandolines and they,


    Faintlier breathing, swoon


    Into the rose and grey


    Ecstasy of the moon.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}
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  A GOOD PRINCE†


  Max Beerbohm.


  {·  ·}


  REGENT STREET, LONDON


  By JOSEPH PENNELL


  {·  ·}
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  THE EYES OF PRIDE


  To A. F.


  
    “Pluck out the eyes of pride; thy lips to mine?


    Never, though I die thirsting! Go thy ways!”


    George Meredith.

  


  I


  “DO as you please—it’s all one to me: yet I think you will live to regret it.”


  He spoke sullenly, with well-affected indifference, standing on the hearth-rug, his hands in his pockets, looking down at her; and yet there was a note of irresolution, of potential suffering in his voice, which was absent from her reply:


  “If I do, I will tell you.”


  “That is just what you will never do.”


  “Perhaps not.” She was actually indifferent, or her dissimulation was more profound than his, for the blank coldness of her speech lit a spark of irritation in him.


  “And, all the same, I think you will regret it—every day of your life…. By God! you are making a great mistake, Rosalind!”


  “Is it all coming over again?” murmured the girl, wearily. “And, after all, it’s your own choice.”


  He flushed angrily. He was in evening dress, and he fidgeted with his tie for a moment, before he held out his hand with stiff courtesy.


  “Good-bye,” he said; and “Good-bye, Mr. Seefang!” the girl answered, listlessly. He dropped her impassive hand, and went slowly towards the door. Then he remembered he had brought his hat with him into the drawing-room, and he came back again, and placed it mechanically under his arm. “Well, good-bye, Rosalind!” he said again. This time she made no response, and he was really gone when she raised her eyes again….


  ·52· When he opened the hall door, emerged into the square, he paused to light a cigar before he plunged into the fog, rank and yellow and raw, which engulfed him. A clock struck eleven. It was actually so late; and he began to look round, vaguely, for a hansom, reflecting that their rapid talk—certainly, it had been fruitful in momentous consequences—had lasted for over an hour. He decided that all the cabs would have disappeared; the square railings, ten yards in front of him, were invisible; he shrugged his shoulders—a gesture habitual with him, in which, just now, lassitude and a certain relief were mingled—and, doggedly and resolutely, he set his face eastwards, to accomplish on foot his return journey to the Temple…. As he went, his mind was recasting his past life, and more especially the last six months of it, during which he had been engaged to Rosalind Lingard. Well! that was over at last, and he was unable to add that it had been pleasant while it lasted. Pleasant? Well, no! but it had been an intoxicating experience—a delirious torture. Now he was a free man, and he tried to congratulate himself, reminding himself of all the phrase implied. Yes; he was free again—free to his old pleasures and his old haunts, to his friends and his former wandering life, if he chose; above all, free to his art—his better passion…. And, suddenly, into his meditation there floated the face of the girl on the sofa, impassively beautiful and sullen, as it had been framed to his vision when he last held her hand, and he ground his teeth and cursed aloud.


  He began to remember how, all along, he had forecasted this end of his wooing. What an ill-omened affair it had been from the first! He was yet uncertain whether he loved or hated her most. That he had loved her at all was the miracle. But, even now, he knew that he had loved her, with a love that was not child’s-play—it had come too late for that—but, like his genius, faulty yet tremendous.


  There was a great deal of Seefang; even the critics of his pictures admitted it; and everything about him was on a large scale. So that when he had fallen in love with Rosalind Lingard, after three days’ acquaintance, he had done so supremely, carried away by a strange hurricane of sensual fascination and spiritual rapture. Meeting her first at a sparsely-attended table d’hôte in a ·53· primitive Breton village where he was painting, he had promptly disliked her, thought her capricious and ill-tempered. Grudgingly, he had admitted that she was beautiful, but it was a beauty which repelled him in a girl of his own class, although he would have liked it well enough in women of less title to respect, with whom he was far too well acquainted.


  If he had ever thought of marriage—and it must have been remotely—during his fifteen years of manhood, spent so pleasantly in the practice of an art in which his proficiency had met recognition and in the frank and unashamed satisfaction of his vigorous appetites, he had dreamed of a girl most unlike Rosalind Lingard; a girl with the ambered paleness and the vaguely virginal air of an early Tuscan painting, who would cure him of his grossness and reform him. For he had, still, intervals of depression—generally when he had spoiled a canvas—in which he accused himself of living like a beast, and hankered, sentimentally, for the love of a good woman. And yet, Rosalind Lingard, with her ambiguous charm, her adorable imperfection, had been this woman—the first to dominate him by something more than the mere rose and white of her flesh. Masterful as he had been with the others, he was her slave, if it was still his masterfulness which bound her to him, for a pliant man would have repelled her, and she had dreamed of being loved tyrannically. A few days had sufficed. A juxtaposition somewhat out of the common—a slight illness of her aunt, Mrs. Sartorys, with whom she was travelling—having thrown them together, a discovery which he made suddenly, that if she was capricious she could yet be charming, and that her audacity was really the perfection of her innocence—these were the material agents of his subjection. To the lovers, as they became speedily, inevitable fate and the god who watches over little lovers were held alone responsible. The best of Seefang’s character, in which the fine and the gross were so strangely mingled, leapt to meet the promise in her eyes. Their vows were exchanged….


  He crossed Piccadilly Circus, debating whether he should go home at once or turn into his club and have an hour’s poker; finally, he decided to make for the Temple…. And he told himself again that it was over. In retrospect, their love seemed like a long quarrel, with a few intervals of reconciliation. ·54· But there had been a time, at the very beginning, when life was like Eden; when he was so buoyant that he felt as if his head must touch the sky. He left his easel and wandered with them through Morbihan; his knowledge of the country, so sad and cold and poor, and yet so pictorial, made him their cicerone to nooks which elude the ordinary tourist. Actually, they were not betrothed, but they anticipated the official sanction; and, indeed, no opposition was expected even by Mrs. Sartorys; though, formally, Rosalind’s guardian, a learned lawyer—an abstract idea, even, to his ward—was to be consulted. Seefang had his fame, his kinship with the peerage, to set off against the girl’s fortune, which was considerable. Had he been less eligible, Mrs. Sartorys, a weak, placid woman, professionally an invalid, would have been equally submissive. As it was, she allowed them the license of an engagement, stipulating merely for a postponement which was nominal. They rambled alone together over the ruddy moorland as it pleased them. Once he said to her:


  “If your guardian damns me, will you make a curtsy and dismiss me, Rosalind?”


  They had come to a pause in their walk; the sun was merciless, and they had wandered off the road to seek shade; the girl had seated herself on a bank under a silver-birch tree, Seefang was standing over her. She shook her head.


  “No! if I’ve ever wanted anything since I was a child, I’ve cried and stormed till I got it.”


  “You give yourself a fine character.”


  “I’m not a nice girl, I’ve told you so before.”


  “Nice!” he looked at her gravely. “I don’t care about niceness.”


  “What do you care for?”


  “You as you are,” he said deliberately; “proud, capricious, not very sweet of temper, and—I suspect——”


  Her eyes challenged him, he completed his phrase: “A bit of a flirt!”


  “And yet you—”


  “And yet I love you; good God! what am I myself?”


  She glanced at him with a sort of mocking tenderness.


  ·55· “You are very proud,” she said; “capricious, I don’t know; but stubborn and headstrong; I think you can be very cruel, and I am sure you have been very wicked.”


  “And yet?——” he imitated her phrase softly. They were quite alone with the trees and the birds, and instinctively their lips met. Presently she resumed, a trifle sadly, her eyes contemplating vaguely the distant valley.


  “I’m only a girl—not twenty. You are thirty-eight, thirty-eight! You must have kissed so many, many women before me.”


  He touched her hand very softly, held it while he went on: “Never mind the past, Rosalind. I’ve lived as other men. If I’ve been stupid, it was because I had never known you. When a man has been in heaven he is in no hurry to get back anywhere else. I’m yours, and you know it—body and soul—and they are a poor bargain, my child! ever since—since Ploumariel.” She flushed and her head drooped towards him; at Ploumariel they had crossed the great climacteric. When she looked up, the sun, moving westwards, lit up the valley opposite them, illuminated the white stones of a village cemetery. Her eyes rested upon it. Presently she said:


  “Oh, my dear, let us be kind to each other, bear and forbear …. That’s the end of it all.”


  For a moment he was silent; then he leant over and kissed her hair.


  “Rosalind, my darling, I wish we were dead together, you and I, lying there quietly, out of the worry of things.”


  It was a fantastic utterance, an odd and ominous mood to interrupt their foolish talk of plighted lovers; it never recurred. But just now it came back to him like an intuition. It is so much easier to die for the woman you love than to live with her. They could talk of bearing and forbearing, but much tolerance was in the nature of neither. They were capable of generosity, but even to themselves they could not be just. Both had known speedily how it must end. He was impatient, tyrannical; she, capricious and utterly a woman; their pride was a great Juggernaut, beneath whose car they threw, one by one, their dearest hopes, their happiness and all that they cared most for in life. Was she a coquette? At least she cared for ·56· admiration, encouraged it, declined to live her life as he would have it. His conviction that small sacrifices which he asked of her she refused, not from any abiding joy the possession gave her, but in sheer perverseness, setting her will against his own, heightened his estimation of the offence. That his anger was out of all proportion to her wrongdoing he knew, and his knowledge merely inflamed his passionate resentment. She, on her side, was exacting, jealous of his past life; he was faithfully her lover, and he felt aggrieved, perhaps unjustly, that woman-like she took constancy too much for granted, was not more grateful that he did not lapse. And neither could make concessions: they hardened their hearts, were cold of eye and tongue when a seasonable softening would have flung them each in the other’s arms. When they were most divided, each was secretly aware that life without the other would be but a savourless dish. For all that, they had ended it. She had flung him back his liberty, and he had accepted it with a bitter word of thanks. They had said, if they had not done, irrevocable things ….


  Seefang let himself into his chambers and slammed the oak behind him; the room smelt of fog, the fire had gone out, and, just then, the lack of it seemed the most intolerable thing in life. But he sat down, still in his ulster, lighting the candle to dispel the gloom, and faced his freedom more deliberately than he had done before. He began to think of his work, and he was surprised at discovering how utterly he had neglected it during the last six months. There is nothing so disorganising as a great passion, nothing so enervating as a virtuous one. He went to bed, vowing that he would make amends. His art! that he should ever have forgotten it! None of the other women had interfered with that, the women who had amused him, satisfied the animal in him, but whom he had not loved. She alone had made him forget it. He had a sense of ingratitude towards his art, as to a person who has always stood by one, whom at times one has not valued, and whom one finds, after some calamity, steadfast and unchanged. His art should stand him in good stead now; it should help him to endure his life, to forget her and be strong. Strength! that was the great thing; and he knew that it appertained to him. He fell asleep murmuring that he was glad he ·57· was strong …. strong …. Two months later Seefang went abroad; he had made arrangements for a prolonged absence. He had not seen Miss Lingard; if an acquaintance, who was ignorant of the rupture, asked after her, he looked vacant, seemed to search his memory to give the name a connotation. Then he remarked indifferently that he believed Mrs. Sartorys was out of town. He was working hard, contemplated work more arduous still. Every now and then he drew himself up and reminded himself that he had forgotten her.


  For two years he was hardly heard of: he was believed to be travelling in Spain, living in some secluded village. Then he was in London for a month: he exhibited, and critics were unanimous in their opinion that he had never done better work—at which he smiled. They declared he had not been in vain to the land of Velasquez and Goya. It was at this time that he heard of Miss Lingard’s marriage with Lord Dagenham; that nobleman had carried away his bride to an obscure Scandinavian capital, where he was diplomatically engaged. Seefang was curious enough to turn over the pages of Debrett, and discovered that the bridegroom was sixty; it enabled him to credit the current rumour that he was dull. He went on smiling and was abroad for another three years.


  II


  He had known they would meet when he first heard that the Dagenhams were in town. Lord Dagenham had abandoned diplomacy with stays and any semblance of being young; he was partly paralysed, and was constantly to be seen in a bath-chair in Kensington Gardens. But the lady went everywhere, and Seefang made much the same round; their encounter was merely a question of time. He faced it with equanimity, or its tolerable imitation; he neither feared it nor hoped for it. And the season was but a few weeks old when it came about. At the dinner-table he faced her almost directly.


  Five years! Her beauty was richer, perhaps; it had acquired sombre tones like an old picture; but she was not perceptibly altered, hardly older. She was straight and tall, had retained something of her slim, girlish figure; ·58· and, as of old, her beauty had a sullen stain on it; in the languid depths of her dark eyes their fate was written; her full mouth in repose was scornful. He finished his soup, talked to his neighbour, mingled in the conversation; one of his remarks sent a little ripple of well-bred laughter down the table, and he noticed that she joined in it. But her eyes avoided him, as they had done when she bowed to him formally in the drawing-room. They had not spoken. A vague feeling of irritation invaded him. Was there another woman in the world with hair like that, so dark and multitudinous? He had promised himself to forget her, and it seemed to him that the promise had been kept. Life had been amusing, full of experience, lavish and expansive. If one supreme delight were impossible, that had not seemed to him a reason for denying himself any lesser joys which offered—joys, distractions. How successful he had been! And the tide of his irritation rose higher. His mind went back to the days when he had first known her. She had forgotten them, no doubt, but they were good while they lasted—yes, they were good. But what a life they would have led!—how thankful he should have been for his escape! From time to time he fidgeted nervously with his tie. Like a great wave of anguish his old desire swept over him.


  To Lady Dagenham, if she had not seemed to notice him, his presence there, facing her, was the one fact which possessed her mind during that interminable dinner-party. She had to perfection the gift of being rude urbanely, and she had begun by repressing any intentions of her neighbour on the right to be conversational. Her neighbour on the left talked for three; she preserved appearances by throwing him smiles, and at mechanical intervals an icy monosyllable. “Yes,” and “Yes,” said her lips, and her eyes, which looked everywhere else—above, below, beside him—saw only Seefang…. He was changed; older, coarser, bigger, she thought. Large he had always been; but to-night he loomed stupendous. Every now and then his deep voice was borne across to her—that remained the same, his voice was always pleasant. And she missed no detail—his hair was thinner, it was streaked, like his moustache, with gray; his eyes were clouded, a trifle blood-shot; his laugh was cynical and easy. She noticed the one ring ·59· he wore, a curious, absinthe-coloured opal, when he moved his left hand, large, but well-shaped and white. She remembered the ring and his affection for opals. Had that been the secret of his luck—their luck? He was not noticeably pitiable, but instinctively she fell to pitying him, and her compassion included herself. Skeleton fingers groped out of the past and throttled her. At a familiar gesture, when his hand went up to his tie, a rush of memories made her giddy. Was the past never done with? And why wish things undone or altered? He was a cross, brutal fellow; stupid and self-indulgent. Why had they ever met? They were too much alike. And she was sorry for him, sorry if he still cared, and sorrier if, as was more likely, he had forgotten; for she was aware that the strength which puts away suffering is more costly than acquiescence in unhappiness. A sudden tenderness came over her for him; it was not with the man she was angry, but with fate, the powers which had made them what they were, self-tormentors, the instruments of their own evil. As she rose from the table with the other women, she dropped one glance at him from her sombre, black eyes. And they met his in a flash which was electric.


  When he came upstairs, rather tardily, it was with a certain relief that he failed to discover in either of the two large rooms, which opened into one another, the face which he sought. In the first of them, a young Hungarian musician of note was just taking his seat at the piano. The air was heavy with the smell of flowers, full of soft vibrations—the frou-frou of silken skirts, the rustle of posturing fans. He moved into the second room. It was a parched, hot night, and the windows had been left open; the thin lace curtains protecting them were stirred imperceptibly. With a strange, nervous dread on him that was also an intuition, he pushed them aside and stepped on to the spacious balcony. Half-a-dozen people were sitting or standing there, and he distinguished her profile, marble white and strangely cold, in the subdued shine of the electric lights. An elderly-looking young man with a blonde moustache was talking with her. He took his station by them, joined mechanically in the conversation, looking not at her, but at the long, low line of the park in front of them with its background of mysterious trees. ·60· Presently a crash of chords came from within—the Hungarian had begun his performance. People began to drift inside again; Lady Dagenham and the blonde young man—a little anxious, for he was due in the House, concerned for a division—were the last loiterers. For the second time their eyes met, and there was a note of appeal in them.


  “Please don’t let me keep you, Mr. Rose … Mr. Seefang … We are old friends, and I haven’t seen him for years … Mr. Seefang will look after me.”


  When they were alone together he came over to her side, and they stood so for a moment or two in silence; he was so close to her that he could smell the misty fragrance of her hair, hear the sighing of her bosom. The tense silence preyed on them; to break it at any cost, he said, at last: “Rosalind!” Her white face was turned towards him, and he read the passion in it as in a book. And, “Rosalind!” he said again, with a new accent, more strenuously.


  “So you have come back”—her rich voice was under control, but there was a vibration in it which spoke of effort—“come back to England? Your fame preceded you long ago. I have often heard of you, and wondered if we should ever meet.”


  “Did you ever wish it?”


  “It is always pleasant to meet old friends,” she answered, mechanically.


  “Pleasant!” He laughed harshly. “There is no pleasure in it, Lady Dagenham.” She glanced at him uneasily, for, unconsciously, he had raised his voice. “And friends, are we friends—how can we be friends, you and I?”


  “At least—not enemies,” she murmured.


  He was silent for a moment, looking out at the blurred mass of the park, but seeing only her face, the face of her youth, softened and idealised, so that five years seemed as yesterday, and the anger and bitterness, which had driven them apart, chimeras.


  “At Ploumariel, up the hill to Sainte-Barbe”; he spoke softly, as it were to himself, and the natural harshness of his voice was modulated. “Do you remember the wood, the smell of pines and wild thyme? The ·61· pine-needles crackled under your little feet. How warm it was! You were tired at the end of the climb; you sat on a boulder to rest, while I fetched you milk from the cottage by the chapel—fresh milk in a big, yellow bowl, too big for your little fingers to cling to. You laughed; and I held it to your mouth, and you made me drink too, and I drank where the print of your lips had been, and your lips were sweet and fresh——”


  “Seefang!” she laid a white finger on his mouth, beseechingly, and he trembled; then let her hand rest on his with something of a caress. “What is the use, Seefang?—what is the use? Do you think I have forgotten? … That was over and done with years and years ago. It is no use maddening ourselves. We have so little, little time. Even now, someone may interrupt us at any moment; we may not meet again—tell me about yourself, your life, all these years. I know you are a great artist; have you been happy?”


  “I have made a name,” he said, shortly, “in more than one sense. If I were to speak, my voice might lie to you. Look me in the face—that will answer you.”


  Almost childishly she obeyed him, scrutinised the dark, strong face, harsh and proud, with engrained lines of bitterness and ill-temper set upon it even in repose.


  “You have answered me,” she said, with a little moan.


  “I have always longed for you, Rosalind, even when it seemed I had forgotten you most … And you——?”


  She cut him short quickly.


  “I have not been over happy,” she said.


  “Then your husband——?”


  “My husband has been kind to me. I have done—tried to do my duty to him.”


  A fresh silence intervened, nervous and uneasy: each feared to dissipate it, for each was instinctively conscious of what gulfs of passion lay beneath it, irretrievable chasms into which one unstudied phrase, one word at random, might hurl them both. She was the first to make the venture.


  ·62· “Can we not be friends, you and I?” And, innocently as she had spoken, the words had not fallen before she was conscious of her error; and his arms were round her, crushing the frail lace of her bodice, and their lips had joined, and the thrill in her blood had belied her protest.


  “Oh, why did we do it, what was the good of it, why did we ever meet?” she moaned, when the passionate moment had passed, and they were left face to face together, stupefied, yet with the mask of convention upon them once more, if set a little awry.


  “Because,——because——” he faltered. “Oh, my darling, how can we ever be friends? Oh, my love, my one love, anything but that! … There is only one end of it—or two—one of two, and you know that, Rosalind! My clever, cross darling, you were always clever—always understood. That is why I liked you.”


  She stood free of him again; her hands deftly, nervously restored one of her black, ruffled tresses.


  “How little you liked me, after all!” she said at last.


  And she saw, with a keen delight in her power to hurt him, with more pain at the hurt she did herself, the harsh and sneering lines round his mouth and nostrils darken into prominence, the latent brute in his face accentuate.


  “There was little enough to like in you, was there, Rosalind? But, by God! I did—I loved you, yes, I love you … Look at the park, Rosalind! It’s a mist, and dark; you can guess at the trees, believe in the grass; perhaps it’s soft—and new there,—it’s vague and strange … would you plunge into it now with me, darling—into the darkness? How this music and people tire me since I’ve seen you … would you? Cool and vague and strange! … No, you wouldn’t—nor would I, even if it were possible. You need not answer. It would not do. There, or here, we should hurt each other as we always have—and shall, this side of the grave. That is why I said there was only one end of it, or two, and this is the one you choose.”


  ·63· Once more, she laid her hand on his, and went on, her fingers caressing, absently, the opal of his ring.


  “Don’t be angry, Seefang, we have so little time—if it must be so. Life is so short. Besides, we’ve changed, grown older; we might be kinder to each other now. What are you going to do?”


  “I shall live as I have done—go abroad, perhaps, a little sooner—what else?”


  “Oh, why?” she cried instinctively. “What is the good?”


  “Would you have me come and see you? When are you at home? What is your day?” he asked, with an inflection, the irony of which escaped her.


  “If you are reasonable, why not?” she queried.


  He took up her hand and kissed it very gently, and, as it might have been a child’s, retained it in his own.


  “Because I am not that kind of man,” he said; “because I know myself, and the world, and the world’s view of me; because of my other name, out of paint; because——”


  She pulled herself away, petulantly; withdrew from him with a sullen gesture.


  “How little you must respect me! You need not have told me that your reputation is infamous: I have heard of it: is it true, then?”


  “It is true that I love you. As for what they say——” he broke off with a little suppressed laugh. “You see we are beginning to quarrel, we are generating a misunderstanding—and, as you said, there is so little time. The music is quite over, and we may be invaded any moment.”


  “And I begin to feel chill,” she said.


  He helped to arrange her cloak around her, lifted aside the curtain to allow her passage.


  “So this is the end?” she said, lightly; and her subtile voice had grown expressionless.


  “Yes,” he replied, dully; “this is the very end.”


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}
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  THE THREE MUSICIANS


  
    ALONG the path that skirts the wood,


    The three musicians wend their way,


    Pleased with their thoughts, each other’s mood,


    Franz Himmel’s latest roundelay,


    The morning’s work, a new-found theme, their breakfast and the summer day.

  


  
    One’s a soprano, lightly frocked


    In cool, white muslin that just shows


    Her brown silk stockings gaily clocked,


    Plump arms and elbows tipped with rose,


    And frills of petticoats and things, and outlines as the warm wind blows.

  


  
    Beside her a slim, gracious boy


    Hastens to mend her tresses’ fall,


    And dies her favour to enjoy,


    And dies for réclame and recall


    At Paris and St. Petersburg, Vienna and St. James’s Hall.

  


  
    The third’s a Polish Pianist


    With big engagements everywhere,


    A light heart and an iron wrist,


    And shocks and shoals of yellow hair,


    And fingers that can trill on sixths and fill beginners with despair.

  


  
    The three musicians stroll along


    And pluck the ears of ripened corn,


    Break into odds and ends of song,


    And mock the woods with Siegfried’s horn,


    And fill the air with Gluck, and fill the tweeded tourist’s soul with scorn.

  


  
    The Polish genius lags behind,


    And, with some poppies in his hand,


    Picks out the strings and wood and wind


    Of an imaginary band,


    Enchanted that for once his men obey his beat and understand.

  


  
    ·66· The charming cantatrice reclines


    And rests a moment where she sees


    Her château’s roof that hotly shines


    Amid the dusky summer trees,


    And fans herself, half shuts her eyes, and smoothes the frock about her knees.

  


  
    The gracious boy is at her feet,


    And weighs his courage with his chance;


    His fears soon melt in noonday heat.


    The tourist gives a furious glance,


    Red as his guide-book grows, moves on, and offers up a prayer for France.

  


  Aubrey Beardsley.
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  {·  ·}


  ZOLA: THE MAN AND HIS WORK


  ZOLA’S name—a barbarous, explosive name, like an anarchist’s bomb—has been tossed about amid hoots and yells for a quarter of a century. In every civilised country we have heard of the man who has dragged literature into the gutter, who has gone down to pick up the filth of the streets, and has put it into books for the filthy to read. And in every civilised country his books have been read by the hundred thousand, whatever judgment must be passed on the millions who have drunk of this moral sewage. But popularity failed to silence the hooting; in England, the classic land of self-righteousness, the decree went forth that this thing must be put an end to, and amid general acclamation the English publisher of such garbage was clapped into gaol. There was only a slight pause in the outcry, more a pause of stupefaction than of reconciliation, when it was known that many respected novelists in Europe and America looked up humbly to this scavenger as to a master; or again, when a metaphysician stood up in the Concord School of Philosophy and boldly classed him with Jesus and the great masters of moral irony; or once more, when the garbage-monger himself was welcomed as an honoured guest in the city which had imprisoned his publisher and prohibited his books, and when it was known that he was standing, with some hope, at the sacred portals of the French Academy.


  To-day, Zola’s great life-work is completed. At the same time, the uproar that it aroused has, to a large extent, fallen silent. Not that there is any general agreement as to the rank of the author of the Rougon-Macquart series; but the storms that greeted it have worn themselves out, and it is recognised that there are at least two sides to this as to other questions. Such a time is favourable to the calm discussion of Zola’s precise position.


  ·68· The fundamental assertion of those who, in their irreconcilable opposition to Zola, have rightly felt that abuse is not argument, has always been that Zola is no artist. The matter has usually presented itself to them as a question of Idealism versus Realism. Idealism, as used by the literary critic, seems to mean a careful selection of the facts of life for artistic treatment, certain facts being suited for treatment in the novel, certain other facts being not so suited; while the realist, from the literary critic’s point of view, is one who flings all facts indiscriminately into his pages. I think that is a fair statement of the matter, for the literary critic does not define very clearly; still less does he ask himself how far the idealism he advocates is merely traditional, nor, usually, to what extent the manner of presentation should influence us. He does not ask himself these questions, nor need we ask him, for in the case of Zola (or, indeed, of any other so-called “realist”) there is no such distinction. There is no absolute realism, merely various kinds of idealism; the only absolute realism would be a phonographic record, illustrated photographically, after the manner of Edison’s kinetoscope. Zola is just as much an idealist as George Sand. It is true that he selects very largely from material things, and that he selects very profusely. But the selection remains, and where there is deliberate selection there must be art. We need not trouble ourselves here—and I doubt whether we are ever called upon to trouble ourselves—about “Realism” and “Idealism.” The questions are: Has the artist selected his materials rightly? Has he selected them with due restraint?


  The first question is a large one, and, in Zola’s case at all events, it cannot, I think, be answered on purely æsthetic grounds; the second may be answered without difficulty. Zola has himself answered it; he admits that he has been carried away by his enthusiasm, and perhaps, also, by his extraordinary memory for recently-acquired facts (a memory like a sponge, as he has put it, quickly swollen and quickly emptied); he has sown details across his page with too profuse a hand. It is the same kind of error as Whitman made, impelled by the same kind of enthusiasm. Zola expends immense trouble to get his facts; he has told how he ·69· ransacked the theologians to obtain body and colour for “La Faute de l’Abbé Mouret,” perhaps the best of his earlier books. But he certainly spent no more preliminary labour on it than Flaubert spent on “Madame Bovary,” very far less than Flaubert spent on the study of Carthage for “Salammbô.” But the results are different; the one artist gets his effects by profusion and multiplicity of touches, the other by the deliberate self-restraint with which he selects and emphasises solely the salient and significant touches. The latter method seems to strike more swiftly and deeply the ends of art. Three strokes with the brush of Frans Hals are worth a thousand of Denner’s. Rich and minute detail may impress us, but it irritates and wearies in the end. If a man takes his two children on to his knees, it matters little whether he places Lénore on his right knee and Henri on his left, or the other way about; the man himself may fail to know or to realise, and the more intense his feelings the less likely is he to know. When we are living deeply, the facts of our external life do not present themselves to us in elaborate detail; a very few points are focal in consciousness (to use Professor Lloyd Morgan’s terminology), while the rest are marginal in subconsciousness. A few things stand out vividly at each moment of life; the rest are dim. The supreme artist is shown by the insight and boldness with which he seizes and illuminates these bright points at each stage, leaving the marginal elements in due subordination. Dramatists so unlike as Ford and Ibsen, novelists so unlike as Flaubert and Tolstoi, yet alike impress us by the simple vividness of their artistic effects. The methods adopted by Zola render such effects extremely difficult of attainment. Perhaps the best proof of Zola’s remarkable art is the skill with which he has neutralised the evil effects of his ponderous method. In using the dramatic form, as in “Thérèse Raquin,” the method, obviously, will not work, and Zola makes no attempt to get it to work, but is content to adopt fairly simple means to reach effects which, in their way, are certainly tremendous enough. But in his most characteristic novels, as “L’Assommoir,” “Nana,” “Germinal,” his efforts to attain salient perspective in the mass of trivial or technical details—to build a single elaborate effect out of manifold details—are ·70· often admirably conducted. Take, for instance, the Voreux, the coal-pit which may almost be said to be the hero of “Germinal” rather than any of the persons in the book. The details are not interesting, but they are carefully worked up, and the Voreux is finally symbolised as a stupendous idol, sated with human blood, crouching in its mysterious sanctuary. Whenever Zola wishes to bring the Voreux before us, this formula is repeated. And it is the same, in a slighter degree, with the other material personalities of the book. Sometimes, in the case of a crowd, this formula is simply a cry. It is so with the Parisian mob who yell “À Berlin!” in the highly-wrought conclusion to “Nana”; it is so with the crowd of strikers in “Germinal” who shout for bread. It is more than the tricky repetition of a word or a gesture, overdone by Dickens and others; it is the artful manipulation of a carefully-elaborated, significant phrase. Zola seems to have been the first who has, deliberately and systematically, introduced this sort of leit-motiv into literature as a method of summarising a complex mass of details, and bringing the impression of them before the reader. In this way he contrives to minimise the defects of his method, and to render his complex detail focal. He sometimes attains poignantly simple effects by the mere repetition of a leit-motiv at the right moment. And he is able at times, also, to throw aside his detailed method altogether, and to reach effects of tragic intensity. The mutilation of Maigrat’s corpse is a scene which can scarcely have been described in a novel before. Given the subject, Zola’s treatment of it has the strength, brevity, and certainty of touch which only belong to great masters of art. That Zola is a great master of his art, “L’Assommoir” and “Germinal”—which, so far as I have read Zola, seem his two finest works—are enough to prove. Such works are related to the ordinary novel much as Wagner’s music-dramas are related to the ordinary Italian opera. Wagner reaches a loftier height of art than Zola; he had a more complete grasp of all the elements he took in hand to unite. Zola has not seen with sufficient clearness the point of view of science, and its capacity for harmonising with fiction; nor has he, with perfect sureness of vision, always realised the ends of art. He has left far too much of the scaffolding standing amid his huge literary structures; there is ·71· too much mere brute fact which has not been wrought into art. But, if Zola is not among the world’s greatest artists, I do not think we can finally deny that he is a great artist.


  To look at Zola from the purely artistic standpoint, however, is scarcely to see him at all. His significance for the world generally, and even for literature, lies less in a certain method of using his material—as it may be said to lie, for example, in the case of the Goncourts—than in the material itself, and the impulses and ideas that prompted his selection of that material. These growing piles of large books are the volcanic ejecta of an original and exuberant temperament. To understand them we must investigate this temperament.


  A considerable and confused amount of racial energy was stored up in Zola. At once French, Italian and Greek—with a mother from the central Beauce country of France, more fruitful in corn than in intellect, and a father of mixed foreign race, a mechanical genius in his way, with enthusiastic energies and large schemes—he presents a curious combination of potential forces, perhaps not altogether a very promising combination. One notes that the mechanical engineer in the father seems to have persisted in the son, not necessarily by heredity, but perhaps by early familiarity and association. Young Zola was by no means a brilliant schoolboy, though he once won a prize for memory; such ability as he showed was in the direction of science; he had no literary aptitudes. He seems to have adopted literature chiefly because pen and ink come handiest to the eager energies of a poor clerk. It is scarcely fanciful to detect the mechanical aptitudes still. Just as all Huxley’s natural instincts were towards mechanics, and in physiology he always sought for the “go” of the organism, so Zola, however imperfect his scientific equipment may be, has always sought for the “go” of the social organism. The history of the Rougon-Macquart family is a study in social mathematics: given certain family strains, what is the dynamic hereditary outcome of their contact?


  To the making of Zola there went, therefore, this curious racial blend, as a soil ready to be fertilised by any new seed, and a certain almost instinctive tendency to look at things from the mechanical and material point ·72· of view. To these, in very early life, a third factor was added of the first importance. During long years after his father’s death, Zola, as a child and youth, suffered from poverty, poverty almost amounting to actual starvation, the terrible poverty of respectability. The whole temper of his work and his outlook on the world are clearly conditioned by this prolonged starvation of adolescence. The timid and reserved youth—for such, it is said, has been Zola’s character both in youth and manhood—was shut up with his fresh energies in a garret while the panorama of the Paris world was unfolded below him. Forced by circumstances or by temperament to practise the strictest chastity and sobriety, there was but one indulgence left open to him, an orgy of vision. Of this, as we read his books, we cannot doubt that he fully availed himself, for each volume of the Rougon-Macquart series is an orgy of material vision.[2]


  Zola is still said to be chaste, and he is still sober—though we are told that his melancholy morose face lights up like a gourmet’s at dinner-time—but this early eagerness to absorb the sights as well as the sounds, and one may add the smells, of the external world, has at length become moulded into a routine method. To take some corner of life, and to catalogue every detail of it, to place a living person in it, and to describe every sight and smell and sound around him, although he himself may be quite unconscious of them—that, in the simplest form, is the recipe for making a roman expérimental. The method, I wish to insist, was rooted in the author’s experience of the world. Life only came to him as the sights, sounds, smells, that reached his garret window. His soul seems to have been starved at the centre, and to have encamped at the sensory periphery. He never tasted deep of life, he ·73· stored up none of those wells of purely personal emotion from which great artists have hoisted up the precious fluid which makes the bright, living blood of their creations. How different he is in this respect from the other great novelist of our day, who has also been a volcanic force of world-wide significance! Tolstoi comes before us as a man who has himself lived deeply, a man who has had an intense thirst for life, and who has satisfied that thirst. He has craved to know life, to know women, the joy of wine, the fury of battle, the taste of the ploughman’s sweat in the field. He has known all these things, not as material to make books, but as the slaking of instinctive personal passions. And in knowing them he has stored up a wealth of experience from which he drew as he came to make books, and which bear about them that peculiar haunting fragrance only yielded by the things which have been lived through, personally, in the far past. Zola’s method has been quite otherwise: when he wished to describe a great house he sat outside the palatial residence of M. Menier, the chocolate manufacturer, and imagined for himself the luxurious fittings inside, discovering in after years that his description had come far short of the reality; before writing “Nana,” he obtained an introduction to a courtesan, with whom he was privileged to lunch; his laborious preparation for the wonderful account of the war of 1870, in “La Débâcle,” was purely one of books, documents, and second-hand experiences; when he wished to write of labour he went to the mines and to the fields, but never appears to have done a day’s manual work. Zola’s literary methods are those of the parvenu who has tried to thrust himself in from outside, who has never been seated at the table of life, who has never really lived. That is their weakness. It is also their virtue. There is no sense of satiety in Zola’s work as there is in Tolstoi’s. One can understand how it is that, although their methods are so unlike, Tolstoi himself regards Zola as the one French novelist of the day who is really alive. The starved lad, whose eyes were concentrated with longing on the visible world, has reaped a certain reward from his intellectual chastity; he has preserved his clearness of vision for material things, an eager, insatiable, impartial vision. He is a zealot in his devotion to life, to the smallest details of life. He has ·74· fought like the doughtiest knight of old-world romance for his lady’s honour, and has suffered more contumely than they all. “On barde de fer nos urinoirs!” he shouts in a fury of indignation in one of his essays; it is a curious instance of the fanatic’s austere determination that no barrier shall be set up to shut out the sights and smells of the external world. The virgin freshness of his thirst for life gives its swelling, youthful vigour to his work, its irrepressible energy.


  It has, indeed, happened with this unsatisfied energy as it will happen with such energies; it has retained its robustness at the sacrifice of the sweetness it might otherwise have gained. There is a certain bitterness in Zola’s fury of vision, as there is also in his gospel of “Work! work! work!” One is conscious of a savage assault on a citadel which, the assailant now well knows, can never be scaled. Life cannot be reached by the senses alone; there is always something that cannot be caught by the utmost tension of eyes and ears and nose; a well-balanced soul is built up, not alone on sensory memories, but also on the harmonious satisfaction of the motor and emotional energies. That cardinal fact must be faced even when we are attempting to define the fruitful and positive element in Zola’s activity.


  The chief service which Zola has rendered to his fellow artists and successors, the reason of the immense stimulus he supplies, seems to lie in the proofs he has brought of the latent artistic uses of the rough, neglected details of life. The Rougon-Macquart series has been to his weaker brethren like that great sheet knit at the four corners, let down from Heaven full of four-footed beasts and creeping things and fowls of the air, and bearing in it the demonstration that to the artist as to the moralist nothing can be called common or unclean. It has henceforth become possible for other novelists to find inspiration where before they could never have turned, to touch life with a vigour and audacity of phrase which, without Zola’s example, they would have trembled to use, while they still remain free to bring to their work the simplicity, precision, and inner experience which he has never possessed. Zola has enlarged the field of the novel. He has brought the modern material world into fiction in a more definite and thorough manner than it ·75· has ever been brought before, just as Richardson brought the modern emotional world into fiction; such an achievement necessarily marks an epoch. In spite of all his blunders, Zola has given the novel new power and directness, a vigour of fibre which was hard indeed to attain, but which, once attained, we may chasten as we will. And in doing this he has put out of court, perhaps for ever, those unwholesome devotees of the novelist’s art who, worked out of their vacuity, have neither inner nor outer world to tell of.


  Zola’s delight in exuberant detail, it is true, is open to severe criticism. When, however, we look at his work, not as a great art but as an important moment in the evolution of the novel, this exuberance is amply justified. Such furious energy in hammering home this demonstration of the artistic utility of the whole visible modern world may detract from the demonstrator’s reputation for skill; it has certainly added to the force of the demonstration. Zola’s luxuriance of detail has extended impartially to every aspect of life he has investigated, to the working of a mine, to the vegetation of the Paradou, to the ritual of the Catholic Church. But it is not on the details of inanimate life, or the elaborate description of the industrial and religious functions of men, that the rage of Zola’s adversaries has chiefly been spent. It is rather on his use of the language of the common people and on his descriptions of the sexual and digestive functions of humanity. Zola has used slang—the argot of the populace—copiously, chiefly indeed in “L’Assommoir” which is professedly a study of low life, but to a less extent in his other books. A considerable part of the power of “L’Assommoir,” in many respects Zola’s most perfect work, lies in the skill with which he uses the language of the people he is dealing with; the reader is bathed throughout in an atmosphere of picturesque, vigorous, often coarse argot. There is, no doubt, a lack of critical sobriety in the profusion and reiteration of vulgarisms, of coarse oaths, of the varied common synonyms for common things. But they achieve the end that Zola sought, and so justify themselves.


  They are of even greater interest as a protest against the exaggerated purism which has ruled the French language for nearly three centuries, and while rendering it a more delicate and precise instrument for scientific purposes, has caused it to become rather bloodless and colourless for the ·76· artist’s purposes, as compared with the speech used by Rabelais, Montaigne, and even Molière, the great classics who have chiefly influenced Zola. The romantic movement of the present century, it is true, added colour to the language, but scarcely blood; it was an exotic, feverish colour which has not permanently enriched French speech. A language rendered anæmic by over-clarification cannot be fed by exotic luxuries but by an increase in the vigorous staples of speech, and Zola was on the right track when he went to the people’s common speech, which is often classic in the true sense and always robust. Doubtless he has been indiscriminate and even inaccurate in his use of argot, sometimes giving undue place to what is of merely temporary growth. But the main thing was to give literary place and prestige to words and phrases which had fallen so low in general estimate, in spite of their admirable expressiveness, that only a writer of the first rank and of unequalled audacity could venture to lift them from the mire. This Zola has done; and those who follow him may easily exercise the judgment and discretion in which he has been lacking.


  Zola’s treatment of the sexual and the digestive functions, as I pointed out, has chiefly aroused his critics. If you think of it, these two functions are precisely the central functions of life, the two poles of hunger and love around which the world revolves. It is natural that it should be precisely these fundamental aspects of life which in the superficial contact of ordinary social intercourse we are for ever trying more and more to refine away and ignore. They are subjected to an ever-encroaching process of attenuation and circumlocution, and as a social tendency this influence is possibly harmless or even beneficial. But it is constantly extending to literature also, and here it is disastrous. It is true that a few great authors—classics of the first rank—have gone to extremes in their resistance to this tendency. These extremes are of two kinds: the first issuing in a sort of coprolalia, or inclination to dwell on excrement, which we find to a slight extent in Rabelais and to a marked extent in the half-mad Swift; in its fully-developed shape this coprolalia is an uncontrollable instinct found in some forms of insanity. The other extreme is that of pruriency, or the perpetual itch to circle round sexual matters, accompanied by a timidity ·77· which makes it impossible to come right up to them; this sort of impotent fumbling in women’s placket-holes finds its supreme literary exponent in Sterne. Like coprolalia, when uncontrolled, prurience is a well-recognised characteristic of the insane, leading them to find a vague eroticism everywhere. But both these extreme tendencies have not been found incompatible with the highest literary art. And, moreover, their most pronounced exponents have been clerics, the conventional representatives of the Almighty. However far Zola might go in these directions, he would still be in what is universally recognised as very good company. He has in these respects by no means come up with Father Rabelais and Dean Swift and the Rev. Laurence Sterne; but there can be little doubt that, along both lines, he has gone farther than a perfectly well-balanced artist would go. On the one hand he over-emphasises what is repulsive in the nutritive side of life, and on the other hand, with the timid obsession of chastity, he over-emphasises the nakedness of flesh. In so doing, he has revealed a certain flabbiness in his art, although he has by no means diminished his service in widening the horizon of literary speech and subject. Bearing in mind that many crowned kings of literature have approached these subjects quite as closely as Zola, and far less seriously, it does not seem necessary to enter any severer judgment here.


  To enlarge the sphere of language is an unthankful task, but in the long run literature owes an immense debt to the writers who courageously add to the stock of strong and simple words. Our own literature during the last two centuries has been terribly hampered by the social tendency of life to slur expression, and to paraphrase or suppress all forceful and poignant words. If we go back to Chaucer, or even to Shakespeare, we realise what power of expression we have lost. It is enough, indeed, to turn to our English Bible. The literary power of the English Bible is largely due to the unconscious instinct for style which happened to be in the air when it was chiefly moulded, to the simple, direct, unashamed vigour of its speech. If some of the stories of the Old Testament were presented to us under some trifling disguise on week-days we should declare that they were filthier than the filthiest things in Zola; and, certainly, if the discovery ·78· of the Bible had been left for us to make, any English translation would have to be issued at a high price by some esoteric society for fear lest it should fall into the hands of the British matron. It is our British love of compromise, we say, that makes it possible for a spade to be called a spade on one day of the week, but on no other; our neighbours, whose minds are more logically constituted, call it le cant Britannique. But our mental compartments remain very water-tight, and on the whole we are even worse off than the French who have no Bible. For instance, we have almost lost the indispensable words “belly” and “bowels,” both used so often and with such admirable effect in the Psalms; we talk of the “stomach,” a word which is not only an incorrect equivalent, but at best totally inapt for serious or poetic uses. Anyone who is acquainted with our old literature, or with the familiar speech of the common folk, will recall numberless similar instances of simple, powerful expressions which are lost or vanishing from literary language, leaving no available substitute behind. In modern literary language, indeed, man scarcely exists save in his extremities. For we take the pubes as a centre, and we thence describe a circle with a radius of some eighteen inches—in America the radius is rather longer—and we forbid any reference to any organ within that circle, save that maid-of-all-work the “stomach”; in other words, we make it impossible to say anything to the point concerning the central functions of life. It is a question how far any real vital literature can be produced under such conditions.


  In considering Zola, we are constantly brought back to the fact that most of the things that he has tried to do have been better done by more accomplished artists. The Goncourts have extended the sphere of language even in the direction of slang, and have faced many of the matters that Zola has faced, and with far more delicate, though usually more shadowy, art; Balzac has created as large and vivid a world of people, though drawing more of it from his own imagination; Huysmans has greater skill in stamping the vision of strange or sordid things on the brain; Tolstoi gives a deeper realisation of life; Flaubert is as audaciously naturalistic, and has, as well, that perfect self-control which should always accompany audacity. And in Flaubert, too, we find something of the same irony as in Zola.


  ·79· This irony, however, is a personal and characteristic feature of Zola’s work. It is irony alone which gives it distinction and poignant incisiveness. Irony may be called the soul of Zola’s work, the embodiment of his moral attitude towards life. It has its source, doubtless, like so much else that is characteristic, in his early days of poverty and aloofness from the experiences of life. There is a fierce impartiality—the impartiality of one who is outside and shut off—in this manner of presenting the brutalities and egoisms and pettinesses of men. The fury of his irony is here equalled by his self-restraint. He concentrates it into a word, a smile, a gesture. Zola believes, undoubtedly, in a reformed, even perhaps a revolutionised, future of society, but he has no illusions. He sets down things as he sees them. He has no tendernesses for the working-classes, no pictures of rough diamonds. We may see this very clearly in “Germinal.” Here every side of the problem of modern capitalism is presented: the gentle-natured shareholding class unable to realise a state of society in which people should not live on dividends and give charity; the official class with their correct authoritative views, very sure that they will always be needed to control labour and maintain social order; and the workers, some brutalised, some suffering like dumb beasts, some cringing to the bosses, some rebelling madly, a few striving blindly for justice.


  There is no loophole in Zola’s impartiality; the gradual development of the seeming hero of “Germinal,” Étienne Lantier, the agitator, honest in his revolt against oppression, but with an unconscious bourgeois ideal at his heart, seems unerringly right. All are the victims of an evil social system, as Zola sees the world, the enslaved workers as much as the overfed masters; the only logical outcome is a clean sweep—the burning up of the chaff and straw, the fresh furrowing of the earth, the new spring of a sweet and vigorous race. That is the logical outcome of Zola’s attitude, the attitude of an optimist, or at all events a meliorist, who regards our present society as a thoroughly vicious circle. His pity for men and women is boundless; his disdain is equally boundless. It is only towards animals that his tenderness is untouched by contempt; some of his most memorable passages are concerned with the sufferings of animals. The New Jerusalem may be fitted ·80· up, but the Montsou miners will never reach it; they will fight for the first small, stuffy, middle-class villa they meet on the way. And Zola pours out the stream of his pitiful, pitiless irony on the weak, helpless, erring children of men. It is this moral energy, combined with his volcanic exuberance, which lifts him to a position of influence above the greater artists with whom we may compare him.


  It is by no means probable that the world will continue to read Zola much longer. His work is already done; but when the nineteenth century is well past it may be that he will still have his interest. There will be plenty of material, especially in the newspapers, for the future historian to reconstruct the social life of the latter half of the nineteenth century. But the material is so vast that these historians will possibly be even more biassed and one-sided than our own. For a vivid, impartial picture—on the whole a faithful picture—of certain of the most characteristic aspects of this period, seen indeed from the outside, but drawn by a contemporary in all its intimate and even repulsive details, the reader of a future age can best go to Zola. What would we not give for a thirteenth century Zola! We should read with painful, absorbed interest a narrative of the Black Death as exact as that of nineteenth century alcoholism in “L’Assommoir.” The story of how the serf lived, as fully told as in “La Terre,” would be of incomparable value. The early merchant and usurer would be a less dim figure if “L’Argent” had been written about him. The abbeys and churches of those days have in part come down to us, but no “Germinal” remains to tell of the lives and thoughts of the men who hewed those stones, and piled them, and carved them. How precious such record would have been we may realise when we recall the incomparable charm of Chaucer’s prologue to “The Canterbury Tales.” But our children’s children, with the same passions alive at their hearts under incalculably different circumstances, will in the pages of the Rougon-Macquart series find themselves back again among all the strange, remote details of a vanished world. What a fantastic and terrible page of old-world romance!


  Havelock Ellis.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  TWO LOVE POEMS


  THE SHADOWY HORSES


  
    I HEAR the shadowy horses, their long manes a-shake,


    Their hoofs heavy with tumult, their eyes glimmering white;


    The North unrolls above them clinging, creeping night,


    The East tells all her secret joy before daybreak,


    The West weeps in pale dew, and sighs, passing away,


    The South would cover them with roses of crimson fire:


    O vanity of sleep, hope, dream, endless desire;


    The horses of disaster plunge in the desolate clay.


    Beloved, let your eyes half close, and your heart beat


    Over my heart, and your hair fall about my breast


    Drowning Love’s lonely hour in deep twilight of rest;


    And hide their tossing manes and their tumultuous feet.

  


  THE TRAVAIL OF PASSION


  
    WHEN the flaming, lute-thronged angelic door is wide;


    When an immortal passion breathes in mortal clay,


    Our hearts endure the plaited thorn, the crowded way,


    The knotted scourge, the nail-pierced hands, the wounded side,


    The hissop-heavy sponge, the flowers by Kidron stream:


    We will bend down, and loosen our hair over you


    That it may drop faint perfume and be heavy with dew,


    Lilies of death-pale hope, roses of passionate dream.

  


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  DIEPPE: 1895


  I


  I WENT to Dieppe this summer, with the intention of staying from Saturday to Monday. Two months afterwards, I began to wonder, with a very mild kind of surprise, why I had not yet returned to London. And I was not the only one to fall under this inexplicable fascination. There is a fantastical quality in Dieppe air which somehow turns us all, at our moments, into amiable and enthusiastic lunatics. Relays of friends kept arriving, I as little as they knew why; and some of them, like myself, never went back. Others, forced to live mostly in London, and for the most part content to live there, went backwards and forwards every week. What is it, in this little French watering-place, that appeals so to the not quite conventional Englishman, brings him to it, holds him in it, brings him back to it so inevitably? Nothing, and everything; an impalpable charm, the old-fashioned distinction of a little town which has still, in its faded lawns by the sea, in the line of white hotels beyond the lawns, something of that 1830 air which exhales for us from a picture of Bonington. And then Dieppe is so discreetly, and with such self-respect, hospitable to us English; so different from the vulgar friendliness of Boulogne, with its “English chop-houses” insulting one’s taste at every step. Dieppe receives us with perfectly French manners, offers us politeness, and exacts it on our part, and pleases a sensitive and appreciative Englishman because it is so charming in such a French way. And then life, if you will but abandon yourself to the natural current of things, passes in a dream. I do not quite know why, but one cannot take things seriously at Dieppe. Only just on the other side of that blue streak is England: England means London. At the other end of a short railway-line is Paris. But all that is merely so many words; the mind refuses to grasp it as a fact. One’s duties, probably, ·85· call one to London or Paris, one’s realisable pleasures; everything but the moment’s vague, immense, I say again, inexplicable, satisfaction, which broods and dawdles about Dieppe.


  At Dieppe the sea is liberal, and affords you a long sweep from the cliffs on the left to the pier on the right. A few villas nestle under the cliffs; then comes the Casino, which takes its slice of the plage with excellent judgment. Built of peppermint-coloured brick, it sprawls its length insolently above the sea. It is quite nice, as casinos go; it is roomy, and has some amusing chandeliers hung up by ribbons; and the terrace is absolutely charming. If you are insular enough to wish it, you can sit and drink brandies and sodas all day; if you would do in France as the French do, you can sit nearer the parapet, with an awning stretched above your head, and look out drowsily over the sea, which is worth looking at here, opalescent, full of soft changes; and you can chat with as many of the beautés de plage, Polish princes, and distinguished artistic people as you happen to know. There is the Prince de Sagan, with his irreproachable button-hole; the Comtesse de Greffulhe is standing on the estacade; Massenet and Saint-Saëns are sitting on the chairs yonder; Cléo de Mérode, the 1830 beauty of the Opera, whose photograph you have seen in every shop window in Paris, is taking her bath, wearing the prettiest little black socks, yellow gloves, and a thin, many-twisted gold chain about her neck. All around you, bright in the bright sun, there is a flow of soft dresses, mostly in sharp, clear colours, vivid yellows and blues and whites, the most wonderful blues, more dazzling than the sea. And there are delicious hats, floating over the hair like clouds; great floating sleeves, adding wings to the butterfly. I adore beautiful summer dresses, and here at Dieppe you have all the fashions and felicities of a whole summer.


  Ah! but the plage, on a sunny morning in mid-season, what a feast of colour, of movement, of the most various curiosities! The plage has its social laws, its social divisions, an etiquette almost as scrupulous as a drawing-room. All the space in front of the Casino is tacitly reserved for the people ·86· who subscribe to the Casino, and who are moving up and down the wooden staircase from the terrace to the beach all day long. Beyond that limit the plage is plebeian, and belongs to everybody. Women sit about there with shawls and babies and paper parcels. At the bathing hours it is a little more select, for some people, with full liberty of choice, prefer to bathe there. Outside the Casino there are fewer people, but one is more or less smart, and the barons and beautés de plage are alike here. In front of the double row of bathing machines there is a line of little private boxes. Smart women sit on exhibition in every compartment, wearing their best hats and smiles, sometimes pretending to read or sew: as if one did anything but sit on exhibition, and flirt, and chatter, and look at the bathers! There is a constant promenade along the shifting and resounding pathway of boards laid over the great pebbles; chairs are grouped closely all along the plage between this promenade and the sea; there is another little crowd on the estacade, from which the bathers are diving. The bright dresses glitter in the sunlight, like a flower garden; white peignoirs, bright and dark bathing costumes, the white and rose of bare and streaming flesh, passing to and fro, hurriedly, between the bathing machines and the sea. The men, if they have good figures, look well; they have at least the chance of looking well. But the women! Rare, indeed, is the woman who can look pretty, in her toilette or herself, as she comes out of the sea, wraps herself in a sort of white nightgown, and staggers up the beach, the water running down her legs. Even at the more elegant moment when she drops her peignoir at the sea’s edge, before stepping in, it is hard for her, with the best intentions on her part and the best of wishes on ours, to look desirable. She is often wise enough to wear corsets; without them, even an excellent figure may appear a little extreme, in one direction or another. It is with a finer taste, after all, that in England the women are not allowed to bathe with the men, are kept out of sight as much as possible. A sentimental sensualist should avoid the French seaside. He will be pained at seeing how ridiculous a beautiful woman may look when she has very few clothes on. The lines of the body are lost or deformed; there is none of the suggestion of ordinary ·87· costume, only a grotesque and shapeless image, all in pits and protuberances, for which Nature should be ashamed to accept responsibility. Complete nudity, there is no doubt, has its charm, though of a somewhat primitive kind; ·88· but this state of being undressed and yet covered, in this makeshift, unmilliner-like way, it is too barbarous, Mesdames, for the tolerance of any gentleman of taste.
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  II


  The Casino has many charms. You can dance there, listen to music, walk or sit on the terrace in the sun, write your letters in the reading-room on the very pictorial paper which is so carefully doled out to you; but it is for none of these things that the Casino exists, it is in none of these things that there lies the unique fascination of the Casino, for those to whom the Casino has a unique fascination. The Casino, properly speaking, is only a gorgeous stable for the little horses which run away with all the money of the visitors, to heap up the golden hoards of Mr. Isidore Bloch, late of Monte Carlo. All the rooms in the Casino open into the room of the green tables; all the alleys of the gardens lead there. In the intervals of the concert, if you wish to stroll for a few minutes on the terrace, you have to pass through the room; you see the avid circle about the tables, the swish of the horses; you hear the monotonous “Faites vos jeux, Messieurs …. Les jeux sont faits …. Rien ne va plus,” and then, after the expectant pause, the number: “L’as, numéro un.” And in time, however strong, or however idle, or however indifferent you are, you will be drawn into that fascinated circle, you will be seized by the irresistible impulse, you will begin to play. The fascination of gambling, to the real amateur of the thing, is stronger than any other passion. Men forget that a beautiful woman is sitting opposite to them; women do not so much as notice that a more beautiful toilette than their own has just come into the room. I have seen the most famous professional beauties of Paris sit at those green tables, and not a soul has looked at them except the croupiers and myself.


  I said the impulse was irresistible. I have proved it on myself. Gambling in the abstract has no charms for me; I can go to the races without the slightest inclination to take the odds; it annoys me when little ·89· newspaper boys rush up to me as if expecting me to buy their papers because they are the first to shout “All the win-ner!” I lounged about the room of the Petits Chevaux for weeks without putting on more than two or three two-franc pieces, which I contentedly lost. I saw my friends winning and losing every afternoon and every evening; I saw them leaving the tables with their pockets bulging with five-franc pieces; I heard them discussing lucky numbers; I saw the strength of the passion which held them by the urgency and the futility of their remorse when they had lost; I heard them saying to me, “It will be your turn next,” and I laughed, certain of myself. I put on a few francs to please a charming lady whom it had pleased to tempt me, and I found myself waiting with more interest for the turn of her head as she smiled up to me, from time to time, over her shoulder, than for the turn of the little horse past the winning post. I knew by that that the demon of play had not bitten me; I felt absolutely safe.


  Well, of course, I succumbed, and the sensation I experienced was worth the price I paid for it. While I played, nothing existed but the play; the money slipped through my fingers, I gathered it in, flung it forth, with an absorption so complete that my actions were almost mechanical. My brain seemed to act with instantaneous energy; no sooner had I willed than my fingers were placing the coins here, and not there, I knew not why, on the table. I followed no system, and I never hesitated. I then knew for the first time the strength of convictions for which there is not even the pretence of a foundation. While my money lasted, and I saw it flowing to me and from me so capriciously, I felt what I think must have been the intoxication of abandoning oneself to Fate, with an astonishing sense of superiority over ordinary mortals, from whom I was almost more absolutely removed than if I had been moving in a haschisch dream. And in the exaltation, the absorption, of this dream, in which I was acting with such reckless and causeless certainty, there was no really disillusioning shock, either when I lost or when I won. My excitement was so great that I accepted these accidents as merely points in a progress. After a time I did not even play for the sake of winning. I played for the sake of playing.


  ·90· After all, Petits Chevaux is the merest amateur gambling; the serious people who play baccarat next door, in the club, would laugh at it, and rightly, from the gambler’s point of view. The interest of the thing is in its revelation of the universal humanity of the gambling instinct, which comes out so certainly and so unexpectedly in the people who gamble once in the year, for a few scores or a few hundreds of francs. And those green tables are so admirable in the view they afford of the little superstitions which exist somewhere in the background of all minds. This table is lucky to such a person, that column to another. The women swear by the croupiers, and will take any amount of trouble to get a seat by the side of the one they prefer. And the croupiers, little miserable engines of Fate, sit with folded hands and intent eyes, impassive, supercilious, like little Eastern gods, raking in the money without satisfaction, and tossing you your winnings with an air of disdain. Yet they, too, in spite of their air of supremacy, are entirely at the mercy of a moment’s caprice. A croupier at whose table too much is won is liable to instant dismissal; at the best, they earn their five hundred francs a month only during the few months of the season, and the most imposing of all the croupiers at the tables now has just appealed to a lady who plays there, offering himself and his wife as servants.


  III


  On certain afternoons there is a Bal des Enfants at the Casino. You cannot imagine anything more delicious. All around the room sit children, in their white dresses, their little, thin, black and yellow legs set forth gravely. They are preoccupied with their fans, their sashes, their gloves; their hair is beautifully done all over their heads, and falls down their backs. The little boys, in velvet and navy suits, march to and fro, very solemnly, a little awkwardly, bow, and choose partners. The bigger girls (some of them are thirteen or fourteen) jump up, cross the room hurriedly, with the nervous movement of young girls walking, tossing their hair back from their shoulders; they form little groups, laugh and nod to the grown-up people who stand about the door; and every now and then pounce on a tiny sister, and pull ·91· about her dress until its set suits them. In the middle of the room stand two absurd persons: the blonde Jew with the immense pink nose, the golden beard and moustaches, who acts as master of the ceremonies: he tries to assume a paternal air, his swollen eyes dart about nervously; and the middle-aged lady with eyeglasses, who is more immediately concerned with the children’s conduct. She is frankly anxious, fussy and occupied. The orchestra is about to begin, and in the middle of the room a little helpless ring of very tiny children, infants, begins to walk gravely round and round; the tiny people hold one another’s hands, wonderingly, and toddle along with their heads looking over their shoulders, all in opposite directions. The dance has ·92· begun: it is the Moska, with its funny rhythm, its double stamp of the heels. Some of the children dance charmingly, with a pretty exactness in the trip and turn of the toes, the fling of the leg. There are adorable frocks, marvellous faces. They turn, turn, stop short, stamp their heels and turn again. The whole thing is so gay and simple and artificial, these little, got-up people who are playing at being their elders. It is so pretty altogether and so exciting, that I could watch it for hours. Nothing is more exciting than to see children masquerading. I am always disposed to take them, as they would be taken, very seriously, to think of them almost as of men and women. As if they were not so far more attractive than any possible men and women! I hate to think of those long, thin legs getting stouter, and being covered up in skirts; of all that floating hair being twisted up into coils and bundled together obscurely at the back of the head. I can see the elder sisters of these enchanting little absurdities standing beside me at the door. How uninteresting they are, how little they invite the wandering of even the vaguest emotion!


  [image: ]


  IV


  But all Dieppe is not to be seen at the Casino, and, perhaps, not the most intimate part of Dieppe. I had the good fortune to live in the very heart of the town, just outside the principal doorway of the Église Saint-Jacques. I have never in my live had a more genuine, and, in its way, profound sensation than my daily and nightly view of that adorable old church, a somewhat flamboyant Gothic, certainly, which I grew to love and wonder at with an intimacy that was entirely new to me. To look out last thing at night, before getting into bed, and see the grey stone flowering there before me, rising up into the stars as if at home there, and so full of solid shadow about its base, broadly planted on the solid earth; to rise in the morning and look out on the same grey mass, white in parts, and warm in the early sunlight; there never was a décor which pleased me so much, which put so many dreams into my head. Every Gothic church is a nest of dreams, and the least religiously-minded of men has his moments of devotion, of spiritual exaltation, before so delicate and so enduring a work ·93· of men’s hands in praise of God. Sight and thought are lost in it; one feels its immensity as one feels the immensity of the sea. And it was as dear to me as the sea itself, this church of the patron saint of fishermen, who leans upon his staff, a sensual Jewish person with fleshy lips and a smile which is somewhat sneering, in the arch of the doorway. During the first part of my stay, the fineness, the supremacy, the air of eternity of the church, were curiously accentuated by a horrid little fair which installed itself at the church’s very base, in every corner of the many-cornered ground about it. All day long, into the late evening, the wooden horses went swaying round to the noise of two or three tunes which dinned themselves into one’s brain; a transformation show of Joan of Arc, just below my window, had a drum and a cornet at the door, an advertisement I could well have spared of the little, proud girl who stood outside, so seriously, in her pink tights, her tin helmet and breast-plate. A peep-show, a few steps further on, in which you saw the murder of M. Carnot and the degradation of M. Dreyfus, had a piano, which was played with diligence. Shots were fired all day long in the “Tir des Salons,” which stood just this side of the “Théâtre Moderne,” which had a small band. Then, all around, clinging still closer to the skirts of the church, were caravans and tents, in which all these motley people lived and slept and did their cooking. They swarmed about it like a crowd of insects, throwing up their little mounds in the earth; and the church rose calmly, undisturbed, almost unconscious of the very existence of the swarm, as the Eternal Church rises out of the agitations and feverish coming-and-going of the world and the fashions of the world.


  The fair was horrid, an oppression, a nightmare; it kept me from work, from sleep, from the decent charity we owe our fellow mortals; I could not hear myself talk; but as there is no experience in the world which has not its contribution, if we choose to take it, to our sense of the agreeable, I managed to snatch a few amusing sensations out of even this discomfort. I had my own little romance in the fair, the most trifling, the most absurd of little romances that ever was. Still! One evening I chanced to go into ·94· one of the shooting-galleries, the “Tir des Salons” it was ceremoniously called, in company with one or two idle friends, and as I fired, fruitlessly enough, at the dancing bubbles on the fountain, I noticed that the girl who loaded my musket for me was a little, blonde person with dancing blue eyes, frizzly golden hair, a cheeky little nose, which was cheeky and yet exquisite, and a perfectly golden complexion. She was about fifteen years of age: I like youth. We chatted and laughed together a good deal, and I stayed longer in the “Tir” than I had intended. From that time I could never pass the door (which I was obliged to do several times a day) without my little friend rushing forward, all smiles, clapping her hands to me, or dancing up and down on both feet: I spent no more money there, so her liking for me was scarcely interested. Occasionally I would stop and chat, if she were alone in the place; but a mother would generally appear somewhere in the dark at the back, call to her in a harsh voice, and she would have to leave me, with a little piteous grimace. She liked to look at my books and papers, and would not shake hands if her hands seemed to her too dirty. One day, as I was looking out of my window, I saw her little face at the tiny window of one of the caravans down below; it was the living-waggon of the family; and sometimes she used to sit on the doorstep mending her stockings, and she would wave the stockings gaily to me in the air as I sat at my window writing. I liked to look out and see her there; it was a sort of company.


  One morning I woke up to find that the peep-show was taking down its boards: the fair, at last, was really going away. I can never see the preparations for even the most welcome moving without a certain sadness; but never had any moving been so welcome to me. I was no longer to hear those three tunes, the waltz, the “Gardes Municipaux,” and “Daisy Bell.” I should be able to sleep, to write, to hear myself talk. And I heaved a sigh of relief.


  And then, with a smile, I almost sighed as I saw the little hand of the girl at the “Tir” waving to me from the door of her caravan. I was really sincerely sorry that my little friend was going away. I thought of going ·95· downstairs to say good-bye to her, to tell her I was sorry she was going; but I was sure she would know that, and, besides, was it worth the trouble? So I nodded, and went on with my dressing.


  When I came back to my room that afternoon her little show was still standing; it was the last one left. All the afternoon I sat at my window writing, and whenever I glanced down below the little yellow person was smiling up at me, with some pretty little gesture, in the midst of her work. She worked very hard, carrying about heavy beams and mattresses and all kinds of domestic and professional objects. When all the packing was finished, the old grandfather came and sat down in his chair in the middle of the road, put on his spectacles, and began to read his newspaper. The whole family grouped itself elegantly about the caravan, and my little person perched herself on the doorstep in the old way, and once more began to mend her stockings. She was very tired, very glad to have finished her heavy work; and when I looked down she would wave her stockings to me (if no one was looking) with that gay little air which pleased me so much. I held up the sheet on which I had been writing verses. She danced up and down, and beckoned to me to give it to her. I shook my head and went on writing.


  That was the last I saw of her. The next morning I awoke suddenly with a start and, without quite knowing why, sprang out of bed and rushed to the window. The noise of heavy wheels had awakened me, and I was just in time to see the hindward half of my little friend’s caravan heave slowly round the corner. I fancied her looking up at my empty window, waving her hand for the last time, wishing I would wake up and look out and say good-bye to her. I would have given so much to have been there at the window just five minutes earlier. It would have pleased her, the gay little person whose name I never knew, my little friend, whom I liked because she liked me.


  ·96· VI


  Very characteristic of Dieppe, I thought, and certainly quite unlike anything you can see in England, is the aspect of the Place Nationale on a market-day, with its statue of Duquesne, so brilliant and vivid in his great, flapping hat, standing there in the middle; it reminded me somewhat of the Good-Friday fair at Venice, which is held round the Goldoni statue near the Rialto. But the colours, despite the strong sunlight, are far from Venetian. At the cathedral end of the square are the butchers; then come the vegetables, splashes of somewhat tawdry green, all over the ground, and up and down the stalls. The vegetables reach nearly as far as the statue; just this side of it begin the clothes and commodities, which give its fair-like air to the market. Stalls alternate with ground-plots, all alike covered with cheap trousers, flannel shirts, heavy boots and carpet shoes, braces, foulards, handkerchiefs, stays, bright ribbons, veils, balls of worsted, shoe-laces, and, above all, dress-pieces of every sort of common and trumpery pattern. The women stop, handle them, draw them out, and the saleswoman waits with a long pair of scissors in her hand to cut off a slice here, a slice there. One dainty little covered stall has nothing but white Norman caps, laid in rows and hung in rows, one after another. White-capped old peasant-women stop in front of it, compare the frilling with their own, and try to make a bargain out of a sou. Not far off is an open and upturned umbrella full of white babies’ caps and stomachers. A dazzling collection of tin spoons and gilt studs lies on the ground beside it, and the proprietors squat on their heels close by. After the clothes comes a little assemblage of baskets, brushes, and tin-pails and saucepans, dazzlingly white in the sun. Then come the poultry, crates and baskets of dead and living fowls and ducks and geese, with a few outside specimens; and then, as we reach the street, where the market flows all the way up and down, from the quay to the Café des Tribunaux, we have the fruit and flowers; the fruit all in pale yellows, with the vivid red of tomatoes; the flowers mainly white and red, with a row of small palms along the pavement. And as one follows the crowded alleys between the stalls one elbows against slow, staring country-people, ·97· the blither natives of the town, the well-dressed visitors, and now and again a little lounging line of sailors or fishermen in their sea-stained drab or brown.


  The second-hand section of the market is strewn all around the cathedral, mainly about its front, and along the Rue de l’Oranger. Looking down from my window facing the portal, the whole ground seems carpeted with old clothes, so old, so dirty, so discoloured, that one wonders equally how they could have got there, and how those who have brought them can possibly imagine that they will ever find purchasers. There are coats and trousers, petticoats and bodices, stockings, bed-covers, and even mattresses (once a whole four-poster was placed on the pavement, which it completely filled, just outside my door); everything that can be folded is folded neatly, with a great economy of space; and at intervals are collections of boots laid along side by side, eccentricities of rusty iron, which always look so amusing and so useless; old books, prints, frames, vases, tall hats, lamps, clocks under glass cases, crockery and concertinas. There is a collection of earthenware, which is new; some tea-pots, ribbons and tin pans are also new. Beyond, where the Rue Ste. Catherine narrows back to the arcade at the side of the church, the market-carts are laid in rows, resting on their shafts. Few people pass. I have never actually seen anything bought, though I would not take upon myself to say that it never happens.


  VII


  The most absolutely romantic spot in Dieppe, a spot more absolutely romantic to its square inch than anything I ever saw, is the little curiosity-shop in the Rue de la Barre. You look in through a long sort of covered alley, lined on both sides with old tables, and mirrors, and bookshelves, and huge wooden effigies of saints, and plaster casts, and scraps of modern carpentry, and you see at the farther end what looks like a garden of antiquities, in which all the oddities of the earth seem to be growing up out of trees and clinging on to vines, tier above tier. You go in a little way, and you see, first, an upper floor facing you, all the front covered with glass, in which are ·98· laid out the most precious items, the inlaid tables, the Empire clocks, the Louis XV. chairs. You go in a little further still, and you find yourself in the garden of antiquities, which is even more fantastic and impossible than its first aspect had intimated. It fills the square of a little court, round which curls a very old house trailed over with vines and creepers; a house all windows and doors, one of the doors opening on a spiral stone staircase like the staircase of a tower. At the further end there is a glass covering, like an unfinished conservatory; creepers stretch across underneath the glass, and, in a huge mound, piled quite up to the creepers so that they are covered with its dust, I know not what astonishing bric-à-brac, a mound which fills the whole centre of the court. There are chairs and tables, beds, bundles, chests, pictures in frames, all sorts of iron things, and, very conspicuously, two battered wooden representations of the flames of hell (as I imagine), the red paint much worn from their artichoke-like shoots. All around the walls, wherever there is room for a nail between a window and a vine-branch, something is hung, plaster bas-reliefs and masks, Louis XVI. mirrors, lanterns, Japanese prints, arm-chairs without seats; frankly, an incredible rigmarole. I saw few desirable objects, but the charm of the whole place, its unaccountability, its absurd and delightful romanticism, made up in themselves a picture which hardly needed to be painted, it was so obviously a picture already.


  VIII


  One of the most characteristic corners of Dieppe lies in the unfashionable end of the town, the fisher quarter by the harbour, where the boats come in from Newhaven. Where the basin narrows to a close passage, just before you are past the pier, and in the open sea, there are two crucifixes, one on either side, guarding Dieppe. The boats lie all along the quay, their masts motionless above the water, and it is along the quay that the train from Paris comes crawling in its odd passage through the town; a curious spectacle, as one sits at the café under the arcade. Arcades, reminding one of Padua, run along the townward side of the quay; they are stocked with cheap restaurants, most with tiny balconies on the first floor, just under the ·99· roof of the arcades, and all with spread tables in the passage-way itself; waiters and women stroll up and down continually, touting for customers. From one of the little balconies you can look across the fish-market, beyond the masts, across the water, to the green hill opposite, with its votive church on the summit. The picture is framed in the oval of one of the arches, and it looks curiously theatrical, and charmingly so, over the heads of the fisher-people and townsfolk who throng below. The crier passes, beating his drum; sometimes, about dinner-time, a company of strolling musicians, a harpist, his wife and daughter who play violins—the little one with an air of professional distinction—linger outside one of the cafés. Along the quay, which stretches out towards the pier, is a broken line of old, many-coloured houses; there are endless little restaurants, hotels, and cafés, meant mainly for the sailors, and two cafés concerts of the seaside sort, with a piano (the pianist in one of them has been an organist in Paris; drinks, of course, and reproaches destiny), the usual platform, and the usual enormous women, hoarse, strident, and décolletées, who collect your pennies in a shell after every song. There is a night café, too, on the quay, which you can enter at any hour; you tap on the glass door, a curtain is drawn back, and, if you are not an agent, you will have no difficulty in entering. An agent, when he makes his tour of inspection, has sometimes to wait a little, while a pack of drinkers is hurriedly bundled out at the back door. M. Jean’s licence appears to be somewhat vague; the report that an agent is at the door causes a charming little thrill of excitement among his customers. Some of his customers, who are fishermen, I do not altogether like; their friendliness was a little boisterous; and, sometimes, when they lost their temper, M. Jean would knock them down, and roll them, quite roughly, out of the door. On the other side of the water, on the Pollet, as it is called, you find the real home of the fishermen, in those little battered houses, twisting around all sorts of odd corners, climbing up all sorts of odd heights, some of them with wooden beams along the front, all dirty with age, all open to the street, all with swarms of draggled, blue-eyed, gold-haired children playing around their doors. In a few corners one sees women making nets, once quite an industry, now ·100· fallen into some disuse. The whole place is thick with dust, faded with years, shrivelled with poverty; it is a part of Dieppe which is among the most curious, among the most picturesque, but scarcely among the most charming.


  IX


  The charm of Dieppe! No, I can never give the real sense of that charm to anyone who has never experienced it; for myself, it is not even easy to realise all the elements which have gone to make up the happiness of these two summer months here. It always rests me, in body and mind, to be near the sea; and then Dieppe is so placid and indulgent, lets you have your way with it, is full of relief for you, in old corners and cool streets, warm and cool at once, if you take but five steps from the Rue Aguado, modern and fashionable along the sea front, dazzling with sunlight, into any one of the little streets that branch off from it townwards. And if the sun beats on you again as you come out into the square about the Église Saint-Jacques you have but to go inside—better still, if you seek the finer interior of Saint-Remy—and, suddenly, you have the liquid coldness of stone arches that have never felt the sun. And then the sea, at night, from the jetty; the vast space of water, fading mistily into the unseen limits of the horizon, a boat, a sail, just distinguishable in its midst, the lights along the shore, the glow of the Casino, with all its windows golden, an infinite softness in the air. I have spent all night wandering about the beach, I have traced every change in sea and sky from twilight to sunrise, inconceivable delicacies of colour, rarities of tone. And what dreams have floated up in the smoke of my cigarette, mere smoke that will never reach the stars! What memories I have evoked, what inspiring conversations I have had, in the cool of the evening, on that jetty! And the country round Dieppe, rarely as I went into it, that, too, means something for me: Puys, where I went to see Alexandre Dumas, in the house in which his father died, the house where so many of his own plays have been written; Pourville, the road along the cliffs, Varengeville, with its deep, enchanting ·101· country lanes, its little sunken ways through the woods, its strange, stiff little pine woods on the heights; the Manoir d’Ango, now degraded into a farm, but still with its memories of Francis I. and Diane de Poitiers, whose faces one sees, cheek by cheek, on a double medallion; the Manoir d’Ango, with its delicate approach through soft alleys of trees, and past a little shadowed pool; Arques, with its Italian landscape, so cunningly composed about the ruined castle on the hill. There is nothing in or near Dieppe which does not, in one way or another, appeal to me; nowhere that I do not feel at home. And the friends I have made, or found, or fancied, at Dieppe, men and women of such varying charm and interest! The most amiable soul in all the world resides, I think, in the Anglomaniac French painter in whose châlet I spent, so agreeably, so much of my time, in the studio where he paints the passing beauties as they fly. Was there not, too, the hospitable Norwegian painter, with the heart of a child in the body of a giant, who lives with his frank and friendly wife in the villa on the hill, where I spent so many good-tempered evenings? And the young English painter, who was my chief companion, a temperament of 1830, né romantique, in whose conversation I found the subtle superficialities of a profoundly sensitive individuality, it was an education in the fine shades to be with him. The other younger Englishman, an artist of so different a kind, came into our little society with a refreshing and troubling bizarrerie; all that feverish brilliance, the boyish defiance of things, the frail and intense vitality, how amusing and uncommon it was! And there were the two French poets, again so different from one another; elegant and enthusiastic youth, and the insistent reflectiveness of a mind which was above all reasoning. And then the charming women one met as they flitted to and fro between Dieppe and Paris and London and Monte Carlo; in especial, that flashing vision, to whom I here once more render my homage: the little French lady whose mother had been one of the Court beauties of the Second Empire; the adorable profile de mouton, with the hysterical piquancy of a mouth, perfect in repose, which would never rest, and which could be so exquisitely fluent with naughty words ·102· and the malice of a truly feminine soul. Heartless, exquisite, posing little person, I found you more sympathetic than you thought; and if you see these lines, they are to tell you that I was really sorry when you went away so suddenly with your Russian grande dame, for whose talents I had so great an admiration. And there was Jane Hading, whom I went to see in the little, stifling dressing-room, scarcely more than a cupboard, of the tiny theatre, where she was playing Dumas’ somewhat sentimental argument in drama, “La Princesse de Bagdad.” Never had I seen the grave and yet Parisian beauty of the woman at so amusing an advantage, as there, in that absurd little dressing-room, where I had to squeeze myself into a corner, while the actress stood, hot and impatient, in front of the long glass, in which from time to time I caught the charm of a somewhat pre-occupied smile, as the dresser stitched and pinned the separate fragments of a bodice which was to be so magnificently torn off, with so considerable a view of such superb shoulders, in the fine, exciting scene of the second act. And there was the divine De Mérode, with her slim, natural, and yet artificial elegance, her little, straight face, so virginal and yet so aware, under the Madonna-like placidity of those smooth coils of hair, drawn over the ears and curved along the forehead; De Mérode, who, more than anyone else, sums up Dieppe for me. How many other beautiful faces there were, people one never knew, and yet, meeting them at every hour, at dinner, on the terrace of the Casino, at the tables, in the sea, one seemed to know them almost better than one’s friends, and to be known by them just as well. Much of the charm of life exists for me in the unspoken interest which forms a sort of electric current between oneself and strangers. It is a real emotion to me, satisfying, in a sense, for the very reason that it leaves one unsatisfied. And of this kind of emotion, Dieppe, in the season, is bewilderingly abundant. Is it, after all, surprising that I should have come to Dieppe with the intention of staying from Saturday to Monday, and that I should have stayed for two months?


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  ELLEN


  SHE had now been a waitress at the little café off Cheapside for something over two years; her circumstances had not changed during that time; she herself had scarcely changed; her features had, perhaps, developed a little and become more defined, her manner less hesitating—and that was all. That was all, at least, that was noticeable. A great change, however, had occurred in her between then and now that was not noticeable; that silent, miraculous change, so imperceptible, so profound, which works in a woman between the ages of eighteen and twenty.


  She had come during those two years to have an exaggerated, almost a morbid idea of her own want of good looks; she had observed that regular frequenters of the café—young city-clerks, journalists and the rest—avoided the series of marble-topped tables at which she served for those which were attended by other girls smarter and prettier; she rarely received the little attentions which the other girls among themselves proclaimed. It was the stray customer, the bird of passage, who kept her busy. But, as a matter of fact, it was not her want of good looks that kept the younger men aloof; it was something in her manner, an absence, perhaps, of that fictitious spirit of gaiety, of that alert responsiveness, which men find so arresting in women. Really, she was not at all bad-looking.


  Still, this neglect ate into her heart a little. She regretted her want of adaptability, of the faculty of being able to assume all those charming (as they seemed to her) little airs and graces, partly natural, partly cultivated, which so became the other girls; she, it is true, rather despised these coquetries of her companions, but her own deficiencies of the sort made her feel at times particularly dull and stupid and angry with herself. One or two of the girls at the café had, during her time, married one or two of the ·104· young men who came there, and would afterwards pay an occasional visit to the place, certainly in pretty frocks, and, to all appearance, radiant and happy. But these girls were fortunate. Others, again, had suddenly disappeared, and none knew whither; but as their disappearance happened to be simultaneous with a break in the regular attendance of certain customers, dark stories were whispered to which the non-appearance of the missing ones seemed to lend colour.


  After a while, Ellen did not mind so much being neglected; the smart of the sting became less and less painful, till finally, she rather, if anything, preferred escaping the attentions which fell to the share of the other girls. This may have been partly owing to the view which she came to take of men; her position had provided her with opportunities for arriving at a generalisation, and she came to think of men as either silly or wicked—silly, when they were attracted by the trivial insincerities of the girls in the café; wicked, when they took advantage of their rarer simplicity. She did not conceive, now, that she would ever fall in love, that anyone would ever fall in love with her.


  All the same, as the two years advanced, Ellen began to feel a curious isolation of the heart, an emptiness which she never attributed to the absence of a lover. Besides, she had an intuitive suspicion that she possessed qualities which would be fatal to her retaining the affections of a husband, that there would be little joy for her in the companionship which would place her in the position of a wife. Not that she thought anything very clearly about these things; the vague emotions and sensations which moved her, the detached things which floated in her mind had not yet found the relief which comes with realisation; her impulses were not remotely guided by self-consciousness. A sense of loneliness oppressed her, which was not diminished by the companionship of her fellow servants at the café, and she wanted companionship of some sort. It was dreadful for her at times to feel so much alone, to feel that there was nothing in the world, in this great London, which she really cared for; that there was no one, since the death of her father and mother, who really cared for her.


  ·105· She had this sense of loneliness even in the busiest time of the day, when an enormous wave of traffic swept by outside the café, and, inside, all was stir and movement. Even amid all this stir and din, when she was occupied in flitting from one table to another, in taking orders and attending to them, even at such moments her thoughts would be playing to another tune, her soul would be filled with unrest and impatience. Life, indeed, became a great struggle for her. Sometimes she said to herself that she would run away—from she knew not what, where she knew not to; and sometimes she wished very sincerely that she were dead.


  …. She had seen many strange faces during those two years; at last it began to dawn upon her that one of these faces which had been strange was becoming familiar: a face with a fair, pointed beard and blue eyes. Beyond, however, merely ordering what he wanted, he had not spoken to her; it was improbable that he had noticed her; but his regular attendance at the tables at which she served began to attract the attention of the other girls, who derived some entertainment from hinting to Ellen that she was carrying on a flirtation, a suggestion which happened to be sufficiently inappropriate to appeal to their sense of humour. It was in keeping with Ellen’s temperament that no romantic ideas entered her head at this point, where, possibly, the least susceptible of her companions would—as women will—have woven a complete fabric of foolish sentiment. Still, as he continued to come regularly, she began involuntarily to feel a certain liking for him; the fact of his never attempting to enter into any sort of conversation with her had its not unpleasant side for her. So, by-and-by, they both seemed to begin to know each other in this silent way. And yet there came moments when Ellen felt somehow that she would like to talk to him, like to tell him all about herself, and what she felt. His presence accentuated a dimly-realised need for self-expression, of pouring into some ear the flood of vague sentiments which possessed her. She could not talk to the other girls; they would not understand, or they would laugh at her; but she could, she felt, talk to this fair-bearded man with the blue eyes. But not at the café; she would rather remain silent for ever than do that. Then, how?


  ·106· This idea of speaking to him, of sharing with him her whole confidence, seized upon her, and developed with an intensity which caused her ceaseless perturbation and pain.


  After a little time, indeed, they drifted, naturally enough, into a conventional intercourse, almost monosyllabic, uninteresting, which seemed to her hopelessly trivial—but how to advance beyond it! Once or twice she thought she observed a look of interrogation in the blue eyes, a look which invited her confidence, and, at the same time, occasioned her a poignant feeling of self-consciousness—there, at the café, while meeting the significant glances, the partly ironical, partly suggestive, glances of her companions. No! she could not speak to him there; she had nothing to say to him there. Yet it was hard to resist the appeal of his eyes.


  “You are looking pale. Do you go out much?” he said to her one day.


  “No; only home and back.”


  “Ah! you should.”


  “We don’t close till seven,” she said. Then, their eyes meeting, she continued irresistibly: “Will you meet me to-night?”


  It was not till an hour or so later that she realised that she was to meet him that evening at the principal entrance to St. Paul’s; that she realised that she herself had made the appointment. She had leapt the barrier, and was shocked at the extent of her daring, a little humiliated even; yet, above everything, singularly elated and careless. She had never breathed so freely.


  But when they met, the need for self-expression was no longer apparent; she only felt stupid and shy. He suggested that they should go to a theatre or to an exhibition at Earl’s Court, but she would not go to either place. Then they walked along the Embankment, between Blackfriars’ Bridge and Charing Cross. He talked a good deal, but she hardly caught or understood what he said, and was quietly irresponsive. There was in his manner an air of familiarity which slightly repelled her; she began to wish that she had not, after all, asked him to meet her; to think of abruptly leaving him. Once he put his arm through hers, and was surprised at the startled expression ·107· which sprang to her face as she quickly drew apart from him. After this his manner changed, and she felt more at ease. The incident had defined her attitude.


  Reaching the gardens on the Embankment, near Charing Cross, they entered a gate and sat on one of the seats. There were some children playing about on the path whose antics amused her, and led her to talk about her own childhood, to tell him of those dear, half-forgotten things which everyone remembers so well, of that dim world of curious fancies which all of us at one time inhabited. He was sympathetic, and they talked on so in the fading light until it was time for the gates of the garden to be closed. As they passed through them, their intimacy had become as natural and easy as she could have dared to hope.


  They crossed the Strand and penetrated the maze of streets which lead in the direction of King’s Cross, where she had her lodging. And now all the things that had lain in her mind, all the incoherent emotions that had possessed her, became coherent and simple, derived shape and form in the attempt to express them. She told him all about her present life, about the other girls in the café and their sentimental episodes. She told him of the feeling of loneliness, of abstraction, of the vague itching at her heart which never ceased.


  At last they reached a house in one of the outlying streets of Regent Square.


  “I don’t know why I asked you to meet me to-night,” she said, stopping at the door of this house; “I don’t know what is the matter with me. But I wanted to speak to someone. And I couldn’t speak to the other girls; they would only have made fun of me, I think. I feel happier now that I have had a nice long talk with someone—still—there is something—something——” She paused a moment, and then proceeded, rather abruptly: “I don’t want to be married, the same as most girls do; I don’t like men, as a rule—at least, not in that way … besides, I think I should always be happier remaining as I am at present, working for myself, independent.”


  ·108· She gave a little shriek of delight at a thought which suddenly occurred to her, a flash of mental illumination, which enabled her to divine the source of all her perplexities, which instantly enabled her to solve the problem of her happiness; a thought which filled her poor, empty heart. “I think,” she said, softly, “if I had a baby, my very own, I should want nothing—nothing in this world more than that!” Her lips quivered and tears came into her eyes, exquisitely tender tears.


  She then turned to the door and opened it with a latch-key.


  “Are you living alone?” he asked.


  “Yes, quite alone,” she said, retreating into the passage without turning.


  He followed her a couple of paces, and then stood with one foot on the doorstep. He looked into the passage, but could not make out whether she were standing there in the dark or not. He wondered if she were standing there. Then taking the handle of the door he drew it gently to, and went down the street.


  Rudolf Dircks.


  {·  ·}
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  SEA MUSIC


  
    The voices of the whispering woods are still;


    No truant brook runs chattering to the stream;


    Like heaven’s own likeness, mirrored in a dream,


    The sea coils round each jutting rock and hill.


    Nay, hark! what faint aërial harpings thrill


    The lonely bay; what choral voices seem


    To float around and melt like rolling steam


    On air as quiet as a windless mill.

  


  
    No holy chant in hushed cathedral naves


    Had ever such unearthly harmony,


    As these mysterious chords ineffable


    That peal from organ-pipes of fluted caves,


    Reverberate in hollow mountain shell,


    The music of the everlasting sea.

  


  Mathilde Blind.


  [This sonnet is founded on a singular experience I had at Wooda Bay in North Devon. While leaning over the cliff I was startled by hearing sounds as of harps and violins blending with muffled organ notes, and human voices soaring above the music. The effect was magical, and must have been due to an echo produced by the wave-hollowed rocks.]


  {·  ·}


  A GOLDEN DECADE IN ENGLISH ART


  THE most perfect English art in black and white was done between the years 1860 and 1870. What an absurdity! of course; for Blake was absurd, Alfred Stevens ridiculous, Keene ignored, Whistler a joke. And yet, when the amateur tires of his postage-stamp and the young lady with no books wearies of her book-plate, when all the sham Bartolozzis have been shipped to America and the Japanese print outweighs the bank-note, then the English illustration of 1860 may possibly be invented, and Art may be once again upon the town. I use the date 1860, but I ask for as much latitude as one is granted in speaking of the Romanticists and 1830, with whom the men of 1860 are worthy to be ranked.


  No matter how little we like to acknowledge it, many of our luxuries and necessities come from Germany; and it is to Germany that one turns for the inspiration of modern illustration, and to Adolph Menzel as its prophet. When, in the late thirties, Menzel was working on his various versions of “Frederick the Great,” seeing the results obtained in Curmer’s “Paul et Virginie,” he confided some of the designs he had drawn upon the wood-block to an Anglo-French firm of wood engravers, Andrew Best Leloir; but he was not satisfied with the results, which may be seen in the earlier part of Kugler’s “Frederick the Great”; so he trained his own engravers—Kreutzchmar, Bentworth, Unzelmann, the Vogels—and between them they produced those triumphs of German art which gave the direct inspiration to modern English illustration. They are: “The Life of Frederick,” 1840; “The Uniforms of the Army of Frederick,” 1852, a supplement; “The Works of Frederick,” 1850; “The Heroes of War and Peace,” 1856. These books, I have been informed—and I have been told the facts by the artists and engravers and publishers themselves—did have their effect in the following ten years, if they did not produce a sensation in England ·113· immediately on their appearance in Germany, or even on their re-publication here, for “The Life of Frederick the Great,” Kugler’s “Geschichte Friedrichs des Grossen,” 1840, was issued here by Bohn in 1845 as “A Pictorial History of Germany,” though the others have never appeared in English dress. The first book which shows this influence is William Allingham’s “The Music Master,” 1855; and I maintain that Rossetti in his drawings—that is, in his method of drawing for engraving as shown in this book—must have been inspired by Menzel, for no book like it had been illustrated in England, nor had similar illustrations been made previously in this country. Rossetti, Millais and Arthur Hughes did the drawings. Rossetti furnished the frontispiece: “A youth listening in rapt mood to the chaunt of three mystic women—the maids of Elfin Mere.” Burne-Jones then thought it the most beautiful drawing, for an illustration, that he had ever seen. Yet Mr. W. M. Rossetti says his brother was highly dissatisfied, and regarded the woodcut (of course it was a wood engraving) by Messrs. Dalziel as a decided travesty of his work. What would he have thought had it been done a little earlier?


  Next year, 1856, Samuel Palmer—who had been following the tradition of Blake and that lovely decorator, Calvert—illustrated one chapter: “The Distant Hills,” for Adams’s “Sacred Allegories,” with nine drawings. Three or four of these must rank with Turner. Palmer has given the effect of the setting sun over great landscape as no one ever did before, as no one has attempted since.


  The year 1857 is a memorable one—the year of Moxon’s “Tennyson”; the herald of Millais’ genius as an illustrator. The book contains the famous Rossetti drawings and Holman Hunt’s best design, “The Lady of Shallot”; but the rest of the illustrations are weak, poor, commonplace. The engravings, of which one hears little that is good, are by Dalziel and Linton. It is most interesting to compare the engraving of “Sir Galahad”—from the Rossetti drawing done by Linton, which is quite characterless so far as the work of Rossetti goes (or, rather, Lintonesque, save in the small heads, which are very good)—with the first drawing in the “Palace of ·114· Art,” by Dalziel, also after Rossetti, which is brilliant and individual by comparison. Yet Rossetti himself, so his brother says, preferred the Linton to the Dalziel.


  Mr. Ruskin backs Rossetti, too, in his denunciation of the engravers; but this is not of much importance, as in a few years, just after the very best work had been done, he attacked artists and engravers both, saying: “Cheap popular art cannot draw for you beauty, sense, honesty; but every species of distorted vice—the idiot, the blackguard, the coxcomb, the paltry fool, the degraded woman—are pictured for your honourable pleasure on every page. These are favourably representative of the entire art industry of the modern Press.” This is a criticism of these men and these books.


  In the same year, a book, the illustrated edition of which is quite unheard of—Willmot’s “Sacred Poetry”—was published. In this was maintained an all-round standard of greater merit in design and engraving even than in the “Tennyson,” for among the contributors were Madox Brown, Tenniel, Harvey, Foster, Arthur Hughes, Harding, Millais and Gilbert, engraved by Dalziel; there were fewer Academicians, and the men knew better how to draw on wood.


  In 1858, John Gilbert, even then the Nestor of English illustration, obtained his chance, and the magnificent “Shakespeare,” also engraved by Dalziel, was commenced, and continued during the two following years. This is Gilbert’s masterpiece, and still remains the finest complete illustrated edition of Shakespeare. It came out in parts, and is probably the first example, among these books, of the present popular fashion of issuing books in parts.


  If 1857 was notable, 1859 is destined to become historic, for it marks the starting of Once a Week, soon to become synonymous with good illustration. The first volume is more an array of names than a distinguished accomplishment. Millais did eight drawings for it, not one of which can be compared with his designs for the “Tennyson”; though he was beginning that series of studies of the costume and furniture of the period, the crinoline, the chignon and the what-not, that we now find so amusing. Harvey did one drawing, and there are a number by Phiz, Leech, Tenniel, and many ·115· crude things signed “Keene” which are commonplace. They were all engraved by Swain, or, as Keene himself put it, they fell before the graver of Swain. After this, Keene appears continuously, always more and more interesting; but, save for his “Caudle Lectures,” 1865, he is scarcely a book illustrator. Yet his fame is secure, his position as an illustrator is acknowledged.


  I have said already that it is to these books and magazines that we must turn for all that is left of the English illustration of the sixties; for this reason, the final finished drawings were made on the wood-block, and, consequently, engraved all to pieces; and, save those wood-blocks, most of which have vanished, and, possibly, some engravers’ proofs and the prints in the magazines and books themselves, there is absolutely nothing else left. Therefore the world, which always wants what it cannot have, may some day understand how important are these early volumes.


  To the first number of the Cornhill, 1860, Thackeray, more or less worked over by ghosts and engravers, contributed the illustrations for “Lovel the Widower.” But, in the second or third number, Millais was called in, and then G. A. Sala, to complete the work. Frederick Sandys illustrated the “Legend of the Portent”; this is, so far as I know, his first appearance as a book illustrator; the lithographed burlesque of “Sir Isumbras” is earlier. And the volume ends with Millais’ splendid “Was it not a Lie?” an illustration to “Framley Parsonage.” From that time forward Millais gives character and distinction to its pages. The grace of the crinoline, the beauty of the frock-coat and the top hat, the daintiness of the pantalette, are shown in every number, while the pre-æsthetic houses are full of interest. It is curious to note that either Thackeray or the publisher refused to mention the names of the artists in any way. Millais and Sala alone signed their designs with their monograms. Sir Frederick Leighton, I imagine, contributed the “Great God Pan” (signed “L.”) in the second volume; while his drawings for “Romola” were also among the special attractions in 1863. Richard Doyle began his “Birdseye Views of Society” in the third; but it was not until more than half-way through this volume that the initials “F. W.” appeared on what were supposed to be Thackeray’s drawings—or, rather, it was ·116· not until then that the great author acknowledged his failure as an illustrator. But in one of his “Roundabout Papers,” eventually, he admitted his indebtedness to Walker with the best grace in the world. The first drawing in the Cornhill signed by Walker—a fact interesting enough to be recorded—faces page 556, in the volume for 1861: it is the “Nurse and Doctor,” an illustration to Thackeray’s “Philip.”


  Good Words also was started in 1860, and attracted certain young Scotsmen—Orchardson, Pettie, Graham, MacWhirter. Even Punch was brilliant then, and its excellence was due to Du Maurier and Keene; a Du Maurier, however, that one would not recognise to-day.


  I do not know of any notable books in 1861, though G. H. Bennett’s magnum opus, Quarles’ “Emblems,” appeared in that year, and, I believe, was popular. But in 1862, Miss Rossetti’s “Poems,” illustrated by her brother with two drawings, came out; Rossetti also designed the cover. The illustrations can hardly be called satisfactory as illustrations, for the two Lizzies are quite different—the first, a country girl; the second, a stately Rossetti woman. The second edition contains two more drawings, which were added in 1866. William Morris engraved the frontispiece to this book, signed “M MF & Co.”


  The illustrations for these magazines and books were done in a curious but very interesting way; the entire work was undertaken by two firms, Messrs. Dalziel and Swain. They commissioned the drawings from the artists, and then engraved them; the method seems to have been so successful, that the engravers, notably the Dalziels, not only employed artists to make drawings and then engraved the blocks themselves, but became their own printers as well. It was in this manner that they produced the books which are bound to become the admiration and despair of the intelligent and artistic collector. When the books were printed they were sold to a publisher, who merely put his imprint on them; but to this day they are known as “Dalziel’s Illustrated Editions,” that is, when they are known at all. The first important book of the series which I have seen is Birket Foster’s “Pictures of English Landscape,” 1863 (Routledge), printed by Dalziel, with “Pictures in Words,” by Tom Taylor. The binding is atrocious; the paper is spotting ·117· and losing colour; but the drawings must have been exquisite, and here and there the ink is spreading and giving a lovely tone, like that of an etching, to the prints on the pages. This autumn it was revived, by Nimmo, with literary selections by Mr. John Davidson; of course there is no mention of the fact that the engravings were made thirty-two years ago. In the same year, F. Shields did a shilling edition of Defoe’s “Plague,” containing six drawings, engraved by Swain and Moreton; this must be one of the earliest of illustrated shilling publications; it contains Mr. Shield’s best designs. The dead-pit, into which, by the flaring light of torches, the bodies are being shot from a cart, is like Rembrandt in its power.


  In 1864, Messrs. Dalziel, who had already in the previous year engraved the designs for Good Words, published in a volume Millais’ “Parables of Our Lord,” through Routledge. This book, issued in an atrocious binding described as elaborate (and it truly is), bound up so badly that it has broken all to pieces, and printed with a text in red and black, contains much of the strongest work Millais ever did. Nothing could excel in dramatic power, or in effect of light, “The Enemy Sowing Tares,” and the “Lost Piece of Silver,” or in beauty of line or realistic treatment of the foreground, “The Sower,”—to mention but three blocks where so many are so good. The whole book is excellent, and is now excessively rare in its first edition. In this year also, W. J. Linton illustrated Mrs. Lynn Linton’s “Lake Country” (Smith, Elder & Co.), drawing and engraving the pictures; it is a curious book, and exemplifies, I suppose, Mr. Linton’s methods; of which I may say, I had rather he engraved his own designs than mine.


  But 1865 is the most notable year of all. To it belongs Dalziel’s illustrated “Arabian Nights’ Entertainments,” originally published in parts, and, later, in two volumes, with text and pictures enclosed in horrid borders (Ward & Lock). In this book, A. Boyd Houghton first showed what a really great man he was. He clearly proved himself a master in technique as well as in imagination, and, although he had as fellow illustrators Sir J. E. Millais, J. D. Watson, Sir John Tenniel, G. J. Pinwell and Thomas Dalziel, Houghton towers above them all. Mr. Lawrence ·118· Housman, in an able article on him in Bibliographica, well says: “Among artists and those who care at all deeply for the great things of Art, he cannot be forgotten; for them, his work is too much an influence and a problem; and though, officially, the Academy shuts its mouth at him …. certain of its leading lights have been heard unofficially to declare ‘that he was the greatest artist who has appeared in England in black and white.’ Technically, his work, always in line, with a brush or pencil, is most simple and powerful; the values of white asserted by the yard. Broad white upon black, black upon broad white; yet there is searching draughtsmanship, marvels of subtle modelling, and always the strange realism that gives rags their squalor, limbs the hairiness of life.”


  In 1865, also, Houghton’s “Home Thoughts and Home Scenes” was published by Routledge. It is much less imaginative than his later work, but contains, perhaps, more that is beautiful, studies of child-life, charmingly seen, beautifully drawn. After this, he worked prodigiously, and yet excellently. His edition of “Don Quixote” (Warne), as a whole rather over rated, yet fine in parts, must be sought for now in the most out-of-the-way places. Very Spanish in character is the frontispiece; and his rendering of local colour in his books is all the more remarkable since I have heard he never was in Spain or the East. Easier to find are his “Kriloff’s Fables,” slight sketches published by Strahan in 1869. Best known of all are his drawings in the early numbers of the Graphic—the American series—which were not all published, I think, before he died. If some of them are grotesque, almost even to caricature, they are amazingly powerful; and, being the largest engraved works left, show him, fortunately, at his best. His original drawings scarcely exist at all; they were nearly all done on the wood; and though, at times, he made several versions of each, he seems to have destroyed all except the one that pleased him, and this disappeared in the engraving.


  Another event was the publication of Ward & Lock’s edition of Goldsmith, in which G. J. Pinwell revealed his marvellous powers; but Pinwell’s most important work is for a late date.


  ·119· In 1865, there must have been almost as many good illustrated magazines published in England alone as there are to-day in the whole world. Besides Good Words, the Cornhill, and Once a Week, there were London Society, the Shilling Magazine, the Argosy, and the Quiver. The uniform edition of Dickens was also being issued; illustrated by C. Green, Luke Fildes, Marcus Stone, J. Mahoney and F. Barnard.
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  F. Sandys is, in imaginative power, the greatest of all these artists; in technique he is the legitimate successor of Durer, in popularity he is a hopeless failure. He has never illustrated a book; so far as I know, he made but few drawings specially for books; these few are contained in Willmot’s “Sacred Poetry,” 1863, “Life’s Journey,” the “Little Mourner,” and Dalziel’s “Bible Gallery.”
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  ·121· In 1861, a number of his drawings were printed in Once a Week—“Yet once more let the Organ play,” “Three Statues of Ægina,” and others. In every one is seen the hand of the man able to carry on the tradition of Durer, and yet bring it into line with modern methods. So far as I am aware, Ruskin never mentions him; how far this was owing to the famous Sir Isumbras caricature, “The Nightmare,” I do not know. All the spirit of early German art breathes through his drawings. But it is during the next year, 1862, that Sandys, becoming accustomed to the wood-block, did ·122· some of his most powerful work—“The Old Chartist,” “Harold,” and “King Warwulf,” in Once a Week. In “The Old Chartist” there is the real Durer feeling in the distant landscape, but the trees are better than Durer’s trees, and the figure is one that Sandys has seen for himself. But in all his work there is this evidence of things seen and studied. 1862 was his most productive year; in 1863 there are but four drawings; none in 1864; in 1865, a magnificent “Amor Mundi,” for Miss Rossetti’s poem, printed in the April number of the Shilling Magazine. After that there are only one or two, and then he disappears. There are many drawings by him on paper, but it is safe to say no man who did so few drawings on wood ever made such a reputation. True, Whistler only did four in Once a Week (1861-2), among them the charming design printed in this article, but he was known as an etcher and painter at the time. Whistler also contributed to a “Catalogue of Blue and White,” published by Ellis & Elvey, in 1878, illustrated by auto-types, which will one day rank with Jacquemart’s books; but this was only issued in a very limited edition.
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  After 1865, we find that the books contain better illustrations than the magazines, attracting the better men by the greater care with which they were printed and the larger size of the pages. However, Du Maurier, Keene, Lawless, Millais and Small still contributed regularly to the magazines.


  Expensive gift-books by Houghton, Pinwell, North and Walker were then commenced, perfectly new drawings being used for their illustration. In 1866, “A Round of Days” was issued by Routledge; Walker, North, Pinwell, and E. Dalziel come off best in this gorgeous morocco-covered volume, especially Dalziel, who contributes a striking nocturne; the beauty of night, discovered by Whistler, being duly appreciated by these illustrators. Houghton’s edition of “Don Quixote” is another of the books of 1866.


  In 1867, “Wayside Posies” and Jean Ingelow’s “Poems” were published by Routledge and Longmans respectively. These two books reach the high-water mark of English illustration; in them, North and Pinwell surpass themselves—the one in landscape, the other in figure—and Edward Dalziel is quite amazing in studies of mist and rain, which I imagine were, at the ·123· time, absolutely unnoticed by the critics. The drawings of the school, however, must have been popular, for Smith, Elder & Co. reprinted the Walkers from the Cornhill in a “Gallery,” in 1864; Strahan, in 1866, collected the Millais drawings in a portfolio; and in 1867, “Touches of Nature,” also from the magazines, printed, it is said, from the original blocks. Possibly this was meant as an atonement for the shabby way in which the artists had been treated in the magazines.


  In 1868, “The North Coast,” by Buchanan, was issued by Routledge; much good work by Houghton is hidden away in its pages. The next year the Graphic was started, and these books virtually ceased to appear. There were some spasmodic efforts to produce new ones, most notable of which were Whymper’s magnificent “Scrambles amongst the Alps,” containing J. Mahoney’s best drawings and Whymper’s best engravings, Tenniel’s editions of “Alice in Wonderland” and “Through the Looking Glass,” Miss Rossetti’s “Sing-Song,” illustrated by Arthur Hughes, 1872, and “Historical and Legendary Ballads” (Chatto & Windus), 1876, made up from the early numbers of the magazines, and specially interesting because of the rare drawings by Whistler and Sandys which are included. It is almost the only book in which one can find the work of these two men, although their drawings were not done originally for it, as the editor would like one to believe.


  The Graphic printed a Portfolio in 1877, made up from early numbers. In 1878, “Nature Pictures,” drawn by J. H. Dell and engraved by Patterson, was issued; as an example of what facsimile wood-engraving is capable of, it is amazing, the most elaborate penwork being wonderfully facsimiled in wood.


  Dalziels produced at least two books later on, magnificent India proofs of “English Rustic Pictures,” printed from the original blocks by Pinwell and Walker, done for the books I have mentioned (this volume is undated); and the “Bible Gallery” (1881), the drawings for which had been made long before and kept back till they could be photographed on wood. Many of these drawings, which a few years ago they vainly tried to sell, are now among the treasures of South Kensington. All the best-known artists contributed ·124· to the “Bible Gallery,” yet the result was not altogether a success. The most conspicuously good drawings are by Ford Madox Brown, Leighton, Burne-Jones, Sandys, Poynter, Houghton and Dalziel. It is the last great English book illustrated by a band of artists and engravers working together. Whether the results are satisfactory or not, the fact remains that the engravers were most enthusiastic, and encouraged the artists as no one has done since in the making of books; and the artists were the most distinguished draughtsmen who have ever appeared in England. In the early numbers of the Graphic there are also many marvellous designs by these men, and by Green, Fildes, Linton, Macbeth and Herkomer. In fact, in not a few cases the most distinguished work of the present R.A.’s is to be found, in black and white, in the Graphic.


  I am perfectly aware that this is by no means a complete list of the books of what I have called the 1860 period. It is but an attempt to point out the great value and importance of the illustrations contained in these books, many of which, so far as their pictures go, are as important as those of the fifteenth century. Yet no record of them has been made; they are almost unknown, save to artists. Among artists, however, there is a rapidly-growing admiration for English art of this period, and in ten years’ time these books will be rightly considered the treasure-houses of the golden decade of English art.


  Joseph Pennell.


  {·  ·}
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  A GLASS OF WHISKEY


  “I mind the man that gave me my first glass of whiskey,” said Johnny Mullen, the tailor. “I hadn’t a red nose then, or eleven half-starved children. I was a cub down at Omagh, doing my first tailoring; and it was my own uncle, God forgive him! I wish I was a cub again. I’d never get married. I’m not a man to have a houseful of children. I’m too much of a scoundrel.”


  “Hold up off the counter, Johnny, dear,” said Mrs. Mulvany, “if you don’t want to break every tumbler I have in the house.”


  “Come over here, Johnny, and sit down on the form between me and Williamson,” said pensioner Higgins against the wall, “and tell us about the night you and Peter Hogan drank the half-gallon.”


  “I’m a bad villain of a man,” said Johnny, sitting down. “I might have come to something, and I turned out bad. There was a good man lost in me, and I turned out bad.”


  “Ah, no, you did not, Johnny,” said Mrs. Williamson’s husband. “You’re a brave enough man as it is.”


  “I tell you I’m not, Williamson, and I ought to know better than you. I tell you I’m not.”


  “I tell you you are, Johnny. There’s worse people than you.”


  “Williamson, Williamson, you know nothing about it. Damn all you know about it. I turned out a bad man.”


  “That’ll do now, Johnny, that’ll do. I was always your friend, and there wasn’t often high words between us, and you can afford to talk me down. But it is not everyone would do it. It is not everyone would venture. All right now, Johnny, all right.”


  “Ay, but it’s me has been the bad scoundrel of a man entirely. This uncle of mine wasn’t a drop’s blood to me. He was my uncle by marriage, and he didn’t know anything better. ‘Here, Johnny, my son,’ says he, ·128· ‘you’re a smart, cliver cub, and the makings of a good tailor. Drink it up,’ says he, ‘for it’ll make a man of you.’ Ay, boys dear, and so it did. It did make the quare man of me, the quare bad baste of a man.”


  Williamson was holding his tongue, but he was listening, and this provocation was nearly too much for him.


  “I seen the time, Johnny,” he said, “people wouldn’t crow me down. I seen the time”—and he went on with his eyes shut, and as if talking to himself—“Ay, that was the fist could break noses”; and he held it up. “That was once upon a time. There was the fist could break noses. Even yet, maybe, Johnny, even yet. Ay, there’s the fist could break noses. There’s the fist could break noses.”


  “It made the quare man of me,” says Johnny; “the quare bad baste of a man.”


  “Whist, Johnny, whist!” put in Higgins, who was always for peace. “Don’t go on like that, man. Don’t provocate him, for you’re not his match, anyway.”


  “I never seen the day I was afeard of a boy like Williamson,” said Johnny.


  “Was I ever threacherous to you yet, Johnny?” said Williamson. “No, Johnny, never. Never, Johnny, never. But I never was afeard of you, either, and I amn’t now. But was I ever threacherous to you yet?”


  “Oh! look at this for rascality!” said Mrs. Mulvany. “They’ll murder one another yet, the villains, that could not have the decency to go and fight outside. They’ll ruin my house. Archy Higgins, put up them tumblers at once, unless you want every vessel in my house to be broken into bits and the place disgraced for ever with such blackguardly conduct, for you’re worse than them. It’s a shame for you, a man of your time of life.”


  “Oh! Mrs. Mulvany, dear, sure it’s not my fault. Sure I’m doing nothing but trying to sinder them, and they won’t let go one another’s necks.”


  “Come here, child, and run for the police,” said Mrs. Mulvany, “to get this drunken crew out of my house. However they managed to crowd in, all three of them, at once. It’s bad enough, goodness knows, to have ·129· one or two of them in the same house at the same time, but three rascals of the drunkenest feather in all the country, to think they’d come in and walk on a body like this. A party, besides, that has hardly ever a penny in their own pocket, and is always wanting to have credit or to drink on other people. Poor Mrs. Williamson! indeed I pity her, but I don’t blame her. A nice thing, indeed, if she had to give away her substance; though the man is not the undecentest of them if he had it, and is quiet enough if he wasn’t provoked.”


  Higgins had got them to let each other go.


  “Did ever I act threacherous to you, Johnny?”


  “No matter now, Williamson; no matter,” says Johnny.


  “Och! Johnny, dear, whist, will you,” says Higgins, “and go no further with it. Sure, Williamson’s able-bodied, and you’re only a light man, anyway, and always was.”


  Johnny reached for Williamson again.


  “You ought to have been a Catholic, Williamson,” he said; “you ought to have been a Catholic. The grandfather before you was a papish, and a good one too, and a decent man.”


  “I was born and reared a Protestant, Johnny, and a decent one. Your uncle, Johnny Mullen, was in jail.”


  “He was in jail decently, Williamson. If my uncle was in jail he was in it decently. He was in it for poteen-making.”


  “They’re clawing one another again!” cried Mrs. Mulvany. “Lord have mercy on us! or what is the world coming to. I’ll go away and shut the door and leave you to yourselves, you good-for-nothing pack. Higgins, you’ll pay for this blackguard work some day or other. Couldn’t you go and call some of the Mullen’s ones to come and take home their father? Mrs. Williamson, but I pity you! for you have a bad pill to deal with—though he’s a quiet enough man in drink if he was let alone.”


  “I never was threacherous with you, Johnny, yet; and I never yet saw them I’d listen to saying a bad word against you,” said Williamson.


  ·130· “Williamson, it was me that stood up for you at the election times, the evening that they wanted your blood for breaking in and spoiling the meeting. And they’d have had it, too, only your woman came and fetched you away. But I stood up for you, Williamson, and I’d stand up for you the morrow.”


  “Now they’re going to hug one another,” said Mrs. Mulvany; “and they’ll be crying in a minute, and it’ll go on like this all evening. And there’s nothing on earth I hate so much to see in two men. I’d far easier stand them fighting and killing one another. Archy Higgins, if you don’t take them pair away out of that, you’ll never enter my door again. Here, Johnny Mullen, your Jennie is on the street looking for you. Go on out home with her like a good man. You and Williamson may stay there, Higgins, as long as you like, for you’re peaceable enough if let alone, and poor Mrs. Williamson has other things to think of than keeping a good-for-nothing man out of her way. But that Johnny Mullen!—I don’t like the sight of him. He’d sit in your house from morning to night to provoke you looking at him, and him never has a halfpenny to spend after Monday morning is over.”


  “Ay, I wish I was a cub again,” Johnny said, going home, “I’d never get married, anyway.” The little daughter Jennie was accustomed to the fool talk of him. “I wish I was a cub again, I’d never have got—ay, maybe I would; ay, likely I would; but things wouldn’t, maybe, be like this.”


  Humphrey James.


  {·  ·}


  IMPENITENTIA ULTIMA


  
    BEFORE my light goes out for ever, if God should give me a choice of graces,


    I would not reck of length of days, nor crave for things to be;


    But cry: “One day of the great lost days, one face of all the faces,


    Grant me to see and touch once more, and nothing more to see.”

  


  
    For, Lord, I was free of all Thy flowers, and I chose the world’s sad roses,


    And that is why I must eat my bread in bitterness and sweat;


    But at Thy terrible Judgment Seat, when this my tired life closes,


    I am ready to reap whereof I sowed, and pay my righteous debt.

  


  
    But once before the sand is run and the silver thread is broken,


    Give me a grace and cast aside the veil of dolorous years;


    Grant me one hour of all mine hours, and let me see for a token


    Her pure and pitiful eyes shine out, and bathe her feet with tears.

  


  
    Her pitiful hands should calm, and her hair stream down and blind me


    Out of the sight of night and out of the reach of fear,


    And her eyes should be my light, while the sun went out behind me;


    And the viols in her voice be the last sound in mine ear.

  


  
    Before the ruining waters fall, and my soul be carried under,


    And Thine anger cleave me through, as a child cuts down a flower,


    I will praise Thee, Lord! in Hell, while my limbs are racked asunder,


    For the last sad sight of her face and the little grace of an hour.

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  “Thaulow: The Norwegian Painter and his Family”


  By

  Jacques L. Blanche.


  {·  ·}
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  THE BINDING OF THE HAIR


  THE men-at-arms of the young queen Dectira, and of the old and foolish king Lua, had lighted a line of fires from Bulben to the sea and set watchmen by every fire; and built a long house with skin-covered wattles for the assembly, and smaller houses to sleep in, and dug round them a deep ditch, close to the place where the Lis of the Blindman was built in later times; and now they sat in the long house waiting the attack of the clans coming down from the plain of Ith, and listened to the bard Aodh, who recited a battle-tale of the wars of Heber and Heremon. The tale was written upon thin slips of wood, which the bard held before him like a fan, grasping them above the brazen pivot, and only laid down when he would take up the five-stringed cruit from the ground at his feet and chaunt hastily, and with vehement gesture, one of the many lyrics woven into the more massive measure of the tale. Though the bard was famous, the old and foolish king did not listen, but leaned his head upon the central pillar and snored fitfully in a wine-heavy sleep; but the young queen sat among her women, straight and still like a white candle, and listened as though there was no tale in the world but this one, for the enchantment of his dreamy voice was in her ears; the enchantment of his changing history in her memory: how he would live now in the Raths of kings, now alone in the great forest; how rumour held him of the race of the bard for whom the tribes of Heber and Heremon cast lots at the making of the world; how, despite the grey hairs mingling before their time with the dark of his beard, he was blown hither and thither by love and anger; how, according to his mood, he would fly now from one man and with blanched face, and now prove himself of a preternatural bravery alone against many; and, above all, how he had sat continually by her great chair telling of forays and battles to hearten her war-beaten men-at-arms, or chaunting histories and songs laden with gentler destinies for her ears alone, or, more often still, listening in silence to the rustling of her dress.


  ·136· He sang now of anger and not of love, for it was needful to fill the hearts of her men-at-arms with thirst of battle that her days might have peace; yet over all the tale hovered a mournful beauty not of battle, and from time to time he would compare the gleam of a sword to the brightness of her eyes; or the dawn breaking on a morning of victory to the glimmering of her breast. As the tale, and its lyrics, which were like the foam upon a wave, flowed on, it wrapped the men-at-arms as in a tide of fire, and its vehement passages made them clash their swords upon their shields and shout an ever-more clamorous approval. At last it died out in a chaunt of triumph over battle-cars full of saffron robes and ornaments of gold and silver, and over long lines of youths and maidens with brazen chains about their ankles; and the men shouted and clashed their swords upon their shields for a long time. The queen sat motionless for a while, and then leaned back in her chair so that its carved back made one dark tress fall over her cheek. Sighing a long, inexplicable sigh, she bound the tress about her head and fastened it with a golden pin. Aodh gazed at her, the fierce light fading in his eyes, and began to murmur something over to himself, and presently taking the five-stringed cruit from the ground, half knelt before her, and softly touched the strings. The shouters fell silent, for they saw that he would praise the queen, as his way was when the tales were at an end; and in the silence he struck three notes, as soft and sad as though they were the cooing of doves over the Gates of Death.


  Before he could begin his song, the door which led from the long room into the open air burst open and a man rushed in, his face red with running, and cried out:


  “The races with ignoble bodies and ragged beards, from beyond the Red Cataract, have driven us from the fires and have killed many!”


  The words were scarcely from his mouth before another man struck against him, making him reel from the door, only to be thrust aside by another and another and another, until all that remained of the watchmen stood in the centre of the hall, muddy and breathless, some pouring wine into horns from the great stone flagon that stood there, and some unhooking their bronze helmets and shields and swords from the pillars. The men about the ·137· queen had already taken their helmets and shields and swords from pillars and walls, and were now armed; but the queen sat on straight and still, and Aodh half knelt before her, with bowed head, and touched the five-stringed cruit slowly and dreamily.


  At last he rose with a sigh, and was about to mix among the men-at-arms when the queen leaned forward, and, taking him by the hand, said, in a low voice:


  “O Aodh, promise me to sing the song before the morning, whether we be victors or weary fugitives!”


  He turned, with a pale face, and answered:


  “There are two little verses in my heart, two little drops in my flagon, and I swear by the Red Swineherd that I will pour them out before the morning for the Rose of my Desire, the Lily of my Peace, whether I have living lips or fade among the imponderable multitudes!”


  Then he took down his wicker shield covered with hide, and his helmet and sword, from a pillar, and mixed among the crowd that poured, shouting, through the great door.


  Nobody remained in the long room except the queen and her women and the foolish king, who slept on, with his head against a pillar.


  After a little, they heard a far-off ringing of bronze upon bronze, and the dull thud of bronze upon hide, and the cries of men, and these continued for a long time, and then sank into the silence. When all was still, the queen took the five-stringed cruit upon her knees and began touching the strings fitfully and murmuring stray lines and phrases out of the love songs of Aodh; and so sat until about two hours before dawn, when the tramp of feet told the return of the men-at-arms. They came in slowly and wearily, and threw themselves down, clotted with blood as they were, some on the floor, some on the benches.


  “We have slain the most, and the rest fled beyond the mountains,” said the leader; “but there is no part of the way where there was not fighting, and we have left many behind us.”


  “Where is Aodh?” said one of the women.


  “I saw his head taken off with a sword,” said the man.


  ·138· The queen rose and passed silently out of the room, and, half crossing the space within the ditch, came where her horses were tethered, and bade the old man, who had charge of their harness and chariot, tell none, but come with her and seek for a dead man. They drove along the narrow track in the forest that had been trod by marauders, or by those sent to give them battle, for centuries; and saw the starlight glimmer upon the helmets and swords of dead men troubling a darkness which seemed heavy with a sleep older than the world. At last they came out upon the treeless place where the servile tribes had fought their last desperate battle before they broke. The old man tied the reins to a tree and lit a torch, and the two began to search among the dead. The crows, which had been tearing the bodies, rushed up into the air before them with loud cawing, and here and there the starlight glimmered on helmet or sword, or in pools of blood, or in the eyes of the dead.


  Of a sudden, a sweet, tremulous song came from a bush near them. They hurried towards the spot, and saw a head hanging from the bush by its dark hair; and the head was singing, and this was the song it sung—


  
    “Fasten your hair with a golden pin,


    And bind up every wandering tress;


    I bade my heart build these poor rhymes:


    It worked at them day out, day in,


    Building a sorrowful loveliness


    Out of the battles of old times.

  


  
    “You need but lift a pearl-pale hand,


    And bind up your long hair and sigh;


    And all men’s hearts must burn and beat;


    And candle-like foam on the dim sand,


    And stars climbing the dew-dropping sky,


    Live but to light your passing feet.”

  


  And then a troop of crows, heavy like fragments of that sleep older than the world, swept out of the darkness, and, as they passed, smote those ecstatic lips with the points of their wings, and the head fell from the bush and rolled over at the feet of the queen.


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}
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  OF CRITICISM AND THE CRITIC


  UNDER my window in the foggy, dripping street, those little imps, the newspaper-boys, are making the hour horrisonant with their yells. What voices the urchins develop, at what tender years! You and I, Mr. Editor, we could not advertise our wares so penetratingly, though we strove till our throats cracked over it. I hear there is a movement on foot for the suppression, or at least the discipline, of these too-raucous vendors of our news; and with all one’s jealousy of the law’s interference, it would be difficult reasonably, perhaps, to oppose this exercise of it. Yet, after all, how much are these rude and hideous cries of a piece with the thoroughfares they resound in, or, for the matter of that, with how much of our manners at large! You will remember a charming series of seventeenth-century engravings, by Hollar, portraying for us the street-cries of that day. Such picturesque gentlemen and ladies, they assuredly must have advertised and insinuated their goods with choice words and musical falls, daintily appropriate. Nay, I am, alas! old enough to recall out of the memory of childhood a lingering tradition of such things—the “Buy-a-broom,” the “Buy my sweet, blooming lavender,” girls. The latter cry may, indeed, yet be heard, now and again, actually here off Holborn, on an August morning; but its sweet strangeness has something almost too pathetic in it, so that its delicate melody seems to jar on one, as a Corot might on the hoarding of an underground station. I recollect running incontinent out into the street the first time it fell on my ears three years since. From a poor lad, painfully making way with his one leg and a crutch, came those musical tenor notes; and his apparently slight hold on life went far from amiss with that old-world fragrance, that old-world melody. Here, surely, was the last of a generation, a feeble relic, like a flame flickering ·142· yet a moment or two, of vanished tastes and habits, an echo at its dying. Away, my poor fellow, out of this boisterousness and hurry; leave us, and flit away to the leisurely and quiet shades!


  Not, indeed, that I would lend myself to the vulgarity of a mere shrewish scolding and belittling of our own day. That is a cheap indignation which leads a man to defame recklessly his age and country; nay, it is a scurvy trick, anyhow, to befoul one’s own nest. When the tale of the centuries comes to be made up, I have little misgiving but that we nineteenth-century folk shall cut a decent-enough figure. But certainly it would be fanaticism, the drunkenness of a sheer conceit, to proclaim our time altogether, or indeed in some ways comparatively, as in se ipso totus, teres, atque rotundus. Those very providences which have been vouchsafed to give us our distinction, our scientific and mechanical advances, I mean, are, as yet, themselves the provocatives of certain blemishes in us, directly and indirectly. We have fed on strong and strange meat somewhat gluttonously, and suffer by consequence from an indigestion, as one might say. It is no sound appreciativeness, therefore, of our real condition, of our unquestionable virtues, which induces in some of us so determined a self-satisfaction, that either we deny the deficiencies detected in us, or treat them airily as of no moment. You shall have your friend Practicus hold you by the button in Shaftesbury Avenue, while he descants with enthusiasm on the improvements there of these past dozen years, and is moved even to some æsthetic fervour (for, somewhere in him, he, too, has a dormant sense of beauty) by that magical London atmosphere, which is for ever transmuting our world for us from mysterious glory to glory. Nor is it necessary, nor is it consonant with truth, to gainsay him; the most one can say is, that there seems to be another side to things. In some matters, Nature is the most indulgent mother imaginable; and however we deform our surroundings, she comes with her tender cunning and transfigures them into loveliness. To her effective resourcefulness there is, indeed, no end; she plays over our mean buildings, our reckless contrivances to secure convenience, or to trumpet our way in the world, and, as though she were saying to us, “You foolish little ·143· creatures! you fancy beauty doesn’t matter for you, and so it is in despite of you that I must work my miracles of grace,” out of chaos she brings a charm unspeakable. Let us go down on our knees and thank her; but, also, let us have an eye to our own souls. The true citizen would fain see the thoroughfares of his town fine and fair of themselves, needing no trickery of light or mist to commend them. To-day it is pathetic to observe with what a makeshift we have come to be content. As we hurry to and fro ’twixt our paltry buildings, the last device we can hit upon to relieve their mean stupidity, to amuse ourselves amid their depression, to refresh ourselves amid the prevailing dirt and din, is to paper them with placards, staring, grotesque, salacious. How excellently with it all goes the ragamuffin yonder, shouting “Ixtree Speshall!” Dirty, ragged, cracked-voiced, impudent young scamp, how significant a product you are of our aims and methods! My poor, belated lavender-seller of the soft notes and the dulcet melody, your modesty is an anachronism, your tunefulness a discord, the ears that had leisure to listen to you have been dust this many a day.


  But you remind me, Mr. Editor, that my title has something about “Criticism and the Critic.” Ah! pardon me, I have been wandering afield; though not quite so far, perhaps, as you take it to be. However, I started on this communication with the thought of a newspaper in my head, a somewhat fresh variety of literary and artistic journal, the idea of which a friend suggests to me, and which it may be worth someone’s while to consider. The characteristics of his adventure may be explained briefly. As the terms are ordinarily understood, this paper would have no principles and no policy. He proposes that the Editor should have no further care than to see that his writers possess individuality and can express it, and that they run him not into a libel-action. The writers shall have no further care than to say precisely what each of them thinks and feels on the matter in hand, unhampered by the least concern of supporting any tradition, or by a dread of contradicting, even flatly, what someone else, or their own selves, may have written in the same paper. Each of them, therefore, would have a free hand entirely, with that one proviso of blanching the ·144· libel-court. He would write in the first person, and in the style his humour smiled upon at the moment. He would sign his article always, but sign it, as the whim took him, either with his name, or with a nom-de-guerre, or with an initial; and he would be free to change his signature as the occasion prompted him. Such, briefly, is my friend’s proposal.


  I conceive that the ideas working in his brain, and leading him to the above suggestions, are somewhat as follows; and though even to contemplate adding to the burden of our current journals is dangerously near to criminality, I confess to feeling some force in what I believe he would authorise me to set forth as the grounds of his position.


  Somebody has somewhere said, that in criticism the great thing is for the critic to get himself out of the way. There is much pertinence in the remark; yet here, as so often, one may state precisely its opposite with a pertinence by no means less. Individuality is the one interesting, real thing in the universe. If a man is worth listening to at all (and, when one can get at him, I expect there breathes not a soul but is), let us hear what he thinks and feels, what he likes and hates, and let us hear it his own way. For the attainment of this end the tyranny of the editorial “we” is fatal; but fatal, too, is the antithesis, that on every occasion a man should write over his own signature, or over a signature known to be his. The ideal function of criticism is indeed to discern the true character of the thing criticised; but when we get off mere facts, as in the arts, such criticism is to mortals for the most part impossible; when we assume to deliver it we are ludicrously, irritatingly impertinent. To learn, however, how a man is affected by this or that specimen of the arts at the moment before him, entertains and stimulates me; and the entertainment, the stimulation, are heightened if he has time and opportunity to express himself to a nicety. In some ways, therefore, his written impression of such matters is of finer value and delight than even his conversation on them, for it is hardly less personal, while it is more considered, more clear and precise. My friend’s insistence that in his proposed paper everybody shall write in the first person, but still over what signature or signatures he chooses, ·145· seems to secure at once an individuality of utterance, and to allow a man that freedom in expressing himself which, on occasion, is in danger, if his real name must serve for finale. I do not deny that it is foolish in us to be so under the spell of a mere pronoun, and of the magnificent, magisterial air accompanying it, as to let them appal us by their authority, or fret us into a petulant rebellion. We are aware that it is but a Mr. Jones or a Mr. Briggs swaggering under that pretentious mask; and if these gentlemen gave themselves such airs when we sat together, they would impose upon us no more than any other coxcomb. But human nature is weak, and much at the mercy of appearances. When Mr. Jones and Mr. Briggs stand, stripped of their mystery, face to face with us, we meet them on equal terms; and their credit, their limits of attraction, or of irritation, are proportioned fairly enough to their naked worth.


  Selwyn Image.


  {·  ·}


  A Scene from Voltaire’s “La Pucelle”


  Etched by

  Will Rothenstein


  {·  ·}
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  THE WANDERERS


  
    WANDERING, ever wandering,


    Their eyelids freshened with the wind of the sea


    Blown up the cliffs at sunset, their cheeks cooled


    With meditative shadows of hushed leaves


    That have been drowsing in the woods all day,


    And certain fires of sunrise in their eyes.

  


  
    They wander, and the white roads under them


    Crumble into fine dust behind their feet,


    For they return not; life, a long white road,


    Winds ever from the dark into the dark,


    And they, as days, return not; they go on


    For ever, with the travelling stars; the night


    Curtains them, being wearied, and the dawn


    Awakens them unwearied; they go on.


    They know the winds of all the earth, they know


    The dust of many highways, and the stones


    Of cities set for landmarks on the road.


    Theirs is the world, and all the glory of it,


    Theirs, because they forego it, passing on


    Into the freedom of the elements;


    Wandering, ever wandering,


    Because life holds not anything so good


    As to be free of yesterday, and bound


    Towards a new to-morrow; and they wend


    Into a world of unknown faces, where


    ·150· It may be there are faces waiting them,


    Faces of friendly strangers, not the long


    Intolerable monotony of friends.

  


  
    The joy of earth is yours, O wanderers,


    The only joy of the old earth, to wake,


    As each new dawn is patiently renewed,


    With foreheads fresh against a fresh young sky.


    To be a little further on the road,


    A little nearer somewhere, some few steps


    Advanced into the future, and removed


    By some few counted milestones from the past;


    God gives you this good gift, the only gift


    That God, being repentant, has to give.

  


  
    Wanderers, you have the sunrise and the stars;


    And we, beneath our comfortable roofs,


    Lamplight, and daily fire upon the hearth,


    And four walls of a prison, and sure food.


    But God has given you freedom, wanderers!

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  UNDER THE HILL


  A ROMANTIC NOVEL


  by

  AUBREY BEARDSLEY


  with his illustrations


  CHAPTERS ONE, TWO AND THREE


  
    “la chaleur du brandon venus”


    Le Roman de la Rose, v. 22051

  


  
    ·153·to


    the most eminent and reverend prince


    GIULIO POLDO PEZZOLI


    cardinal of the holy roman church


    titular bishop of s. maria in trastavere


    archbishop of ostia and velletri


    nuncio to the holy see


    in


    nicaragua and patagonia


    a father to the poor


    a reformer of ecclesiastical discipline


    a pattern of learning


    wisdom and holiness of life


    this book is dedicated with due reverence


    by his humble servitor


    a scrivener and limner of worldly things


    who made this book


    AUBREY BEARDSLEY

  


  Most Eminent Prince,


  I KNOW not by what mischance the writing of epistles dedicatory has fallen into disuse, whether through the vanity of authors or the humility of patrons. But the practice seems to me so very beautiful and becoming that I have ventured to make an essay in the modest art, and lay with formalities my first book at your feet. I have it must be confessed many fears lest I shall be arraigned of presumption in choosing so exalted a name as your own to place at the beginning of this history; but I hope that such a censure will not be too lightly passed upon me, for if I am guilty it is but of a most natural pride that the accidents of my life should allow me to sail the little pinnace of my wit under your protection.


  ·154· But though I can clear myself of such a charge, I am still minded to use the tongue of apology, for with what face can I offer you a book treating of so vain and fantastical a thing as love? I know that in the judgment of many the amorous passion is accounted a shameful thing and ridiculous; indeed it must be confessed that more blushes have risen for love’s sake than for any other cause and that lovers are an eternal laughing-stock. Still, as the book will be found to contain matter of deeper import than mere venery, inasmuch as it treats of the great contrition of its chiefest character, and of canonical things in certain pages, I am not without hopes that your Eminence will pardon my writing of a loving Abbé, for which extravagance let my youth excuse me.


  Then I must crave your forgiveness for addressing you in a language other than the Roman, but my small freedom in Latinity forbids me to wander beyond the idiom of my vernacular. I would not for the world that your delicate Southern ear should be offended by a barbarous assault of rude and Gothic words; but methinks no language is rude that can boast polite writers, and not a few such have flourished in this country in times past, bringing our common speech to very great perfection. In the present age, alas! our pens are ravished by unlettered authors and unmannered critics, that make a havoc rather than a building, a wilderness rather than a garden. But, alack! what boots it to drop tears upon the preterit?


  It is not of our own shortcomings though, but of your own great merits that I should speak, else I should be forgetful of the duties I have drawn upon myself in electing to address you in a dedication. It is of your noble virtues (though all the world know of ’em), your taste and wit, your care for letters, and very real regard for the arts that I must be the proclaimer.


  Though it be true that all men have sufficient wit to pass a judgment on this or that, and not a few sufficient impudence to print the same (these last being commonly accounted critics), I have ever held that the critical faculty is more rare than the inventive. It is a faculty your ·155· Eminence possesses in so great a degree that your praise or blame is something oracular, your utterance infallible as great genius or as a beautiful woman. Your mind, I know, rejoicing in fine distinctions and subtle procedures of thought, beautifully discursive rather than hastily conclusive, has found in criticism its happiest exercise. It is a pity that so perfect a Mecænas should have no Horace to befriend, no Georgics to accept; for the offices and function of patron or critic must of necessity be lessened in an age of little men and little work. In times past it was nothing derogatory for great princes and men of State to extend their loves and favour to poets, for thereby they received as much honour as they conferred. Did not Prince Festus with pride take the masterwork of Julian into his protection, and was not the Æneis a pretty thing to offer Cæsar?


  Learning without appreciation is a thing of naught, but I know not which is greatest in you—your love of the arts, or your knowledge of ’em. What wonder then that I am studious to please you, and desirous of your protection. How deeply thankful I am for your past affections you know well, your great kindness and liberality having far outgone my slight merits and small accomplishment that seemed scarce to warrant any favour. Alas! ’tis a slight offering I make you now, but if after glancing into its pages (say of an evening upon your terrace) you should deem it worthy of the remotest place in your princely library, the knowledge that it rested there would be reward sufficient for my labours, and a crowning happiness to my pleasure in the writing of this slender book.


  The humble and obedient servant of your Eminence,


  AUBREY BEARDSLEY.


  {·  ·}


  UNDER THE HILL


  CHAPTER I


  THE Abbé Fanfreluche, having lighted off his horse, stood doubtfully for a moment beneath the ombre gateway of the mysterious Hill, troubled with an exquisite fear lest a day’s travel should have too cruelly undone the laboured niceness of his dress. His hand, slim and gracious as La Marquise du Deffand’s in the drawing by Carmontelle, played nervously about the gold hair that fell upon his shoulders like a finely-curled peruke, and from point to point of a precise toilet the fingers wandered, quelling the little mutinies of cravat and ruffle.


  It was taper-time; when the tired earth puts on its cloak of mists and shadows, when the enchanted woods are stirred with light footfalls and slender voices of the fairies, when all the air is full of delicate influences, and even the beaux, seated at their dressing-tables, dream a little.


  A delicious moment, thought Fanfreluche, to slip into exile.


  The place where he stood waved drowsily with strange flowers, heavy with perfume, dripping with odours. Gloomy and nameless weeds not to be found in Mentzelius. Huge moths, so richly winged they must have banqueted upon tapestries and royal stuffs, slept on the pillars that flanked either side of the gateway, and the eyes of all the moths remained open and were burning and bursting with a mesh of veins. The pillars were fashioned in some pale stone and rose up like hymns in the praise of pleasure, for from cap to base, each one was carved with loving sculptures, showing such a cunning invention and such a curious knowledge, that Fanfreluche lingered not a little in reviewing them. They surpassed all that Japan has ever pictured from her maisons vertes, all that was ever painted in the cool bath-rooms of Cardinal La Motte, and even outdid the astonishing illustrations to Jones’s “Nursery Numbers.”
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  ·159· “A pretty portal,” murmured the Abbé, correcting his sash.


  As he spoke, a faint sound of singing was breathed out from the mountain, faint music as strange and distant as sea-legends that are heard in shells.


  “The Vespers of Helen, I take it,” said Fanfreluche, and struck a few chords of accompaniment, ever so lightly, upon his little lute. Softly across the spell-bound threshold the song floated and wreathed itself about the subtle columns, till the moths were touched with passion and moved quaintly in their sleep. One of them was awakened by the intenser notes of the Abbé’s lute-strings, and fluttered into the cave. Fanfreluche felt it was his cue for entry.


  “Adieu,” he exclaimed with an inclusive gesture, and “good-bye, Madonna,” as the cold circle of the moon began to show, beautiful and full of enchantments. There was a shadow of sentiment in his voice as he spoke the words.


  “Would to heaven,” he sighed, “I might receive the assurance of a looking-glass before I make my début! However, as she is a Goddess, I doubt not her eyes are a little sated with perfection, and may not be displeased to see it crowned with a tiny fault.”


  A wild rose had caught upon the trimmings of his ruff, and in the first flush of displeasure he would have struck it brusquely away, and most severely punished the offending flower. But the ruffled mood lasted only a moment, for there was something so deliciously incongruous in the hardy petal’s invasion of so delicate a thing, that Fanfreluche withheld the finger of resentment and vowed that the wild rose should stay where it had clung—a passport, as it were, from the upper to the under world.


  “The very excess and violence of the fault,” he said, “will be its excuse”; and, undoing a tangle in the tassel of his stick, stepped into the shadowy corridor that ran into the bosom of the wan hill—stepped with the admirable aplomb and unwrinkled suavity of Don John.


  ·160· CHAPTER II


  Before a toilet that shone like the altar of Nôtre Dame des Victoires, Helen was seated in a little dressing-gown of black and heliotrope. The coiffeur Cosmé was caring for her scented chevelure, and with tiny silver tongs, warm from the caresses of the flame, made delicious intelligent curls that fell as lightly as a breath about her forehead and over her eyebrows, and clustered like tendrils round her neck. Her three favourite girls, Pappelarde, Blanchemains and Loreyne, waited immediately upon her with perfume and powder in delicate flaçons and frail cassolettes, and held in porcelain jars the ravishing paints prepared by Châteline for those cheeks and lips that had grown a little pale with anguish of exile. Her three favourite boys, Claud, Clair and Sarrasine, stood amorously about with salver, fan and napkin. Millamant held a slight tray of slippers, Minette some tender gloves, La Popelinière—mistress of the robes—was ready with a frock of yellow and yellow, La Zambinella bore the jewels, Florizel some flowers, Amadour a box of various pins, and Vadius a box of sweets. Her doves, ever in attendance, walked about the room that was panelled with the gallant paintings of Jean Baptiste Dorat, and some dwarfs and doubtful creatures sat here and there lolling out their tongues, pinching each other, and behaving oddly enough. Sometimes Helen gave them little smiles.


  As the toilet was in progress, Mrs. Marsuple, the fat manicure and fardeuse, strode in and seated herself by the side of the dressing-table, greeting Helen with an intimate nod. She wore a gown of white watered silk with gold lace trimmings, and a velvet necklet of false vermilion. Her hair hung in bandeaux over her ears, passing into a huge chignon at the back of her head, and the hat, wide-brimmed and hung with a vallance of pink muslin, was floral with red roses.


  Mrs. Marsuple’s voice was full of salacious unction; she had terrible little gestures with the hands, strange movements with the shoulders, a short respiration that made surprising wrinkles in her bodice, a corrupt skin, large horny eyes, a parrot’s nose, a small loose mouth, great flaccid cheeks, and chin after chin. She was a wise person, and Helen loved her more than any ·163· other of her servants, and had a hundred pet names for her, such as Dear Toad, Pretty Poll, Cock Robin, Dearest Lip, Touchstone, Little Cough Drop, Bijou, Buttons, Dear Heart, Dick-dock, Mrs. Manly, Little Nipper, Cochon-de-lait, Naughty-naughty, Blessèd Thing, and Trump. The talk that passed between Mrs. Marsuple and her mistress was of that excellent kind that passes between old friends, a perfect understanding giving to scraps of phrases their full meaning, and to the merest reference a point. Naturally Fanfreluche the newcomer was discussed a little. Helen had not seen him yet, and asked a score of questions on his account that were delightfully to the point.
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  The report and the coiffing were completed at the same moment.


  “Cosmé,” said Helen, “you have been quite sweet and quite brilliant, you have surpassed yourself to-night.”


  “Madam flatters me,” replied the antique old thing, with a girlish giggle under his black satin mask. “Gad, Madam; sometimes I believe I have no talent in the world, but to-night I must confess to a touch of the vain mood.”


  It would pain me horribly to tell you about the painting of her face; suffice it that the sorrowful work was accomplished; frankly, magnificently, and without a shadow of deception.


  Helen slipped away the dressing-gown, and rose before the mirror in a flutter of frilled things. She was adorably tall and slender. Her neck and shoulders were wonderfully drawn, and the little malicious breasts were full of the irritation of loveliness that can never be entirely comprehended, or ever enjoyed to the utmost. Her arms and hands were loosely, but delicately articulated, and her legs were divinely long. From the hip to the knee, twenty-two inches; from the knee to the heel, twenty-two inches, as befitted a Goddess. Those who have seen Helen only in the Vatican, in the Louvre, in the Uffizi, or in the British Museum, can have no idea how very beautiful and sweet she looked. Not at all like the lady in “Lemprière.”


  Mrs. Marsuple grew quite lyric over the dear little person, and pecked at her arms with kisses.


  ·164· “Dear Tongue, you must really behave yourself,” said Helen, and called Millamant to bring her the slippers.


  The tray was freighted with the most exquisite and shapely pantoufles, sufficient to make Cluny a place of naught. There were shoes of grey and black and brown suède, of white silk and rose satin, and velvet and sarcenet; there were some of sea-green sewn with cherry blossoms, some of red with willow branches, and some of grey with bright-winged birds. There were heels of silver, of ivory, and of gilt; there were buckles of very precious stones set in most strange and esoteric devices; there were ribbons tied and twisted into cunning forms; there were buttons so beautiful that the button-holes might have no pleasure till they closed upon them; there were soles of delicate leathers scented with maréchale, and linings of soft stuffs scented with the juice of July flowers. But Helen, finding none of them to her mind, called for a discarded pair of blood-red maroquin, diapered with pearls. These looked very distinguished over her white silk stockings.


  Meantime, La Popelinière stepped forward with the frock.


  “I shan’t wear one to-night,” said Helen. Then she slipped on her gloves.


  When the toilet was at an end all her doves clustered round her feet loving to frôler her ankles with their plumes, and the dwarfs clapped their hands, and put their fingers between their lips and whistled. Never before had Helen been so radiant and compelling. Spiridion, in the corner, looked up from his game of Spellicans and trembled.


  Just then, Pranzmungel announced that supper was ready upon the fifth terrace. “Ah!” cried Helen, “I’m famished!”


  CHAPTER III


  She was quite delighted with Fanfreluche, and, of course, he sat next her at supper.


  The terrace, made beautiful with a thousand vain and fantastical things, and set with a hundred tables and four hundred couches, presented a truly ·165· splendid appearance. In the middle was a huge bronze fountain with three basins. From the first rose a many-breasted dragon and four little loves mounted upon swans, and each love was furnished with a bow and arrow. Two of them that faced the monster seemed to recoil in fear, two that were behind made bold enough to aim their shafts at him. From the verge of the second sprang a circle of slim golden columns that supported silver doves with tails and wings spread out. The third, held by a group of grotesquely attenuated satyrs, was centered with a thin pipe hung with masks and roses and capped with children’s heads.


  From the mouths of the dragon and the loves, from the swans’ eyes, from the breasts of the doves, from the satyrs’ horns and lips, from the masks at many points, and from the childrens’ curls, the water played profusely, cutting strange arabesques and subtle figures.


  The terrace was lit entirely by candles. There were four thousand of them, not numbering those upon the tables. The candlesticks were of a countless variety, and smiled with moulded cochonneries. Some were twenty feet high, and bore single candles that flared like fragrant torches over the feast, and guttered till the wax stood round the tops in tall lances. Some, hung with dainty petticoats of shining lustres, had a whole bevy of tapers upon them devised in circles, in pyramids, in squares, in cuneiforms, in single lines regimentally and in crescents.


  Then on quaint pedestals and Terminal Gods and gracious pilasters of every sort, were shell-like vases of excessive fruits and flowers that hung about and burst over the edges and could never be restrained. The orange-trees and myrtles, looped with vermilion sashes, stood in frail porcelain pots, and the rose-trees were wound and twisted with superb invention over trellis and standard. Upon one side of the terrace a long gilded stage for the comedians was curtained off with Pagonian tapestries, and in front of it the music-stands were placed.


  The tables arranged between the fountain and the flight of steps to the sixth terrace were all circular, covered with white damask, and strewn with irises, roses, kingcups, colombines, daffodils, carnations and lilies; and the ·166· couches, high with soft cushions and spread with more stuffs than could be named, had fans thrown upon them.


  Beyond the escalier stretched the gardens, which were designed so elaborately and with so much splendour that the architect of the Fêtes d’Armailhacq could have found in them no matter for cavil, and the still lakes strewn with profuse barges full of gay flowers and wax marionettes, the alleys of tall trees, the arcades and cascades, the pavilions, the grottoes and the garden-gods—all took a strange tinge of revelry from the glare of the light that fell upon them from the feast.


  The frockless Helen and Fanfreluche, with Mrs. Marsuple and Claude and Clair, and Farcy, the chief comedian, sat at the same table. Fanfreluche, who had doffed his travelling suit, wore long black silk stockings, a pair of pretty garters, a very elegant ruffled shirt, slippers and a wonderful dressing-gown; and Farcy was in ordinary evening clothes. As for the rest of the company, it boasted some very noticeable dresses, and whole tables of quite delightful coiffures. There were spotted veils that seemed to stain the skin, fans with eye-slits in them, through which the bearers peeped and peered; fans painted with figures and covered with the sonnets of Sporion and the short stories of Scaramouch; and fans of big, living moths stuck upon mounts of silver sticks. There were masks of green velvet that make the face look trebly powdered; masks of the heads of birds, of apes, of serpents, of dolphins, of men and women, of little embryons and of cats; masks like the faces of gods; masks of coloured glass, and masks of thin talc and of india-rubber. There were wigs of black and scarlet wools, of peacocks’ feathers, of gold and silver threads, of swansdown, of the tendrils of the vine, and of human hair; huge collars of stiff muslin rising high above the head; whole dresses of ostrich feathers curling inwards; tunics of panthers’ skins that looked beautiful over pink tights; capotes of crimson satin trimmed with the wings of owls; sleeves cut into the shapes of apocryphal animals; drawers flounced down to the ankles, and flecked with tiny, red roses; stockings clocked with fêtes galantes, and curious designs; and petticoats cut like artificial flowers. Some of the women had put on delightful little moustaches dyed in purples and bright ·169· greens, twisted and waxed with absolute skill; and some wore great white beards, after the manner of Saint Wilgeforte. Then Dorat had painted extraordinary grotesques and vignettes over their bodies, here and there. Upon a cheek, an old man scratching his horned head; upon a forehead, an old woman teased by an impudent amor; upon a shoulder, an amorous singerie; round a breast, a circlet of satyrs; about a wrist, a wreath of pale, unconscious babes; upon an elbow, a bouquet of spring flowers; across a back, some surprising scenes of adventure; at the corners of a mouth, tiny red spots; and upon a neck, a flight of birds, a caged parrot, a branch of fruit, a butterfly, a spider, a drunken dwarf, or, simply, some initials.


  The supper provided by the ingenious Rambouillet was quite beyond parallel. Never had he created a more exquisite menu. The consommé impromptu alone would have been sufficient to establish the immortal reputation of any chef. What, then, can I say of the Dorade bouillie sauce maréchale, the ragoût aux langues de carpes, the ramereaux à la charnière, the ciboulette de gibier à l’espagnole, the pâté de cuisses d’oie aux pois de Monsalvie, the queues d’agneau au clair de lune, the artichauts à la grecque, the charlotte de pommes à la Lucy Waters, the bombes à la marée, and the glaces aux rayons d’or? A veritable tour de cuisine that surpassed even the famous little suppers given by the Marquis de Réchale at Passy, and which the Abbé Mirliton pronounced “impeccable, and too good to be eaten.”


  Ah! Pierre Antoine Berquin de Rambouillet; you are worthy of your divine mistress!


  Mere hunger quickly gave place to those finer instincts of the pure gourmet, and the strange wines, cooled in buckets of snow, unloosed all the décolleté spirits of astonishing conversation and atrocious laughter.


  As the courses advanced, the conversation grew bustling and more personal. Pulex and Cyril, and Marisca and Cathelin, opened a fire of raillery, and a thousand amatory follies of the day were discussed.


  From harsh and shrill and clamant, the voices grew blurred and inarticulate. Bad sentences were helped out by worse gestures, and at one table Scabius expressed himself like the famous old knight in the first part ·170· of the “Soldier’s Fortune” of Otway. Bassalissa and Lysistrata tried to pronounce each other’s names, and became very affectionate in the attempt; and Tala, the tragedian, robed in roomy purple, and wearing plume and buskin, rose to his feet, and, with swaying gestures, began to recite one of his favourite parts. He got no further than the first line, but repeated it again and again, with fresh accents and intonations each time, and was only silenced by the approach of the asparagus that was being served by satyrs dressed in white.


  [continued here]


  {·  ·}
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  ·i· ADVERTISEMENTS


  London Nights. Poems by Arthur Symons.


  Edition consists of 500 Small Paper copies on Large Post 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in dark green cloth, at Six Shillings net per copy; and 50 Large Paper copies on Royal 8vo hand-made paper, bound in dark green buckram at One Guinea net per copy.


  EXTRACTS FROM PRESS NOTICES.


  “Those who have learned from his former volumes to know Mr. Symons as a careful maker of melodious verse, not without a gift of direct vision, and often distinguished by some felicity of expression, will open, as we did, his new book of poems with considerable expectations. Nor will any student of verse, simply as verse, be disappointed. Mr. Symons is no unskilled metricist. He has learned the secret of the melody of simple metres, and he uses his knowledge often with unquestionable success. He has learned, too, the value of simplicity of language; and in such verse as White Magic, Memory, and At the Ambassadeurs, he hits the mark…. In lack of reticence, of decency, Mr. Symons has nothing to learn from anyone; but he differs from the French poets he imitates in the air of artificiality which surrounds his apotheosis of the flesh. One feels that Mr. Symons is merely posing; anxious to appear a much more abandoned sensualist than he is. He does his best to paint exceptional depravity, as if he drew upon his own experience; but, to the credit of his morals be it said, the result is unconvincing and unreal. It is a pity that so much culture, so much knowledge of poetry, such mastery of language and metre, should be wasted on subjects that are as much beneath the notice of the Muse as they are unworthy of the dignity of Human Nature.”—Saturday Review.


  “‘London Nights,’ by Arthur Symons, is a very dainty, very clever volume of verses, mainly descriptive of various female characters—fickle, fleeting, beautiful, intensely human, and, of course, not unsusceptible, and therefore tormentingly unsatisfactory…. That is the art of Mr. Symons, as is clearly seen through all the hundred pages of his delightful verse, in which, so far as words go, he seems to dance on the tight-rope of language. But there are deep notes in the book, as in Stella Maris for instance, which is a moral tragedy, exquisitely told, but of doubtful utility, as we might also say of the sonnet strangely named Idealism, and of the lines To One in Alienation. Was it wise of Mr. Symons to print such things? Distinctly, we think not. Even if they are phantoms of the author’s creation, they are fleshly, and all the more suggestive because artistically described. But suppose the author to be the seer in the stalls and the actor on the stage at the same time; what then? Why, then he must be a kind of mixed devil—divine and diabolical. The proof? It will be found in Liber Amoris, a poem which is snakishly fascinating. Some good people would call it painted poison.”—Glasgow Herald.


  “The bulk of it is about music-halls, and what its author names Leves Amores, and a little is a degree franker than Mr. Swinburne’s ‘Poems and Ballads’; and yet, though too unequal and experimental to be called ‘an excellent book, a wonderful book,’ it contains certain poems of an ‘excellent’ and ‘wonderful’ beauty, peculiar to its author’s muses… On the whole, Mr. Symons must be congratulated upon having written a book which, though it will arouse against him much prejudice, is the best he has done; and none who have in their memory Shelley’s ‘Defence of Poetry’ will condemn him because he writes of immoral things, even though they may deeply regret that he has not found an ampler beauty than can be discovered under ‘that subtle shade.’”—The Bookman.


  “‘Nuits de Londres,’ ainsi s’intitule le nouveau livre du délicat et vivant poète. Mais n’allez pas en conclure à des ténèbres de ‘fog’ et de ‘mist,’ à des scènes lugubres ou brutales. Imaginez ou, comme dit l’Anglais, ‘réalisez,’ au contraire, tout le raffinement et tout l’éclat de la vie nocturne d’un fantaisiste élégant, épris du joli, du coquet—et du Beau, parmi les splendeurs d’un Londres intelligemment viveur, d’un Londres moderne à l’extrême et le plus parisien possible, avec la nuance anglaise, toutefois, distinction suprême, veux-je le dire, dans le style, joyeux parfois, léger, qui sait sourire et badiner sans jamais ‘s’emballer’ jusqu’à même un soupçon de gaieté quelque peu grasse. Du reste, dans un ‘Prologue’ des plus prestes, l’auteur nous met loyalement, et si gentiment! au courant du ton général de son livre…. Donc nous voilà prévenus: nous avons affaire ici à un artiste-poète ou à un poète-artiste (plutôt!) qui se distrait de l’immortel ennui dans toutes les diversions que les sens plus encore que l’imagination peuvent lui procurer: les sens surtout visuels et auditifs! C’est je crois, du paganisme, et bien que le mot ne soit que sous-entendu ici, la chose y est bien…. Dans les nombreuses pièces à propos de


  Paris, il faudrait citer bien des choses; mais je dois me borner. Voici, pourtant, en entier un poème sur Yvette Guilbert qui me paraît un pur chef-d’œuvre.”—Paul Verlaine, in the Revue Encyclopédique.
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  EDITORIAL NOTE


  [image: I]N presenting to the public the second number of “The Savoy,” I wish to thank the critics of the press for the flattering reception which they have given to No. i. That reception has been none the less flattering because it has been for the most part unfavourable. Any new endeavour lends itself, alike by its merits and by its defects, to the disapproval of the larger number of people. And it is always possible to learn from any vigorously expressed denunciation, not, perhaps, what the utterer of that denunciation intended should be learnt. I confess cheerfully that I have learnt much from the newspaper criticisms of the first number of “The Savoy.” It is with confidence that I anticipate no less instruction from the criticisms which I shall have the pleasure of reading on the number now issued.


  Arthur Symons.


  April, 1896.


  {·  ·}
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  A MAD SAINT


  [image: A]FEW months since a certain Maria G. appeared at my clinique. She was forty years of age, her voice was masculine in character, her forehead was high and remarkably broad, her jaw and cheek-bones more massive than we usually find in women. Her head also was somewhat above the average in size. Touch was rather obtuse, but sensitiveness to pain almost normal. It was observed, however, that she blushed only on one side of her face and forehead, and on this side also there was abundant perspiration, while the other side was quite dry and pale. Her father had died in an asylum; her mother was healthy, and so were four brothers and a sister. This last, however, was subject to fits. She herself suffered from various neuralgic pains, and from hysterical convulsions.


  As a girl she wished to become a nun; but, instead, she married, at eighteen, a man whom she respected, but for whom she had no love. She married him, against the wishes of her friends, solely to obey the will of God. She has had eight children, of whom five are living.


  Ever since she was a child she has heard voices, and seen wonderful visions of the Madonna and the saints; also of evil spirits in the likeness of beasts, monsters which inspired her with great terror, and she was thus regarded as mad. This recalls what Calmeil tells us concerning various nuns, especially Maddalena, whose hallucinations began at five. But it was not until the age of fourteen, after being unwell for three days, that she had an apparition, in a great flash of light that filled the room, of God Himself, clothed in garments so dazzling that she could not fix her eyes upon Him, and bearing in His hand a sword which He placed across the bed. She still has such visual and auditory hallucinations very frequently; at these times she ceases speaking, bends her head very low, and weeps. She tells also that she has seen the eyes in a little picture of Jesus fixed upon her full of love, and following her all over the house, and she says that one day she saw them closed, as a reproof to an offence on her part.


  To the commands she has thus received from the Volere Supremo, she refers the greater number of her acts, and frequently offers no further justification ·14· of them; thus she asserts that she was commanded by God to feign madness in order to enter an asylum, and there fulfil to the utmost her mission of fighting Satan, because there, she said, they whip people like beasts. Her acts were, in fact, so strange, that she was shut up in an asylum, where for some days she was the victim of further delirium, and she remained there for three years.


  Now she lives at home, fairly tranquil, attending well to her domestic affairs, and to her occupation of straw-plaiting chairs. She dresses neatly, is devoted to her children, and weeps when she speaks of those who are dead. She weeps also when she tells of her mother’s recent death, though latterly there had been no intercourse between them; so that her affection towards her family appears to be normal. With her husband also she gets on fairly well, although he reproves her for the strange ideas she has in her head, and once turned her out of the house. On the other hand she hates her mother-in-law, who interferes with the pleasure she takes in writing; thus she is not able to devote time to the laborious preparations of her very numerous manuscripts in verse and prose, except for a few hours after dawn, when she is alone. The verse, however, she composes in her head, not when she wishes to, but as it comes to her.


  Her instincts appear to be chaste. She tells how, when she was a girl, she repelled the advances of a priest, and again, after she was married, of a canon, a monk, and an abbot. The education which she received as a child from her mother does not seem to have been very religious, at all events not sufficiently so to have determined her precocious inclinations. She only attended an elementary school, and cared little for reading afterwards; but she read over and over again a book of religious devotion entitled, “L’Anima Desolata Confortata a patire cristianamente,” to which title she has added in her own handwriting, “Per Amor di Dio,” and also the following remark:—“This book is the greatest treasure I have had in this world.” Certainly her own writings, however strange and incomprehensible they may be, always manifest an intelligence above her condition and the instruction she has received.


  She believes that, although wholly unworthy, she has been charged by the Gran Sovran del Cielo with an illuminative and redemptive mission among men; and regarding this mission she writes—in large and clear characters, with enormous capital letters and long strokes, in a fairly correct style—large pages of verse or long letters to alienists, to priests, to the King and Queen. The contents are uniformly the same; she announces her mission to each, ·15· always saying that she is writing by command of God, and promising honour and profit to those who follow her. Yet from all her very numerous writings and oral declarations it is impossible to ascertain the ideas that lie at the basis of this mission; perhaps her mind is not able to form such ideas; perhaps she possesses that unconscious consciousness of absurdity which Amadei has acutely noted in mattoids. Once only she refers in her writings to the constitution of a Compagnia dei Fedeli Cristiani beneath the protection of the Gran Madre Maria Addolorata; and in conversation she alludes to certain (imaginary?) followers.


  For the rest, she declares that she is inspired by the Virgin, although she is working for the Saviour; she hates those who are outside the truth, and wishes to correct them and spiritualize them; she would cut off the heads of the unfaithful with the tremendous sword of God, though this is only a spiritual weapon. She uses such ferocious metaphors frequently. She justified herself by saying that if any of the students who heard her declarations should go and repeat what they had heard to priests, it would be to these latter like the blow of a dagger.


  She accepts Christian dogma, but with modifications. Thus when the Gran Dio del Cielo had driven Adam and Eve out of Paradise, He told them that He would send a woman to purify and “mend” the world. “And with all my demerits I am that woman, the servant of the great God, the queen of the whole world; for in myself I am nothing, but in the name of the great God I am everything; and if I accomplish any good thing here, the merit will be His.” And in connection with this she calls herself, and often signs herself, “Regina Salviati,” that is to say, “Queen of the Saved.”


  Repeatedly and insistently asked to expound to us her doctrines, she formulated them thus: If you want to be happy you have to learn how to thoroughly concentrate yourself in the great God of heaven and earth, and then to recognize in her the saviour, not as the supreme judge but as His representative, and she only recognizes those disciples who believe in Christ who died on the cross and in St. Joseph.


  She respects the Christian Church, but wishes to pull up the evil weeds, that is to say, bad priests, whom she considers responsible for the wickedness of the world, but with strange want of logic she carries out all religious practices.


  The Madonna cannot be the mother of God who is uncreated, because otherwise she would be the supreme principle; only as the handmaid of His ·16· spirit has God permitted her to be worshipped. The spirit of Christ will reappear in the world in the person of a certain priest, a brother of hers, and then there will be a general day of judgment, which she announces as near, and the justice of God having assured the triumph of the just on earth, the world will live a better life, and will not end in a shower of fire, as the priests say. This idea of the reform of the world is certainly the same as that of Christ, who, as Renan says in his “Vie de Jésus,” when seated as judge of the world in the midst of His apostles, is the exact representation of that conception of the Son of man, the first lines of which are already to be seen so strongly drawn in the Book of Daniel. But she lessens and abuses the conception by, for instance, apportioning the duties we are each to have in the reformed world. She naturally promises a different future to the good and those who respect her sayings from that ordained for the bad, “because God has not made Heaven for traitors, and Hell to be kept empty;” she will pardon if God will pardon; if not, she is ready to put a dagger (probably always a spiritual weapon) into the hearts of those traitors.


  Of all this she speaks confusedly, as if she did not wish to be interrupted in her discourse, but she converses much and willingly. She distributes her numerous manuscripts, nearly all in verse, to the students. She frequently sings the Psalms in Latin with passionate animation and large movements of the arms, explaining the significance of what she sings. There is a notable tendency to musical intonation in her replies to the questions put to her, which she sometimes sings, always adapting the same air to her various poems. The metre of these is, however, nearly always the same, very sonorous, in rhymed quatrains of ten syllables; but the rhymes are often only assonances, and the last line of each stanza is cut short. Sometimes while singing she falls into a condition of true ecstasy; the eyeballs are turned upwards, the eyelids become fixed, the arms extended, and she is able to support a much stronger electric current than that which gives her pain under normal conditions.


  This persistent use of melody and rhythm certainly represents an atavistic return to primitive musical methods of expression which commonly accompanied emotional states among our ancestors. It is a kind of mental palæontology, as Letourneau also has noted;[3] and it corresponds exactly to the vague, uniform, undifferentiated condition of her ideas.


  ·17· The whole of this attitude, the convinced and absolute fashion in which she enunciates her dogmas, the security with which in every great contingency of life she trusts to the voice of the Volere Supremo, not only recall and in part repeat what all the saints of religious history have done, but they explain the force of attraction, and the suggestive power, which such phenomena exerted on popular masses under other conditions of culture and feeling.


  It is also instructive to note her method of action, which is described as by divine impulse, working through an automaton. “Under spiritual influence,” she says, “a person is not free, and I am even compelled to act for my own temporal disadvantage, without any reserve, ready to undergo martyrdom, even if the gibbet were standing ready; and if the least act on my part, even the slightest word, would save me from martyrdom, I would not try to save myself, not for the whole world.” “Pushed on,” she writes, “by a supreme spiritual power, I set down these things, writing all that the supreme spirit suggests to me to write.” She declared, also, that she “was driven” by God to come to the clinique, although she doubted if she would find anyone there.


  Thus her own personality occupies nearly the whole of her mind, her conversation, her writings; and, as if to accentuate this characteristic, she always writes the personal pronouns referring to herself with an initial capital. And yet amid the chaos and simplicity of her ideas, the uniformity and commonplace of their manifestation, a stroke of genius here and there flashes across the insanity. One day she improvised a logical and excellent discourse to the university students who were late in their attendance, lamenting the recent disorders among them as not only evil in themselves, but as bringing grief and shame to the professors, etc. Among her very numerous writings in verse, slovenly and full of errors as they often are, some are really beautiful, and contain phrases and passages marked by fine feeling and insight. “The justice of the great God of Heaven,” she writes, “is not paid by gold or silver.” “My mind,” she writes again (in words that, in the original, tend to run into rhyme), “will only ally itself with reverence and justice; and my heart is not caught save by reverence and gentleness.” And in verse: “But the sorrowing servant—Of our Lord—Possesses new hopes.—Already his heart opens.—O you who live—In a deceitful world,—Open your eyes—To the true light.” And again: “I am no woman of proud ways—I am the handmaid of our Lord;—On my head there is a crown—All adorned with laurel and honour.—I am faithful to the everlasting Lord—And no deceit can make ·18· me waver:—And though I am but a lowly flower—I am queen of the great deep sea.”[4]


  Yet these fugitive gleams of mental brilliancy not only heighten the general vacuity, but accentuate strange references and hints, sudden falls into the commonplace, and often the comic, which, with their painful contrasts, characterize the psychic contents of such unbalanced brains. For example: “I will take him up into the train and conduct him to eternal life;” “I will give myself up to the Gran Voler Supremo and leave to his lordship to consider with the telescope of the Just and Supreme Divine Justice this my deposition.”


  Nor are there also lacking in her writings and her discourse those frequent and insistent repetitions of words, the strange metaphorical appellations, the emphatic air, which give a special imprint of solemnity to the religious style of every epoch. Here also these characters are due to analogous conditions, that is to say, that all effort is applied to the task of impressing the imagination of the hearers by vaporous and solemn phrases, rather than to that of convincing them by the force of reason; it is as though the evidence of the proclaimed truths disdained—and with good reason—all human arguments. “Tell me, my children,” she writes, “what have you done for me to acquire the strongest affection of my heart? Nothing: then it is God who deigns to bind my heart to a lofty and supernatural affection towards you.” “To write of my Lord I have detached myself from all the things of the world, and they who would follow me must also detach themselves from the things of the world … with the sole thought of serving God faithfully in order to win the great prize of honour for eternal life.” “Oh, this miserable and unworthy creature that I am, Thy miserable and unworthy servant, Thy miserable and unworthy daughter … and I will say it again and again.”


  To the same unfailing elements of every religious movement belong the prophecies which M. makes concerning the coming of God on earth, the approaching universal judgment, and the glorious and fruitful future which awaits the good cause, as well as certain miracles which she has already accomplished, ·19· professing that she has prevented an outbreak of war between Africa and Italy.


  To this now well-defined form of religious insanity are associated, as often happens, though usually in a more accentuated degree, erotic insanity and the insanity of persecution. This last, however, is very slight and is directed in part against the priests, in part against the attendants and sisters at the asylum, and especially the doctor under whose care she was placed, and against whom, with much abusive language, she brings the usual vague accusations of offences against her spirit and body.


  The erotic element is more distinctly marked; in her writings and discourses M. frequently recalls the name of a young gentleman who “because of his religious wanderings” had to suffer grave danger in Africa, from which danger she and no other could deliver him, or, as she says, “repair him in body and mind from that terrible exile, offering her life to the Great God of Heaven to expiate the faults accounted for guilt to Christians.” In the same way, but more explicitly, she expresses herself in her verses, which reflect her thoughts more faithfully and unconsciously. In these are many expressions of affection and praise concerning this youth, whom she invokes as the imaginary head of armies, a dear companion and man of pure faith; as well as in the replies, strangely veiled in spiritual mysticism, which she makes to questions on this subject. She confesses also that she recalls seeing some of her visions of God under the aspect of this gentleman. Yet she only appears to have seen him occasionally, and it is not possible to guess the circumstances which may have caused, if they have not justified, the direction which M.’s erotic affections have taken.


  Altruism, which is the highest and noblest human note in the doctrines and works of nearly all great religious reformers—as though from the mystic contemplation of the superhuman, and man’s annihilation before it, grew a more vivid feeling of the equality and fraternity of all human creatures—shows itself, though only by brief hints, in the writings of M. In several places she affirms that she would do nothing to avoid martyrdom, not fearing prisons, nor kings, nor anything else, but only the Virgin. And in alluding to the poor she exclaims: “O you miserable of the earth, oppressed by pain,” offering them guidance and help; and again, when she asserts she had feigned madness, so that she had almost voluntarily entered an asylum because the Volere Supremo had laid on her the burden of a mission to men. In this way she often declares herself mad, and signs her name as the poor Maria of the mad people—“povere Maria dei pazzi”—as a title that the Lord had given ·20· her. All this, however, contrasts with her rebellion against the doctors and attendants on entering the asylum; this was indeed so violent that it rendered necessary the application of the strait-jacket.


  Apart from this, it is certain that her mind is not able to appreciate, and still less to conceive, the whole sublimity of the idea of altruism. Such incapacity is revealed in the poverty and individualism of all her conceptions, as well as by the strangeness and inco-ordination into which any informing idea, any trace of system, rapidly falls. Yet the neuropathic foundation, certain analogies of expression, certain other psychic affinities, render her a crude and rudimental example of a saint, a religious reformer.


  I have presented this case in all its details, excluding the more technical, because it really constitutes a valuable document which shows us, in the first place, how genius often arises from a matrix of insanity. Here is an ordinary uneducated woman who suddenly becomes a poet, in a rude fashion, and an inventor of musical rhythms. But perhaps the phenomenon is more interesting from the point of view of hagiology, because of the light it throws on sanctity. This workwoman who thought more of others than of herself, who troubled herself all day long over public morality, who justly reproves the university students, who robs herself of her due nightly rest, after fulfilling all her family duties, in order to devote herself to her religious writings, presents a manifestation of sanctity, also breaking forth from the matrix of paranoia, in evidence of the effect of hereditary insanity.


  It is true that such cases are very rare: among thousands of mad people I have only met with this case: whether it is that in such persons the accompanying delusions of persecution, ambition, etc., too greatly preoccupy the mind to leave any care for the hagiological form, or that it here assumes a more prominent form by virtue of greater intelligence and greater energy.


  But perhaps the cause of this rarity may be of a very different order. It is probable that the prevalence of saints in past ages, as compared with our own days, may be first of all due to the fact that religious preoccupations being to-day less intense, men are driven mad in quite other pursuits, their diseases arising from other pretexts and taking on a different veneer. And, again, the public among us being indifferent to such ideas, even when they do arise, these mad saints find none to listen to them; and if they insist, like this woman, they are at last secluded in an asylum. Three or four centuries ago she would have attracted followers, founded monasteries, carried away crowds; she would have become a historical event. It is sad to reflect on the ·21· fate of so many men of genius, born before their time, or in lands incapable of understanding them, and dying sterilized, when they were not killed as rebels or heretics. Even among ourselves to-day, indeed, it is only after death that such men are admired and honoured.


  The germ of holiness, as well as that of genius, must be sought among the insane.


  C. Lombroso.

  (Translated by Havelock Ellis.)


  {·  ·}


  Classic London


  by

  Joseph Pennell


  {·  ·}
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  NEW YEAR’S EVE


  
    [image: W]E heard the bells of midnight burying the year.


    Then the night poured its silent waters over us.


    And then, in the vague darkness, faint and tremulous,


    Time paused; then the night filled with sound; morning was here.


    Time paused; our hearts were silent; only your eyes burned


    Out of the night as though lit to consume my heart.


    The insane anger of love seized and became a part


    Of your incarnate spirit; and your spirit yearned


    In such an agonizing ecstasy of desire


    Unto my spirit waiting to be lost in you,


    Spirit to spirit was fused in living flame; and neither knew,


    In that transfiguring ardency of perfect fire,


    Body from body, spirit from spirit, life from death.


    Only we knew, as flaming silence wrapt the past,


    We had escaped the shadowy labyrinth at last;


    Only we knew, as brooding silence, like the breath


    Of the overshadowing wings of the creating Dove,


    Descended on our hearts, and filled our hearts with peace,


    Love, born to be immortal, until all time cease,


    Was born of us anew, to be immortal love.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  A MERE MAN


  I


  [image: T]HE Clubs were full, and busy with gossip. The new beauty (an American) had been presented to a royal prince, and the old beauty of three seasons ago was engaged to be married, engaged to an eligible man too, a certain Leonard Standish, whose father came of a good old stock, and had left him a pretty place in Yorkshire, and a decent amount of money. A young man of twenty-eight, a favourite on the race-course and in London drawing-rooms, with a handsome face, and a simple, unaffected manner, a reputation not too bad, and a record cleaner than most men’s; a man his own sex liked, and dubbed a “damned good fellow,” and the other sex considered straight and honourable, he was up to date in all but his immorality, and the little there had been of that was decidedly behind the times.


  The girl was a tall slim creature, with an aristocratic face, thin, delicate, pink lips, large, brilliant gray eyes, a thin nose, a well-shaped chin, and pretty, well-groomed hair. Her father, a Major in the Guards, was dead. Her mother was a well-known woman about town. Her brothers were equally divided between the Stock Exchange and the Army, and their friends were nice young men with squeaky voices.


  She knew London well, had wearied of balls after her first season, had taken an interest in racing the second, and in Leonard Standish the third. During the ball-room epidemic she had been engaged to young Charlton, in the Guards, and had thrown him over at the last minute because he bored her. During the racing epidemic she had been engaged to Bernard Chitty, who had suddenly disappeared to Africa, and society talked with little result. Her third year was crowned with success. The royal prince had wearied of her, it is true, but she was engaged elsewhere, and her mother, her relations, and her friends were pouring congratulations from every quarter.


  She was to be married in April, and was busy discussing a proposed visit to Paris in search of chiffons on a cold dreary February afternoon, as her ·27· carriage drove down Park Lane, while her mother waxed fretful because a hand-glass reflected a somewhat reddened nose.


  “My dear Aimée,” Mrs. Bentley Cardross was saying, as she dabbed a minute powder-puff all over her face, “it’s so very tiresome. You haven’t noticed, I’m sure. The tip of my nose has been quite frost-bitten, and is reviving in a peculiarly painful manner. Do sympathize, dear.”


  Her daughter did not reply.


  “So annoying that man never sending my new cloak home. I’m frozen, dear, frozen, I assure you.”


  The girl glanced at her quickly, and looked away again.


  “You seem covered with fur,” she remarked.


  “Have you seen Leonard to-day, dear?” inquired Mrs. Bentley Cardross, with a nervous smile.


  “No.”


  “He was going——”


  “I don’t know where he was going. He is coming to dinner to-night.”


  “Of course, dear, of course.”


  “I’ve asked Mrs. Sharpe.”


  “My dear girl, do you think you are quite wise? She is not quite all I could wish; and Leonard is so dreadfully particular.”


  “She is my friend.”


  “I know, of course, I know; but her husband is so very racy, and always smells of the stables; and she will smoke before dinner is half over, and I know Leonard will look at her with that tiresomely grave face which always makes me wish to shake him. After you are married——”


  “That odious phrase! Let us leave that time to the future, mamma.”


  “Very well, dear, if you like. I am sure I am quite busy enough to find plenty to say about the present. But Mrs. Sharpe wants to flirt with every man she meets. She will look up at Leonard, with those pathetic eyes of hers, until she drives me mad.”


  “Of course she looks pathetic. Her husband is a perfect brute to her.”


  “Oh, no doubt!”


  “And unless she nags on at him for about an hour, he won’t even allow her to dine with us.”


  “How unjust.”


  “And if she is just a little late in coming home, he goes and gets drunk.”


  “My dear, you shock me.”


  The daughter smiled.


  ·28· “Do I, mamma?” she inquired; and then she leaned forward, and waved her hand to a man in a passing hansom.


  “Who was it, dear?” cried her mother. “Do tell me.”


  “Only Leonard. Who can he be going to see in Park Lane? That horrid stiff Lady Jane Graham, I suppose. Perhaps she was a friend of his mother’s.”


  “My dear! She’s only thirty-seven.”


  “And looks more.”


  “Well, Aimée, as a well-preserved woman myself, I never scoff at those who are stupid enough to show their years. They are usually religious people, and go often to the holy communion, and that’s so tiring,—the kneeling I mean; if you once get down it’s so difficult to get up again, at my age. Don’t you think so?”


  “I didn’t hear what you were saying. Is it worth repeating again?”


  Her mother flushed crimson, and took up the hand-glass with a shaking hand.


  “No, dear, no,” she said, timidly. “Of course not.”


  * * * * * * * *


  Lady Jane Graham was at home, and would see Mr. Leonard Standish.


  She was a tall woman, with a graceful face, a graceful figure, and a manner that was her chief charm. As she rose, with a smile, to welcome him, her deep voice had a peaceful sound, and her eyes a look which reminded him somehow of a church, and there was a faint scent somewhere, suggestive of incense.


  “How are you?” she began. “I am very glad to see you. Come and sit near the fire and tell me all your news. Harold has gone down to Langham, and I had that pretty little May Egerton staying with me for a few days. They are repairing the village church, and Harold bought a new horse, which he wants you to see. That is all my news in one breath. Aren’t you relieved?”


  He took a tea-cup from her hand, and smiled. A few seconds were devoted to his questions about her husband, her friends, and to her answers. She was a woman whose whole household is always of interest to her acquaintances, and Leonard Standish had a closer claim than that. He had been a staunch friend to her brother, a handsome young scapegrace, who slept in a foreign grave.


  She read people cleverly, and described them aptly. She was a woman who clung to old-fashioned ideas, and conventional thought. She had a kind ·29· heart, and a sensitive nature, under a masked dignity which seemed like pride.


  “You are to be married in April,” she said.


  “Yes, in April—the seventeenth.”


  “Have you settled where you will go afterwards?”


  “Lord Arthur said he would lend us his place in Suffolk. Aimée knows him very well. He seems a nice kind of chap. I was at Eton with him.”


  “And your house—have you settled on it?”


  “Yes, it’s in Cadogan Square.” There was a pause, Leonard Standish put his hand up to his dark hair, and smoothed it.


  Lady Jane feigned not to watch him, and touched some lilies of the valley in a vase near with long, shapely fingers. She knew well that he had something to say to her, and she knew also that she would prefer him not to say it. There was only one course open to her, however, to be patient and sympathetic, and to listen to him when he chose to speak.


  “I met that young Captain Cardross the other night. He is a handsome boy.”


  “Yes,” his future brother-in-law admitted. “But I wish he didn’t try so hard to be smart.”


  “Isn’t that the fault of the age? And youth reflects the age.”


  “I think I like Jack Cardross best.”


  “He’s on the Stock Exchange, isn’t he?”


  “Yes. He’s an awfully sharp fellow. Gets on very well. Is rather too full of scandal, though. That sort of promiscuous soiling of characters makes me sick.”


  “I only met him once,” Lady Jane said gravely; “and I fancy that his words are bigger than his deeds. He is probably more harmless than he likes to be thought. I should distrust the captain more.”


  “Would you. How funny! But then you always have queer ideas about people, and you are always right.”


  Lady Jane smiled.


  “Have some more tea,” she said; “and tell me what you know of a Mrs. Sharpe.”


  “Oh! she’s a friend of Aimée’s. A pretty little woman. I met her at Sandown.”


  “I saw her once at a theatre. Harold knew her husband slightly; he is a racing man I fancy.”


  There was a pause.


  ·30· “You didn’t like Mrs. Sharpe,” Standish blurted out.


  “No, not much.”


  “I say, Lady Jane,” he began, “I am in an awful fix, and I want to ask you something. You won’t mind, will you?”


  “Do you think I am the right person to ask?”


  “I’m sure of it. The fact is, I couldn’t question anyone else. It would seem so disloyal.”


  “My dear Leonard, it is so foolish to ask a friend anything. The only things worth knowing we all find out for ourselves.”


  “I don’t think I understand,” the man answered. “I’m awfully worried and bothered, and I thought you’d help me.”


  “Well, tell me what it is.”


  “People are saying beastly things——”


  “People?”


  “Well, one woman.”


  “Oh! Go on.”


  “About some one I love very much—a great friend of mine—a woman I respect. I say, Lady Jane, you must guess, you know. It was about Aimée.”


  “Was the authority good?”


  “Good! How do you mean?”


  “Was the woman who said the things reliable?”


  “No, not very, I should think. It didn’t strike me before.”


  “Had she any motive for wishing to destroy your belief in Miss Cardross?”


  “Motive? Women always think there must be a motive at the root of everything.”


  Lady Jane laughed. “Because there usually is. But you haven’t answered my question.”


  “Oh, well, I don’t know. She used rather to like me, perhaps. A man feels such a cad when he says a thing like that.”


  “Not to me,” said his friend, not from vanity, but to reassure him. “Well, then, if she spoke from jealousy, I think we may dismiss the matter.”


  “You don’t think it’s true.”


  “If she was the only maligner——”


  “Oh, there it is! I’ve heard other people long ago hint—about—about all sorts of things.”


  “That is rather vague if you want me to dispute them.”


  “I do. That’s just it. I want you to tell me that Aimée is all right. A ·31· nice, good girl, as nice as she is beautiful. I’m really awfully fond of her. I can’t tell you how fond. I never felt so strongly about anything before. She is so lovely, and so sweet, and I like to hear her talk: she’s awfully clever too. I don’t know what I should do if I believed all those horrid things.”


  Lady Jane blushed. She had a trick of flushing pink when anything distressed her. Her glance fell on the picture of a grave on a distant table, and she remembered her brother as he had looked years before the end. If he had been alive, he could have spoken where her mouth was sealed. She could not take the responsibility of settling Leonard’s whole future for him in that way. And she could not ruin a young girl’s chances of happiness by a word or sign.


  “What do you want me to say?” she asked.


  “Tell me if you know anything.”


  “I know”—she slightly and conscientiously emphasized the word “know”—“I know nothing against Miss Cardross. Rumour has dealt with her as it deals with every woman celebrated for her beauty—that is, unjustly, always. It overpraises her outward appearance, and depreciates her soul. It claims the right to attack her character, as it cannot attack her face. Had I a child,”—her voice altered—“had I been lucky enough to have a child, and she a girl, I should have wished her any curse but beauty, and any misery but brains. If a beautiful woman is attacked and smiles, a clever one is ten times more abused, and she doesn’t smile—she is usually wretchedly alive to all that is said, and miserably sensitive about it. Why, Leonard, you cannot possess a pearl without the world deigning to envy you. It is the fate of all lucky men.”


  “Yes, of course, I am awfully lucky.”


  “Don’t let spiteful women frighten you, or reckless men startle you. They mean only half of what they hint, and a quarter of what they say. A man’s gossip is usually the most harmless thing in the world. He tells a scandalous story because it is naughtily amusing, not to ruin a woman’s reputation, and he speaks lightly of a good name, because he has lost his own so long ago that he has forgotten the value of it.”


  Leonard Standish turned a puzzled face towards his hostess.


  “I suppose I’ve bored you terribly,” he said.


  “Certainly not.”


  “You—you don’t think me a cad for coming to ask you such questions.”


  “I have never known you do anything that could possibly earn you that obnoxious title.”


  ·32· “But, Lady Jane, will you let me tell you exactly what I did hear, so that you won’t think I was worried over a mere nothing, a mere breath of scandal.”


  “My dear Leonard, I don’t want to know. I can trust you not to have mentioned those rumours without reason, and such mud has a nasty trick of sticking to one’s mind, and I want never to be reminded of anything but good of your wife. Take care that none of the mud clings on to you.”


  “You are quite right. Quite right. I can’t thank you enough.”


  “Where are you dining to-night—not with Lady Ralston, I fear.”


  “No, are you going there? I am dining with Mrs. Cardross. I haven’t seen Aimée to-day—at least not to speak to. I passed her, as I was driving here, looking awfully pretty. Her mother was there too.”


  “Her mother.” Lady Jane flushed pink. “I don’t know Mrs. Cardross.”


  “She’s—she’s awfully good-natured.”


  “Yes, I heard she was.”


  “Rather careless, you know, but devoted to her children. The boys really do know an awful set of men. I met Dottie Leighton, and Freddie Williams with them at the Empire the other night. You don’t know them, of course.”


  “Only by sight. You mean some pretty boys who are always in the Park on Sunday. They look harmless enough, as if all their time were spent in choosing a necktie to match their eyes.”


  Leonard Standish rose to go. He seized Lady Jane’s long fingers impulsively. “You’ve been awfully good to me,” he said, “I can’t thank you half enough. I’m not a bit worried now.”


  She smiled a little sadly.


  “Come and see me again soon, Leonard,” she said, “and bring Miss Cardross with you.”


  “Of course I will, she will love to come, I know. Good-bye.”


  Lady Jane stood and listened to his hansom wheels as he drove away. A dark, foggy evening was closing in, and she went to the window and looked out. His cab was a mere speck in the mist, the street lights twinkled uneasily through the smoke, and the roar of London was muffled to her ears.


  “I wonder,” she thought, “if I have done wrong that good may come.” And the smoke, and the fog, and the darkness closed round the lucky man.


  II


  One warm Sunday morning in May, when the park was bright with lilac and laburnum and the pink blossom of the chestnut trees, a small group of people ·33· were congregated near the Achilles statue. A slight breeze toyed with the lace veil of one of the women, and the large black feathers in the other’s hat. The men were mostly young, and unmistakably smart. One of them was biting the end of a prayer book, absently, forgetting that he carried it for Mrs. Lionel Boyne, whose large rebellious veil claimed all her attention for the moment.


  “Yes, the Standish ménage has returned,” Mrs. Sharpe was saying, “I saw her yesterday, she says they had a splendid time in Paris. I asked no questions about Lord Arthur’s place, it must have been deadly dull. Fancy my being buried in the country with Bob. I should commit suicide after one day. And I’m sure Bob’s the most good-natured creature in the world.”


  “Dear lady,” cried Dottie Leighton, quickly, “don’t mention suicide, it’s so nasty.”


  “Besides we couldn’t spare you,” said a heavy Colonel, with a smile. He liked the pathetic eyes to be raised slowly and pleadingly towards his own, and Mrs. Sharpe’s gentle affected manner pleased him.


  Mrs. Boyne overheard and turned round. “I never can remember how I spent the honeymoon with Lionel, I suppose I bored him to death. I know he bored me. Isn’t that Dolly Marker over there, the new burlesque dancer, that people are so mad about, and it’s Bernard Chitty with her? What a joke!”


  The ladies both laughed, Dottie laughed, the powdered and red-lipped Freddie Williams became convulsed with merriment. Colonel Ashby alone failed to see the joke, and wondered what the devil they all meant.


  “Aimée doesn’t know he is in England,” said Mrs. Sharpe.


  “Does anyone know the truth of that story?” asked Mrs. Boyne.


  “I suppose Bernard found out something,” suggested Mrs. Sharpe.


  “What do you mean?” a fourth man inquired, abruptly.


  “Oh, I really don’t know, Mr. Franklin,” said the lady in a hurry. “I am devoted to Aimée myself, and think her husband is a dear—so fond of her, too—it is quite charming to see them together.”


  “Talk of an angel,” said Franklin, going forward, “and here she is. We were just discussing your domestic bliss, Mrs. Standish.”


  The girl looked her best, she had a becoming pink colour, and wore a Paris costume. Leonard Standish had a face which smiled on all the world, and if ever a man expressed contentment, he did, with his clear fresh voice and his bright smile.


  “It was so awfully nice in Paris,” he explained to Mrs. Sharpe; “we went ·34· everywhere, and saw everything. We heard Guilbert sing, and did all the theatres, and gave some jolly little dinners at Voisin’s, and chez Paillard. You ought to get Bob to take you over for a few days. Paris is lovely just now.”


  “Oh, Bob never will take me anywhere, the old idiot is far too mad on racing.”


  Mrs. Boyne rustled up to Aimée. “Dearest,” she said, in a shrill voice, “have you seen Dolly Marker and the latest victim? It is such a joke, as he is a newly married man.”


  “Who is? and where are they?”


  “Over there under those hawthorn trees.” Mrs. Standish put up a lorgnette. It dropped suddenly, and the glass and tortoise-shell broke in twenty pieces on the gravel.


  “Dear lady! How dreadful!” cried Freddie Williams. “I must get you a new one.”


  “I’ll send you one from Paris,” said Dottie.


  “What made you drop it?” asked her husband.


  Her cold face chilled him, as she said with an almost imperceptible sneer, “Carelessness, I suppose, but I really don’t know.”


  Mrs. Sharpe looked pensive, Mrs. Boyne smiled.


  Later, Aimée said suddenly, “When, and where did Bernard marry?”


  “Oh, in Australia,” Franklin replied. “He picked up a piece of gold, rubbed the dust off, and has brought it home to be polished. She’s a large woman with auburn hair. She’s his only mistake.”


  “Where is your husband, Mrs. Boyne?” asked the girl.


  “He’s lost just at present. He’s awfully clever at losing himself, you know.”


  Mrs. Sharpe turned round with her pensive smile, and raised eyebrows.


  “M’ dear,” she said, clipping her words, and looking reproachful, “don’t speak of the poor man like that. Perhaps he wants to be found.”


  “If you would like to go and hunt for Bob,” proposed her friend, “I daresay he’s somewhere in the park.”


  “Dear Bob,” sighed Mrs. Sharp, “I wonder if he is.”


  “I wish I were a woman, and newly married,” cried Mr. Williams. “It must be so nice wearing all one’s new frocks.”


  “Oh, you naughty thing,” Mrs. Sharpe said, and then laughed.


  “Did Standish take you to the Moulin Rouge?” inquired Freddie.


  Her husband turned round.


  ·35· “Come home now, Aimée,” he said. “We shall be late for lunch.”


  “All right, Leonard;” she drew him a little aside. “You don’t mind, do you—I’ve asked Dottie and Freddie to lunch?”


  “Not those brutes, have you?”


  “Yes, why not?”


  “Oh, very well, only it’s the last time.”


  “The first, you mean. I shall invite whom I please.”


  “Not to my house, while I’m in it.”


  “Then you can go out, dear. I can’t waste any more time now. Come on, Dottie, we’re off now.”


  The rest of the party watched them crossing the row.


  “She’s a lovely woman!” Colonel Ashby exclaimed.


  “She’s thoroughly smart,” agreed the two women.


  “Her husband,” Franklin said slowly, “is the best chap I know. I only hope she’ll treat him decently. He will cut up rough if she plays any of her old games, poor fellow.”


  “You didn’t let me talk like that about Aimée, and now you’ve done it yourself.”


  “My dear Mrs. Bob, you hinted at something before those two boys, which means that all London will know who said it to-morrow, that is all. The Standish husband and wife have quite enough before them, without our adding to their troubles. No good ever came out of the Cardross family yet, and I don’t believe it ever will. Come and dine at the Savoy with me to-night and I’ll tell you some naughty stories. We won’t ask Bob.”


  * * * * * * * *


  One warm June day, a month later, Leonard Standish went into his wife’s room directly after breakfast. The window was wide open, and above the geraniums and mignonette in the flower-box he saw a perfect blue sky, and brilliant sunshine.


  “What a jolly day!” he exclaimed, “I say, Aimée, are you ill?”


  His glance fell on some brandy and seltzer in a tumbler on the dressing-table.


  “Yes,” she admitted fretfully. “Dreadfully seedy, dear. Don’t worry.”


  “Then why on earth do you go out?”


  “How absurd you are. I’ve promised to go shopping with Ada Sharpe and there is Hurlingham this afternoon.”


  “Oh, yes, I forgot. Shall I come back and take you there?”


  ·36· His wife shook the powder-puff all over his coat-sleeve, and then drew a dark line under each eye.


  “No need, dear,” she remarked, and then seeing his face reflected behind her own in the mirror, she added quickly, “I am going with the Chittys.”


  “You are always with those people,” Leonard said.


  “I thought you liked her,” his wife retorted.


  “Well, I do like her—why not? I like that sort of fresh woman, with her big honest face, and auburn hair. There is something straight about her which is very rare.”


  “She’s a damned good fellow, in fact,” laughed Aimée.


  “What beastly language you use. I say, don’t drink all that B. and S. It’s an awfully stiff one.”


  Her eyes danced with fun over the rim of the glass.


  “You silly boy,” she said, “it won’t hurt me. Do you think I’ve got a head like mamma?”


  “Your mother can stand a good deal,” said Leonard, stiffly.


  “I sent Mary down for ten minutes, and she’s been an hour. Ring for her, will you?”


  “No, not for a second. I want to talk to you. I say, Aimée, really I wish you wouldn’t go about with the Chittys so much. He’s one of a horrid set of men, and although she’s an awfully nice woman, she isn’t quite a lady. It does you such harm with decent people.”


  “You are always grumbling at my friends. Pass me that rouge, dear, will you?”


  “Oh, don’t, you’ve got an awfully pretty colour of your own. Let the nasty stuff alone.” Leonard Standish touched his wife’s hair timidly, and added very gently, “I like you as you are, Aimée, darling, not messed up with all that stuff.”


  She shook his hand off. “Don’t be silly,” she remarked, “you know you don’t mind it really.”


  He look puzzled. “I don’t in other women,” he admitted, “but somehow I hate it in my wife.”


  “I must get on with my dressing, and you hinder me. If you haven’t anything else to say, you’d better go.”


  Her husband went half across the room, and then returned.


  “Can you come and call on Lady Jane, to-morrow?” he asked, “we’ve never been near her since our marriage, and she came here three weeks ago, when we were out.”


  ·37· “I can’t bother, she bores me to death. You can go, and say I’m ill. I say, Leonard, come back, and don’t look so cross. I’ll look in on you in the smoking-room before I go out. I have something to tell you—no, not now—later on. Ring the bell, there’s a dear, and leave me alone.”


  He heard her rustling down the staircase half an hour later, he heard her greeting to Mrs. Sharpe in the hall, and her quick “wait for me in the morning-room one minute, dear,” and then she turned the handle of his own den and entered.


  She looked pretty and distinguished, and a little flushed. With a shyness new to them both she came and kissed him, and holding on to the lappels of his coat, she said, faintly, with nervous lips:


  “Dr. Bell came in yesterday, Leonard, and he said that I—that I—I mean I thought you would like to know—that you would be glad, dear.”


  Leonard Standish sprang to his feet. “Why, darling,” he cried, “do you mean——?”


  She broke from him, crimson, and breathless.


  “Oh don’t, Leonard, don’t, you know quite well what I mean. Now I shall be late if I don’t go—and you’ve knocked my hat crooked.” She laughed nervously, and rushed from the room.


  The man sat down before his writing-table, and his lips twitched. Her few shy words had changed the whole world, and the little annoyances of the last month vanished. He thought that he would go and see Lady Jane, and as his wife did not intend returning till dinner time, he telegraphed to Lady Jane to know if he might lunch with her, and received an answer in the affirmative.


  The day wore on, and a hot sun streamed into her cosy drawing-room and shone on her serene features, and on his happy careless face. It shone on Mrs. Standish during her drive down to Hurlingham, and watched her relentlessly when once there. The timid Australian wife tried to hide her large figure behind the slim girl. Bernard Chitty bent his ironical face close to Mrs. Standish, and whispered comments on their mutual friends, which made her laugh. Freddie, and Dottie, and Mr. Boyne gathered round her, and took her to have some champagne, and made her feel her costume was a success. Her laughter grew noisy, her speech more careless. They suggested a dinner at Hurlingham, and a music hall to follow, which necessitated no change of dress, and then supper in a private room at the Berkeley as a finish to the day. Mrs. Standish assented to it all, and rather late in the afternoon remembered her husband and sent him a wire.


  ·38· He was in the dining-room when it came, fuming inwardly, and eating an over-cooked dinner. He read that she was staying at Hurlingham to dine, and was somewhat appeased. But it somehow seemed a bad ending to the day, which had been a happy one for him.


  He drove down to one of the theatres after dinner, and met Franklin in the lobby.


  “What have you been doing?” he asked carelessly, as they both turned towards the stalls.


  “Oh! I went to Hurlingham. Rather good match on. I saw your wife there.”


  “Yes, she has stayed to dine.”


  “Oh!” Franklin looked at him curiously.


  They separated with a careless “see you later,” and Leonard sat through the play.


  In coming out into the Strand he saw a woman in rags, emerging from the door of a public house, and he stopped in the act of getting into his hansom to throw her half-a-crown. The baby she clutched to her breast had attracted his notice, but he felt half ashamed of the deed.


  When he returned, he learnt to his surprise that his wife had not yet come home. He changed his coat for a smoking-jacket and lit a cigar.


  Twelve o’clock struck, and he hummed an air from the piece he had seen, and opened some letters on the writing-table. His wife’s tobacco bill was nearly as large as his own; he flung it down with an oath, and settled himself in an armchair.


  One o’clock struck, and he felt uneasy, and wandered in an aimless manner all over the house. Then he returned, and flinging himself into the chair again, fell asleep.


  He woke with a start; some one fell over something in the hall and roused him. He went quickly from the room. The clock faced him, it was three o’clock.


  “Why, Aimée!” he said, “how late you are.”


  She didn’t answer. She stood leaning against the hall table, with her eyes on the ground.


  “Aimée,” he repeated, “what’s the matter?”


  She raised her face.


  “Noth—in,” she replied.


  He recoiled and turned sick with horror.


  “Charming evening—so tired—go sh—sleep—all right.”


  ·39· His face had turned to the colour of chalk. He went up to her and took her arm.


  “Come along to bed,” he said, almost roughly.


  She shook his hand off and laughed.


  The man felt afraid of his own disgust.


  She seemed to pull herself together suddenly.


  “Come ’long, Leonard, bed-time,” she said, and made a lurch towards the stairs.


  He offered her his arm, she clutched it, and together they ascended, slowly. He helped her to undress, and put her to bed. He woke later from a troubled sleep, with the sun streaming into the room, to find her crying weakly. He took her into his arms, and she laid her cheek against his. The misery of that bright morning remained with him to the end of his days. Neither put the horror into words, they only clung to each other like two shipwrecked people, and through such misery and degradation their marriage tie seemed sanctified.


  After that, in a furtive manner, he tried to stop her taking spirits, and she, in a furtive manner also, resented the fact, and defied him.


  He never went near Lady Jane again; the misery he bore was all his own, and had to be suffered alone.


  Almost imperceptibly his wife changed; she lost her sense of what was refined and pure, and her coarse jokes went the round of the clubs. She started card-parties, aud resumed her interest in racing. She took no care of her health, and was recklessly defiant of his wishes. This state of things lasted till the end of July, when they had settled to go north.


  Mrs. Bentley Cardross, Mrs. Sharpe and her husband, Mr. and Mrs. Boyne, Colonel Ashby, Franklin, and the Chittys, were to be of the party. The house in Yorkshire was put in readiness for the twelfth, and Captain Cardross asked leave to bring two men friends to join them for the shooting. Leonard Standish looked forward to the moors and the out-of-doors existence with relief. His wife admitted that she felt dreadfully tired and ill, and would be glad of the rest. He felt more hopeful once away from London, and the familiar house and park seemed to welcome him home.


  The Australian woman went out shooting, and became a general favourite. Her freckled face, brown eyes, and short auburn curls, were considered almost attractive. She had a brusque manner, a large heart, and the dignity of a savage queen. Her husband neglected her shamefully, but she did not appear to notice it, and most of the women were a little ·40· afraid of her purity of thought. They could not speak so openly in her presence.


  Colonel Ashby was making a pitiable figure of himself while dancing attendance on Mrs. Sharpe. Mrs. Boyne flirted with Captain Cardross, and, as Aimée said, “She had found a nice old man for dear Mamma.” Mrs. Bentley Cardross was, as usual, frivolous and undignified, and always smelt of sherry. She was terrified of her daughter, who bullied her; she managed to be a great nuisance to her son-in-law.


  Meanwhile Leonard’s affection for his wife had in no wise abated. Her weakness needed all the more pitying protection, and all that was best in the man seemed to come out during those few months. Where he had been careless and selfish, as men are trained to be from mere babyhood, he grew considerate and kind. He shielded her, as if she had been a rebellious child, from the consequences of her own misdeeds. Franklin swore under his breath, and marvelled; the other men thought him a fool.


  Then things went from bad to worse suddenly, and he determined to speak to her, as he had never spoken to any woman in his life.


  She was lying on a sofa in her boudoir, resting, and smoking one of his cigars. He went in, feeling all that he had to face, and his voice would not sound clear and natural.


  “Oh, it’s you, is it, Leonard?” she said. “Do shut that door. Damn the draught, it’s blown this ash all over my teagown. What do you want?”


  “I want to speak to you, darling. It’s awfully hard, and I feel a brute—you can’t tell what a brute I feel—but I know I shall be to blame if I don’t get it over. I say, Aimée, I wish you would be more careful than you are.”


  She flushed crimson, and she trembled so much that she dropped the cigar; he knelt to pick it up, and remained on the ground beside her couch.


  “You won’t mind, darling, will you?” he pleaded. “I know it isn’t your fault. There are some things your mother didn’t teach you—perhaps she couldn’t. I’m not a bit angry; I’m only sorry, and I want to help you. Won’t you let me, dear?”


  Her face went white under the rouge, and her eyelids dropped.


  “Make it easy for me, darling, because you know what I mean. Let us aid each other. I don’t blame you one bit—I only want you to trust me to help you—let us fight this thing together, and conquer it. Do let’s try, darling for both our sakes.”


  She raised herself on one elbow.


  ·41· “I don’t know what you mean,” she said, defiantly.


  He gave a cry which might have touched her, for it wrung his own heart, and he answered hurriedly,


  “I don’t want you to take so much champagne. Oh, why did you force me to say it—why did you?”


  She burst into tears, and fell back, and wound her arm round his neck, and every word of her defence made him wince as if with shame.


  “I know,” she cried, “don’t speak of it, pet. It is wrong and stupid of me, of course. I get so tired—and overstrung—and so faint. I won’t do it again, I promise you. I will let you help me—I will be very good. Only you know, Leonard, it isn’t my fault—I am really ill and—I need something.”


  He gathered her in his arms, and, in an agony which she never understood, he said, tenderly,


  “Don’t let us talk of it again. I know you don’t mean it—I believe in you, dear. And we—we will fight it together. Oh, my darling, for the sake of the little child God is going to give us, try—let us both try—to be brave, and conquer it.”


  She held his head against her breast, as if it gave her strength, and she cried in short gasps, terrible to hear.


  The afternoon sun waned, and shed a dim light over them both, as they clasped each other close, and whispered in soft abrupt murmurs, with hearts full of tender anguish, of the child which was to come.


  III


  Leonard Standish sat alone in his room. The snow lay thick on the ground, and the trees were white with frost. There was an awning over the steps of a house at the other side of the square, where the occupants were preparing to give a dance, and a barrel-organ started a well-known music-hall air somewhere at the end of the street. Upstairs a child cried faintly, and was hushed again. In his own room the fire burned brightly, and the scent of cigar-smoke was heavy in the warm curtains. He sat brooding alone, and not even the thought of his little son had power to console him.


  Aimée was out, she had gone out against his wishes, she disregarded them in everything now, and the house felt lonely.


  It was nearly a year since his wedding day, nearly a year since he had gone to ask Lady Jane those questions. He had shirked seeing her of late; her gray eyes had a trick of reading the truth, and he had now something to hide.


  ·42· His boyish face was changing; his very manner had become troubled and restless; he had lost control somehow in his own house, and the fact continually fretted him and worried him.


  He thought perhaps it would be best if he went away for a little time; and then the child above began to cry again. He rose impatiently and flung away his cigar; then he went upstairs and knocked at the nursery door.


  “I may come in, nurse, mayn’t I?” he said.


  “Why, of course, sir.”


  He stepped into the room, and the woman stopped in her walk, and held up his child.


  “There ’s Papa, duckie,” she cried. “Look at Papa.”


  He would have felt a fool if his wife or anyone else had been there; as it was, the tiny red face, and the minute fingers clutching his own, made his throat feel dry, and his voice shake.


  “I say, you’re an awfully rum little thing,” he remarked.


  The baby, dimpled and blue-eyed, began to laugh; the nurse made it dance till its father’s head felt giddy, and ashamed, but comforted in a strange inexplicable way, he crept out of the nursery and drove away to his club.


  When he returned from the club half an hour before dinner, he found his wife in her room, with the child on the bed.


  “Well, Aimée,” he cried briskly, “did you have a nice afternoon?”


  “Yes—all right. I say, Leonard.” She turned a radiant face from the glass. “Isn’t he a darling?”


  The child somehow always drew them nearer. She went to the pillow and bent over it, with a face that was softened and beautiful. Her husband drew near, too.


  “He is a nice little chap,” he admitted.


  “I adore him,” she cried, burying her lips in the baby’s soft cheek. “There never was such a baby in all the world. I think I should die if we lost him.”


  “He’s not ill, is he?”


  “No, you idiot, quite well and healthy. Aren’t you, my angel? Leonard, you have got to kiss him, too.”


  He put his arm round his wife and drew her near him, first. She pushed him laughingly away. His face flushed.


  She had been kissing her baby with a breath that was perfumed with brandy. The discovery turned him sick.


  “Embrace your son,” she cried.


  ·43· “I—I think I’ll take him back to the nursery,” he stammered. “I shan’t drop him, you know. And if you don’t get on with your dressing, you’ll be late for dinner. You—you don’t mind, do you, darling?”


  “Oh, no. I can’t bother with him any more. Take him to nurse, and then go and get dressed yourself. The Chittys are coming, and I wired to ask Mr. Franklin, so do be ready in good time.”


  “I didn’t know you had asked anyone,” Leonard said, slightly annoyed, and then, with a quick suspicion of more to follow, he added, “That ’s all, I hope?”


  “No, Mrs. Sharpe and Freddie may look in after dinner. Freddie was going to dine with her to-night.”


  “But I thought I told you, Aimée,”—he tried his hardest to keep calm,—“that I wouldn’t have that man in the house. I am weary of him and his whole set, and I begin to believe Bernard is as bad as the rest—anyhow, I draw the line at Williams, do you hear?”


  “I have no time to waste now, Leonard, and the Chittys will be here in a quarter of an hour. Do go and dress. We can discuss these things afterwards.”


  “Aimée,——” her husband began, and then he stopped and carried the child from the room.


  He dressed hurriedly, with a nervous sense of trouble to come. She, on the contrary, drew out her diamonds at her leisure, and aided her maid to arrange some stars in her hair.


  The scent of the dinner reached Leonard, and the front-door bell rang. He seized a handkerchief and stuffed it up his cuff, while he ran downstairs, Franklin met him at the drawing-room door.


  “Glad to see you, Franklin,” he cried. “Come in. My wife will be down in a minute.”


  His face had a queer, drawn look, and his lips were curiously white.


  “Cold knocked you up?” asked his friend.


  “No. Beastly day, isn’t it? Boyne seemed in a nice fix. Blend wouldn’t lend him any more. I never knew before that the wife had the money.”


  “Oh, he has quite a decent amount of his own.”


  There was a pause.


  “What rotten cigars those were that Arthur gave us the other night. Did you try them?”


  “I never smoke Arthur’s cigars.”


  Mrs. Standish came into the room, and Franklin rose.


  “How are you?” She looked her best, and her husband recognized her ·44· beauty with a stab of pain. “So glad you could come, Mr. Franklin. I knew you wouldn’t mind a wire in a hurry. I only discovered the Chittys were disengaged this morning. Leonard, just fasten this bracelet for me.”


  She peeped at her reflection in a mirror over the fireplace. “Do you like this frock, Mr. Franklin? It ’s new.”


  He smiled. “I’m not much of a judge,” he answered. “You always look charming.”


  “Tiresome man, when I put it on just for you.” She sat down near him, and the astute Franklin thought, “She wants to conciliate me for some reason; must have had a row with her husband, that would account for his face—poor devil!”


  Just at that moment the Chittys arrived, and dinner being announced at the same time, they all went downstairs.


  Leonard was unusually silent, the Australian unusually grave. In contrast with these two, Franklin was witty and amusing, Bernard malicious and ironical, Aimée recklessly gay.


  Leonard, when he did speak, talked at random; the coming inevitable contest with his wife occupied all his thoughts. Thus it was that, coming out of his abstraction, he caught himself studying Bernard Chitty as if he saw him for the first time, and noted the man’s black hair, keen dark eyes, and cruel mouth, with a start of surprise. He had a curiously sleek personality, and a tongue whose utterances cut like a knife. Franklin’s expression was that of a man of the world, and therefore boasted no taint of innocence, but it was fresh and honest beside his, and to this man Aimée bent her pretty head and listened and laughed, while she drank her champagne as if it had been water, and flashed a look of defiance at her husband.


  The Australian lifted an olive in her large fingers, and held it up to the light.


  “The right kind,” she remarked carelessly, “the Italian curved stone. I dislike those large Spanish things saturated with oil. What is this,” she drawled for a moment, “what is this about our going to the Covent Garden Ball? Are you thinking of it, Mr. Standish?”


  “Certainly not,” answered Leonard, promptly, when his wife interposed.


  “Oh, yes, you are,” she said; “I forgot to tell you, Leonard. Ada wants me to make one of her party. Are you invited, Mr. Franklin?”


  There was an uncomfortable pause, then Franklin answered slowly:


  “I have not that good fortune.”


  “Oh, but Aimée,” her husband said, “I don’t think you can go. I hate ·45· that sort of thing. I know people do it now, but unless I took you myself, I shouldn’t care about it for you.”


  She turned an expressionless face in his direction.


  “Ask for some Benedictine, please, Leonard,” she said; “I can’t eat this sweet without some liqueur. I forgot you prefer Crême de Menthe, don’t you, Mrs. Chitty?”


  “No, thank you. Neither for me.”


  “We will stay down here and smoke,” Aimée, continued. “Bernard, I have some mild cigars which you must persuade your wife to try. Freddie was telling me to-day that Reggie Graham is Dolly Marker’s latest edition, is it true?”


  Franklin smiled. “Graham is always being some one’s latest edition,” he said, “I should say there will be no impression left to print, soon.”


  “What relation is he—give me a light, Bernard—what relation to Lady Jane Graham?”


  “None at all,” said Leonard sharply.


  “Oh, really, I am surprised! I always thought he was her cousin. Mrs. Chitty, my husband has been so dreadfully dull all dinner time, that I am sure you must have had a very stupid evening, I’m so sorry.”


  The Australian looked her straight in the face. “Mr. Standish never bores me,” she said; “I may have seemed uninteresting to him.”


  Leonard flushed crimson, and turned to answer her in a low, troubled voice. Franklin intended to say something and refrained. Mrs. Standish was pouring brandy into her coffee with an unsteady hand.


  When the ladies had left them, the men lingered for a few minutes, and then followed upstairs. Mrs. Sharpe was standing near the fire, warming a shapely foot. Freddie Williams had taken his place at the piano, and was warbling a ditty of illicit love. Aimée lolled in an armchair, the Australian bolt upright on a distant sofa, with a white face, and the lamplight full on her pretty hair. Franklin took a seat beside her, and for a time it seemed as if they were merely spectators of a play.


  The ballad finished, Freddie discoursed of a new French novel, called “M. le Mari,” and Aimée laughed at his description, immoderately. Mrs. Sharpe took Leonard aside to tease him into consenting to the proposed party for the ball, and Bernard sat silently intent on Mrs. Standish and her laughter.


  Franklin left early, pleading another engagement. Freddie found a footstool and placed it at Aimée’s feet, where he sat for the whole of the evening. The rest gathered round, and the conversation grew sultry.


  ·46· Leonard talked to Mrs. Chitty at random, and she answered composedly, with no pity for the tragedy she guessed at, and no interest, merely a forced smile, and impassive manner.


  At length the evening came to an end, and the husband and wife were alone. She hurried up to him with an excited laugh, and said thickly:


  “What the devil made you so damned glum all the evening? Do you want all the world to know that you are in a beastly temper?”


  “We will talk of this another time,” he answered.


  “No, we won’t. I want to speak of it now. What do you mean?”


  “I mean that you are tired and excited. We will return to this in the morning.”


  She went to the spirit stand and poured out a glass of water from a jug near. She drank it slowly, and then returned to the fire. Her manner was suddenly more composed.


  “We’ll have it out now, please, Leonard,” she said. “I mean to ask anyone I like here.”


  “And I forbid you to ask Williams into the house again; nor do I intend that you shall see so much of Mrs. Sharpe. I dislike her and all her set.”


  “Her set!” she mimicked him. “Does that include the Chittys?”


  “Yes, it does.”


  There was a dangerous light in her eyes.


  “You disapprove of Bernard, for that wife of his can’t count.”


  “I disapprove, and refuse to give countenance to your flirtation with him—yes. I have been stupidly blind for a long time, but I’ll be blind no more. Mrs. Sharpe has circulated her nasty stories for the last time here. Williams has sung his beastly songs for the last time in my house, and I won’t have Chitty hanging about you. You will please give in to my wishes, for I can’t stand it, and I won’t, Aimée, any more.”


  The servants had gone to bed, and the house was so quiet that they could hear the tick of the hall clock downstairs. The brilliantly lighted room showed Leonard Standish pacing it with a white face and rigid lips, and the light shone on his wife’s pink cheeks and brilliant eyes as she lay back in the armchair and clenched her little fists.


  “It’s not the first time I’ve spoken. I asked you to give up Ada long ago.” He went as far as the door and back again, his troubled eyes in little keeping with the firmness of his mouth. “I suppose you’ll say I’ve lost my temper,” he continued. “I daresay I have. But it’s the first time I’ve lost it with you, anyway.”


  ·47· She was thinking deeply, and barely noticed that he spoke.


  “I don’t want to be horrid to you, Aimée, but you made me mad to-night, and I know that if I don’t insist on being obeyed now, my weakness will be criminal. I want to help you, not to ruin you, as so many men do their wives, by foolish complaisance. You must get out of this beastly set, and get out of it at once.”


  He drew aside the window curtains and looked out at the night. The moon shone on the snow, and changed even the London square into something almost poetical and beautiful. He turned back again.


  “I ought to have been more careful of you,” he said. “We should have begun better. I don’t blame you wholly, it was my fault too. Aimée—Aimée, have you nothing to say?”


  She rose with a set face, and went towards the door. He sprang forward and caught her arm.


  “Come back, child. Don’t go away like this, surely you know that finding fault with you nearly breaks my heart. Aimée, darling, do listen to me. I’m stupid at explaining things, I know, but I’ll try, if you’ll be patient, and I’m sure you’ll see it’s right to do what I want, in the end.”


  “Look here, Leonard,” she said, slowly, “you are a fool to waste your breath. Your suspicions of Bernard insult me, just as your suspicions of the rest insult my friends. I don’t want to talk about it any more, I’m going to bed.”


  He drew back, as if he had been struck; her face, hardened and white, looked at his own. She went back to the table, and poured out some brandy, which she carried upstairs in her hand.


  He followed a few minutes later, and found she had locked the door.


  The night seemed long, and the dawn came slowly. He lay on the smoking-room sofa and tried to think, but consecutive thought would not come. Directly the servants were astir, he changed his clothes, and went and had a Turkish bath. He felt half afraid to go home.


  IV


  Mrs. Standish was out, his man told him when he returned home, and he seemed wishful to add to the fact, or at least to be questioned on the subject, but Leonard passed him, and went upstairs. He met her maid coming down.


  Mrs. Standish had gone to spend the evening with Mrs. Sharpe, and had given her leave to go out.


  ·48· Leonard nodded, with no sign of surprise, and changed his clothes for a smoking suit.


  Before going down to dinner, he peeped in at the nursery. The boy lay sleeping peacefully in his little crib, with one small fist buried in his cheek.


  Mrs. Standish had come in and kissed him before she went out, the nurse said, and might have added, how she had cried, but did not dare.


  He found some paper and scribbled a hasty note in pencil, begging her not to give people a chance to talk, and asking her to return for their child’s sake. He sent it round to Mrs. Sharpe’s by his own man, and told him to wait if needful till they returned home from the theatre (should they be out), and not to come back without an answer.


  Then he took a cigar and strolled into the smoking-room, where he read for some time.


  To do so needed some self-control, as he was miserably restless.


  Eleven struck. He threw the paper away, and sat down at his writing table. He wrote half-a-dozen notes which had been neglected, and then idly began tracing patterns on the blotting pad. The phantoms had returned, the air of Freddie’s latest song rang in his ears, and he remembered with a start another evening when he had waited for her, and she had come back from Hurlingham—as she had often done since.


  Twelve, and his man at last.


  “Mrs. Sharpe gave me this note, sir. She had been at the theatre. I waited till she came in, as you told me.”


  “And your mistress?”


  “I didn’t see her, sir. Is that all, sir?”


  “Yes, you can go to bed.”


  He hurriedly tore open the envelope. His own, unopened, fell out. On an added piece of paper, in Ada Sharpe’s bold handwriting, were the words.


  
    “Dear Mr. Standish,


    “Aimée isn’t here. There must be some mistake. I haven’t seen her since last night. I hope there is nothing wrong.


    “Sincerely yours,

    “Ada Sharpe.”

  


  He turned so sick at heart, that for a time he sat like a statue, with no movement, and no colour in his face; he scarcely thought.


  Then, very slowly, with a foreknowledge of what he was to find there, he went up to her room.


  ·49· It lay on the dressing table, the white sheet of paper telling him that she had gone. With a cry of agony, he flung himself on the bed which they had shared, and buried his face in the pillows.


  And the child started crying in the room above as if it knew that its little life was desolate indeed.


  * * * * * * * *


  The next morning found Leonard standing outside the Chittys’ door. He was told that Mrs. Chitty would see him, and he went upstairs. They were in curious contrast, he so pale and shaken, she so calm and unmoved.


  “I suppose you—you’ve heard,” he said.


  “Yes.”


  “I came to ask you if I can be of any use?”


  “No thank you—none.”


  He looked at her brown eyes, with their womanly softness, and marvelled.


  “I suppose you will institute proceedings for a divorce,” he said.


  The room was manly, like herself, and devoid of any useless luxury. She rose and went towards the fireplace, and her neat dress showed her superb figure to good advantage.


  “The truth is, Mr. Standish,” she said, “we are companions merely in misfortune, and I think we are better apart. You are powerless to aid me, and I—I regret it—am powerless to comfort you. You will probably get a divorce—it is the only thing for you to do—but I shall not.”


  “Not!” he stammered.


  She smiled, and he realized that there was something more powerful in that smile than in any other expression of her face.


  “You may as well have the facts. Bernard has a hundred a year of his own. The rest of the money is mine. Had your wife any money?”


  “None—but her settlements.”


  “I thought so. Well, in a short time I expect him home.”


  “But you can’t mean that you will receive him?”


  The Australian laughed. “Not exactly with open arms, Mr. Standish, but I shall receive him all the same. I have no relations in Australia, and no real friends in England. I have no choice. But I don’t appeal to your pity,” she added quickly, “I appeal to no one’s pity.”


  Leonard rose.


  “I suppose you think my visit an intrusion, Mrs. Chitty?” he said.


  ·50· The light fell full on his boyish face, altered and drawn with misery. The Australian flushed crimson, and said in a voice that was full of a woman’s caressing tenderness:


  “You are one of those men who should never have had this to bear. I believe you would be good to a woman, and patient with her. I thought you weak, but I fancy you were only blind. Will you shake hands and say you forgive me?”


  He did not quite understand, but he knew there was something quaintly motherly in her action which amused him while it touched him.


  “Of course, I’ll shake hands,” he said. “And if you ever happen to want aid in any little way, you’ll send for me, won’t you?”


  She hesitated, and then she said:


  “Yes, if I ever do, I will. Good-bye.”


  Leonard found there was a lady waiting to see him when he got home. The day reminded him of the time after the funeral of his mother, years ago. It was crowded with events, and yet none of them mattered.


  He went upstairs like a man who was very weary, and pushed open the drawing-room door.


  Lady Jane came towards him with outstretched hands.


  “Leonard, my poor boy!” she said.


  The words arrested him, and he felt a queer choking sensation in his throat.


  “I say—don’t—don’t make me be a fool,” he cried, “don’t, please.”


  She drew back, and put a handkerchief to her lips.


  “I can’t forgive myself,” she said. “Oh, if only I hadn’t been such a coward. How you must hate me.”


  He stared at her, with a curious smile touching his lips.


  “What on earth do you mean?”


  “That day when you came to me, oh, if only I had spoken out!”


  “Then you did know something,” he said.


  “I knew nothing for certain, but I had heard rumours, yes. Oh, Leonard, what must you think? And I might have saved you all this.”


  The smile deepened.


  “My dear Lady Jane, it really doesn’t matter; nothing matters now. How did you hear about—her?”


  “Mr. Franklin came round this morning. It seems Mr. Leighton met them at the station—he was seeing some friends off by the same train. I hardly know Mr. Franklin, but he seemed much worried over the whole thing, ·51· and begged me to come and see you. He said, a man felt such a useless brute at such a time.”


  “That’s so like Franklin,” Leonard said. “He’s one of the best chaps I know.”


  “We were going down to Folkestone to-morrow, I have taken a house there——”


  He interrupted: “I forgot you had been ill. Are you better?”


  “Oh, yes, thank you. But I want—and Harold wants—you to come to us. It will make me feel you forgive me, and we shall be quite quiet down there. It—it would be good for you to get away from London, and good for the child.”


  He started, and then laid his head down on his elbow on the mantelpiece.


  “I will take great care of him, Leonard. Although I’ve never had a child, I know how to manage them well. You can trust him to my care.”


  He didn’t answer.


  “Any business you have to arrange can be done down there. We can talk it over together, we three.”


  He looked up suddenly.


  “I—I am such a coward of the future,” he said.


  “Did you sleep last night?”


  “No—nor the night before.”


  “I thought not. Now I’m going to take possession of you. Ring that bell near you, and give orders that the nurse is to be ready to go home with me in an hour—you must sleep in my house to-night.”


  “There is so much to do.”


  “Leave it to others. I insist on your giving in to me. Will you be with us by dinner-time?”


  “Yes, anything you like.”


  By-and-by he left her, and crept away upstairs, and shut himself into the bedroom.


  The house was to be let, and he intended to leave his man behind to arrange everything. It seemed years since last night.


  He pulled open the drawers, the masses of white under-linen, sweetly scented, met his view. He seized them in his arms, and bundled them into a large trunk. Then he went on to the gloves and handkerchiefs, the dainty silk petticoats, and the tiny boots and shoes. He came to the wardrobe in its turn, and fingered the soft dresses with a tender touch. In this, she had gone to the Paris races a year ago; in this, she had driven beside him on the Yorkshire ·52· moors; and, lastly, he came upon a box full of sheeny satin, and his hands shook as he lifted it—her pretty wedding dress, with its trimming of old lace—and laid it among the others in the trunk.


  He pulled a second box forward, and commenced filling that. The writing-table, a dainty Louis Quinze table, a wedding present, he came to in time. He broke it open, and carried the drawer full of papers to the fire he had caused to be lighted an hour before. In piling the letters on to the flames, he caught sight of one in Bernard’s writing, and swore. He cursed himself for a fool, and rescued the rest. These might be useful in an action for divorce.


  There were fourteen in all. He put them into a large envelope, and sealed it.


  The day wore on. A few hours later he emerged, gave some orders, had his own portmanteau placed on a hansom, and drove away.


  He entered Lady Jane’s drawing-room, and greeted Harold, as he had entered and greeted them all his life.


  There was no difference in him at dinner. He asked once after their young niece, May Egerton, and added, that she was the prettiest girl he had ever known; and turned crimson when he had said it, remembering whom he had admired more. He affected not to notice that Lady Jane’s eyes were miserably red, or that her manner, in her keen self-reproach, had changed towards himself. Left alone with her husband, the few short words on the subject they exchanged merely put discussion off till another time. He met the nurse in leaving the dining-room, and asked her carelessly if the child was all right.


  “Yes, sir,” she faltered, in her timid pity for him. “He’s sleeping beautiful. I’m just going down to have my supper, sir.”


  “Thank you,” he said, abruptly, and went upstairs.


  “Where’s Leonard?” asked Lady Jane, as her husband entered the drawing-room alone.


  “He’s gone upstairs—I fancy, to see the boy. And I hope to God it will thoroughly upset him. The man’s calm may be natural, but it’s horrid to watch.”


  Lady Jane put her head down on her hands.


  “Don’t, don’t,” her husband pleaded, “he has the kid, you know, after all.”


  And he said it as only a childless man could have said it, as his weeping wife knew.


  A New Writer.


  {·  ·}
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  SAINT-GERMAIN-EN-LAYE


  
    [image: T]HROUGH the green boughs, I hardly saw thy face


    They twined so close; the sun was in mine eyes;


    And now the sullen trees in sombre lace,


    Stand bare beneath the sinister, sad skies.

  


  
    O sun and summer! Say, in what far night,


    The gold and green, the glory of thine head,


    Of bough and branch have fallen? O, the white,


    Gaunt ghosts that flutter where thy feet have sped,

  


  
    Across the terrace, that is desolate,


    But rang then with thy laughter: ghost of thee,


    That holds its shroud up with most delicate


    Dead fingers; and, behind, the ghost of me,

  


  
    Tripping fantastic with a mouth that jeers


    At roseal flowers of youth, the turbid streams


    Toss in derision down the barren years


    To Death, the Host of all our golden dreams.

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  ROSA ALCHEMICA


  I


  [image: A]FEW years ago an extraordinary religious frenzy took hold upon the peasantry of a remote Connemara headland; and a number of eccentric men and women, who had turned an old custom-house into a kind of college, were surprised at prayer, as it was then believed, by a mob of fishermen, stone masons, and small farmers, and beaten to death with stones, which were heaped up close at hand to be ready for the next breach in the wave-battered pier. Vague rumours of pagan ceremonies and mysterious idolatries had for some time drifted among the cabins; and the indignation of the ignorant had been further inflamed by a priest, unfrocked for drunkenness, who had preached at the road-side of the secret coming of the Antichrist. I first heard of these unfortunates, on whom the passion for universal ideas, which distinguishes the Celtic and Latin races, was to bring so dreadful a martyrdom, but a few weeks before the end; and the change in my opinions which has made my writings so much less popular and intelligible, and driven me to the verge of taking the habit of St. Dominic, was brought about by the strange experiences I endured in their presence.


  I had just published “Rosa Alchemica,” a little work on the alchemists, somewhat in the manner of Sir Thomas Browne, and had received many letters from believers in the arcane sciences, upbraiding what they called my timidity, for they could not believe so evident sympathy but the sympathy of the artist, which is half pity, for everything which has moved men’s hearts in any age. I had discovered, early in my researches, that their doctrine was no merely chemical phantasy but a philosophy they applied to the world, to the elements, and to man himself; and that they sought to fashion gold out of common metals merely as part of an universal transmutation of all things into some divine and imperishable substance; and this enabled me to make my little book a fanciful reverie over the transmutation of life into art, and a cry of measureless desire for a world made wholly of essences.


  I was sitting, dreaming of what I had written, in my house in one of the old parts of Dublin, a house my ancestors had made almost famous through ·57· their part in the politics of the city, and their friendships with the famous men of their generations; and was feeling an unwonted happiness at having at last accomplished a long cherished design, and made my rooms an expression of this favourite doctrine. The portraits, of more historical than artistic interest, had gone; and old Flemish tapestry, full of the blue and bronze of peacocks, fell over the doors, and shut out all common history and all unbeautiful activity; and now, I repeated to myself, when I looked at my Crivelli, and pondered on the rose in the hand of the Virgin, wherein the form was so delicate and precise that it seemed more like a thought than a flower, or at the gray dawn and rapturous faces of my Francesca, I knew all a Christian’s ecstasy without his slavery to rule and custom; when I pondered over the antique bronze gods and goddesses, which I had mortgaged my house to buy, I had all a pagan’s delight in various beauty, and without his terror at sleepless destiny, and his labour with many sacrifices: and I had only to go to my book-shelf, where every book was bound in leather, stamped with intricate ornament, and of a carefully chosen colour; Shakespeare in the orange of the glory of the world, Dante in the dull red of his anger, Milton in the blue-gray of his formal calm; and I could experience what I would of human passions without their bitterness and without satiety. I had gathered about me all gods because I believed in none, and experienced every pleasure because I gave myself to none, but held myself apart, individual, indissoluble, a mirror of polished steel. I looked in the triumph of this imagination at the birds of Hera, glowing in the firelight as though they were wrought of jewels; and to my mind, for which symbolism was a necessity, they seemed the door-keepers of my world, shutting out all that was not of as affluent a beauty as their own; and for a moment I thought as I had thought in so many other moments, that it was possible to rob life of every bitterness except the bitterness of death; and then a thought which had followed this thought, time after time, filled me with a passionate sorrow. All those forms; that Madonna with her brooding purity, those rapturous faces singing in the morning light, those bronze divinities with their passionless dignity, those wild shapes rushing from despair to despair; belonged to a divine world wherein I had no part; and every experience, however profound, every perception, however exquisite, would bring me the bitter dream of a limitless energy I could never know; and even in my most perfect moment I would be two selves, the one watching with heavy eyes the other’s moment of content. I had heaped about me the gold born on the crucibles of others, but the supreme dream of the alchemists, the transmutation of the weary heart ·58· into a weariless spirit, was as far from me as, I doubted not, it had been from them also. I turned to my last purchase, a set of alchemical apparatus, which, the dealer in the Rue le Peletier had assured me, once belonged to Raymond Lully, and, as I joined the alembic to the athanor, and laid the lavacrum marœ at their side, I understood the alchemical doctrine, that all beings, divided from the great deep, where the spirits wander one and yet a multitude, are weary; and sympathized, in the pride of my connoisseurship, with the consuming thirst for destruction which made the alchemists veil under his symbols of lions and dragons, of eagles and ravens, of dew and of nitre, a search for an essence which would dissolve all mortal things. I repeated to myself the ninth key of Basilius Valentinus, in which he compares the fire of the last day to the fire of an alchemist, and the world to an alchemist’s furnace, and would have us know that all must be dissolved before the divine substance, material gold or immaterial ecstasy, awake. I had dissolved indeed the mortal world, and lived amid immortal essences, but had obtained no miraculous ecstasy. As I thought of these things, I drew aside the curtains and looked out into the darkness, and it seemed to my troubled fancy that all those little points of light filling the sky were the furnaces of innumerable divine alchemists, who labour continually, turning lead into gold, weariness into ecstasy, bodies into souls, the darkness into God; and at their perfect labour, my mortality grew heavy, and I cried out, as so many dreamers and men of letters in our age have cried, for the birth of that elaborate spiritual beauty which could alone uplift souls weighted with so many dreams.


  II


  My reverie was broken by a loud knocking at the door, and I wondered the more at this because I had no visitors, and had bid my servants to do all things silently, lest they broke the dream of my inner life. Feeling a little curious, I resolved to go to the door myself, and, taking one of the silver candlesticks from the mantelpiece, began to descend the stairs. The servants appeared to be out, for though the sound poured through every corner and crevice of the house, there was no stir in the lower rooms. I remembered that my needs were so few, my part in life so little, that they had begun to come and go as they would, often leaving me alone for hours. The emptiness and silence of a world, from which I had driven everything but dreams, suddenly overwhelmed me and I shuddered as I drew the bolt. I found before me Michael Robartes, whom I had not seen for years, and whose wild red hair, ·59· fierce eyes, sensitive, tremulous lips and rough clothes, made him look now just as they used to do fifteen years before, something between a debauchee, a saint, and a peasant. He had recently come to Ireland, he said, and wished to see me on a matter of importance, indeed, the only matter of importance for him and me. His voice brought visibly before me our student years in Paris, and remembering a mesmeric power he had once possessed over me, a little fear mingled with much annoyance at this irrelevant intrusion, as I led the way up the wide staircase, where Swift had passed joking and railing, and Curran telling stories and quoting Greek in simpler days, before men’s minds, subtilized and complicated by the romantic movement in art and literature, began to tremble on the verge of some unimagined revelation. I felt that my hand shook and saw that the light of the candle wavered and quivered more than it need have, upon the meanids on the old French panels, making them look like the first beings slowly shaping in the formless and void darkness. When the door had closed, and the peacock curtain, glimmering like many-coloured flame, fell between us and the world, I felt in a way I could not understand, that some singular and unexpected thing was about to happen. I went over to the mantelpiece and set the candlestick upon it, and finding that a little painted bowl from the workshop of Orazio Fontana, which I used for holding antique amulets, had fallen on its side, and poured out its contents, I lingered partly to collect my thoughts, and partly to gather the amulets into the bowl with that habitual reverence which seemed to me the due of things so long connected with secret hopes and terrors. When I turned I saw Robartes standing in the middle of the room and looking straight before him as though he saw some one or something I could not, and whispering to himself. He heard me move, and coming toward the fire, sat down and began gazing at the flame. I turned my chair towards him and sat down also and waited for him to speak. He watched the rising and falling of the flame for a moment and began.


  “I have come to ask you that question which I asked you in the Café de la Paix, and which you left Paris rather than answer.”


  He had turned his eyes towards me and I saw them glitter in the firelight as I replied:


  “You mean, will I become an initiate of your Order of the Alchemical Rose? I would not consent in Paris, when I was full of unsatisfied desire and now that I have at last fashioned my life according to my desire, am I likely to consent?”


  “You have changed greatly since then,” he answered. “I have read your books, and now I see you among all these images, and I understand you ·60· better than you do yourself, for I have been with many and many dreamers at the same cross ways. You have shut away the world and gathered the gods about you, and if you do not throw yourself at their feet, you will be always full of lassitude and of wavering purpose; for a man must forget he is miserable in the bustle and noise of the multitude in this world and time, or seek a mystical union with the multitude who govern this world and time.”


  For a moment the room appeared to darken, as it used to do when he was about to perform some singular experiment, and in the darkness the peacocks upon the doors seemed to glow with a more intense colour. I cast off the illusion, which was, I believed, caused merely by memory, for I would not acknowledge that he could overcome my now mature intellect, and said:


  “Even if I grant that I need a spiritual belief and some form of worship, why should I go to Eleusis, and not to Calvary?” He leaned forward and began speaking with a slightly rhythmical intonation, and as he spoke I had to struggle again with the shadow; as of some older night than the night of the sun; which began to dim the light of the candles and to blot out the little gleams upon the corners of picture frames and on the bronze divinities, while it left the peacocks to glimmer and glow as though each separate colour were a living spirit. I had fallen into a profound dreamlike reverie, in which I heard him speaking as at a distance. “And yet there is no one who communes with only one god,” he was saying, “and the more a man lives in imagination and in a refined understanding, the more gods does he meet with and talk with, and the more does he come under the power of Lear, and Hamlet, and Lancelot, and Faust, and Beatrice, and Quixote, divinities who took upon themselves spiritual bodies in the minds of the modern poets and romance-writers, and under the power of the old divinities, who, since the Renaissance, have won everything of their ancient worship except the sacrifice of birds and beasts and fishes, the fragrance of garlands and the smoke of incense. The many think humanity made these divinities, and that it can unmake them again; but we who have seen them pass in rattling harness, and in soft robes, and heard them speak with articulate voices while we lay in deathlike trance, know that they are always making and unmaking humanity, which is indeed but the trembling of their lips.” He had stood up and begun to walk to and fro, and had become in my waking dream a shuttle weaving an immense web whose folds had begun to fill the room. The room seemed to have become inexplicably silent, as though all but the web and the weaving were at an end in the world. “They have come to us. They have come to us,” the voice began, “all that have ever been in your reverie, all ·61· that you have met with in books. There is Lear, his beard still wet with the thunderstorm, and he laughs because you thought yourself an existence who are but a shadow, and him a shadow who is an eternal god; and there is Beatrice, with her lips half-parted in a smile, as though all the stars were about to pass away in a sigh of love; and there is the mother of that god of humility who cast so great a spell over men that they have tried to unpeople their hearts that he might reign alone, but she holds in her hand the rose whose every petal is a god; and there, O! swiftly she comes, is Aphrodite under a twilight falling from the wings of numberless sparrows, and about her feet are the gray and white doves.” In the midst of my dream I saw him hold out his left arm and pass his right hand over it as though he stroked the wings of doves. I made a violent effort which seemed almost to tear me in two, and said with a forced determination, “Your philosophy is charming as a phantasy, but, carried to the point of belief, it is a supreme delusion, and, enforced by mesmeric glamour, a supreme crime. You would sweep me away into an indefinite world which fills me with terror; and yet a man is great, just in so far as he can make his mind reflect everything with indifferent precision like a mirror.” I seemed to be perfectly master of myself, and went on, but more rapidly, “I command you to leave me at once, for your ideas and your phantasies are but the illusions that eat the world like maggots; they creep into civilizations when they decline, and into minds when they decay.” I had grown suddenly angry, and, seizing the alembic from the table, was about to rise and fling it, when the peacocks on the door behind him appeared to grow immense; and then the alembic fell from my fingers, and I was drowned in a tide of green and bronze feathers, and as I struggled hopelessly I heard his distant voice saying, “Our master, Avicenna, has written that all life proceeds out of corruption.” The glittering feathers had now covered me completely, and I knew that I had struggled for hundreds of years and was conquered at last. I was sinking into the depth when the green and bronze that seemed to fill the world became a sea of flame and swept me away, and as I was swirled along I heard a voice over my head cry, “The mirror is broken in two pieces;” and another voice answer, “The mirror is broken in four pieces,” and a more distant voice cry with an exultant cry, “The mirror is broken into numberless pieces;” and then a multitude of pale hands were reaching towards me and strange gentle faces bending above me, and half-wailing and half-caressing voices uttering words that were forgotten the moment they were spoken. I was being lifted out of the tide of flame, and felt my memories, my hopes, my thoughts, my will, everything I held to be myself, melting away; then I seemed to rise through numberless companies of ·62· beings who were, I understood, in some way more certain than thought; each wrapped in his eternal moment, in the perfect lifting of an arm, in a little circlet of rhythmical words, in dreaming with dim eyes and half-closed eyelids: And then I passed beyond these forms, which were so beautiful they had almost ceased to be, and, having endured strange moods melancholy, as it seemed, with the weight of many worlds, I passed into that Death which is Beauty herself, and into this Loneliness which all the multitudes desire without ceasing. All things that had ever lived seemed to come and dwell in my heart and I in theirs; and I had never again known mortality or tears, had I not suddenly fallen from the certainty of vision into the uncertainty of dream, and become a drop of molten gold falling with immense rapidity, through a night elaborate with stars, and all about me a melancholy exultant wailing. I fell and fell and fell, and then the wailing was but the wailing of the wind in the chimney, and I awoke to find myself leaning upon the table and supporting my head with my hands. I saw the alembic swaying from side to side in the distant corner it had rolled to, and Robartes watching me and waiting. “I will go wherever you will,” I said, “and do whatever you bid me, for I have been with eternal things.” “I knew you could not help yourself,” he replied, “but must need answer as you have answered, when I heard the storm begin. You must come to a great distance, for we were commanded to build our temple between the pure multitude of the waves and the impure multitude of men.”


  III


  I did not speak as we drove through the deserted streets, for my mind was curiously empty of familiar thoughts and experiences: it seemed to have been plucked out of the definite world and cast naked upon a shoreless sea. There were moments when the vision appeared on the point of returning, and I would half-remember with an ecstasy of joy or sorrow, crimes and heroisms, fortunes and misfortunes, or begin to contemplate with a sudden leaping of the heart, hopes and terrors, desires and ambitions, alien to my orderly and careful life; and then I would awake shuddering at the thought that some great imponderable being had swept through my mind. It was, indeed, days before this feeling passed perfectly away, and even now when I have sought refuge in the only definite faith, I feel a great tolerance for those people with incoherent personalities, who gather in the chapels and meeting-places of certain obscure sects, because I also have felt fixed habits and principles dissolving before a power, which was hysterica passio, or sheer madness, if you ·63· will, but was so powerful in its melancholy exultation that I tremble lest it wake again and drive me from my new-found peace.


  We were not long in the train before Michael Robartes was asleep, and, to my excited mind, his face, in which there was no sign of all that had so shaken me and that now kept me wakeful, was more like a mask than a face. The fancy possessed me that the man behind it had dissolved away like salt in water, and that it laughed and sighed, appealed and denounced, at the bidding of beings greater or less than man. “This is not Michael Robartes at all: Michael Robartes is dead; dead for ten, for twenty years, perhaps,” I kept repeating to myself. I fell at last into a feverish sleep, waking up from time to time when we rushed past some little town, its slated roofs shining with wet, or still lake gleaming in the cold morning light. I had been too preoccupied to ask where we were going, or to notice what tickets Michael Robartes had taken, but I knew now from the direction of the sun that we were going westward; and presently I knew also, by the way in which the trees had grown into the semblance of tattered beggars flying with bent heads towards the east, that we were approaching the western coast. Then immediately I saw the sea between the low hills upon the right, its dull gray broken into white patches and lines.


  When we left the train we had still, I found, some way to go, and set out buttoning our coats about us, for the wind was bitter and violent. Robartes was silent, seeming anxious to leave me to my thoughts; and as we walked between the sea and the rocky side of a great promontory, I realized with a new perfection what a shock had been given to all my habits of thought and of feeling, if indeed some mysterious change had not taken place in the substance of my mind, for the gray waves, plumed with scudding foam, had grown part of a teeming, fantastic inner life, and when Robartes pointed to a square ancient-looking house, with a smaller and newer building under its lea, set out on the very end of a dilapidated and almost deserted pier, and said it was the temple of the alchemical rose, I was possessed with the phantasy that the sea, which kept covering it with showers of white foam, was claiming it as part of some indefinite and passionate life, which had begun to war upon our orderly and careful days, and was about to plunge the world into a night as obscure as that which followed the downfall of the classical world. One part of my mind mocked this phantastic terror, but the other; the part that still lay half-plunged in vision; listened to the clash of unknown armies, and shuddered at unimaginable fanaticisms, that hung in those gray, leaping waves.


  Some half a mile to sea, and plunging its bowsprit under at every moment, and lifting it again dripping with foam, was a brown-sailed fishing yawl.


  ·64· “A time will come for these people also,” said Robartes, pointing towards the yawl, “and they will sacrifice a mullet to Artemis, or some other fish to some new divinity; unless, indeed, their own divinities, the Dagda with his overflowing cauldron, Lu with his spear dipped in poppy juice, lest it rush forth hot for battle, Angus with the three birds on his shoulder, Bove Derg and his red swine-herd, and all the heroic children of Dana set up once more their temples of gray stone. Their reign has never ceased, but only waned in power a little, for the shee still pass in every wind, and dance and play at hurley, and fight their sudden battles in every hollow and on every hill; but they cannot build their temples again till there have been martyrdoms and victories, and perhaps even that long-foretold battle in the Valley of the Black Pig.”


  Keeping close to the wall that went about the pier on the seaward side to escape the driving foam and the wind, which threatened every moment to lift us off our feet, we made our way in silence to the door of the square building. Robartes opened it with a key, on which I saw the rust of many salt winds, and led me along a bare passage and up an uncarpeted stair to a little room surrounded with bookshelves. A meal would be brought, but only of fruit, for I must submit to a tempered fast before the ceremony, he explained, and with it a book on the doctrine and method of the Order, over which I was to spend what remained of the winter daylight. He then left me, promising to return an hour before the ceremony. I began searching among the bookshelves, and found one of the most exhaustive alchemical libraries I have ever seen. There were the works of Morienus, who hid his immortal body under a shirt of hair-cloth; of Avicenna, who was a drunkard, and yet controlled numberless legions of spirits; of Alfarabi, who put so many spirits into his lute that he could make men laugh, or weep, or fall in deathly trance, as he would; of Lully, who transformed himself into the likeness of a red cock; of Flamell, who with his wife Parnella achieved the elixir many hundreds of years ago, and is fabled to live still in Arabia among the dervishes; and of many of a less fame. There were few mediæval or modern mystics other than the alchemical; and because, I had little doubt, of the devotion to one god of the greater number, and of the limited sense of beauty, which Robartes would hold its inevitable consequence; but I did notice a complete set of facsimiles of the prophetical writings of William Blake, and probably because of the multitude that thronged his illumination, and were, as he delights to describe them, “like the gay fishes on the waves when the moon sucks up the dew.” I noted also many poets and prose-writers of every age, but only those who ·65· were a little weary of life, as indeed the greatest have been everywhere, and who have cast their imagination to us, as a something they needed no longer now that they were going up in their fiery chariots.


  Presently I heard a tap at the door, and a woman came in and laid a little fruit upon the table. I judged that she had once been handsome, but her cheeks were hollowed by what I would have held, had I seen her anywhere else, an excitement of the flesh and a thirst for pleasure, but that was, I doubted not, an excitement of the imagination and a thirst for beauty. I asked her some question concerning the ceremony, but, getting no answer except a shake of the head, saw that I must await initiation in silence. When I had eaten she came again, and having laid a curious wrought bronze box on the table, lighted the candles, and took away the plates and the remnants. So soon as I was alone, I turned to the box, and found that the peacocks of Hera spread out their tails over the sides and lid, and against a background, on which were wrought great stars as though to affirm that the heavens were a part of their glory. In the box was a book bound in vellum, and having upon the vellum, and in very delicate colours and in gold, the alchemical rose, with many spears thrusting against it, but in vain, as was shown by the shattered golden points of those nearest. The book was written upon vellum, and in beautiful clear letters interspersed with symbolical pictures and illuminations, after the manner of the Splendor Solis. The first chapter described how six students, of whom all but one, who was of Cornish descent, were Western Irish, Western Scottish, or French, gave themselves separately to the study of alchemy, and solved, one the mystery of the Pelican, another the mystery of the green Dragon, another the mystery of the Eagle, another that of Salt and Mercury. What seemed a procession of accidents, but was, the book declared, a contrivance of preternatural powers, brought them together in the garden of an inn in the south of France, and while they talked together the thought came to them, that alchemy was the gradual distillation of the contents of the soul until they were ready to put off the mortal and put on the immortal. An owl passed rustling among the vine-leaves overhead, and then an old woman came, leaning upon a stick, and sitting close to them took up the thought where they had dropped it. Having expounded the whole principle of spiritual alchemy, and bid them found the Order of the Alchemical Rose, she passed from among them, and when they would have followed, was nowhere to be seen. They formed themselves into an order, holding their goods and making their researches in common, and, as they became perfect in the alchemical doctrine, apparitions came and went among them, and taught ·66· them more and more marvellous mysteries. The book then went on to expound so much of these as the neophyte was permitted to know, dealing at the outset and at considerable length with the independent reality of our thoughts, which was, it declared, the doctrine from which all true doctrines sprang. If you imagine, it said, the semblance of a living being, it is at once possessed by a wandering soul, and goes hither and thither working good or evil, until the moment of its death has come; and gave many examples received, it said, from many gods: Eros had taught them how to fashion forms in which a divine soul could dwell, and whisper what they would into sleeping ears; and Ate, forms from which demonic beings could pour madness, or unquiet dreams, into sleeping blood; and Hermes, that if you powerfully imagined a hound at your bedside, it would keep watch there until you woke, and drive away all but the mightiest demons, but that if your imagination was weakly, the hound would be weakly also, and the demons prevail, and the hound soon die; and Aphrodite, that if you imagined a dove crowned with silver, and bade it flutter over your bed, its soft cooing would make sweet dreams of immortal love gather and brood over your mortal sleep. And all divinities alike had revealed with many warnings and lamentations that all minds are continually giving birth to such beings, and sending them forth to work health or disease, joy or madness. If you would give forms to the evil powers, it went on, you were to make them ugly, thrusting out a lip, with the thirsts of Life, or breaking the proportions of a body with the burdens of Life; but the divine powers would only appear in beautiful shapes, which are but, as it were, shapes trembling out of existence, folding up into a timeless ecstasy, drifting, with half-shut eyes, into a sleepy stillness. The bodiless souls who descended into these forms were what men call the moods, and worked all great changes in the world; for just as the magician or the artist could call them when he would, so they could call out of the mind of the magician or the artist, or if they were demons, out of the mind of the mad or the ignoble, what shape they would, and through its voice and its gesture pour themselves out upon the world. In this way all great events were accomplished; a mood, a divinity or a demon, first descending like a faint sigh into men’s minds, and then changing their thoughts and their actions until hair that was yellow had grown black, or hair that was black had grown yellow, or cities crumbled away and new cities arisen in their places, and empires moved their border as though they were but drifts of leaves. I remembered, as I read, that mood which Edgar Poe found in a wine-cup, and how it passed into France and took possession of Baudelaire, and from Baudelaire passed to England and the ·67· Pre-Raphaelites, and then again returned to France, and still wanders the world, enlarging its power as it goes, awaiting the time when it shall be, perhaps, alone, or, with other moods, master over a great new religion, and an awakener of the fanatical wars that hovered in the gray surges, and forget the wine-cup where it was born. The rest of the book contained symbols of form, and sound, and colour, and their attribution to divinities and demons, so that the initiate might fashion a shape for any divinity or any demon, and be as powerful as Avicenna among those who live among the roots of tears and laughter.


  IV


  A couple of hours after sunset Robartes returned and told me that I would have to learn the steps of an exceedingly antique pantomimic dance, because before my initiation could be perfected I had to join three times in a magical dance; rhythm being the circle of Eternity, on which alone the transient and accidental could be broken, and the spirit set free. I found that the steps, which were simple enough, resembled certain antique Greek dances, and having been a good dancer in my youth and the master of many curious Gaelic steps, I soon had them in my memory. He then robed me and himself in a costume which suggested by its shape both Greece and Egypt, but by its crimson colour a more passionate life than theirs; and having put into my hands a little chainless censer of bronze, wrought into the likeness of a rose, by some modern craftsman, he told me to open a small door opposite to the door by which I had entered. I put my hand to the handle, but the moment I did so the fumes of the incense, helped perhaps by his mysterious glamour, made me fall again into a dream, in which I seemed to be a mask, lying on the counter of a little Eastern shop. Many persons, with eyes so bright and still that I knew them for more than human, came in and tried me on their faces, but at last flung me into a corner with a little laughter; but all this passed in a moment, for when I awoke my hand was still upon the handle. I opened the door, and found myself in a marvellous passage, along whose sides were many divinities wrought in a mosaic not less beautiful than the mosaic in the Baptistery at Ravenna, but of a less severe beauty; the predominant colour of each, which was surely symbolic, being repeated in the lamps that hung from the ceiling, a curiously-scented lamp before each divinity. I passed on, marvelling exceedingly how these enthusiasts could have created all this beauty in so remote a place, and half persuaded to believe in a material alchemy, by the sight of so ·68· much hidden mysterious wealth, the censer filling the air, as I passed, with smoke of ever-changing colour. I stopped before a door on whose bronze panels were wrought great waves in whose shadow were faint suggestions of terrible faces. Those beyond it seemed to have heard our steps, for a voice cried: “Is the work of the Incorruptible Fire at an end?” and immediately Robartes answered: “The perfect gold has come from the Athanor.” The door swung open and we were in a great circular room, and among men and women who were dancing slowly in crimson robes. Upon the ceiling was an immense rose wrought in mosaic, and about the walls, also in mosaic, a battle of gods and angels, the gods glimmering like rubies and sapphires, and the angels of the one grayness, because, as Robartes whispered, they had renounced their divinity, and turned from the unfolding of their separate hearts, out of love for a God of humility and sorrow. Pillars supported the roof and made a kind of circular cloister, each pillar being a column of confused shapes, divinities, it seemed, of the winds, who rose as in a whirling dance of more than human vehemence, and playing upon pipes and cymbals; and from among these shapes were thrust out hands, and in these hands were censers. I was bid place my censer also in a hand and take my place and dance, and as I turned from the pillars towards the dancers, I saw that the floor was of a green stone, and that a pale Christ on a pale cross was wrought in the midst. I asked Robartes the meaning of this, and was told that they desired “To trouble His unity with their multitudinous feet.” The dance wound in and out, tracing upon the floor the shapes of petals that copied the petals in the rose overhead, and to the sound of hidden instruments, which were perhaps of an antique pattern, for I have never heard the like; and every moment the dance was more passionate, until all the winds of the world seemed to have awakened under our feet. After a little I had grown weary, and stood by a pillar watching the coming and going of those flame-like figures; until gradually I sank into a half dream, from which I was awakened by seeing the petals of the great rose, which had no longer the look of mosaic, falling slowly through the incense heavy air, and as they fell shaping into the likeness of living beings of an extraordinary beauty. Still faint and cloud-like, they began to dance, and as they danced took a more and more definite shape, so that I was able to distinguish beautiful Grecian faces and august Egyptian faces, and now and again to name a divinity by the staff in his hand or by a bird fluttering over his head; and soon every mortal foot danced by the white foot of an immortal; and in the troubled eyes that looked into untroubled shadowy eyes, I saw the brightness of uttermost desire, as though they had found at length, after unreckonable wandering, the lost love ·69· of their youth. Sometimes, but only for a moment, I saw a faint solitary figure with a veiled face, and carrying a faint torch, flit among the dancers, but like a dream within a dream, like a shadow of a shadow, and I knew, by an understanding born from a deeper fountain than thought, that it was Eros himself, and that his face was veiled because no man or woman from the beginning of the world has ever known what Love is or looked into his eyes; for Eros alone of divinities is altogether a spirit; and hides in passions not of his essence, if he would commune with a mortal heart. So that if a man love nobly he knows Love through infinite pity, unspeakable trust, unending sympathy; and if ignobly, through vehement jealousy, sudden hatred, and unappeasable desire; but unveiled Love he never knows. While I thought these things, a voice cried to me from the crimson figures, “Into the dance, there is none that can be spared out of the dance; into the dance, into the dance, that the gods may make them bodies out of the substance of our hearts;” and before I could answer, a mysterious wave of passion, that seemed like the soul of the dance moving within our souls, took hold of me and I was swept, neither consenting nor refusing, into the midst. I was dancing with an immortal august woman, who had black lilies in her hair, and her dreamy gesture seemed laden with a wisdom more profound than the darkness that is between star and star, and with a love like the love that breathed upon the waters; and as we danced on and on, the incense drifted over us and round us, covering us away as in the heart of the world, and ages seemed to pass, and tempests to awake and perish in the folds of our robes and in her heavy hair.


  Suddenly I remembered that her eyelids had never quivered and that her lilies had not dropped a black petal, or shaken from their places, and understood with a great horror that I danced with one who was more or less than human, and who was drinking up my soul as an ox drinks up a wayside pool, and I fell, and darkness passed over me.


  V


  When I awoke I was lying on a roughly painted floor, and on the ceiling, which was at no great distance, was a roughly painted rose, and about me on the wall a half-finished painting. The pillars and the censers had gone; and about me, wrapped in disordered robes, lay a score of sleepers, their upturned faces looking to my imagination like hollow masks; and a chill dawn was shining down upon them, from a long window I had not noticed before; and outside the sea roared angrily. I saw Michael Robartes lying at ·70· a little distance, and beside him an overset bowl of wrought bronze which looked as though it had once held incense.


  I had no thought but to get away, and to forget all. The door of the room opened with a push, and hurrying along the passage, where the bare boards clattered under my feet, I found the front door by the light of a single oil lamp, that hung from the ceiling, mingling its yellow flame with the morning light. I hurried along the pier, between brown nets and old spars, the spray driving in my face; but had not gone far before I met a group of stonemasons going to their morning work. They went a few yards past me and then one of them, an old man with iron-gray hair, turned and cried: “Idolater, idolater, go back to your she dhoules, go down to hell with your she dhoules!” I scarcely heard them, for other voices were in my ears. Voices uttering reproaches that were forgotten the moment they were spoken, as a dream is forgotten on waking.


  From that day I have never failed to carry the rosary about my neck, and whenever the indefinite world, which has but half lost its empire over my heart and my intellect, though my conscience and my soul are free, is about to claim a new mastery, I press the cross to my heart and say: “He whose name is legion is at our doors, deceiving our intellects with subtlety and flattering our hearts with beauty, so that we have no trust but in Thee.” And then the war that wages within me at all other times is still and I am at peace.


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  Three Visions


  by

  William T. Horton
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  “They have sharpened their tongues like a serpent; adders’ poison is under their lips.”—Psalm cxl. 3.
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  “Giving heed to seducing spirits.”—I Timothy, iv. I.
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  “Strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it.”—Matthew, vii. 14.


  FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE


  I


  [image: F]OR some years the name of Friedrich Nietzsche has been the war-cry of opposing factions in Germany. It is not easy to take up a German periodical without finding some trace of the passionate admiration or denunciation which this man has called forth. If we turn to Scandinavia or to France, whither his fame and his work are now also penetrating, we find that the same results have followed. And we may expect a similar outburst in England now that a complete translation of his works has begun to appear. At present, however, I know of no attempt to deal with Nietzsche from the British point of view, and that is my excuse for trying to define his personality and influence. I do not come forward as the champion either of Nietzschianism or Anti-Nietzschianism. It appears to me that any human individuality that has strongly aroused the love and hatred of men must be far too complex for absolute condemnation, or absolute approval. Apart from praise or blame, which seem here alike impertinent, Nietzsche is without doubt an extraordinarily interesting figure. He is the modern incarnation of that image of intellectual pride which Marlowe created in Faustus. A man who has certainly stood at the finest summit of modern culture, who has thence made the most determined effort ever made to destroy modern morals, and who now leads a life as near to death as any life outside the grave can be, must needs be a tragic figure. It is a figure full of significance, for it represents, perhaps, the greatest spiritual force which has appeared since Goethe, full of interest also to the psychologist, and surely not without its pathos, perhaps its horror, for the man in the street.


  It is only within the last year that it has become possible to study Nietzsche’s life-history. For a considerable period his early home at Naumberg has been the receptacle of Nietzsche archives of all kinds, and now his sister, Elizabeth Förster-Nietzsche, has utilized this copious material in the production of an authoritative biography. This sister is herself a remarkable ·80· person; for many years she lived in close association with her brother so that she was supposed, though without reason, to have exerted an influence over his thought; then she married Dr. Förster, the founder of the New Germany colony in Paraguay; on his death she returned home to write the history of the colony, and has since devoted herself to the care of her brother and his fame. Only the first volume of the Leben Nietzsche’s has yet appeared, but it enables us to trace his development to adult life and throws light on his whole career.


  Nietzsche belonged to a noble Polish family called Nietzky, who on account of strong Protestant convictions abandoned their country and their title during the eighteenth century and settled in Germany. Notwithstanding the large amount of German blood in his veins, he always regarded himself as essentially a Pole. The Poles seemed to him the best endowed and most knightly of Slavonic peoples, and he once remarked that it was only by virtue of a strong mixture of Slavonic blood that the Germans entered the ranks of gifted nations. He termed the Polish Chopin the deliverer of music from German heaviness and stupidity, and when he speaks of another Pole, Copernicus, who reversed the judgment of the whole world, one may divine a reference to what in later years Nietzsche regarded as his own mission. In adult life Nietzsche’s keen and strongly marked features were distinctly Polish, and when abroad he was frequently greeted by Poles as a fellow-countryman; at Sorrento, where he once spent a winter, the country people called him II Polacco.


  Like Emerson (to whose writings he was strongly attracted throughout life) and many another strenuous philosophic revolutionary, Nietzsche came of a long race of Christian ministers. On both sides his ancestors were preachers, and from first to last the preacher’s fervour was in his own blood. The eldest of three children (of whom one died in infancy), Friedrich Nietzsche was born in 1844 at Röcken, near Lützen, in Saxony. His father—who shortly after his son’s birth fell down the parsonage steps, injuring his head so severely that he died within twelve months—is described as a man of noble and poetic nature, with a special talent for music, inherited by his son; he belonged to a large and very healthy family who mostly lived to extreme old age, preserving their mental and physical vigour to the last. The Nietzsches were a proud, sincere folk, very clannish, looking askance at all who were not Nietzsches. Nietzsche’s mother, said to be a charming woman and possessed of much physical vigour, was again a clergyman’s daughter. The Oehler family, to which she belonged, was also very ·81· large, very healthy, and very long-lived; she was only eighteen at her son’s birth, and is still alive to care for him in his complete mental decay. I note these facts, which are given with much precision and detail in the biography, because they certainly help us to understand Nietzsche. It is evident that he is no frail hectic flame of a degenerating race. There seems to be no trace of insanity or nervous disorder at any point in the family history, as far back as it is possible to go. On the contrary, he belonged to extremely vigorous stocks, possessing unusual moral and physical force, people of “character.” A similar condition of things is not seldom found in the history of genius. In such a case the machine is, as it were, too highly charged with inherited energy, and works at a pressure which ultimately brings it to perdition. All genius must work without rest, it cannot do otherwise; only the most happily constituted genius works without haste.


  The sister’s account of the children’s early life is a very charming part of this record, and one which in the nature of things rarely finds place in a biography. She describes her first memories of the boy’s pretty face, his long fair hair, and large, dark, serious eyes. He could not speak until he was nearly three years old, but at four he began to read and write. He was a quiet, rather obstinate child, with fits of passion which he learnt to control at a very early age; his self-control became so great that, as a boy, on more than one occasion he deliberately burnt his hand, to show that Mucius Scævola’s act was but a trifling matter.


  The widowed mother went with her children to settle at Naumberg on the Saale with her husband’s mother, a woman of fine character with views of her own, one of which was that children of all classes should first be brought up together. Little Fritz was therefore sent to the town school, but the experiment was not altogether successful. He was a serious child, fond of solitude, and was called “the little parson” by his comrades. “The fundamental note of his disposition,” writes a schoolfellow in after life, “was a certain melancholy which expressed itself in his whole being.” He avoided his fellows and sought beautiful scenery, as he continued to do throughout life. At the same time he was a well-developed, vigorous boy, who loved games of various kinds, especially those of his own invention. But although the children lived to the full the fantastic life of childhood, the sister regretfully confesses that they remained models of propriety. Fritz was “a very pious child; he thought much about religious matters and was always concerned to put his thoughts into practice.” It is curious that, notwithstanding his instinctive sympathy with the Greek spirit and his philological aptitudes, he found Greek specially ·82· difficult to learn. At the age of ten appeared his taste for verse-making, and also for music, and he soon began to show that inherited gift for improvisation by which he was always able to hold his audience spell-bound, Even as a boy the future moralist made a deep impression on those who knew him, and he even reminded one person of the youthful Jesus in the Temple. “We Nietzsches hate lies,” an aunt was accustomed to say; in Friedrich sincerity was a very deep-rooted trait, and he exercised an involuntary educational influence on those who came near him.


  In 1858 a place was found for him at Pforta, a remarkable school of almost military discipline. Here many of the lines of his future activity were definitely laid down. At an even earlier date, excited by the influence of Humboldt, he had been fascinated by the ideal of universal culture, and at Pforta his intellectual energies began to expand. Here also, in 1859, when a pianoforte edition of “Tristan” was first published, Nietzsche became an enthusiastic Wagnerian, and “Tristan” always remained for him music par excellence; he was also attracted to Berlioz. Here, too, he began those philological studies which led some years later to a professorship. He turned to philology, however, as he himself recognized, because of the need he felt to anchor himself to some cool logical study which would not grip his heart like the restless and exciting artistic instincts which had hitherto chiefly moved him. During the latter part of his stay at this very strenuous educational establishment young Nietzsche was a less brilliant pupil than during the earlier part. His own individuality was silently growing beneath the disciplinary pressure which would have dwarfed a less vigorous individuality. His philosophic aptitudes began to develop and take form; he wished also to devote himself to music; and he pined at the confinement, longing for the forest and the woodman’s axe. It was the beginning of a long struggle between the impulses of his own self-centred nature and the duties imposed from without, by the school, the university, and, later, his professorship; he always strove to broaden and deepen these duties to the scope of his own nature, but the struggle remained. It was the immediate result of this double strain that, during 1862, strong and healthy as the youth appeared, he began to suffer from headaches and eye-troubles, cured by temporary removal from the school. He remained extremely short-sighted, and it was only by an absurd error in the routine examination that in later years he was passed for military service in the artillery.


  In the following year, 1863, Nietzsche met, and was for a while attracted by, a schoolfellow’s sister, an ethereal little Berlin girl, who appealed to “the large, broad-shouldered, shy, rather solemn and stiff youth.” To this early ·83· experience, which never went beyond poetic schwärmerei, his sister is inclined to trace the origin of Nietzsche’s view of women as very fragile, tender little buds. The experience is also interesting because it appears to stand alone in his life. We strike here on an organic abnormality in this congenital philosopher. Nietzsche’s attitude was not the crude misogyny of Schopenhauer, who knew women chiefly as women of the streets. Nietzsche knew many of the finest women of his time, and he sometimes speaks with insight and sympathy of the world as it appears to women; but there was clearly nothing in him to answer to any appeal to passion, and his attitude is well summed up in an aphorism of his own “Zarathustra”: “It is better to fall into the hands of a murderer than into the dreams of an ardent woman.” “All his life long,” his sister writes, “my brother remained completely apart from either great passion or vulgar love. His whole passion lay in the world of knowledge; only very temperate emotions remained over for anything else. In later life he was grieved that he had never attained to amour passion, and that every inclination to a feminine personality quickly changed to a tender friendship, however fascinatingly pretty the fair one might be.” He would expend much sympathy on unhappy lovers, yet he would shake his head, saying to himself or others: “And all that over a little girl!”


  Young Nietzsche left Pforta, in 1863, with the most various and incompatible scientific tastes and interests (always excepting in mathematics, for which he never possessed any aptitude), but, as he himself remarked, none that would fit him for any career. One point in regard to the termination of his school-life is noteworthy: he chose Theognis as the subject of his valedictory dissertation. His meditations on this moralist and aristocrat, so contemptuous of popular rule, may have served as the foundation of some of his own later views on Greek culture. In 1864 he became a student at Bonn, and the year that followed was of special import in his inner development; he finally threw off the beliefs of his early youth; he discovered his keen critical faculty; and his self-contained independence became a visible mark of his character, though always disguised by his amiable and courteous manners. At Bonn his life seems to have been fairly happy, though he was by no means a typical German student. He spent much money, but it was chiefly on his artistic tastes—music and the theatre—or on little tours. No one could spend less on eating and drinking; like Goethe and like Heine, he had no love of smoking and drinking, and he was repelled by the thick, beery good-humour of the German student. People who drink beer and smoke pipes every evening, he always held, were incapable of understanding his philosophy; for ·84· they could not possibly possess the clarity of mind needed to grasp any delicate or complex intellectual problem. He returned home from Bonn “a picture of health and strength, broad-shouldered, brown, with rather fair thick hair, and exactly the same height as Goethe;” and then went to continue his studies at Leipzig.


  Notwithstanding the youth’s efforts to subdue his emotional and æsthetic restlessness by cool and hard work, he was clearly tortured by the effort to find a philosophic home for himself in the world. This effort absorbed him all day long, frequently nearly all the night. At this time he chanced to take up on a bookstall a totally unknown work, entitled “Der Welt als Wille und Vorstellung;” in obedience to an unusual impulse he bought the book without consideration, and from that moment began an acquaintance with Schopenhauer which for many years exerted a deep influence on his life. At that time, probably, he could have had no better guide into paths of peace; but even as a student he was a keen critic of Schopenhauer’s system, valuing him chiefly as, in opposition to Kant, “the philosopher of a re-awakened classical period, a Germanized Hellenism.” Schumann’s music and long solitary walks aided in the work of recuperation. A year or two later Nietzsche met the other great god who shared with Schopenhauer his early worship. “I cannot bring my heart to any degree of critical coolness before this music,” he wrote, in 1868, after listening to the overture to the “Meistersingers”; “every fibre and nerve in me thrills; it is a long time since I have been so carried away.” I quote these words, for we shall, I think, find later that they have their significance. A few weeks afterwards he was invited to meet the master, and thus began a relationship that for Nietzsche was fateful.


  Meanwhile his philological studies were bringing him distinction. A lecture on Theognis was pronounced by Ritschl to be the best work by a student of Nietzsche’s standing that he had ever met with. Then followed investigations into the sources of Suidas, a lengthy examination De fontibus Diogenis Laertii, and palæographic studies in connection with Terence, Statius, and Orosius. He was now also consciously perfecting his German style, treating language, he remarks, as a musical instrument on which one must be able to improvise, as well as play what is merely learnt by heart. In 1869, when only in his twenty-sixth year, and before he had taken his doctor’s degree, he accepted the chair of classical philology at Basel. He was certainly, as he himself said, not a born philologist. He had devoted himself to philology—I wish to insist on this significant point—as a sedative and tonic to his restless energy; in this he was doubtless wise, though his sister ·85· seems to suggest that he thereby increased his mental strain. But he had no real vocation for philology, and it is curious that when the Basel chair was offered to him he was proposing to himself to throw aside philology for chemistry. Philologists, he declares again and again, are but factory hands in the service of science. At the best philology is a waste of acuteness, since it merely enables us to state facts which the study of the present would teach us much more swiftly and surely. Thus it was that he instinctively broadened and deepened every philological question he took up, making it a channel for philosophy and morals. With his specifically philological work we are not further concerned.


  I have been careful to present the main facts in Nietzsche’s early development because they seem to me to throw light on the whole of his later development. So far he had published nothing except in philological journals. In 1872, after he had settled at Basel,[5] appeared his first work, an essay entitled “Die Geburt der Tragödie aus dem Geiste der Musik,” dedicated to Wagner. The conception of this essay was academic, but in Nietzsche’s hands the origin of tragedy became merely the text for an exposition of his own philosophy of art at this period. He traces two art impulses in ancient Greece: one, starting in the phenomena of dreaming, which he associates with Apollo; the other, starting in the phenomena of intoxication, associated with Dionysos, and through singing, music and dithyramb leading up to the lyric. The union of these, which both imply a pessimistic view of life, produced folk-song and finally tragedy, which is thus the outcome of Dionysiac music fertilized by Apollonian imagery. Socrates the optimist, with his views concerning virtue as knowledge, vice as ignorance, and his identification of virtue with happiness, led to the decay of tragedy and the triumph of Alexandrian culture, in the net of which the whole modern world is still held. Now, however, German music is producing a new birth of tragedy through Wagner, who has again united music and myth, and inaugurated an era of German art culture. This remarkable essay produced considerable controversy. It is characteristic of Nietzsche’s first period, as we may call all he wrote before 1876, in its insistence on the all-importance of æsthetic as opposed to intellectual culture; and it is characteristic of his whole work in its grip of the connection between the problems and solutions of Hellenic times and the problems and solutions of the modern world. For Nietzsche the ·86· Greek world was not the model of beautiful mediocrity imagined by Winckelmann and Goethe, nor did it date from the era of rhetorical idealism inaugurated by Plato. The real Hellenic world came earlier, and the true Hellenes were sturdy realists enamoured of life, reverencing all its manifestations and returns, and holding in highest honour that sexual symbol of life which Christianity, with its denial of life, despises. Plato Nietzsche hated; he had wandered from all the fundamental instincts of the Hellene. His childish dialectics can only appeal, Nietzsche said, to those who are ignorant of the French masters like Fontenelle. The best cure for Plato, he held, is Thucydides, the last of the old Hellenes who were brave in the face of reality; Plato fled from reality into the ideal and was a Christian before his time.


  Between 1873 and 1876 Nietzsche wrote four essays—on David Strauss, the Use and Abuse of History in relation to Life, Schopenhauer as an Educator, and Richard Wagner—which were collectively published as “Unzeitgemässe Betrachtungen.” If in his first essay Nietzsche may seem to appear as the champion of the modern Teuton, it was for the first and last time. He made ample amends in the essay on Strauss. That essay was written soon after the great war, amid the resulting outburst of flamboyant patriotism and the widely-expressed conviction that the war was a victory of “German culture.” Fresh from the world of Greece, Nietzsche pours contempt on that assumption. Culture, he says, is, above all, unity of artistic style in every expression of a people’s life. The exuberance of knowledge in which a German glories is neither a necessary means of culture nor a sign of it, being, indeed, more allied to the opposite of culture—to barbarism. It is in this barbarism that the modern German lives, that is to say, in a chaotic mixture of all styles. Look at his clothing, Nietzsche continues, his houses, his streets, all his manners and customs. They are a turmoil of all styles in which he peacefully lives and moves. Such culture is really a phlegmatic absence of all sense of culture. Largely, also, it is merely a bad imitation of the real and productive culture of France which it is supposed to have conquered in 1870. Let there be no chatter, he concludes, about the triumph of German culture, for at present no real German culture exists. The heroic figures of the German past were not “classics,” as some imagine; they were seekers after a genuine German culture, and so regarded themselves. The would-be children of culture in Germany to-day are Philistines without knowing it, and the only unity they have achieved is a methodical barbarism. Nietzsche attacks Strauss by no means as a theologian, but as a typical culture-Philistine. He was moved to this by the recent publication of “Der ·87· Alte und der Neue Glaube.” I can well understand the emotions with which that book filled him, for I, too, read it soon after its publication, and can well recall the painful impression made on me by its homely pedestrianism, the dull lack of imagination of the man who could only compare the world to a piece of machinery, an engine that creaks in the working, a sort of vast Lancashire mill in which we must spend every moment in feverish labour, and for our trouble perhaps be caught between the wheels and cogs. But I was young, and my youthful idealism, eager for some vital and passionate picture of the world, inevitably revolted against so tawdry and mechanical a conception. Nietzsche, then and ever, failed to perceive that there is room, after all, for the modest sturdy bourgeois labourer who, at the end of a hard life in the service of truth, sits down to enjoy his brown beer and Haydn’s quartettes, and to repeat his homely confession of faith in the world as he sees it. Nietzsche failed to realize that Strauss’s limitations were essential to the work he had to do, and that he remained a not unworthy follower of those German heroes who were not “classics,” but honest seekers after the highest they knew. In this hypertrophied repulsion for the everyday bourgeois work of the intellectual world we touch on a defect in Nietzsche’s temperament which we must regard as congenital, and which wrought in him at last to wildest issues.


  In another of these essays, “Schopenhauer als Erzieher,” Nietzsche sets forth his opinions concerning his early master in philosophy. It is a significant indication of the qualities that attracted him to Schopenhauer that he compares him to Montaigne, thus at once revealing his own fundamental optimism, and the admiration which he then and always felt for the great French masters of wisdom. He regards Schopenhauer as the leader from Kant’s caves of critical scepticism to the open sky with its consoling stars. Schopenhauer saw the world as a whole, and was not befooled by the analysis of the colours and canvas wherewith the picture is painted. Kant, in spite of the impulse of his genius, never became a philosopher. “If anyone thinks I am thus doing Kant an injustice, he cannot know what a philosopher is, i.e., not merely a great thinker but also a real man;” and he goes on to explain that the mere scholar who is accustomed to let opinions, ideas, and things in books always intervene between him and facts, will never see facts, and will never be a fact to himself; whereas the philosopher must regard himself as the symbol and abbreviation of all the facts of the world. It remained always an axiom with Nietzsche that the philosopher must first of all be a “real man.”


  ·88· In this essay also Nietzsche first expressed his conception of the value of individuality. Shakespeare had asked:


  
    “Which can say more


    Than this rich praise, that you alone are you?”

  


  But Shakespeare was only addressing a single beloved friend. Nietzsche addresses the same thought to the common “you.” “At bottom every man well knows that he can only live one single life in the world, and that never again will so strange a chance shake together into unity such singularly varied elements as he holds: he knows that, but he hides it like a bad conscience.” This was a sane and democratic individualism; in later years, as we shall see, it assumed stranger shapes.


  The essay on Wagner starts from the standpoint reached in the previous essays. There is a deep analogy for those to whom distance is no obscuring cloud, he remarks, between Kant and the Eleatics, Schopenhauer and Empedocles, Æschylus and Wagner. “The world has been orientalised long enough, and men now seek to be hellenised.” The Gordian knot has been cut and its strands are fluttering to the ends of the world; we need a series of Anti-Alexanders mighty enough to bring together the scattered threads of life. Wagner is such an Anti-Alexander, a great astringent force in the world. For “it is not possible to present the highest and purest operations of dramatic art, and not therewith to renew morals and the state, education and affairs.” Bayreuth is the sacred consecration on the morning of battle. “The battles which art brings before us are a simplification of the actual battles of life; its problems are an abbreviation of the endlessly involved reckoning of human action and aspiration. But herein lies the greatness and value of art, that it calls forth the appearance of a simpler world, a shorter solution of the problems of life. No one who suffers in life can dispense with that appearance, just as no one can dispense with sleep.” Wagner has simplified the world; he has related music to life, the drama to music; he has intensified the visible things of the world, and made the audible visible. Just as Goethe found in poetry an expression for the painter’s vocation he had missed, so Wagner utilized in music his dramatic instinct. And Nietzsche further notes the democratic nature of Wagner’s art, so strenuously warm and bright as to reach even the lowliest in spirit. Wagner takes off the stigma that clings to the word “common,” and brings to all the means of attaining spiritual freedom. “For,” says Nietzsche, “whosoever will be free, must make himself free; freedom is no fairy’s gift to fall into any man’s lap.” Such are ·89· the leading thoughts in an essay which remains an interesting philosophic appreciation of the place of Wagner’s art in the modern world.


  “Richard Wagner in Bayreuth” brings to an end Nietzsche’s first period, and may itself be said to lead up to the crash which inaugurated his later period. Hitherto Nietzsche’s work was unquestionably sane both in substance and form. No doubt it had aroused much criticism; work so vigorous, sincere, and independent could not fail to arouse hostility. But as we look back to-day, these fine essays represent, with much youthful enthusiasm, the best that was known and thought in Germany a quarter of a century ago. Nietzsche’s opinions on Wagner and Schopenhauer, on individualism and democracy, the significance of early Hellenism for moderns, the danger of an excessive historical sense, the conception of culture less as a striving after intellectual knowledge than as that which arouses within us the philosopher, the artist, and the saint—all these ideas, wild as some of them seemed to Nietzsche’s German contemporaries, are the ideas which have now largely permeated European culture. The same cannot be said of his later ideas.


  It was at the first Bayreuth festival in 1876 that this chapter in Nietzsche’s life was finally closed. Many strange theories have been put forward to account for the change that then came over him. They may be thrust aside. No mere disappointment with the festival, or with “Parsifal,” or with Wagner’s growing conservatism, no mere offence to Nietzsche’s own amour-propre, suffice to explain so radical an upheaval. The change was more fundamental. The excitement of the festival merely precipitated an organic catastrophe towards which he had long been tending. I have already noted passages which indicate that he was himself aware of a consuming flame within, and that from time to time he made efforts to check its ravages. That it was this internal flame which really produced the breakdown is shown by the narrative of Nietzsche’s friend, Dr. Kretzer, who was with him at Bayreuth. It was evident he was seriously ill, Kretzer tells us, utterly changed and broken down. His eye-troubles were associated, if not with actual brain disease, at all events with a high degree of neurasthenia, and the physical effect of the performance was so overwhelming that he was only able to be present at a few scenes of the “Nibelungen.” At Bayreuth, Nietzsche was forced to realize the peril of his position as he had never realized it before. He could no longer disguise from himself that he must break with all the passionate interests of his past. It was an essential measure of hygiene, almost a surgical operation. This is indeed how he has himself put the matter. In the preface ·90· to “Der Fall Wagner,” he said that it had been to him a necessary self-discipline to take part against all that was morbid within himself, against Wagner, against Schopenhauer, against all the impassioning interests of modern life, and to view the world, so far as possible, with the philosopher’s eyes, from an immense height. And again he speaks of Wagner’s art as a beaker of ecstasy so subtle and profound that it acts like poison and leaves no remedy at last but flight from the syren’s cave. Nietzsche was henceforth in the position of a gouty subject who is forced to abandon port wine and straightway becomes an apostle of total abstinence. The remedy seems to have been fairly successful. But the disease was in his bones. Impassioning interests that were far more subtly poisonous slowly developed within him, and twelve years later flight had become impossible, even if he was still able to realize the need for flight.


  Nietzsche broke very thoroughly with his past, yet the break has been exaggerated, and he himself often helped to exaggerate it. He was in the position of a beleaguered city which has been forced to abandon its outer walls and concentrate itself in the citadel; and however it may have been in ancient warfare, in spiritual affairs such a state of things involves an offensive attitude towards the former line of defence. The positions we have abandoned constitute a danger to the positions we have taken up. Many of the world’s fiercest persecutors have but persecuted their old selves, and there seems to be psychological necessity for such an attitude. Yet a careful study of Nietzsche’s earlier activity reveals many germs of later developments. The critical attitude towards conventional morality, the individualism, the optimism, the ideal of heroism, which dominate his later thought, exist as germs in his earlier work. Even the flagrant contrast between “Richard Wagner in Bayreuth” and “Der Fall Wagner” was the outcome of a gradual development. In the earlier essay Nietzsche had justly pointed out that Wagner’s instincts were fundamentally dramatic. As years went on he brooded over this idea; the nimble and lambent wit of his later days played around it until Wagner became a mere actor in his work and in his life, a rhetorician, an incarnate falsehood, the personification of latter-day decadence, the Victor Hugo of music, the Bernini of music, the modern Cagliostro. At the same time he admits that Wagner represents the modern spirit, and that it is reasonable for a musician to say that though he hates Wagner he can tolerate no other music. The fact is that Nietzsche was not Teuton enough to abide for ever with Wagner. He compares him contemptuously with Hegel, cloud-compellers both, masters of German mists and German mysticism, worshippers of Wotan, ·91· the god of bad weather, the god of the Germans. “How could they miss what we, we Halcyonians, miss in Wagner—la gaya scienza, the light feet, wit, fire, grace, strong logic, the dance of the stars, arrogant intellectuality, the quivering light of the south, the smooth sea—perfection?” It is evident that Nietzsche had not gained complete mastery of his own personality in his earlier work. It is brilliant, full of fine perceptions and critical insight, but as a personal utterance incomplete. It renders the best ideas of the time, not the best ideas that Nietzsche could contribute to the time. The shock of 1876 may have been a step towards the disintegration of his intellect, but it was also a rally, a step towards self-realization. Nietzsche had no genuine affinity with Schopenhauer or with Wagner, though they were helpful to his development; he was no pessimist, he was no democrat. As he himself said, “I understood the philosophic pessimism of the nineteenth century as the symptom of a finer strength of thought, a more victorious fullness of life. In the same way Wagner’s music signified to me the expression of a Dionysiac mightiness of soul in which I seemed to hear, as in an earthquake, the upheaval of the primitive powers of life, after age-long repression.” Now he only needed relief, “golden, tender, oily melodies” to soothe the leaden weight of life, and these he found in “Carmen.”


  Any discussion of the merits of the question as between Wagner and Bizet, the earlier and the later Nietzsche, seems to me out of place, though much has been made of it by those who delight to see a giant turn and rend himself. Nietzsche himself said he was writing for psychologists, and it is not unfair to add that it is less “Wagner’s case” that he presents to us than “Nietzsche’s case.” For my own part—speaking as one who finds Wagner the greatest among modern musicians, and “Carmen” the most delightful modern opera outside Wagner—I can address both the early and the late Nietzsche in the words habitually used by the landlord of the “Rainbow:” “You’re both wrong and you’re both right, as I alius says.” Most of the mighty quarrels that have sent men to battle and the stake might have been appeased had both sides recognized that both were right in their affirmations, both wrong in their denials.


  Nietzsche occupied his chair at Basel for some years longer; in 1880 his health forced him to resign and he was liberally pensioned. As a professor he treated the most difficult questions of Greek study, and devoted his chief attention to his best pupils, who in their turn adored him. Basel is an admirable residence for a cosmopolitan thinker; it was easy for Nietzsche to keep in touch with all that went on from Paris to St. Petersburg. He was also on ·92· terms of more or less intimate friendship with the finest spirits in Switzerland, with Keller the novelist, Böcklin the painter, Burckhardt the historian. We are told that he was a man of great personal charm in social intercourse. But his associates at Basel never suspected that in this courteous and amiable professor was stored up an explosive energy which would one day be felt in every civilized land. With pen in hand his criticism of life was unflinching, his sincerity arrogant; when the pen was dropped he became modest, reserved, almost timorous.


  The work he produced between 1877 and 1882 seems to me to represent the maturity of his genius. It includes “Menschliches, Allzumenschliches,” “Morgenröthe,” and “Die Fröhliche Wissenschaft (la gaya scienza).” In form all these volumes belong to pensée literature. They deal with art, with religion, with morals and philosophy, with the relation of all these to life. Nietzsche shows himself in these pensées above all a freethinker, emancipated from every law save that of sincerity, wide-ranging, serious, penetrative, often impassioned, as yet always able to follow his own ideal of self-restraint.


  After leaving Basel he spent the following nine years chiefly at health resorts and in travelling. We find him at Sorrento, Venice, Genoa, Turin, Sils Maria, as well as at Leipzig. Doubtless his fresh and poignant pensées are largely the outcome of strenuous solitary walks in the Engadine or among the Italian lakes. We may assume that during most of these years he was fighting, on the whole successfully fighting, for mental health. Yet passages that occur throughout his books seem to suggest that his thoughts may have sometimes turned to the goal towards which he was tending. It is a mistake, he points out, to suppose that insanity is always the symptom of a degenerating culture, although to nod towards the asylum is a convenient modern way of slaying spiritual tyrants; it is in primitive and developing stages of culture that insanity has played its chief part; it was only by virtue of what seemed to be the “Divine” turbulence of insanity and epilepsy that any new moral law could make progress among early cultures. Just as for us there seems a little madness in all genius, so for them there seemed a little genius in all madness, so that sorcerers and saints agonized in solitude and abstinence for some gleam of madness which would bring them faith in themselves and openly justify their mission.


  What may, perhaps, be called Nietzsche’s third period began in 1883 with “Also sprach Zarathustra,” the most extraordinary of all his works, mystical in form, and recalling the oracular aphoristic manner of the Hebrews, but not mystical in substance. It was followed by “Jenseits von Gut und Böse,” ·93· “Zur Genealogie der Moral,” “Der Fall Wagner,” and “Götzendämmerung.” It is during this period that we trace the growth of the magnification of his own personal mission, which finally became a sort of megalomania. In form the books of this period are somewhat less fragmentary than those of the second period; in substance they are marked by their emphatic, often extravagant, almost reckless insistence on certain views of morality. If in the first period he was an apostle of culture, in the second a freethinker, pronouncing judgment on all things in heaven and earth, he was now exclusively a moralist, or, as he would prefer to say, an immoralist. It was during this period that he worked out his “master morality”—the duty to be strong—in opposition to the “slave morality” of Christianity, with its glorification of weakness and pity, and that he consistently sought to analyze and destroy the traditional conceptions of good and evil on which our current morality rests. The last work which he planned, but never completed, was a re-valuation of all values, “Umwerthung aller Werthe,” which would have been his final indictment of the modern world, and the full statement of his own immoralism and Dionysiac philosophy.


  It is sometimes said that Nietzsche’s mastery of his thought and style was increasing up to the last. This I can scarcely admit, even as regards style. No doubt there is a light and swift vigour of movement in these last writings which before he had never attained. He pours out a shimmering stream of golden phrases with which he has intoxicated himself, and tries to intoxicate us. We may lend ourselves to the charm, but it has no enduring hold. This master of gay or bitter invective no longer possesses the keenly reasoned and piercing insight of the earlier Nietzsche. We feel that he has become the victim of obsessions which drive him like a leaf before the wind, and all his exuberant wit is unsubstantial and pathetic as that of Falstaff. The devouring flame has at length eaten the core out of the man and his style, leaving only this coruscating shell. And at a touch even this thin shell collapsed into smouldering embers.


  From a child Nietzsche was subject to strangely prophetic dreams. In a dream which, when a boy, he put into literary form, he tells how he seemed to be travelling forward amid a glorious landscape, while carolling larks ascended to the clouds, and his whole life seemed to stretch before him in a vista of happy years; “and suddenly a shrill cry reached our ears; it came from the neighbouring lunatic asylum.” Even in 1876 it became visible to his friends that Nietzsche attached extraordinary importance to his own work. After he wrote “Zarathustra,” this self-exaltation increased, and began to find expression ·94· in his work. Latterly, it is said, he came to regard himself as the incarnation of the genius of humanity. It has always been found a terrible matter to war with the moral system of one’s age; it will have its revenge, one way or another, from within or from without, whatever happens after. Nietzsche strove for nothing less than to remodel the moral world after his own heart’s desire, and his brain was perishing of exhaustion in the immense effort. In 1889—at the moment when his work at last began to attract attention—he became hopelessly insane. A period of severe hallucinatory delirium led on to complete dementia, and he passes beyond our sight.


  Havelock Ellis.


  {·  ·}
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  THE FORGE


  
    [image: A]LONG and narrow shop, magenta black


    Mottled with rose; ten fires along one wall.


    Faint day comes through the skylight overhead


    Smoke-grimed to orange, when it comes at all.


    The blast shut off for breakfast, fires are slack.

  


  
    The buzzing neighbouring engine quieted,


    You hear the mates talking from berth to berth;


    The silence is complete. The seldom noises


    Reverberate as, quaintly, under earth


    The graves repeat the sayings of the dead.

  


  
    Contrasted with the metals, human voices


    Sound hoarse and soft, as out of hollowed wood.


    Their beverage made: of boiling water, stained


    With tea and sugar, they prepare their food:


    “Tiger,” to envy, even where there choice is;

  


  
    Here and now, truly, not to be disdained.


    Hear in what manner it is perfected;


    How old world ’tis. The anvil polished bright


    With leather skirt, two hearty chunks of bread,


    Protecting ivory bacon, purple veined,

  


  
    Are set thereon with caution; and the wight


    Who owns the morsel, passes over it


    A piece of red-hot iron till ’tis brown.


    It cleans the tongue to hear it fizzle and spit,


    If two hours’ work vouchsafe no appetite.

  


  
    This done, the smith has only to sit down


    To eat his greasy “tiger,” and drink off


    ·98· His sweet, strong tea. This, being yet too hot,


    Hangs in the rust-red water of the trough


    To cool. The smith is sleeping, with a frown

  


  
    Upon his shapeless features. This is not


    The ballad wag they tell of: at his best


    Maimed in his poor hands, wry, with crooked back,


    Great-armed, bow-legged, and narrow in the chest.


    It bends a man to make no matter what.

  


  
    A rumour stirs, a hum, the blast comes back;


    Shadows on wall and roof start forth and die.


    Rattle of tongs, slosh, fume; unlovely night


    Grown Chinese hell, to seeming, suddenly,


    Where strange gods heap the fire and trim the rack.

  


  
    Half shapes of light leap higher than man’s height


    Out from the blackness and as soon subside,


    Flame-flesh-shapes, sweat-swamped clinging cotton swathed,


    In violent action, following the guide


    Of the smith’s gesture bidding where to smite.

  


  
    The smitten steel complains, all bruised and scathed,


    From thud to bark, from bark to metal scream;


    Through ordeal of the fire and scaling trough,


    To wake it from its long-embowelled dream,


    To uses brought, flame-licked and torture-bathed.

  


  
    This the arena wherein stubborn stuff


    With man locks strength; where elements dispute


    The mastery, where breath and fire bear blaze,


    Where sullen water aids, to quell the brute


    Earth into shape, to make it meek enough.

  


  
    And this day is the type of many days.

  


  John Gray


  {·  ·}


  THE DETERIORATION OF NANCY


  [I have obtained access to the remaining portion of the Correspondence between a distinguished member of the Royal Academy and Miss Nancy Nanson, of the Variety Stage. I see that the young lady’s are the more numerous and the shorter letters; and in them, as they proceed, I seem to discern some change of tone—a rather quick transition or development (call it what you will) which, if it is really there, is unlikely to have escaped the eye of her correspondent, and may perhaps even have prepared him in a certain measure for a dénouement which, nevertheless, when it arrived, disturbed him seriously. That, at least, is my own reading of Miss Nanson’s notes. But I am possibly wrong.]


  Weymouth:

  September 25th.


  Dear Mr. Ashton


  [image: A]S I suppose you leave Weymouth to-day I will send this to London. It is only to thank you very much for your long letter and your kindness to me, in which Mother joins. I hope you are well.


  I remain yours very sincerely

  Nancy Nanson.


  Mr. Clement Ashton.


  100 York Road, Waterloo Road,

  Oct. 20.


  Dear Mr. Ashton


  I thought I should like to let you know that I have come to London. I have not an engagement yet, but I have a pantomime engagement in view.


  With best wishes I remain yours sincerely


  Nancy Nanson.


  Clement Ashton, Esq: R.A.


  100 York Road, Waterloo Road.

  Nov. 5.


  Dear Mr. Ashton


  I was so sorry I was out when you called. If I had known you were coming I would have stayed at home. We are all right here. The landlady is awfully nice. I would come and see you if you appointed a time.


  ·100· I think you will be glad to hear that I’m engaged for principal girl for the Pantomime at the Theatre Royal, Hoxton, by R. Solomon, Esq. In about a month we shall begin rehearsing. I am engaged for eight weeks.


  We hope you are well.


  Hoping to see you soon, with my best wishes, in which Mother unites, I am yours very sincerely,


  Nancy Nanson.


  100 York Road, Waterloo Road,

  November 20.


  Dear Mr. Ashton


  It was so kind of you to take me to the theatre yesterday afternoon. I must write to tell you so. How nice Miss Annie Hughes was! She makes you laugh and cry. I like her more than any actress I have ever seen. The man was funny, wasn’t he!


  Thanking you again, and with best regards from Mother, believe me yours very sincerely


  Nancy Nanson.


  P.S. I am to do an extra on Saturday nights at the Bedford Camden Town, and at Gatti’s, Westminster Bridge Road. I am very pleased, as I am tired of ‘resting.’ When we go to Hoxton we shall take lodgings where there is a piano. I have been practising an acrobatic trick for the pantomime. The public likes them. The Theatre Royal, Hoxton, is more for the masses than the classes.


  The Walk, Hoxton,

  Christmas Day.


  Dear Mr. Ashton


  O! thank you for remembering us on Christmas Day. I was so pleased. We hope you will come to see the Panto. It went very well last night. I go very well so far. My voice sounds splendid here. It is not lost in the glass roof, as at the ‘People’s Delight.’


  I have been so very, very busy rehearsing, I have seen very little of Hoxton yet, so I do not know how I shall like it. I shall know better soon; now that we have started the Panto.


  With best wishes for a happy Christmas from Mother and from me, I am yours sincerely and gratefully, in haste,


  Nancy Nanson.


  ·101· The Walk, Hoxton,

  6th January.


  I am glad you came to see me yesterday afternoon. How did you like me? But it was so flat. I am sorry you came to a matinée. Half the house are mere children, then. In the evening it is different. And they cut out part of my song yesterday. It made me cry—I was so cross. I generally jump about much more. I am much merrier. Mother and I shall be so pleased if you have time to come again.


  Sincerely yours in haste,

  N. Nanson.


  P.S. Mr. Solomon wants to engage me for next year, I think. And for better money.


  The Studios, Westminster,

  7th January.


  Dear Nancy,


  No, I did not think you were up to the mark yesterday. It was a ragged performance. I write, of course, frankly. First then, as to your singing,—I never very much believed in that. But you would sing much better if you knew that you sang badly. You would then understand that I was serious when I told you, what you really wanted was singing lessons. Voice production, my dear. And your speaking voice is excellent. You used it well upon the whole, yesterday. A little careless, I thought—a mistake sometimes, in the emphasis. But what is pantomime dialogue! I will come again, if you like me to see you, and you will do all that better. For agility in dancing, for vivacity in action, you seemed as good as it is possible to be. And you take in every point—even yesterday I noticed, you believed in every bit of the story. To do so, and to live in it, is the foundation of an actress. Yes, with your intelligence, with your alertness, your quick life, actress just as much as dancer you may very well be.


  You come to Westminster, next week, any morning except Wednesday. I must make one more drawing of you. Not a pastel this time. I have long since done with the pastels of you. They are good as far as they go. Your colour and your dress, your movement and your pose, they record not at all unhappily. But I want a careful drawing—a drawing in line—and shall make it perhaps in pencil; perhaps even in silver-point. You are such a strange, variable child, you see—there is not one subject in you, but a hundred; and I shall not be contented till I have, somewhere else than in my memory, the ·102· eyebrow’s line, the delicate low forehead, the fine nose, half Greek (and it gains so in character as you throw your mind into your work)—all that and the curve of the open nostril. This moment, they are at my fingers’ ends. And your grave sweetness!


  Frank, is it not? Yet I am not a foolish person, making up to you. I am not a vulgar flatterer of the first prettiness in the street. You know how much I am an artist—heart and soul, my dear—by which I mean that unlike too many of my brethren, I am not only a painter.


  Your ‘notices’ are good, I see. Very good. I congratulate you. The time is coming perhaps when you will patronise me—when you will even be so very great that you will quite ‘cut’ me. ‘No, no,’ I hear you say—indeed you said it when I saw you last—‘No, no, Mr. Ashton, I should never do that.’ You say it with your voice—and with your steady eyes you say it even more.


  Until next week, then!


  I am sincerely yours,

  Clement Ashton.


  The Walk, Hoxton:

  10th February.


  Dear Mr. Ashton.


  Mother says, How long since we have seen you! You said you would come again to our Panto. Since that, remember, I have been twice to Westminster, to sit to you. They are going to publish one of the drawings, are they? You will put my name to it, won’t you?


  Saturday is my last night. Mother says, Can you come then? I shall have all my admirers. And the boys in the gallery—though you say I sing so badly—all the boys in the gallery taking up my song. After Saturday, I am booked for the Halls.


  Yesterday I was taken a long drive to Hagley Wood. It is near Barnet. I have had a great deal of attention here.


  I am yours very sincerely,

  Nancy Nanson.


  P.S. Mr. Ashton, I allow you to say anything. Be sure and tell me what you think, if you come Saturday.


  The Studios, Westminster:

  Sunday, 16th Feb:


  My Dear Nancy:


  Yes, you allow me to say any thing—for a lifetime divides us—and because I am a friend of yours I shall say the bare hard truth. I saw you ·103· yesterday, as you know, for you espied me from the stage. From the point of view of a theatrical success, the thing was quite undoubted. You were a mass of nerves. You came across the house to us. The footlights ceased to be. Your effect was extraordinary. Shylock’s ‘How much more elder art thou than thy years!’—the thing he said to Portia—is a question which may be put, no doubt, with reasonableness, to many little ladies at the theatre. There is nothing like the theatre for ageing you. You, Nancy, are now, not five months, but two years older than you were last autumn. At first I was afraid of it, physically. That last time that you came to me, to the studio, your face was quite drawn: not only its expressions, its very lines, had aged. You were pale; you were worn. And sixteen!


  But yesterday that was all right, again; and, Nancy, it was the deeper You that had altered. I—I was always an idealist, remember, and so you will forgive me. I go down to the grave, when my time comes, poet, after all, far more than craftsman. Those changes, more or less, that I notice in you—those changes not for the better, I mean—I was never blind to the possibility of them. Idealist though I am, I foresaw them—I foresaw them, with forebodings.


  There was my first long letter to you. It will be well, perhaps, that I should not say anything more in detail. But read that again—the last part of it, I mean—and be warned.


  But no—the detail shan’t be spared you, though what it really comes to—I tell it you from my heart, and you will keep this letter to yourself—all that it really comes to is that you will be ‘spoilt.’ ‘Spoilt’ or ‘ruined.’ You are so sensible in many things. Clever I don’t know that you are, except in your profession. It all runs into that one channel with you. Quickness of ‘study,’ closeness of observation, immediate faultless power of mimicry, vivacity, agility in the dance—all that we know; and then at home your sensitiveness, your quickness, and your helpful tact. But as to books, as to pictures, as to music beyond your showy music of the theatre, as to the things that happen in the world, and that interest people—these things are all nothing to you. Who can wonder! Your whole little eager heart is in your work. Your work is your play too—and the whole of your play. But a thirst for admiration, my dear, and vanity, vanity! Will you split, like the others, on that rock?


  Last night, your face had new expressions. There were things I never saw in it, before. In that palace-scene, the slim young thing—how queenly you were, in the white silk, spangled with silver: how queenly, and withal a little contemptuous, a little scornful! I watched you, Nancy, with a keenness ·104· horribly inconvenient for you—or the scornful look, the bored look, the blasé look (I have said the worst that I can say) would have passed perhaps unperceived. They were there.


  Again, you acted to the house too much. I am not finding fault with you technically for that,—though you did, I think, overdo it. I am talking to the girl, and not to the stage character. There was one look at the Boxes: at a private Box rather—but I spare you.


  Who the dickens are the people who have had this influence upon you?—hour by hour; drop by drop, I suppose: here a little and there a little—in the life I begin to hate for you…. But it is no use hating it. I suppose that I could take you from it, if I liked. I have the money to—no overwhelming claims on me. But you would leave all this unwillingly: and, in the end, ought you to leave it?


  My dear Nancy, I will spare you any more. But read much more than I have actually written. Imagine yourself talked to, very gravely: fancy yourself receiving a good long, serious talking to. Think! Think! I have finished.


  My dear child, you are a good girl at heart, you know—and such an eager little fiery one—when you are not grave and sober. The stuff is in you out of which they make Sisters of Charity. The stuff is in you out of which——But No! Why?


  I am your old and fatherly, your grand-fatherly friend,


  if you prefer it—

  Clement Ashton.


  Tuesday, Feb. 18th.


  My dear Mr. Ashton.


  I cried so much when I got your letter. For you have been very kind to me. I suppose I deserved it.


  Nancy.


  Great Coram Street,

  Thursday, Feb. 20th.


  Dear Mr. Ashton,


  We have moved. Until I get into a burlesque at Easter, I am working two of the Halls. On Monday I have a new song at the Metropolitan—the ‘Met’—Edgware Road, nine o’clock. New dresses, and I do a new dance. Also at Gatti’s, Westminster Bridge Road, at 10.15.


  Sincerely yours and gratefully,

  Nancy Nanson.


  ·105· Great Coram Street,

  Tuesday, Feb. 25.


  The engagement only lasts a week, Mr. Ashton. Am I not going to be a favourite, then? I have tried for that music-hall kept by that faddy lady, the philanthropist. She is very severe. Why, she won’t let you take up your skirts, even. I say, and Mother says, she ought to keep a chapel—not a music-hall.


  In haste,

  Nancy.


  Great Coram Street.


  You were always kind to me. Mother is wild. And you, you will never forgive me.


  From

  Nancy.


  Westminster,

  18th April.


  My dear Nancy.


  At least I hurried to make the matter smoother for you at home, though, sooner or later that would have been effected anyhow; for you and your mother are at one, generally. She is really fond of you, and you of her. I have not done much for you.


  And now what can I do? My business—if I have any—is to wait. ‘Did I,’ I ask myself, ‘lose any opportunity of action?’ Could I have stepped in, to stop you? Nancy, I talk brutally, though I would not know, with definiteness, any detail—but the valuation set by me on mere physical chastity—were it that that was in question—might be perhaps three half-pence. One friend at all events you have, between whom and yourself no mad outrageous freak of yours, raises insuperable barriers. And you feel that. Then why was I concerned for your Future, months ago? The deterioration, the slow change in you, that must be coming or have come; the undermining and deterioration, it may be—I say, that is the deep injury—but the very words draw round you like a curse. I haven’t the heart left to sketch in words a sure decline. And, if I had, why should I overdo it?


  Was it done by you for gain, for sudden greed, for ambition, for vanity? ·106· Answer yourself—not me. If it had been done for love—well then at all events I might have thought of your Future differently. Nancy, I must make excuses for you—excuses in any case. Once in your short life at least, you have been near to want—that winter you and your Mother came out into the Strand, from the empty treasury of a bogus management, with sixpence in your pockets, instead of a salary. Yes, sixpence it was—that was your salary. You told me so yourself. And your voice ‘went’ in that cruel winter weather, as the little figure, with its slender grace, slid through the fog and blackened rain and reeking river mists of December in London. After that, Money, which seems to some people a small thing in the distance—so sure, so unimportant—must have loomed large and of immense importance, in the near foreground, to you. Again, of course, we have our moods. We may be taken unawares. Judgment goes—principle. All your life, Nancy—with only trivial exceptions, after all—your life is good to this hour. And in all our lives, every day has its own difficulties: every hour is a choice. Good and diligent, and sweet and bright, wise too and helpful—week after week, month after month, you answer to your helm: and then there comes one hour which leaves you rudderless. I should be hard on you indeed, if I remembered only that hour—if I forgot the ninety and nine. My dear Nancy, I am not hard on you!


  It is late at night when I write this. And, in my thoughts, you have been with me the whole of the day. The story can’t be an unusual story—and I am a man of the world, or ought to be. No, the story can’t be an unusual story: but the girl is an unusual girl.


  Well, you must live it down, my dear—must have done with it—must forget it. But then there is the deterioration—some deterioration at least—that made the thing possible. And what more may be possible—mend and patch and cobble as we will?


  All day you have been in my thoughts. When I was setting my palette in the morning: arranging the light: screwing up the easel, waiting for the sitter, who was late—they are always late—I thought ‘She has made a mess of it—poor little Nancy—foolish minx!’ I was very silent with my sitter. I was scarcely even polite. She noticed it; and it affected her. The sitting was a failure. I bowed the lady out. Nancy Nanson in my thoughts. The luncheon table was all wrong: not a thing as it ought to have been. ‘Nancy Nanson, at the Devil, poor girl!’ A walk in the streets, afterwards. The omnibuses rattling past me in Victoria Street. ‘Nancy Nanson—is it all up with her?’ Nothing else. The bell of Christ Church, Westminster, a tinkle for Evensong. The day goes on, then! ‘Nancy Nanson!’ Afterwards, ·107· in the quiet of St. James’s Park, near Birdcage Walk, the clear sound of the bugle—the recall to barracks. ‘Nancy Nanson!’ And then, the space of the Park water, calm, as I saw it from the foot-bridge, by the five poplars—and the April evening sky, clear and serene. ‘Nancy Nanson at the Devil! Poor girl! The Devil perhaps. The dear and clever irresponsible child!’


  Nancy, I’ve no more blame for you. The vials of my anger are poured out. Months ago I said ‘I shall always be your friend.’ ‘Go the straight way!’ I said. And I believed you would. What a collapse if I must say to you, to-night, only this word—the very sound of it, connected with you, is vulgar and repulsive—‘If you should get into any scrape, you know, and I can help you, come to me. I will help you. Right and left I will help you. I will see you through.’ …


  But only to say—that!


  Nancy!—with deep regard and real affection,


  Clement Ashton.


  Post-script. But I can’t end like this. Just when you want to be reproached the least, some of my sentences sound hard. Be hopeful! For, as it seems to me, whatever happened, the quite irreparable has not happened. Surely, surely, you can forget, for ever, one mad hour! And, from whatever point, you can begin ‘the journey homeward’—to yourself. You can be the real You again; the real Nancy—your very characteristic, the perfection of the contrast between the wildness of the theatre and your happy quietude.


  So at home I must think of you. With that golden wig, that adds—piquantly perhaps and yet abominably—to your years, the maddening dancer is put off. The brown-haired child, in the plain dress, is in her place—the short brown hair, the quiet eyes, the tender, sensitive mouth. Your lodging-house parlour is ornamented with a play-bill, and photographs are stuck about the mantelpiece—Miss Marie Dainton, is it? and your uncle, the plumber; and, again, a celebrity of the Halls; and somebody else, who was nice to you, a year ago, at Weymouth; some comrade you were fond of: ‘She’s a dear girl,’ you said. In the lodging-house parlour your mother sits beside the fireplace, combing out the golden wig, after its last night’s service. The kettle, in preparation for tea-time, not far off, is at the side of the fire. It begins to sing. You, Nancy, sit beyond the table, on a cane-bottomed chair; with your knees crossed—as I saw you that first time I called on you in London—your hands, so young, so nervous, and so highly bred, smooth out upon your lap a bit of wool-work that you—whose instinct is to please and to be pleasant—·108·are doing for your landlady. And, in the glow of the fender, lies curled up, warm and sleeping, that gray kitten rescued from misery, four days before, by you: won to you by your magnetism, or your kindness—they are both the same. In the morning, when your mother leaves your bed—leaves the tired child, worn out by the theatre, to an hour’s extra resting—the soft gray thing, that you bewitched and cared for, creeps to your side—is happy.


  Did they ever teach you, at your school, I wonder, verses of Wordsworth on the stock-dove? What did the stock-dove sing?


  
    He sang of love with quiet blending,


    Slow to begin, and never ending;


    Of serious faith, and inward glee.


    That was the song—the song for me!

  


  Nancy!—the spirit of the stock-dove’s song lies in the deepest heart of Nancy Nanson.


  C. A.


  [There was reason to apprehend that the Correspondence closed with this letter. One other note, however—in the round hand of Miss Nanson—has been discovered, and is therefore appended.]


  Great Coram Street.


  Thank you so very, very much—and for not asking any exact questions, too. I was a fool. Some one behaved badly to me. No doubt I ‘compromised’ myself. I was on deep waters. But I did not go under. No, Mr. Ashton.


  You have been rather cross with me—but I was very troublesome. You understand the curious mixture that signs herself—and is—


  Your grateful

  Nancy.


  Frederick Wedmore.


  {·  ·}


  TWO POEMS CONCERNING PEASANT VISIONARIES


  A CRADLE SONG


  
    [image: T]HE faery children laugh in cradles of wrought gold,


    And clap their hands together, and half close their eyes,


    For winds will bear them gently when the eagle flies,


    With heavy whitening wings, and a heart fallen cold:


    I kiss my wailing child and press it to my breast,


    And hear the narrow graves calling my child and me


    Desolate winds that cry over the wandering sea;


    Desolate winds that hover in the flaming West;


    Desolate winds that beat the doors of Heaven, and beat


    The doors of Hell, and blow there many a whimpering ghost;


    And heart the winds have shaken; the unappeasable host


    Is comelier than candles before Maurya’s feet.

  


  “THE VALLEY OF THE BLACK PIG”


  The Irish peasantry have for generations comforted themselves, in their misfortunes, with visions of a great battle, to be fought in a mysterious valley called, “The Valley of the Black Pig,” and to break at last the power of their enemies. A few years ago, in the barony of Lisadell, in county Sligo, an old man would fall entranced upon the ground from time to time, and rave out a description of the battle; and I have myself heard said that the girths shall rot from the bellies of the horses, because of the few men that shall come alive out of the valley.


  
    [image: T]HE dew drops slowly; the dreams gather: unknown spears


    Suddenly hurtle before my dream-awakened eyes;


    And then the clash of fallen horsemen, and the cries


    Of unknown perishing armies beat about my ears.


    We, who are labouring by the cromlech on the shore,


    The gray cairn on the hill, when day sinks drowned in dew,


    Being weary of the world’s empires, bow down to you,


    Master of the still stars, and of the flaming door.

  


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  The Rape of the Lock


  by

  Aubrey Beardsley


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  PAUL VERLAINE


  {·  ·}


  I

  A FIRST SIGHT OF VERLAINE


  [image: T]HREE years ago my thoughts were a good deal occupied by the theories and experiments which a section of the younger French poets were engaged upon. In this country, the Symbolists and Decadents of Paris had been laughed at and parodied, but, with the exception of Mr. Arthur Symons, no English critic had given their tentatives any serious attention. I became much interested—not wholly converted, certainly, but considerably impressed—as I studied, not what was said about them by their enemies, but what they wrote themselves. Among them all, there was but one, M. Mallarmé, whom I knew personally; him I had met, more than twenty years before, carrying the vast folio of his Manet-Poe through the length and breadth of London, disappointed but not discouraged. I learned that there were certain haunts where these later Decadents might be observed in large numbers, drawn together by the gregarious attraction of verse. I determined to haunt that neighbourhood with a butterfly-net, and see what delicate creatures with powdery wings I could catch. And, above all, was it not understood that that vaster lepidopter, that giant hawk-moth, Paul Verlaine, uncoiled his proboscis in the same absinthe-corollas?


  Timidity, doubtless, would have brought the scheme to naught, if, unfolding it to Mr. Henry Harland, who knows his Paris like the palm of his hand, he had not, with enthusiastic kindness, offered to become my cicerone. He was far from sharing my interest in the Symbolo-decadent movement, and the ideas of the “poètes abscons comme la lune” left him a little cold, yet he entered at once into the sport of the idea. To race up and down the Boulevard St. Michel, catching live poets in shoals, what a charming game! So, with a beating heart and under this gallant guidance, I started on a beautiful April morning to try my luck as an entomologist. This is not the occasion to speak of the butterflies which we successfully captured during this and the following days and nights; the expedition was a great success. ·114· But, all the time, the hope of capturing that really substantial moth, Verlaine, was uppermost, and this is how it was realized.


  As everyone knows, the broad Boulevard St. Michel runs almost due south from the Palais de Justice to the Gardens of the Luxembourg. Through the greater part of its course, it is principally (so it strikes one) composed of restaurants and brasseries, rather dull in the day-time, excessively blazing and gay at night. To the critical entomologist the eastern side of this street is known as the chief, indeed almost the only habitat of poeta symbolans, which, however, occurs here in vast numbers. Each of the leaders of a school has his particular café, where he is to be found at an hour and in a chair known to the habitués of the place. So Dryden sat at Will’s and Addison at Button’s, when chocolate and ratafia, I suppose, took the place of absinthe. M. Jean Moréas sits in great circumstance at the Restaurant d’Harcourt—or he did three years ago—and there I enjoyed much surprising and stimulating conversation. But Verlaine—where was he? At his café, the François-Premier, we were told that he had not been seen for four days. “There is a letter for him—he must be ill,” said Madame; and we felt what the tiger-hunter feels when the tiger has gone to visit a friend in another valley. But to persist is to succeed.


  The last of three days devoted to this fascinating sport had arrived. I had seen Symbolists and Decadents to my heart’s content. I had learned that Victor Hugo was not a poet at all, and that M. Vielé-Griffin was a splendid bard; I had discovered that neither Victor Hugo nor M. Vielé-Griffin had a spark of talent, but that M. Charles Morice was the real Simon Pure. I had heard a great many conflicting opinions stated without hesitation and with a delightful violence; I had heard a great many verses recited which I did not understand because I was a foreigner, and could not have understood if I had been a Frenchman. I had quaffed a number of highly indigestible drinks, and had enjoyed myself very much. But I had not seen Verlaine, and poor Mr. Harland was in despair. We invited some of the poets to dine with us that night (this is the etiquette of the “Boul’ Mich’”) at the Restaurant d’Harcourt, and a very entertaining meal we had. M. Moréas was in the chair, and a poetess with a charming name decorated us all with sprays of the narcissus poeticus. I suppose that the company was what is called “a little mixed,” but I am sure it was very lyrical. I had the honour of giving my arm to a most amiable lady, the Queen of Golconda, whose precise rank among the crowned heads of Europe is, I am afraid, but vaguely determined. The dinner was simple, but distinctly good; the chairman was in magnificent form, un vrai chef d’école, and between each of the courses somebody intoned ·115· his own verses at the top of his voice. The windows were wide open on to the Boulevard, but there was no public expression of surprise.


  It was all excessively amusing, but deep down in my consciousness, tolling like a little bell, there continued to sound the words, “We haven’t seen Verlaine.” I confessed as much at last to the sovereign of Golconda, and she was graciously pleased to say that she would make a great effort. She was kind enough, I believe, to send out a sort of search-party. Meanwhile, we adjourned to another café, to drink other things, and our company grew like a rolling snowball. I was losing all hope, and we were descending the Boulevard, our faces set for home; the Queen of Golconda was hanging heavily on my arm, and having formed a flattering misconception as to my age, was warning me against the temptations of Paris, when two more poets, a male and a female, most amiably hurried to meet us with the intoxicating news that Verlaine had been seen to dart into a little place called the Café Soleil d’Or. Thither we accordingly hied, buoyed up by hope, and our party, now containing a dozen persons (all poets), rushed into an almost empty drinking-shop. But no Verlaine was to be seen. M. Moréas then collected us round a table, and fresh grenadines were ordered.


  Where I sat, by the elbow of M. Moréas, I was opposite an open door, absolutely dark, leading down, by oblique stairs, to a cellar. As I idly watched this square of blackness I suddenly saw some ghostly shape fluttering at the bottom of it. It took the form of a strange bald head, bobbing close to the ground. Although it was so dim and vague, an idea crossed my mind. Not daring to speak, I touched M. Moréas, and so drew his attention to it. “Pas un mot, pas un geste, Monsieur!” he whispered, and then, instructed in the guile of his race, insidias Danaûm, the eminent author of “Les Cantilènes” rose, making a vague detour towards the street, and then plunged at the cellar door. There was a prolonged scuffle and a rolling down stairs; then M. Moréas re-appeared, triumphant; behind him something flopped up out of the darkness like an owl,—a timid shambling figure in a soft black hat, with jerking hands, and it peeped with intention to disappear again. But there were cries of “Venez donc, Maître,” and by-and-by Verlaine was persuaded to emerge definitely and to sit by me.


  I had been prepared for strange eccentricities of garb, but he was very decently dressed; he referred at once to the fact, and explained that this was the suit which had been bought for him to lecture in, in Belgium. He was particularly proud of a real white shirt; “C’est ma chemise de conférence,” he said, and shot out the cuffs of it with pardonable pride. He was full of his ·116· experiences of Belgium, and in particular he said some very pretty things about Bruges and its béguinages, and how much he should like to spend the rest of his life there. Yet it seemed less the mediæval buildings which had attracted him than a museum of old lace. He spoke with a veiled utterance, difficult for me to follow. Not for an instant would he take off his hat, so that I could not see the Socratic dome of forehead which figures in all the caricatures. I thought his countenance very Chinese, and I may perhaps say here that when he was in London in 1894 I called him a Chinese philosopher. He replied: “Chinois—comme vous voulez, mais philosophe—non pas!”


  On this first occasion (April 2, 1893), recitations were called for, and Verlaine repeated his “Clair de Lune”:


  
    “Votre âme est un paysage choisi


    Que vont charmant masques et bergamasques


    Jouant du luth et dansant et quasi


    Tristes sous leurs déguisements fantasques.”

  


  He recited in a low voice, without gesticulation, very delicately. Then M. Moréas, in exactly the opposite manner, with roarings of a bull and with modulated sawings of the air with his hand, intoned an eclogue addressed by himself to Verlaine as “Tityre.” And so the exciting evening closed, the passionate shepherd in question presently disappearing again down those mysterious stairs. And we, out into the soft April night and the budding smell of the trees.


  Edmund Gosse.


  {·  ·}


  II

  VERLAINE IN 1894


  In the spring of 1894 I received a note in English, inviting me to “coffee and cigarettes plentifully,” and signed “yours quite cheerfully, Paul Verlaine.” I found him in a little room at the top of a tenement house in the Rue St. Jacques, sitting in an easy chair, with his bad leg swaddled in many bandages. He asked me, and in English, for I had explained the poverty of my French, if I knew Paris well, and added, pointing to his leg, that it had “scorched” his leg, for he knew it “well, too well,” and lived in it like “a fly in a pot of marmalade;” and taking up an English dictionary, one of the very few books in his room, began searching for the name of the disease, selecting, after much labour, and with, I understand, imperfect accuracy, “erysipelas.” Meanwhile, his homely and middle-aged mistress, who had been busy when I came, in dusting, or in some other housewife fashion, had found the cigarettes, and made excellent coffee. She had obviously given the room most of its character: her canary birds, of which there were several cages, kept up an intermittent tumult in the open window, and her sentimental chromolithographs scattered themselves among the nude drawings, and the caricatures of himself as a monkey, which M. Verlaine had torn out of the papers and pinned against the wall. She handed me a match to light my cigarette, with the remark, in English, “A bad match, a French match,” and I saw by the way her face lighted up when my reply, “They have the best matches in England, but you have the best poets,” was translated to her, that she was proud of her ungainly lover. While we were drinking our coffee she drew a box towards the fire for a singular visitor, a man, who was nicknamed Louis XI., M. Verlaine explained, because of a close resemblance, and who had not shaved for a week, and kept his trousers on with a belt of string or thin rope, and wore an opera hat, which he set upon his knee, and kept shoving up and down continually while M. Verlaine talked. M. Verlaine talked of Shakespeare, whom he admired, with the reservations of his article in the “Fortnightly”; of Maeterlinck, who was “a dear good fellow,” but in his work “a little bit of a mountebank”; of Hugo, who was “a volcano of mud as well as of flame,” but always, though “not good enough for the young messieurs,” a supreme poet; and of Villiers de l’Isle Adam, who was “exalté,” but wrote “the most excellent French,” and whose “Axël” he interpreted, and somewhat narrowly, as I could but think, as meaning that love ·118· was the only important thing in the world; and of “In Memoriam,” which he had tried to translate and could not, because “Tennyson was too noble, too Anglais, and when he should have been broken-hearted had many reminiscences.”


  No matter what he talked of, there was in his voice, in his face, or in his words, something of the “voluminous tenderness” which Mr. Bain has called, I believe, “the basis of all immorality,” and of the joyous serenity and untroubled perception of those who commune with spiritual ideas. One felt always that he was a great temperament, the servant of a great daimon, and fancied, as one listened to his vehement sentences that his temperament, his daimon, had been made uncontrollable that he might live the life needful for its perfect expression in art, and yet escape the bonfire. To remember him is to understand the futility of writing and thinking, as we commonly do, as if the ideal world were the perfection of ours, a blossom rooted in our clay; and of being content to measure those who announce its commandments and its beauty by their obedience to our laws; and of missing the wisdom of the Hebrew saying, “He who sees Jehovah dies.” The ideal world, when it opens its fountains, dissolves by its mysterious excitement in this man sanity, which is but the art of understanding the mechanical world, and in this man morality, which is but the art of living there with comfort; and, seeing this, we grow angry and forget that the Incarnation has none the less need of our reverence because it has taken place in a manger of the dim passions, or bring perhaps our frankincense and myrrh in secret, lest a little truth madden our world.


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  III

  MY VISIT TO LONDON


  (November, 1893)


  On the 19th of November last, at nine in the evening, I took the train at the Gare Saint-Lazare for Dieppe-Newhaven. On reaching Dieppe, I found the buffet crammed with travellers, who had been kept by the bad weather from taking the preceding boats. The boat corresponding with my train was equally unable to put out to sea, on account of a storm which had already lasted twenty-four hours, and was to last, with redoubled violence, till the next evening. So there was nothing for it but, in company with a good hundred people, to spend part of the night on a bench, till the worthy host (to whom thanks, and thanks again!) made me the offer, not indeed of a room, but of a sofa in the dining-room of his hotel opposite the station, and I was thus enabled, if not to sleep with much comfort, at all events to take a little rest, to the accompaniment of the boom of the sea, which reminded me of the too Parisian uproar and the cannonade of September, 1870, to January, 1871. All the next day a diluvian rain fell, and I consumed the time in déjeuners, lunches, and dinners, apéritifs, coffees, and cigars, at the said buffet. Of Dieppe I saw no more than the whitish cliffs against an iron-gray sky, across the lances as of a mass of armed men—


  
    “les lances de l’averse”—

  


  the terrible downpour, under which the sea, gradually calming, growled like a gorged beast, still terribly, with a ravenous delight, one might have said, for many fishing-boats, alas! had gone down, and were still going down, with all hands on board, in the harbour and out at sea.


  At last, on the 20th of November, at nine in the evening, there was some talk of setting out, and, hobbling along as fast as I could, I managed to secure half a berth in the second-class cabin. When the bell had sounded for the last time, and the great white chimney, like a vast phantom in the opaque night, had uttered its lugubrious shriek, I felt, after some minutes of uneasy motion in port, a prodigious pitching of the vessel, then a quite sufficient rolling, stupefying at first by their continuity and their almost rhythmical regularity, and becoming a literal rocking to sleep, at least as far as I was ·120· concerned, fatigued as I already was by a sleepless night, or all but, and a day of interminable boredom. And there was something, too, in the immensity of the “caress,” not unpleasing to a poet, and I made a little poem about it not long afterwards, which is to appear some day in an English paper.[6] Anyway, I slept the sleep of the just during the whole passage, and never opened my eyes till within sight of Newhaven, when, the sea being now quite calm, the boat glided along without needing to turn on steam, and the very lull and comparative silence awoke me as pleasantly as possible. When I reached London at two in the morning, and had a quarter of an hour’s drive to the Temple, in the fine moonlight, the wind quite bracing, I felt already the good effect of what was really one of the best crossings I had ever had. London, so impressive as one passes its superb buildings from the formidable Thames towards Westminster, the rich, elegant London between Victoria Station and the Strand, seemed to me that night exquisite, delicate, almost dainty—luminous.


  At the Temple awaited me the poet Arthur Symons, who (as, afterwards, Herbert Horne, poet himself, and architect) was to give me a charming hospitality. He had been to look for me three or four times in vain at Victoria Station, and, imagining after these fruitless errands that I should not come till night, he had waited up for me, and came to welcome me at the very door of the house which he inhabits in that vast caravanserai of the Law—and of Silence. (For how exquisite a corner of London, in which there are so many exquisite and infamous corners, so few common or vulgar!) My host led me up into his charming little flat, from which, next day, I was to have one of the most ravishing and peaceful views, in the exceptionally fine weather, as if made on purpose for the traveller, which bathed the London sky and the whole aspect of the immense city of pale rose and pearl gray. Blithe birds, blackbirds even, on the infinitely twisted branches of those beautiful, immense English trees; to the left, in a paved and grassy angle, regular to the point of being beautiful, in its way, the fountain, which gives its name to the spot (Fountain Court), with its babbling jet of water. But for the moment I was hungry, fagged out by those hours of vehement sea; and Symons, following my example, ate—while we talked, for two good hours, about everything under the sun, Paris, poetry, money too (poets think of nothing else … and with reason!), my future lectures—an entire box, one of those long, tall, tin boxes, of tea-biscuits, “muffins” in English,[7] washed down with plenty of “gin and ·121· soda,”[8] and perfumed with vague cigarettes. And it was, I assure you, one of the best and gayest meals I ever had in my life!


  But I had not come to London merely as a tourist. The very date of my arrival is sufficient evidence to the contrary. I had to give two conférences, or rather two lectures, as they say, more justly, more simply, and more modestly, in English: one at London, the other, on the following day, at Oxford. The London one was to take place next day (or rather the very day of my archi-matutinal arrival) at 8.30 P.M., at a hall in Holborn, of which I shall have something to say in a few moments.


  Our conversation, much against our will, finally came to an end, in spite of its twofold interest, intellectual and gastronomic, for “the Sandman,” as Hoffmann says, “Madame la Poussière,” as they say in my mother’s country, Arras, to represent sleep, had passed, and a well-deserved repose parted us until eleven, when the very sympathetic journalist, Mr. Edmund Gosse, came to take us out to lunch in a sumptuous restaurant near by, where my forces were sufficiently recuperated to enable me to put the finishing touches to my causerie for the evening. I say nothing of many other visits, among which I remember those of William Heinemann, the great publisher, Horne, Rothenstein, whom I had met the summer before, and who had sketched, in the Hôpital Broussais, a portrait of me which has since appeared in the “Pall Mall Budget,” Lane, the publisher of “les Jeunes,” and others whose names I forget.


  The evening came, and our little band, after a dinner à la française, not less copious than the morning’s lunch, set out, in a confusion of vehicles, towards the spot where I was to speak of “Contemporary French Poets.” It was, as I have said, in Holborn, the long, immemorial street of the venerable capital. I knew London long since, and I remembered to have seen, in Holborn, almost at the intersection formed by the Viaduct, a row of some dozen houses, as picturesque as could be, and extremely old, dating from at least the time of Elizabeth. I was not so very much surprised, guided as I was by artists and poets, to find myself, after passing through indefinite corridors, in an extraordinary hall, very ancient, of a sort of rustic Gothic—there is a little too much Gothic among our neighbours (and yet even their modern Gothic is so charming!) as, among us, there is an outrageous deal too much Roman, and what not! in architecture—but the Gothic of Barnard’s Inn is sincere, natural, and marvellous in its simplicity. There is some talk of pulling down this intimate remnant of the end of the Middle Ages. (Barnard’s ·122· Inn formerly served for corporative meetings and ceremonies.) In our days the hall is used for private exhibitions, and the artists protest vigorously against this act of vandalism. If the voice of a humble stranger can be heard in this most reasonable hue and cry, here is mine, and loudly.


  In front of me was a platform, where, behind a bare table of oak, lit by an old bronze lamp, rose an armchair of oak, also bare, and of colossal proportions, in which there was room enough for even the ventripotent syndics of old “merry England.”


  I, “chétif trouvère de Paris,” intimidated by the imposing place, and the rude, majestic furniture, but encouraged by the numerous and very select audience, installed myself as best I could in the immense chair, at the immense table, and unfolding a roll of notes, expressed myself much as follows:


  “Ladies and Gentlemen, I should be unworthy of the title of poet—of the glorious, and sorrowful, and thereby the more glorious, name of poet—if I were to forget that I speak here in the country which is par excellence that of poetry. Some acquaintance (alas! but imperfect), with your language, and necessarily incomplete readings in that language, have taught me modesty, Frenchman as I am—and modesty is not specially the portion of us Frenchmen—in regard to this as to many other truths. Thus it is not without timidity that I ask for the indulgence of this picked audience.


  “Nevertheless I shall venture, since I have been so graciously invited, to attempt here the most difficult of all endeavours, and, asking forgiveness for not doing it in English, the English which a great writer of ours, Barbey d’Aurévilly, declared was evidently the idiom spoken at the beginning of the world by our grandmother Eve, I begin.


  “I am not wanting in experience of lectures. Last year I went to Holland and to Belgium, where I met with some success. Quite lately I visited Nancy and Lunéville, and I was touched at receiving so warm a welcome from my compatriots, for I belong to that part of the country, I was born at Metz, and it was here in London, in 1872, that I declared for the French nationality.


  “But under the present circumstances, I cannot repeat too often, I experience a quite special kind of emotion, and I would specially ask your kind attention.


  “May I merit it!


  “I shall speak, too, during these few moments, so flattering and so formidable for me, of things of which I have some knowledge, for I have ·123· taken part in them to the best of my ability. I allude to contemporary French poetry.


  “I do not intend, be assured, to recapitulate the whole history of the poetic evolution of the present time: Romanticism, the Parnasse contemporain, itself an output of Romanticism, an advanced Romanticism in which thundered the formidable verse of Leconte de Lisle, flickered and tinkled that of Théodore de Banville, while that of Baudelaire sighed and shone like a corpse-candle—revered and venerated trinity, from whom, undoubtedly, proceeded the first works of a generation already ripe, very ripe, too ripe, think and say some impatient ones among us; a generation to which I belong, to which Stéphane Mallarmé belongs, and others also, whose talent has retained the impress of the past, not without some necessary modifications (doubtless for the better) which time brings with it in its passing.


  “I give here only the name of Mallarmé, who, along with myself, was most in sympathy with those younger men about whom I intend to speak. It was about the year 1881 that the various tendencies of the new ‘batch’ of poets began to make themselves felt, tendencies confirmed by a most often happy audacity, and a true love of letters. I do not always agree with them; I should raise many objections to the vers libre, for example, and the rime libre, preached and practised by these latest friends of mine. But what merits, already, and rightly, noised abroad, are there not in Jean Moréas in particular, at once the courageous, the indefatigable critic, and the protagonist of his work, still constantly under discussion, so to speak. It was at first pure Romanticism, without a shadow of resemblance to the Parnasse contemporain, then it adopted Symbolism, in whose definition of itself he was not slow to recognize the insufficiency, and which he replaced by the École Romane, gathering about him, with a well-merited pride, men of such fine talents, original within even the limits of the accepted poetic discipline, as Ernest Raynaud, Maurice du Plessys, and, more recently, Raymond de la Tailhède.


  “In addition to the ‘Romans,’ for, in spite of all, the name has had to be recognized, there is an independent pléiade of poets, powerful or charming, each seeking a way of his own, and the most having found it; some fervent adepts, others sceptical partisans, it would seem, of that vers libre which, once and for all, I am by no means too fond of. Others, again, hold by verse pure and simple, verse as I have known and used it, with yet others who are legion.


  “Undoubtedly the most remarkable among these is Laurent Tailhade, at once subtle and mystical, and so terribly and so stingingly méchant. It is ·124· certainly well to be among his friends; as for his literary enemies, they can be but the foolish or the ignorant. I am infinitely fond of his books of pure beauty, but I confess I have a weakness for Au Pays du Mufle, which might be rendered in English, imperfectly enough, by In the Country of the Snob: that formidable farrago of violence and of irony, in which the ferocity of the subject-matter corresponds, in some sort, with a certain ferocity of the form, a form at once learned and amusing, furiously yet quite intelligibly archaic. Next follow Paul Vérola; Henri de Régnier; Vielé-Griffin, Stuart Merrill, both of Anglo-Saxon origin, but brought up mainly in France; Adolphe Retté; Edouard Dubus; George Suzanne; Dauphin Meunier; all remarkable in their different degrees, and of an assured future. I am not mentioning names at random, be sure, for, if I desired to be interminable, I easily could be, so many young poets are there in these days of surrounding materialism and rationalism, whose extent, however, is perhaps somewhat exaggerated. Many of these will renounce the fray, and honourably re-enter the ordinary intellectual life. As for those I have named, never! and so much the better for all of us.


  “These poets, I repeat, are independent of one another. The ‘Romans,’ of whom I have just spoken, form, on the contrary, a group to themselves, and, whatever may be the very real originality, on which I have but now insisted, of one and another among them, taken separately, they follow a common principle, which is, to go straight back to the origin of the French language, which, it is well known, comes of Gallo-Roman stock. But is ‘Roman’ really the word? I doubt it; indeed, I deny it. The Roman is still Latin, liturgical Latin, in my opinion, of the time of the Roman basilicas; and I do not quite understand, on the part of the poets in question, the leap from this time to that of Ronsard, whose idiom, whose rhythm, whose very tricks, are a good deal too much borrowed by these amiable, and, at their moments, admirable poets. They have science (a little at random, for they are young); they have music, or at least almost all the four who form the group; they have faith, and, above all, good faith. They have all that, I admit willingly, gladly, indeed, on behalf of my art which they honour, my country which they adorn; but, but, though that is enough to be or to become a perfect artist, is it enough to become an incontestable poet? Perhaps not; unkind as it may seem to suggest the doubt.


  “But life is hard, as it is essentially uncertain, obscure; indecisive, complex; and again charming, smiling, friendly, simple, when it wills. And in order to be a poet, it seems to me, one must live much, and remember much. Alfred ·125· de Musset has said that infinitely better than I could possibly say it, and he has left a living work, the typical living work, though, indeed, he has not put all of himself into it. He had his reasons, which were, in the main, that he chose to do as he did; but he might, perhaps he should, have done more. In spite of all, he remains a great poet. An artist? yes, a hundred times, yes. A perfect artist? No; for life, felt and rendered, even well, even admirably felt and rendered, is not all which that task requires. You must work, you must work like a labourer; and that these ‘Roman’ poets undoubtedly do.


  “So, it seems to me, the poet should be absolutely sincere, but absolutely conscientious as a writer; hiding nothing of himself, but employing, in the expression of this frankness, all needful dignity, and a care of that dignity which should manifest itself in, if not the perfection of form, at all events an invisible, insensible, but effective endeavour after this lofty and severe quality; I was about to say, this virtue.


  “A poet (alas! only myself) has essayed this undertaking; very probably he has failed, but certainly he has done his best to acquit himself honourably.


  “I began, in 1867, with ‘Poèmes Saturniens,’ a youthful affair, marked by imitations to right and left: Hugo, Gautier, Baudelaire, Banville. In addition, thanks to a mistaken taste for Leconte de Lisle, I was an impassible, ‘im-pas-si-ble,’ as the word was pronounced then in the Passage Choiseul and on the Boulevard des Batignolles.


  
    “‘Pauvre gens! l’Art n’est pas d’éparpiller son âme:


    Est-elle en marbre ou non, la Vénus de Milo?’

  


  I exclaimed, in an epilogue that I considered for some time as the cream of æsthetics; and I added, in a sonnet which was excluded from this first collection through lack of space rather than lack of taste, that the only just and great man is he who


  
    ‘S’éternise dans un égoisme de marbre.’

  


  This verse, I may remark in parentheses, is one of my first, if not the very first, in this form. I was to go to much greater lengths in these audacities. Others outstep me: why should I cry halt to them? I shall never cease to say, and to say again and again: I applaud, but for my part I hold back, and I applaud, even, with reservation. Sometimes I am inclined to reproach myself with having let loose the storm, but it is too late for me to oppose it now. A Quos ego on my part would seem ridiculous, and I am now but the old seaman, a little weary, but never tired of heroism (‘Comme un buffle se câbre, aspirant la tempête,’ Stéphane Mallarmé, my old comrade in dangers, has ·126· written superbly), who assists, just a little sceptical, but imperceptibly, imperturbably, at the efforts of younger ‘Jack Tars,’ to whom I wish good luck and the happiness of seeing them return victorious from the fray.


  “Paulo minora canamus. I return to myself and my débuts. At present the verses quoted above, and the theories attached to them, seem to me puerile; decent enough as verse, and thereby the more puerile.


  “However, the man who lived beneath the very young, the somewhat pedantical young man, whom I then was, sometimes, indeed often, lifted the mask, and expressed himself in various little poems, not without tenderness, such as:


  ‘MON RÊVE FAMILIER


  
    ‘Je fais souvent ce rêve étrange et pénétrant


    D’une femme inconnue, et que j’aime, et qui m’aime,


    Et qui n’est, chaque fois, ni tout à fait la même


    Ni tout à fait une autre, et m’aime et me comprend.

  


  
    ‘Car elle me comprend, et mon cœur, transparent


    Pour elle seule, hélas! cesse d’être un problème


    Pour elle seule, et les moiteurs de mon front blême


    Elle seule les sait rafraîchir, en pleurant.

  


  
    ‘Est-elle brune, blonde ou rousse?—Je l’ignore.


    Son nom? Je me souviens qu’il est doux et sonore


    Comme ceux des aimés que la Vie exila.

  


  
    ‘Son regard est pareil au regard des statues,


    Et, pour sa voix, lointaine, et calme, et grave, elle a


    L’inflexion des voix chères qui se sont tues.’

  


  ‘CHANSON D’AUTOMNE


  
    ‘Les sanglots longs


    Des violons


    De l’automne


    Blessent mon cœur


    D’une langueur


    Monotone.

  


  
    ‘Tout suffocant


    Et blême quand


    Sonne l’heure,


    Je me souviens


    Des jours anciens


    Et je pleure;

  


  
    ·127· ‘Et je m’en vais


    Au vent mauvais


    Qui m’emporte


    De ça, de là,


    Pareil à la


    Feuille morte.’

  


  “These verses, among many others, gave evidence of a certain inclination towards a half-sensual, half-dreamy melancholy, confirmed, a year later, more agreeably, perhaps, in any case with more mastery and more deliberate intention, by the verses (costumed after the personages of the Italian comedy and the fancy pieces of Watteau) contained in the little volume, not badly received from the first, the ‘Fêtes Galantes.’ It is not difficult to find among these some piquant notes of velvety sharpness and of sly malice.


  ‘CRÉPUSCULE DU SOIR


  
    ‘Les hauts talons luttaient avec les longues jupes,


    En sorte que, selon le terrain et le vent,


    Parfois luisaient des bas de jambe, trop souvent


    Interceptés!—et nous aimions ce jeu de dupes.

  


  
    ‘Parfois aussi le dard d’un insecte jaloux


    Inquiétait le col des belles sous les branches,


    Et c’étaient des éclairs soudains de nuques blanches


    Et ce régal comblait nos jeunes yeux de fous.

  


  
    ‘Le soir tombait, un soir équivoque d’automne:


    Les belles, se pendant rêveuses à nos bras


    Dirent alors des mots si spécieux, tout bas,


    Que notre âme depuis ce temps tremble et s’étonne.”

  


  ‘LE FAUNE


  
    ‘Un vieux faune de terre cuite


    Rit au centre des boulingrins,


    Présageant sans doute une fuite


    Mauvaise à ces instants sereins

  


  
    ‘Qui m’ont conduit et t’ont conduite,


    Mélancholiques pélerins,


    Jusqu’à cette heure dont la fuite


    Tournoie au son des tambourins.’

  


  “A quite other music is heard in ‘La Bonne Chanson,’ really a wedding-present, literally speaking, for the tiny volume appeared on the occasion of a marriage which was going to take place, and which took place in 1870. The ·128· author values it as perhaps the most natural of his works. Indeed, it was Art, violent or delicate, which had affected to reign, almost exclusively, in his former works, and it was only from then that it was possible to trace in him true and simple views concerning nature, physical and moral.


  ‘SÉRÉNADE


  
    ‘La lune blanche


    Luit dans les bois;


    De chaque branche


    Part une voix


    Sous la ramée …

  


  
    O bien-aimée.

  


  
    ‘L’étang reflète,


    Profond miroir,


    La silhouette


    De saule noir


    Où le vent pleure …

  


  
    Rêvons, c’est l’heure.

  


  
    ‘Un vaste et tendre


    Apaisement


    Semble descendre


    Du firmament


    Que l’astre irise …

  


  
    C’est l’heure exquise.’

  


  “Life had its way, and distress soon came, not without his own fault, to the household of the poet, who suddenly threw up everything, and went wandering in search of unsatisfying distractions. On the other hand, I will not say remorse (he did not experience it, for he repented of nothing), but vexation and regret, with certain consolations, compensations rather, inspired him in his third collection, ‘Romances sans Paroles,’ thus named in order to express the real vagueness and the want of precise meaning which were part of his intention.


  ‘SPLEEN


  
    ‘O triste, triste était mon âme


    A cause, à cause d’une femme.

  


  
    ‘Je ne me suis pas consolé,


    Bien que mon cœur s’en soit allé,

  


  
    ‘Bien que mon cœur, bien que mon âme


    Eussent fui loin de cette femme.

  


  
    ·129· ‘Je ne me suis pas consolé,


    Bien que mon cœur s’en soit allé.

  


  
    ‘Et mon cœur, mon cœur trop sensible


    Dit à mon âme: Est-il possible,

  


  
    ‘Est-il possible,—le fût-il,—


    Ce fier exil, ce triste exil?

  


  
    ‘Mon âme dit à mon cœur: Sais-je


    Moi-même que nous veut ce piège

  


  
    ‘D’être présents bien qu’exilés,


    Encore que loin en allés?’

  


  ‘GREEN


  
    ‘Voici des fruits, des fleurs, des feuilles et des branches,


    Et puis voici mon cœur, qui ne bat que pour vous:


    Ne le déchirez pas avec vos deux mains blanches


    Et qu’à vos yeux si beaux l’humble présent soit doux.

  


  
    ‘J’arrive tout couvert encore de rosée


    Que le vent du matin vient glacer à mon front.


    Souffrez que ma fatigue, à vos pieds reposée,


    Rêve des chers instants qui la délasseront.

  


  
    ‘Sur votre jeune sein laisser rouler ma tête


    Toute sonore encor de vos derniers baisers;


    Laissez-la s’apaiser de la bonne tempête,


    Et que je dorme un peu puisque vous reposez.’

  


  “A serious catastrophe interrupted these factitious pains and pleasures. He exaggerated it indeed to the point of writing these lines:


  
    ‘Un grand sommeil noir


    Tombe sur ma vie:


    Dormez, tout espoir,


    Dormez, toute envie.

  


  
    ‘Je ne sais plus rien,


    Je perds la mémoire


    Du mal et du bien …


    O la triste histoire!

  


  
    ‘Je suis un berceau


    Qu’une main balance


    Au creux d’un caveau:


    Silence, silence!’

  


  ·130· “Then a divine resignation (still, to his thinking, divine) came over him, and inspired in him many mystical poems of the purest Catholicism, such as this, which marks a new era in poetry, and may stand for the motto of his life during many years:


  
    ‘Beauté des femmes, leur faiblesse, et ces mains pâles


    Qui font souvent le bien et peuvent tout le mal,


    Et ces yeux, où plus rien ne reste d’animal


    Que juste assez pour dire: ‘assez’ aux fureurs mâles,

  


  
    ‘Et toujours, maternelle endormeuses des râles,


    Même quand elle ment, cette voix! Matinal


    Appel, ou chant bien doux à vêpre, ou frais signal,


    Ou beau sanglot qui va mourir au pli des châles! …

  


  
    ‘Hommes durs! Vie atroce et laide d’ici-bas!


    Ah! que du moins, loin des baisers et des combats,


    Quelque chose demeure un peu sur la montagne,

  


  
    ‘Quelque chose du cœur enfantin et subtil,


    Bonté, respect! Car qu’est-ce qui nous accompagne,


    Et vraiment, quand la mort viendra, que reste-t-il?’

  


  
    ‘Ecoutez la chanson bien douce


    Qui ne pleure que pour vous plaire.


    Elle est discrète, elle est legère:


    Un frisson d’eau sur de la mousse!

  


  
    ‘La voix vous fut connue (et chère?),


    Mais à présent elle est voilée


    Comme une veuve désolée,


    Pourtant comme elle encore fière;

  


  
    ‘Et, dans les longs plis de son voile


    Qui palpite au brises d’automne,


    Cache et montre au cœur qui s’étonne


    La verité comme une étoile.

  


  
    ‘Elle dit, la voix reconnue,


    Que la bonté c’est notre vie,


    Que de la haine et de l’envie


    Rien ne reste, la mort venue.

  


  
    ‘Elle parle aussi de la gloire


    D’être simple sans plus attendre.


    Et de noces d’or et du tendre


    Bonheur d’une paix sans victoire.

  


  
    ·131· ‘Accueillez la voix qui persiste


    Dans son naïf epithalame.


    Allez, rien n’est meilleur à l’âme


    Que de faire une âme moins triste!

  


  
    ‘Elle est en peine et de passage,


    L’âme qui souffre sans colère,


    Et comme sa morale est claire! ….


    Ecoutez la chanson bien sage.’

  


  “Then, weary of men and women, of their baseness and frailty, and weary of himself, the poet turned to God:


  
    ‘O mon Dieu, vous m’avez blessé d’amour


    Et la blessure est encor vibrante,


    O mon Dieu, vous m’avez blessé d’amour.

  


  
    ‘O mon Dieu, votre crainte m’a frappé,


    Et la brûlure est encor là qui tonne,


    O mon Dieu, votre crainte m’a frappé.

  


  
    ‘O mon Dieu, j’ai connu que tout est vil


    Et votre gloire en moi s’est installée,


    O mon Dieu, j’ai connu que tout est vil.

  


  
    ‘Noyez mon âme aux flots de votre Vin,


    Fondez ma vie au Pain de votre table,


    Noyez mon cœur aux flots de votre Vin.

  


  
    ‘Voici mon sang que je n’ai pas versé,


    Voici ma chair indigne de souffrance,


    Voici mon sang que je n’ai pas versé.

  


  
    ‘Voici mon front qui n’a pu que rougir,


    Pour l’escabeau de vos pieds adorables,


    Voici mon front qui n’a pu que rougir.

  


  
    ‘Voici mes mains qui n’ont pas travaillé,


    Pour les charbons ardents et l’encens rare[9]


    Voici mes mains qui n’ont pas travaillé.

  


  
    ‘Voici mon cœur qui n’a battu qu’en vain,


    Pour palpiter aux ronces du Calvaire,


    Voici mon cœur qui n’a battu qu’en vain.

  


  
    ‘Voici mes pieds, frivoles voyageurs,


    Pour accourir au cri de votre grâce,


    Voici mes pieds, frivoles voyageurs.

  


  
    ‘Voici ma voix, bruit maussade et menteur,


    Pour les reproches de la Pénitence,


    Voici ma voix, bruit maussade et menteur.

  


  
    ·132· ‘Voici mes yeux, luminaires d’erreur,


    Pour être éteints aux pleurs de la prière,


    Voici mes yeux, luminaires d’erreur.

  


  
    ‘Hélas! Vous, Dieu d’offrande et de pardon,


    Quel est le puits de mon ingratitude,


    Hélas! Vous, Dieu d’offrande et de pardon,

  


  
    ‘Dieu de terreur et Dieu de sainteté,


    Hélas! ce noir abîme de mon crime,


    Dieu de terreur et Dieu de sainteté,

  


  
    ‘Vous, Dieu de paix, de joie et de bonheur,


    Toutes mes peurs, toutes mes ignorances,


    Vous Dieu de paix, de joie et de bonheur,

  


  
    ‘Vous connaissez tout cela, tout cela,


    Et que je suis plus pauvre que personne,


    Vous connaissez tout cela, tout cela,

  


  
    ‘Mais ce que j’ai, mon Dieu, je vous le donne.’

  


  (Stickney, 1875.)


  “Then, as it was bound to happen, overstrained humanity resumed, or seemed to resume, its rights, or its fancied rights; whence a series of volumes, ‘Chansons pour Elle,’ ‘Odes en son Honneur,’ ‘Élégies,’ in which the new affections were celebrated in appropriate measures. Trouble returned under other forms: there are so many, and the sharpest of them all is sickness. It was under this dominion that the poet made a certain return upon himself, and, putting an end or a pause to his recent lucubrations, resumed at times the sadness and serenity of ‘Sagesse,’ ‘Amour,’ and ‘Bonheur,’ not without an echo, but a rigorously diminished echo, of the sinful chants of ‘Parallèlement,’ the most sensual, the most reprehensible, if you will, of his books. Here is a last poem, which, at all events, will carry me somewhat further back towards the ‘Fêtes Galantes’ (and then I shall have the honour of thanking you for your gracious attention), though my next volume, ‘Varia,’ shortly to appear, will give evidence rather of the philosophic and serious side of what people are pleased to term my talent:


  ‘IMPRESSION DE PRINTEMPS


  
    ‘Il est des jours, avez vous remarqué?


    Où l’on se sent plus léger qu’un oiseau,


    Plus jeune qu’un enfant, et vrai, plus gai


    Que la même gaieté d’un damoiseau.

  


  
    ·133· ‘On se souvient sans bien se rappeler …


    Evidemment l’on rêve et non pourtant.


    L’on semble nager et l’on croirait voler.


    L’on aime ardemment sans aimer cependant,

  


  
    ‘Tant est léger le cœur sous le ciel clair


    Et tant l’on va, sûr de soi, plein de foi


    Dans les autres que l’on trompe avec l’air


    D’être plutôt trompé gentiment, soi.

  


  
    ‘La vie est bonne et l’on voudrait mourir


    Bien que n’ayant pas peur du lendemain.


    Un désir indécis s’en vient fleurir,


    Dirait-on, au cœur plus et moins qu’humain.

  


  
    ‘Hélas! faut-il que meure ce bonheur?


    Meurent plutôt la vie et son tourment!


    O dieux cléments, gardez-moi du malheur


    D’à jamais perdre un moment si charmant.’

  


  (May, 1893.)


  “Since the course of my causerie, and the tone of its development, have led me to end with these lines:


  
    ‘O dieux cléments, gardez-moi du malheur


    D’à jamais perdre un moment si charmant,’

  


  I take the opportunity of making them the transition to my ‘last word,’ or rather of ending with them. Thanks, then, once more, ladies and gentlemen, for the delicious hour in which I have felt your sympathy about me, as I have spoken of my own country in a country I so greatly love and admire, of things and men dear and precious to me; thanks for the attention you have given to the words of a guest, for whom this evening will remain memorable and honourable among all the hours of a life which has all been devoted to the cause of letters.”


  The English press, both London and provincial, was, on the whole, favourable to me, and I would here offer my best “shake-hand” to the staff of many papers, particularly the “Times,” the “Pall Mall Gazette,” the “Star” (which, I may add in parentheses, has published a portrait of me in which I trace more resemblance to my friend the excellent Breton poet, Le Goffic), the “St. James’s Gazette,” the “Liverpool Post,” the “Manchester Guardian,” the “Sketch,” etc., to all of which my warmest gratitude is due. Certain articles, intended to give more precise information, require perhaps a few corrections. But what difference will any contradictions, any improbablities, on my account, puzzling to posterity as they are likely to be, what harm will they ·134· do to my good or bad reputation a thousand years from now? What real harm?


  Next day I was off to Oxford, where I lunched with my friend Rothenstein, in company with the distinguished professor, York Powell, and a French poet, M. Bonnier, long since settled in England, an ideal companion, full of stories and recollections. Then, with the aid of hansoms, we were able to see some of the town, deliciously dainty, almost rustic, in its commercial quarters, tiny shops as it were illuminated with cheap confectionaries, and goods of popular sorts, sweets for little people and little purses; sweet little houses, little gardens full of rest, trees showing their last red leaves above the red, comfortable, flat roofs, somewhat like the proper and modest little streets of Boston, of which I have spoken in another paper; and unique in its mediæval majesty, its buildings, colleges, churches, of the good period (I refer neither to our century, nor to the two centuries and a half before it).


  My lecture took place in a hall, situated at the end of a labyrinth of rooms crammed with books, an ancient hall, with an arched roof of stone and wood, severely furnished, where, under the presidency of Professor Powell, I gave once more, with such change as the place demanded, the lecture which I had given the previous night, before an audience mainly of students, most of them in the historic dress of the university, a black robe, short or long, according to the “degree,” and completed, out of doors, by the traditional flat square cap, which gives to them, as to their professors, a half clerical, half magisterial air, well in keeping with those faces, grave with the majesty of young or matured learning, and all friendly and welcoming with smile or greeting.


  On my return to London, I spent a few days in seeing the city which I once knew so well, and which I found, at all events in its purely “continental” quarter, much changed, and much to its advantage, from the point of view, somewhat narrow perhaps, of an old Parisian; and all this did but increase my long and profoundly felt sympathy for a city which I have praised so often for its force, its splendour, its infinite charm, too, in fine weather and foul, and which I am forced, in all good faith, to praise now for its charm of the moment, and a limitless hospitality, the understanding of tastes, the forgiveness of shortcomings, the appreciation of merits, of defects even: I do but speak, be sure, of elegant, respectable defects.


  Early in December I set out for Manchester, leaving by the admirable station of St. Pancras, all brick, marble, pointed arches and bell-towers, which ·135· was in course of building at the time of my first visit to London in 1873: 1873 to 1894, a good age for an “old dog!”


  This town, proverbially a business town, black and splendid, a larger Lyons, struck me as being all swathed in smoke, with open promenades by the side of a very low-lying river. I only saw Salford, which forms half of the rival of Liverpool, and my visit, as at Oxford, only lasted twenty-four hours. I was received by Mr. Theodore C. London, a young clergyman of the Congregational Church, and by his sister and brother, a lad of eighteen or nineteen, all more friendly one than another. A friend of Mr. London, a charming young man, professor at the Grammar School, M. Emile Bally, a Swiss from Geneva, who, naturally, spoke French as his mother tongue, and English with absolute perfection, came to see us during the day. Both were steeped in literature to the finger-tips, and ardent admirers of poetry, and it was they who looked after the lecture which I had been invited to give. I had a most sympathetic audience for my speechifying, which was similar to those I had already given. I was well aware that Manchester, apart from its immense industrial importance, formed an important intellectual and artistic centre. If I had had the time, I should have made some endeavour to get a sight of a large picture which had attracted deserved attention at the Salon of 1872. The picture was signed Fantin-Latour; the title, “Coin de Table”; the persons, Léon Valade, Camille Pelletan, Ernest d’Hervilly, Jean Aicard, Arthur Rimbaud,—and your humble servant.


  Then, all too soon, the time came for me to leave England, and, after some days of delightful dawdling through a London of theatres (a very fairy-land!), music-halls (a very paradise!), of good and excellent visits received and returned; after having shaken so many really friendly hands, William Heinemann, William Rothenstein, A. Symons, H. Horne, H. Harland, E. Gosse, Image, Lane, Frank Harris, the sympathetic editor of the “Fortnightly,” I embarked once more, this time on a sea as still as glass, happy, certainly, at the thought of seeing France again, but very happy, too, at the thought of so agreeable a visit and of such good and enduring memories!


  Paul Verlaine.

  (Translated by Arthur Symons.)


  {·  ·}
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  THE LOVE OF THE POOR
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  personages.


  
    The Old Man.


    The Old Woman.


    The Soul of their Dead Child.

  


  SCENE.—The interior of a small cottage, almost devoid of furniture. Two chairs drawn up to a fireless grate. Time: twilight.


  The Old Woman enters, walking feebly, carrying a few twigs.


  
    The Old Woman.


    [image: F]AR, far have I wandered in my search for wood.


    My arms are stiff, my eyes are dim


    From cold and want of food.


    But soon dear God will give us help,


    I know that God is good.


    The Soul of the Dead Child. Yes, God is good.


    The Old Woman. My foolish brain seems all to reel,


    ·140· And voices murmur in my head;


    I could have sworn to baby’s voice,


    And yet I know our babe is dead.


    The Soul. Yes, mother, she is dead.


    The Old Woman. ’Tis strange how lately when my heart has failed,


    When life has seemed too hard for folks like me,


    A little voice has murmured in my ear,


    And whispered comfort for the days to be.


    The Soul. Yes, comfort for the days to be;


    Such joys as you have never known,


    The songs of all the angel choir,


    The sight of God upon His throne.


    The Old Woman. I know we must not hope for joys in heaven,


    To whom on earth no room to live is given.


    If God will grant me but His leave to rest.


    The Soul. God will bestow whatever He thinks best.

  


  The Old Man totters into the room.


  
    The Old Man. My dear, they mocked me in the village street,


    The little boys threw stones and dogged my feet,


    The baker laughed, and turned me from his door.


    The Soul. So shall God turn Him from his cry for grace.


    The Old Man. There was no soul would give me resting-place.


    The Old Woman. Then we must die, dear heart,


    And hand in hand


    Seek out the passage to the pleasant land.


    As we have lived and toiled, so let us die.


    I could not close my weary eyes,


    Unless I knew you by.


    The Old Man. [Sits down, and supporting his head with both hands, speaks in a shrill, weak voice, smiling.] I mind me, wife, when we were young


    And green and fresh as yonder hills,


    The fields and woods we strolled among


    Knew more of grief and human ills


    Than we poor children dreamed or knew,


    When you loved me and I loved you.


    The Old Woman. [Sitting likewise, and smiling to herself.] Do you mind, James, of one brave day you kissed me in the wheat?


    ·141· I was afraid the folks would guess, as I walked up the street.


    I felt a trembling in my voice, a glistening in my eyes.


    The Old Man. I never yet had kissed a maid who showed such sweet surprise.


    And do you mind this little house, when I brought you home that day


    They made us one within the church, and sent us on our way?


    The Old Woman. The honeysuckle was in bloom about the cottage door.


    Ah! it was fine to be in love, we cared not we were poor.


    The Old Man. I bring to mind we knelt that night, and prayed dear God to bless;


    And as we knelt and prayed to Him, we wept for happiness.


    The Old Woman. Ah! husband mine, we were so young, how could such children tell


    God has no time to save the rich and love the poor as well?


    Such sinful, humble folk as we, and of such little store,


    It were but vain and proud to think God could recall us more.


    The Soul. As lilies shining in the woods at night,


    As diamonds glittering in a crown,


    More radiant and more full of light,


    When God shall bring the mighty down,


    And set the humble in their place,


    The suffering poor shall know His grace.


    The Old Man. [Passing his hands over his eyes, and staring doubtfully about the room.] I hear a voice that thrills with love,


    A voice like the voice of a child——


    The Old Woman. A voice like the voice of our child.


    But she is an angel singing above—


    [Bursting into tears.


    My arms that ache with longing,


    My eyes that are lost in tears.


    Oh! child, my child, come back to me,


    Give me the love you loved with me,


    Give back the happy years.


    The Old Man. Hush, hush, my wife, we must obey God’s will.


    We know our little child is happier on His breast.


    Think, think, my dear, if she were with us still,


    She would be hungry, too. Yes, wife, God’s ways are best.


    He knows that we can bear the hunger and the cold;


    ·142· For patience comes with poverty, as comfort to the old.


    The Old Woman. [Still weeping softly.] The days were never long to me, when she played at my feet;


    The food was never poor to me, while I could see her eat;


    The pains seemed never hard to me that brought her from the womb;


    But life is long and poor and hard since she is in the tomb.


    The Soul. Courage, mother, courage, father, God is on your side:


    Seek for help, and seek it bravely, He shall be your guide.


    The Old Man. A voice within me whispers, “Courage, try again.”


    The world is cruel, but not so cruel as to delight in pain.


    I will tell of our hunger, our age, our empty grate,


    Wife, the world shall bring you help before it is too late.

  


  [He gets up, lays his hand comfortingly on her shoulder, and goes out. The room slowly darkens. The old woman remains sitting motionless, sometimes stretching out her hands towards the grate, as though to warm them.


  
    The Old Woman. My head swims, my heart pants, my hands are cramped with cold.


    Will one be warm and young in heaven, or always poor and old?


    I am tired, tired of life, and the misery that remains;


    Tired of the many struggles, tired of the many pains.

  


  [Her head falls forward on her breast, and she seems to sleep. The Soul of the Dead Child comes forward, a shadowy figure swathed in gray, and kisses her on the forehead. Then there passes slowly through the room the vision of a woman holding to her breast a young child. The child claps its hands, and laughs.


  
    The Old Woman. [Holding out her arms.] Baby, dear, I see you, baby, come to me.


    Baby, mother calls you, calls you to her knee.

  


  [The vision passes slowly towards her. The Old Woman laughs, and, clasping her arms to her breast, rocks backwards and forwards, and sings in a quavering voice.


  
    Down a down, down a down,


    Sleep, sleepy head.


    White satin gown


    For baby’s warm bed.


    Down a down, down a down,


    ·143· Wake sleepy eyes,


    Red satin gown


    For baby’s surprise.

  


  [The vision passes slowly away. The Soul of the Dead Child once more appears, and kisses the Old Woman on the forehead.


  
    The Old Woman. [Raising her head with a start.] Oh! how happily I dreamed.


    Baby nestled to my breast;


    All my pain and weakness seemed


    Turned to happiness and rest.

  


  The Old Man comes in very slowly, and going up to the Old Woman takes her hand in his.


  
    The Old Man. My dear, I cast aside our pride, my pride and the pride of my wife,


    The pride of honest workers, honest workers all our life.


    I went to the workhouse master, and I stood before his door,


    I said to him, I am old and ill, my wife and I are poor,


    We have toiled and saved for many years, and saved and toiled again,


    But cruel times and want of work have made our toil in vain.


    We have no fire within our grate, no food within our door,


    And I have come to beg the last sad refuge of the poor.

  


  [He pauses, and covers his face with his hands.


  
    But he said, I cannot take you both, together you cannot be,


    She must go to the women’s ward, and you must remain with me.

  


  [He throws his arms round her, and breaks into weak, tremulous sobs.


  
    And I must leave you, oh, my wife!


    Through all this weary, toiling life,


    By night and day, and day and night,


    You were my joy, my one delight.


    As children, hid among the wheat,


    We kissed, and whispered, love was sweet;


    As bride and bridegroom in our bed,


    We thanked our God that we were wed:


    We heard our little girl’s first cry,


    And in my arms you watched her die;


    ·144· We wept together by her tomb,


    And turned to our childless home.


    Our heads have whitened on our way,


    Our joys are gone, our sorrows stay.


    But now our time is nearly spent,


    We may not sit in quiet content,


    Breathe out in peace our feeble breath,


    Beneath the kindly hand of Death,


    And so, together, hand in hand,


    Journey towards the happy land. [He sinks down feebly at her feet.


    The Old Woman. Nay, do not grieve, my dear, we will not part:


    No stranger’s hand shall close our tired eyes;


    Together we will wait Death’s hand upon our heart,


    Together we will wake to heaven’s glad surprise.


    The Old Man. [In a weak voice.] Kiss me, sweetheart, the blades of corn are high,


    And not a soul can see of all the passers by.

  


  [He stretches out his arms to her, and she, leaning forward, kisses him. A long silence. Their breathing gets shorter and shorter, and finally ceases. The Soul of the Dead Child, coming forward, closes their eyes gently, and kisses them on the forehead.

  


  Leila Macdonald.
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  PAGES FROM THE LIFE OF LUCY NEWCOME


  I


  [image: A]S Lucy Newcome walked down the street, with the baby in her arms, her first sensation was one of thankfulness, to be out of the long, blank, monotonous hospital, where she had suffered obscurely; to be once more free, and in the open air. How refreshing it is to be out of doors again! she said to herself. But she had not walked many steps before the unfamiliar morning air made her feel quite light-headed; for a moment she fancied she was going to faint; and she leant against the wall, closing her eyes, until the feeling had passed. As she walked on again, things still seemed a little dizzy before her eyes, and she had to draw in long breaths, for fear that curious cloudy sensation should come into her brain once more. She held the baby carefully, drawing the edges of the cloak around its face, so that it should not feel cold and wake up. It was the first time she had carried the baby out of doors, and it seemed to her that everyone must be looking at her. She was not much afraid of being recognized, for she knew that she had altered so much since her confinement; and for that reason she was glad to be looking so thin and white and ill. But she felt sure that people would wonder who she was, and why such a young girl was carrying a baby; perhaps they would not think it was hers; she might be only carrying it for some married woman. And she let her left hand, on which there was no wedding-ring, show from under the shawl in which it had been her first instinct to envelope it. Many thoughts came into her mind, but in a dull confused way, as she walked slowly along, feeling the weight of the baby dragging at her arms. At last they began to ache so much that she looked around for somewhere to sit down. She had not noticed where she had been going; why should she? where was there for her to go? and she found herself in one of the side streets, at the end of which, she remembered, was the park. There, at all events, she could sit down; and when she had found a seat, she took the baby on her knees, and lay back in the corner with a sense of relief.


  ·148· At first she did not try to think of plans for the future. She merely resigned herself, unconsciously enough, to the vague, peaceful, autumn sadness of the place and the hour. The damp smell of the earth, sharp and comforting, came to her nostrils; the leaves, smelling a little musty, dropped now and then past her face on to the shawl in which the baby was wrapt. There was only enough breeze to make a gentle sighing among the branches overhead; and she looked up at the leafy roof above her, as she had looked up so often when a child, and felt better for being there. Gradually her mind began to concentrate itself: what am I to do, she thought, what am I to do?


  Just then the little creature lying on her knees stirred a little, and opened its blue eyes. She caught it to her breast with kiss after kiss, and began to rock it to and fro, with a passionate fondness. “Mammy’s little one,” she said; “all Mammy’s, Mammy’s own;” and began to croon over it, with a sort of fierce insistence. Yes, she must do something, and at once, for the child’s sake.


  But the more she tried to find some plan for the future, the more hopeless did the task seem to become. There was her aunt, whom she would never go back to, whom she would never see again; never. There was her cousin, who had cast her off; and she said to herself that she hated her cousin. All her aunt’s friends were so respectable: they would never look at her; and she could never go to them. Her cousin’s friends were like himself, only worse, much worse. No, there was nowhere for her to look for help; and how was she to help herself? She knew nothing of any sort of business, she had no showy accomplishments to put to use; and besides, with a baby, who would give her employment? Oh, why had she ever listened to her cousin, why had she been such a fool as to have a baby? she said to herself, furiously; and then, feeling the bundle stir in her arms, she fell to hugging and kissing it again.


  As she lifted up her face, a woman who was passing half paused, looking at her in a puzzled way, and then, after walking on a little distance, turned and came back, hesitatingly. Lucy knew her well: it was Mrs. Graham, her aunt’s laundress, with whom she had had to settle accounts every week. She had never liked the woman, but now she was overjoyed at meeting her; and as Mrs. Graham said, questioningly, “Miss Lucy? Lord, now, it isn’t you?” she answered, “Yes, it ’s me; don’t you know me, Mrs. Graham?”


  “Well,” the woman said, “I wasn’t sure; how you have changed, miss I asked Mrs. Newcome where you was, and she said you was gone abroad.”


  The woman stopped and looked curiously at the baby. She had taken ·149· in the situation at a glance; and though she was rather surprised, she was not nearly so much surprised as Lucy had expected, and she seemed more interested than shocked.


  “Pretty baby, miss,” she said, stooping down to have a closer look.


  “Yes,” said Lucy, in a matter of fact way, “it ’s my baby. I’ve been very unhappy.”


  “Have you now, miss?” said Mrs. Graham, sitting down by her side, and looking at her more curiously than ever. “Well, you do look ill. But where have you been all this time, and where are you living now?”


  “I’m not living anywhere,” said Lucy; “I only came out of hospital to-day and I’ve nowhere to go.”


  “You don’t mean to say that!” said Mrs. Graham; “but,” she added, looking at the baby, “his father …”


  “He has left me,” said Lucy, as quietly as she could.


  At this Mrs. Graham glanced at her in a somewhat less favourable way. She did not disapprove of people running away from home and getting children as irregularly as they liked; but she very much disapproved of their being left.


  “I haven’t a penny in the world,” Lucy went on; “at least, I have only a little more than two shillings; and I don’t know what I am going to do.”


  “Oh dear now, oh dear!” said Mrs. Graham, rather coldly, “that ’s very sad, it is. I do say that’s hard lines. And so you was left without anything. That’s very hard lines.”


  “I’m so glad I met you, Mrs. Graham,” said Lucy. “Perhaps you can help me. Oh, do try to help me if you can! I haven’t anybody, really, to look to, and I haven’t a roof to shelter me. I can’t stay in the streets all day. I’m so afraid the baby will take cold, or something. It isn’t for myself I mind so much. What shall I do?”


  While Lucy spoke, Mrs. Graham was considering matters. Without being exactly hard-hearted, she was not naturally sympathetic, and, while she felt sorry for the poor girl, she was not at all carried away by her feelings. But she did not like to leave her there as she was, and an idea had occurred to her which made her all the more ready to act kindly towards a creature in distress. So she said, after a moment’s pause, “Well, you’d better come along with me, miss, and have a rest, anyway. Shan’t I carry the baby?”


  “Oh, you are good!” cried Lucy, seizing her hand, and almost crying as she tried to thank her. “No, no, I’ll carry the baby! And may I really come in with you? You don’t mind? You don’t mind being seen?”


  ·150· “Oh, no, I don’t mind!” said Mrs. Graham, a little loftily. “It ’s this way, miss.”


  And they began to walk across the park. Lucy felt so immensely relieved that she was almost gay. She gave up thinking of what was going to happen, and trudged along contentedly by the side of the older woman. After they had left the park and had reached the poorer quarter of the town, she suddenly stopped outside a sweet-shop. “It won’t be very extravagant if I get a pennyworth of acid-drops, will it?” she said, with almost her old smile; and Mrs. Graham had to wait while she went in and bought them. Then they went on together through street after street, till at last Mrs. Graham said, “It ’s here, come in.”


  As the door opened Lucy heard the barking of a dog; and next moment she found herself in a room such as she had never been in in her life, but which seemed to her, at that moment, the most delightful place in the world. It was a kitchen, horribly dirty, with a dog-kennel in one corner, and a rabbit-hutch on the top of the kennel; there was a patchwork rug on the floor, and a deal table in the middle, with a piece of paper on one end of it as a table-cloth, and a loaf of bread, without a plate, standing in the middle of the table.


  “Have something to eat, miss,” said Mrs. Graham, and Lucy sank into an old stuffed armchair, which stood by the side of the fire-place, the springs broken and protruding, and the flock coming through the horse-hair in great gray handfuls.


  The baby was still asleep, and lay quietly on her lap as she munched ravenously at the thick slice of bread and butter which Mrs. Graham cut for her. All at once she heard a little cry, and, looking round in the corner behind her, she saw a baby lying in a clothes-basket.


  “You’ll have to sleep with the children to-night,” said Mrs. Graham. “We’ve only two rooms besides this, and the children has one of them. When you’ve had a bit of a meal, you’d better lie down and rest yourself.”


  When Lucy went into the room which was to be her bedroom for the night, she could not at first distinguish the bed. There were no bedclothes, but some old coats and petticoats had been heaped up over a mattress on a little iron bedstead in the corner.


  “Now just lie down for a bit,” said Mrs. Graham, “and you give me the baby. I know the ways of them.”


  Lucy threw herself on the bed. She could at least rest there; and she put a couple of acid-drops into her mouth, and then, almost before she knew it, she was asleep, in her old baby-fashion, sucking her thumb.


  ·151· II


  Lucy slept at Mrs. Graham’s two nights. She had been told that she would have to work; and she would do anything, she said, anything. Mrs. Graham had a cousin, Mrs. Marsh, who had a large laundry; and Mrs. Marsh happened to be just then in want of a shirt and collar hand. Lucy knew nothing about ironing, but she was sure she could learn it without the least difficulty. So the two women set out for Mrs. Marsh’s. It was not very far off, and when they got there Mr. and Mrs. Marsh were standing at the big side-gate, where the things were brought in and out, watching one of their vans being unloaded. The shop-door was open, and inside, in the midst of the faint steam, rising from piles of white linen, smoking under the crisp hiss of the hot irons, Lucy saw four young women, wearing loose blouses, their sleeves rolled up above their elbows, their faces flushed with the heat, bending over their work. Mrs. Marsh looked at her amiably enough, and she led the way into the laundry. Besides the four girls, the two shirt and collar hands, the gauferer and the plain ironer, there was a man ramming clothes into a boiler with a long pole, and a youth, Mrs. Marsh’s son, turning a queer, new-fangled instrument like a barrel, which dollied the clothes by means of some mechanical contrivance. Clothes were hanging all around on clothes-horses, and overhead, on lines; the shirts were piled up in neat heaps at the end of the ironing-boards; some of the things lay in baskets on the ground. As Lucy looked around, her eye suddenly caught a white embroidered dress which was hanging up to dry; and for the moment she felt quite sick; it was exactly like a dress of her mother’s.


  And the heat, too, was overpowering; she scarcely knew what was being said, as the two women discussed her to her face, and bargained between themselves as to the price of her labour. She realized that she was to come there next day; that she was to learn to iron cuffs and collars and shirt-fronts like the young woman nearest to her, whom they called Polly; and, as a special favour, she was to be paid eight shillings a-week, the full price at once instead of only six shillings, which was generally given to beginners. That she realized, she realized it acutely; for she was already beginning to find out that money means something very definite when you are poor, and that a shilling more or less may mean all the difference between everything and nothing.


  That day it was arranged that she should rent a little attic in a house ·152· not far from Mrs. Graham’s, a house where a carpenter and his wife lived: they had no children, and she could have a room to herself. She was to pay five shillings a-week for her room and what they called her keep, that is to say, breakfast and supper, which, she soon found out, meant bread and cheese one day, bread and dripping another, and bread and lard a third, always with some very weak tea, water just coloured. Then there was the baby; she could not look after the baby while she was out at work, so the carpenter’s wife, who was called Mrs. Marsh, like the laundress, though she was no relation, promised to take charge of the baby during the day for half-a-crown extra. Five shillings and half-a-crown made seven-and-six, and that left her only sixpence a week to live on: could one say to live on? At all events, she had now a roof over her head; she would scarcely starve, not quite starve; and she sat in her attic, the first night she found herself there, and wondered what was going to happen: if she would have strength to do the work, strength to live on, day after day, strength to nurse her baby, whose little life depended on hers. She sat on the edge of the bed, looking out at the clear, starry sky, visible above the roofs, and she sent up a prayer, up into that placid, unresponsive sky, hanging over her like the peace that passeth understanding, and has no comfort in it for mere mortals, a prayer for strength, only for the strength of day by day, one day at a time.


  Next morning she took up her place at the ironing-board, next to Polly, between her and the head ironer, whom she was told to watch. They were all Lancashire girls, not bad-hearted, but coarse and ignorant, always swearing and using foul language. Lucy had never heard people who talked like that; it wounded her horribly, and her pale face went crimson at every one of their coarse jokes. They had no sort of ill-will to her, but they knew she had a child, and was not married, and they could not help reminding her of the fact, which indeed seemed to them no less scandalous than their language seemed to her. They really believed that a woman who had been seduced was exactly the same as a prostitute; they talked of people who led a gay life: “Ah, my wench, it’s a gay life, but a short one;” and they were convinced that everyone who led a gay life came to a deplorable end before she was five-and-twenty. To have had a child, without having been married, was the first step, so they held, in an inevitably downward course; indeed, they believed that all kinds of horrible things came of it, and they talked to one another of the ghastly stories they had “heerd tell.” Lucy had never heard of such things, and she half believed them. “Can all this really be true?” she said to herself sometimes, in a paroxysm of terror; and she tried not to think of ·153· it, as of something that might possibly be true, but must certainly be kept out of sight and out of mind.


  One of the girls, Polly, was always very nice to her, and would come round sometimes to her little room and hold the baby for her; but the others called her “Miss Stuck-up,” “Miss Fine-airs,” and when she blushed, cried, even, at the ribaldries which seemed to them so natural and matter-of-course, they would taunt her with her bastard, and ask her if she didn’t know how a baby was made, she who pretended to be such an innocent. She never tried to answer them; she did her work (after three days she could do it almost as well as the most practised of them), and she got through day after day as best she could. “It was for baby’s sake,” she whispered to herself, “all for baby’s sake.”


  In the middle of the day they had a dinner-hour, and the girls brought their dinner with them, which they generally ate out of doors, in the drying-ground at the back, glad to be out of the steam and heat for a few minutes. That hour was Lucy’s terror. She had no dinner to bring with her: how could she, out of sixpence a week? and every day she pretended to go out and get her meal at an eating-house, scared lest one of them should come round the corner, and see her walking up and down the road, filling up the time until she could venture to go back again. She knew that if any one of them had guessed the truth, had known that she could never afford even the cheapest price of a dinner, they would one and all have shared with her their sandwiches, and bread and cheese, and meat pies, and apple dumplings. But she would not have let them know for worlds; and the aching suspense, lest she should be found out, was almost as bad to bear as the actual pang of hunger. She grew thinner and paler, and every day it seemed to her that the baby grew thinner and paler too. How could she nourish it, when she had no nourishment herself? She wept over it, and prayed God in agony not to visit her sin on the child. All this while the poor little thing lay and wailed, a feeble, fretful, continual wail, ceasing and going on, ceasing and going on again. It seemed to her that the sound would lodge itself in her brain, and drive her mad, quite mad. She heard it when she was in the laundry, bending over the steaming linen; it pierced through the crisp hiss of the irons as they passed shiningly over the surface; she heard it keeping time to her footsteps as she walked hungrily up and down that road in the dinner-hour; she dreamt of it even, and woke up to hear the little wail break out in the stillness of the night, in her attic bed. And the wail was getting feebler and feebler; the baby was dying, oh! she knew that it was dying, and she could not save it; there was no way, absolutely no way to save it.


  ·154· III


  She had now been eight weeks at the laundry, and she seemed to get thinner every day. As she looked at her face in the glass, she was quite frightened at the long hollows she saw in her white cheeks, the dark lines under her eyes: her own face seemed to fade away from her as she looked at it, away into a mist; and through the mist she heard the small persistent crying of the baby, as if from a great way off. “Am I going to be ill?” she wondered, looking down at her fingers helplessly. Certainly both she and the child were in need of the doctor; but who was to pay for a doctor? It was impossible.


  That day, for the first time since she had been at the laundry, she had a half-holiday, and she put on her hat and went out into the streets, merely to walk about, and so think the less. “I can at least look at the shops,” she said to herself, and she made her way to the more fashionable part of the town, where the milliners’ and jewellers’ shops were, and as she looked at the rings and bracelets, the smart hats and stylish jackets, it seemed to her worse than ever, to see all these things, and to know that none of them would ever be hers. It was now three o’clock; she had had nothing since her early breakfast, and the long walk, the loitering about, had tired her; it seemed to her, once more, as if a mist came floating up about her, through which the sound of voices was deadened before it reached her ears, and the ground felt a little uncertain under her feet, as if it were slightly elastic as she trod upon it. She turned aside out of the main street, into the big arcade, where she thought it would be quieter, and she found herself staring at a row of photographs of actresses, quite blankly, hardly seeing them. As she put her hand to her forehead, to press down her eyelids for a moment, she heard some one speaking to her, and looking round she saw a middle-aged gentleman standing by her side, and saying in a very kind voice: “My child, are you ill?” Was she then looking so ill? she wondered, or was she really ill? She did not think so, only hungry and faint. How hungry and faint she was! And as she shook her head, and said “No, thank you,” she felt certain that the old gentleman, who looked so kind, would not believe her. Evidently he did not believe her, for he continued to look at her, and to say … what was it? she only knew that he told her, quite decidedly, that she must come and have some tea. “Thank you,” she said again: how was she to say no? and she walked along beside the gentleman in silence. He did not say anything more, but before she ·155· quite knew it, they were sitting at a little table in a tea-shop, and she had a cup of tea before her, real tea (how well she remembered, from what a distance, the taste of real tea!), and she was buttering a huge scone that made her mouth water, only to look at it.


  When she had eaten her scone and drunk her tea, she saw that the gentleman was looking at her more kindly than ever, but with a certain expression which she could not help understanding. He was a man of about fifty, somewhat tall, with broad shoulders and a powerful head, on which the iron-gray hair was cut close. His face was bronzed, he had a thick, closely-cut beard, and his eyes were large, gray, luminous, curiously sympathetic eyes, very kind, but a little puzzling in their expression. And he began to talk to her, asking her questions, feeling his way. She blushed furiously: how he had misunderstood her! She was not angry, only frightened and disturbed; and of course such a thing could never be, never. He seemed quite grieved when she told him hurriedly that she must go; and when they were outside the shop he insisted on walking a few steps with her; if not then, would she not come and see him some other day? He would be so glad to do anything he could to help her; that is, if she would come and see him. But she blushed again, and shook her head, and told him how impossible it was; but as he insisted on her taking his card, she took it. What was the harm? He had been kind to her. And of course she would never use it.


  That night, as she ate her supper of bread and dripping, washing it down with what Mrs. Marsh called tea, she thought of the tea-shop and the meal she had had there, the pleasantness of the place, the bright little tables, the waitresses gliding about, the well-dressed people who had been in there. And the life she was living seemed more unbearable than ever. At first she had been so glad to be anywhere, to find any sort of refuge, where there was a roof over her head, and some sort of bed to lie on, that the actual sordidness of her surroundings had seemed of little moment; but now it seemed more and more impossible to go on living among such people, without an educated person to speak to, without a book to read, without any of the little pleasantnesses of comfortable life. No, I cannot go on with this for ever, she said to herself; and she began to muse, thinking vague things, vaguely; thinking of what the girls at the laundry said to her, what they thought of her, and how to them it would be no difference at all, no difference at all; for was she not (they all said it) a fallen creature? When she went upstairs, and heard the feeble wail of her child, she almost wondered that she could have refused to take the man’s money, which would have paid for a doctor. Oh, yes, she was ·156· a fallen creature, no doubt; and when you are once fallen you go on falling. But of course, all the same, it was impossible: she could not; and there was an end of it.


  But such thoughts as these, once set wandering through her brain, came back, and brought others with them. They came especially when she was very hungry; they seemed to float to her on the steam of that tea which she had drunk in the tea-shop; they whispered to her from the small, prim letters of the card which she still kept, with its sober, respectable-looking name, “Mr. Reginald Barfoot,” and the address of a huge, handsome building which she had often seen, mostly laid out in bachelor’s flats, very expensive flats. But of course, all the same, it was impossible.


  IV


  On the Saturday of that week, while she was working at the laundry, she had a message from Mrs. Marsh to say that her child was very ill. She hurried back, and found the little thing in convulsions. The poor little wasted body shook as if every moment would be its last. She held it in her arms, and crooned over it, and cried over it, and with her lips and fingers seemed to soothe the pain out of it. Presently it dropped into a quiet slumber. Lucy sat on the chair by the bedside, and thought. She had never seen an attack like that: she was terribly frightened: would it not come on again? and if so, what was to be done? A doctor, certainly a doctor must be called. But she had no money, and doctors (she remembered her aunt’s doctor) were so expensive. The money must be got, and at once. She looked at the card, at the address. Was it not a matter of life or death? She would go.


  Then she felt that it was impossible; that she could never do it. Was it really a matter of life or death? The baby slept quietly. She would wait till to-morrow.


  Through that night, and half-way through Sunday, the child seemed much better; but about three the convulsions came on again. Lucy was frantic with terror, and when the little thing, now growing feebler and feebler, had got over a worse paroxysm than ever, and had quieted down again, she called Mrs. Marsh, and begged her to look after the child while she went and fetched the doctor. “I may be a little while,” she said; “but baby is quiet now; you’ll ·157· be very careful, won’t you?” She gave the child one big kiss on both his little eyes; then she put on her hat and went out.


  She went straight to the address on the card, without hesitation now, rang at the door, and a man-servant showed her into a room which seemed to her filled with books and photographs and pretty things. There was a fire in the grate, which shed a warm, comfortable glow over everything. She held out her hands to it; she was shivering a little. How nice it is here, she could not help thinking, or, rather, the sensation of its comfort flashed through her unconsciously, as she stood there looking at the photographs above the mantel-piece, as blankly as she had looked at those photographs, that other day, in the arcade. And then the door opened, and Mr. Barfoot came in, smiling, as he had smiled at her before. He did not say anything, only smiled; and as he came quite close, and took her hand, a sudden terror came into her eyes, she drew back violently, and covering her face with her hands, sobbed out, “I can’t, I can’t!”


  For a moment the man looked at her wonderingly; then the expression of his face changed, he took her hands very gently, saying, “My poor child!” Something in the voice and touch reassured her; she let him draw away her hands from before her eyes, in which the tears were beginning to creep over the lower eyelids. She looked straight into his face; there was no smile there now, and she almost wondered why she had been so frightened a moment before. He led her to a chair. “Sit down, now,” he said, “and let us have a talk.” She sat down, already with a sense of relief, and he drew up a chair beside her, and took her hand again, soothingly, as one might take the hand of a timid child. “Now,” he said, “tell me all about it. How ill you look, my poor girl. You are in trouble. Tell me all about it.”


  At first she was silent, looking into his face with a sort of hesitating confidence. Then, looking down again, she said, “May I?”


  “I want you to,” he said. “I want you to let me help you.”


  “Oh, will you?” she said impulsively, pressing the hand he held. “I haven’t a friend in the world. I am all alone. I have been very unhappy. It was all my fault. Will you really help me? It isn’t for myself, it … it ’s my baby. I am afraid he ’s dying, he ’s so very ill, and to-day he had convulsions, and I thought … I thought he would really have died. And I haven’t a penny to get a doctor. And that ’s why I came.”


  She broke off, and the hesitation came into her eyes again. She let her hand rest quite still; he felt the fingers turning cold as she waited for what he would say.


  ·158· “Why didn’t you tell me before?” was all he said, but the voice and the eyes were kinder than ever. She almost smiled, she was so grateful; and he went on, “Now we must see about the doctor at once. There ’s a doctor who lives only three doors from here. If he’s in, you must take him back with you. Here, do you see, you’ll give him this card; or, no, I’ll see him about that. Just get him to come with you. And now I’m going to give you a sovereign, for anything you want, and to-morrow … but first of all, the doctor. Would you like me to come with you?”


  “No, please,” said Lucy.


  “Well, you had better go there at once. And mind you get anything you want, and for yourself, too. Why, you don’t know how ill you look yourself! And then to-morrow I shall come and see how you are getting on, and then you must tell me all about yourself. Not now. You go straight to the doctor. By the way, what is your address?”


  Lucy told him, hardly able to speak; she could not quite understand how it was that things had turned out so differently from what she had expected, or how everything seemed to be coming right without any trouble at all. She was bewildered, grateful, quiescent; and as she got up, and closed her hand mechanically over the sovereign he slipped into it, she was already thinking of the next thing to do, to find the doctor, to take the doctor back with her at once, to save her child.


  “Now I shall come in to-morrow at eleven,” she heard him saying, “and then I’ll see if you want anything more. Now good-bye. Dr. Hedges, the third door from here, on the same side.”


  He opened the door for her himself, and as she went downstairs she felt the sovereign in her hand, pressing into her flesh, in a little round circle. She wrapped up the sovereign in her handkerchief, and thrust it into her bodice. She was repeating, “Dr. Hedges, the third door from here, on the same side,” over and over again, without knowing it, so mechanically, that she would have passed the door had she not seen a brougham standing outside. It was the doctor’s brougham, and as she went up the steps in front of the house, the door opened and the doctor himself came out. “I want you, please, to come with me at once,” she said; “my baby … I’m afraid he’ll die if you don’t. Can you come at once?”


  The doctor looked at her critically; he liked pretty women, and this one was so young too. “Yes, my dear,” he said, “I’ll come at once, if you like. Where is it? All right; jump in; we’ll be there in a minute.”


  The doctor talked cheerfully, and without expecting any answer, all the ·159· way to the house. “It ’s the mother,” he thought to himself, “who wants the doctor.” Lucy sat by his side white and motionless, putting up her hand sometimes to her bodice, to feel if the gold was there. “Heart wrong,” thought the doctor.


  When they reached the house, Lucy opened the door. “Come in,” she said, and began to fly up the stairs; then, suddenly checking herself, “No, come quietly, perhaps baby is sleeping.” They went up quietly, and Lucy opened the attic door with infinite precaution. As she held open the door for the doctor to come in, she saw Mrs. Marsh move towards her, she saw the bed, and on the bed a little body lying motionless, its white face on the pillow; she saw it all at a glance, and, as the doctor came cheerfully into the room, she realized that everything had been in vain, that (she said to herself) she had waited just too long.


  She sat down by the side of the bed, and looked straight in front of her, not saying a word, nor crying; she seemed to herself to have been stunned. The doctor examined the child, and then, taking Mrs. Marsh into a corner of the room, began to question her. “Poor little thing,” said Mrs. Marsh, “he just went off like you might have snuffed out a candle. He was always weakly, like; and she, you know, sir, she ain’t by no means strong, not fit to have the charge of a baby, sir. I’m that thankful she takes it so quiet like. Did you say, sir, there’ll have to be a crowner’s quest? Well, I do hope not; it do look so bad.”


  At this moment they heard a wild cry behind them; both turned, and saw Lucy fling herself full length upon the bed, clasping the little body in her arms, sobbing convulsively. The tears streamed down her cheeks, the sobs forced themselves out in great bursts, almost in shouts. “It will do her good to have a good cry,” said the doctor. “I’ll leave you now; rely on me to see after things.” And he went out quietly.


  Lucy never remembered quite how she got through the rest of that day. It always seemed to her afterwards like a bad dream, through which she had found her way vaguely, in a thick darkness. Early in the evening she undressed and went to bed, and then, lying awake in the little room where the dead baby lay folded in white things and covered up for its long sleep, her mind seemed to soak in, unconsciously, all the discomfortable impressions that had made up her life since she had been living in that miserable little room. Through all the hopeless sordidness of that life she lived again, enduring the insults of the laundry, the labour of long days, starvation almost, and the loneliness of forced companionship with such people as Mrs. Marsh ·160· and Polly the ironer. She had borne it for her child’s sake, and now there was no longer any reason for bearing it. Her life had come to a full stop; the past was irrevocably past, folded away like the little dead body; her mind had not the courage to look a single step before her into the future; she closed her eyes, and tried to shut down the darkness upon her brain.


  When she awoke in the morning it was nearly nine o’clock. She got up and dressed slowly, carefully, and when she had had her breakfast she went out to an undertaker’s, from whom she ordered a baby’s coffin. Remembering that she had a sovereign, she asked him to make it very nicely, and chose the particular kind of wood. She stayed in the shop some time, looking at inscriptions on the coffin lids, and asking questions about the ages of the people who were going to be buried. When she got back it was nearly eleven. She had taken off her hat, and was tidying her hair, quite mechanically, in front of the glass, when she heard a clock strike. Then she remembered that Mr. Barfoot was coming to see her about eleven. She stood there, lifting the hair back from her forehead with her two thin hands, and her eyes met their reflection in the glass, very seriously and meditatively.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}
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  THE TRUANTS’ HOLIDAY


  
    [image: C]OME, let us forth, Sibylla! The brave day,


    See, ’s all a-quiver with its gold and blue!


    Come, let us fly these paltry streets, and pay


    Our matin worship at some woodland shrine,


    Where yet the pearl ’s on rose and eglantine


    Not vainly there to sue


    From Nature’s absolution and grave peace


    Of town-bred weariness an hour or so ’s release!

  


  
    Oh! what enchantment lures us! The glad fields,


    The dappled woodland, the chaste, whispering stream;


    Yea, every marvel which rare Nature yields


    Of colour, or perfume, or entangled sound,


    To those who awefully approach her ground;—


    Dear, how each joy doth seem


    This hour conspired t’ entrance us in some spell


    Of fairyland’s delight, no mortal song may tell!

  


  
    What are these days we spend in curious toil,


    In hectic pleasure, and misname them life?


    Ah! what last gain shall London’s heart assoil


    For skies beclouded, Nature’s fragrant breath


    Made poisonous for us; whilst, more grim than Death,


    Amid the lonely strife,


    Goading us on from fatal hour to hour


    The brooding eyes of Care on her cowed victims lower?

  


  
    Come, let us forth! why heed pale Duty’s frown,


    If from th’ accustomed task our truant feet


    Turn wantonly, stale prisoners of the Town?


    Come, come, let ’s haste, ere yet a jealous fate


    ·164· On steps that falter shall cry out “Too late!”


    Nay, do not linger, Sweet!


    Joy calls a-flying: whoso fears t’ obey her,


    May grieve the live-long day in vain attempt to stay her!

  


  Selwyn Image.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  THE KIND OF FICTION CALLED MORBID


  [image: T]HIS is a poison-bad world for the romancer, this Anglo-Saxon world,” wrote Robert Louis Stevenson to Mr. Sidney Colvin: and if a popular writer with an obvious style, after his years of experience, came to this conclusion, we risk little in asserting that the same conclusion has been reached by many another writer whose style is not obvious, and who is not so popular. Amongst these, the man who would be always introducing the thin presence of Death is, without doubt, the most reviled; we will have nothing of a fellow who comes to our feasts with a skull. And though we all agree that Memento homo quia pulvis es is a fine and wise saying, yet, i’ faith! we are content to leave it at that; and we clap the rogue who recalls it in the stocks. Nay! Ash Wednesday would have been long ago rubbed out of the calendar, save that we are careful not to understand the full significance of it; just as we are careful not to understand the full significance of Good Friday.


  The smiling gentleman who hails us in the street does not like to think that one day he must be dead; archbishops are supposed not to like a dwelling on that; and a certain parson of easy life, whose business it is to preach mortality, when invited by a plain writer to fall into a better acquaintance with the cold guide who shall lead him to the Eternal Hills, flies into a passion, calls my plain writer (of all things in the world!) immoral, and sits down, raging, to write insolent letters to the papers. But (you will ask), do not these people give a man the credit of his courage in facing what they dare not face? Well, no. For when a man has done the day’s appointed labour, he stirs the fire, sinks into his armchair, and lo! in a trice he spurns the hearth and is off swinging the sword and aiding somewhat sulky damsels with De Marsac; or, if he is of a cold habit of body, he wanders in lanes where the clover breathes, and John and Joan while away the white-winged hours a-wooing. Or again, he hies to the ball, and watches the tenderness with which my lord and the farmer’s daughter take the floor. If, then, to this man ·168· a person of wry visage and hearse-like airs comes offering a sombre story—why, up he leaps, grasps the intrusive fellow by the shoulders, and lands him in the street. No; it is certain that abnormal nerves are not understood or thought proper in the suburban villa: and they are not tolerated by the Press, which is almost the same thing. Even editors, those cocks that show how the popular wind blows, if they have no kicks, have few ha’pence for the writer of stories which are not sops to our pleasure. The thought of death is not pleasant! (folk may be imagined to exclaim); to escape that we laugh at sorry farces and the works of Mr. Mark Twain; and yet, here is a zany with a hatful of dun thoughts formed to make one meditate on one’s tomb for a week!


  Still, for him, poor devil! life is not all (as they say) beer and skittles. With an impatience of facility, he sets to work sedulously on a branch of art which he is pleased to consider difficult; it cannot be pleasant work, since it progresses with shudders and cold sweats; it cannot be easy, since it is acknowledged to be no easy thing to turn the blood from men’s faces. He is even charmed by the fancy that he is driving his pen to a very high measure. He may (by chance) be right; he is possibly wrong; but I am glad to say I have yet to hear that Banquo’s ghost at the feast, and Cæsar’s ghost in the tent, are deemed infamous, or (as the cant goes) immoral. And, talking of Shakespeare, has it ever occurred to you how the critics would waggle their heads at “Romeo and Juliet,” if it were presented to-day as a new piece by William Shakespeare, Esq.?


  
    “As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,


    Where, for these many hundred years, the bones


    Of all my buried ancestors are pack’d;


    Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,


    Lies festering in his shroud; where, as they say,


    At some hours in the night spirits resort;—


    Alack! alack! is it not like, that I,


    So early waking,—what with loathsome smells,


    And shrieks like mandrakes’ torn out of the earth,


    That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;—


    O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught,


    Environed with all these hideous fears?


    And madly play with my forefathers’ joints?


    And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud?


    And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s bone,


    As with a club, dash out my desperate brains?”

  


  Methinks I see the words: “exotic,” “morbid,” “unhealthy,” ready-made for that! Ah! how, then, can my modern writer expect to be suffered, ·169· any more than we suffer an undertaker to send out cards setting forth the excellence of his wares. When he takes to the road, he must know that he is in for a weary and footsore journey: comely persons, in beautiful garments, with eyes full of invitation look down from bordering windows and jeer at his sober parade; he sees cool, shaded by-lanes which are never for him; others pass him on the road singing blithe, gamesome songs, and he is left to loiter. And be sure he travels in glum company: the stiff-featured dead, with their thin hands and strange smile, fall into step with him and tell him their dreamlike tales. The poor dead, whom we all forget so soon on this sunny earth! I think they tell him that they have a kindness for those who perform the last offices for them: the dead villager for the barber and the crone, the dead peer for the undertakers who come by night to Belgrave Square. Perhaps it is from fear of the ghosts who attend the march, that the writers of aweful stories are few and far between, up and down the world. And when we meet with such a one, whose head is humming like a top from the gray talk of his fellow-passengers, should we not thank (rather than stone) him for his sense of the decency of things, which prevents him from going tearing mad and holding the highway with a gun? I will wager that the recognition of this is all he asks of reward from the “poison-bad world for the romancer,” for sticking with iron courage to the graveside, and refusing to engage in work less resolute, and more easy.


  Yes, more easy; for it is more easy—if more degrading—to write a certain kind of novel. To take a fanciful instance, it is more easy to write the history of Miss Perfect: how, upon the death of her parents, she comes to reside in the village, and lives there mildly and sedately; and how one day, in the course of her walk abroad, she is noticed by the squire’s lady, who straightway transports her to the Hall. And, of course, she soon becomes mighty well with the family, and the squire’s son becomes enamoured of her. Then the clouds must gather: and a villain lord comes on the scene to bombard her virtue with clumsy artillery. Finding after months that her virtue dwells in an impregnable citadel, he turns to, and jibes and goads the young squire to the fighting point. And, presto! there they are, hard at it with bare steel, on the Norman beach, of a drizzling morning; and the squire is just pressing hot upon my lord, when—it’s hey! for the old love, and ho! for the new—out rushes my Miss Perfect to our great amazement, and falls between the swords down on the stinging sands, in the sight of the toiling sea. Now I maintain, that a novel woven of these meagre threads, and set out in three volumes and a brave binding, would put up a good front at Mudie’s; ·170· would become, it too, after a while, morality packed in a box. For nowadays we seem to nourish our morals with the thinnest milk and water, with a good dose of sugar added, and not a suspicion of lemon at all.


  You will note that the letter-writer says, the “Anglo-Saxon world”—Great Britain, say! and the United States; and it is well to keep in mind this distinction. In France, for example, people appear eager to watch how art triumphs over any matter. “Charles Baudelaire,” says Hamerton, “had the poetical organization with all its worst inconveniences;” but one inconvenience he had not—the inconvenience of a timid public not interested in form, and with a profound hatred of the unusual: a public from which Edgar Poe, Beddoes, and Francis Saltus (to name but three) suffered—how poignantly! Let us cling by all means to our George Meredith, our Henry James—our Miss Rhoda Broughton, if you will; but then let us try, if we cannot be towards others, unlike these, if not encouraging, at the least not actively hostile and harassing, when they go out in the black night to follow their own sullen will-o’-the-wisps.


  Vincent O’sullivan.


  {·  ·}
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  COUNTESS MARIE OF THE ANGELS


  À Jean de Tinan


  I


  [image: A]S he turned out of his hotel in the Avenue de l’Opéra, comparatively obscure at that hour, and emerged into the grands boulevards, Paris flashed upon him, all at once, her brightest illumination: row upon row of lamps tapering away in a double file to meet in a single point of light far away in the direction of the Place de la République. If it was winter by the calendar, the languid mellowness of a fine autumn lingered in the air. The Boulevard des Italiens was massed with wayfarers, sauntering, lounging with aimless and amiable nonchalance, while a gay Sunday crowd monopolized all the little tables outside the small and large cafés.


  Colonel Mallory searched for a vacant place at one of them, then abandoned the search and moved slowly along, joining the rest of the throng with steps as aimless, but with sentiments somewhat remote from theirs.


  Fifty, perhaps, of middle stature, his white moustache was in striking contrast with his short, crisp hair which had retained its original darkness. Obviously English, with his keen, blue eyes; obviously a soldier too, in gait and bearing, and in a certain sternness which comes of command, of high responsibility in perilous places, even when that command is kindly. An Anglo-Indian, to judge by his complexion, and the lines, tell-tale of the tropics, which scored his long, lean face, the colour of parchment. Less obviously English, and hardly military, was a certain grace, almost exotic, in his manner. He had emerged into the Boulevard Montmartre before a café, less frequented than the others, caught his eye, and with a certain relief he could possess himself of a vacant chair on the terrasse. He ordered a drink, lit a cigar, and settled himself to watch with an interest which was not so much present as retrospective, the crowd of passers-by. And as he watched his eyes softened into sadness.


  ·174· He had arrived from England that morning—he had not so very long arrived from India—and this crowd, these lights, the hard, bright gaiety of the boulevards was at once fantastically strange to him and strangely familiar; for, twenty, or was it nearer thirty years ago, Paris had been to him not merely the city of cities, but that one of them which most represented old associations, his adolescence, boyhood, childhood. True, there had been Les Rochers, the dilapidated château, half ruin to his recollection, and now wholly a ruin, or perhaps demolished—Les Rochers in the Vendée, where he had been born, where he had spent his summer holidays, where—how many years ago?—being at home on leave, just after he had obtained his company, he had closed the eyes of his mother.


  But Paris! It was his best remembered boyhood; the interrupted studies in the Quartier, the Lycée, the boyish friendships, long since obliterated, the days of congé spent in the little hotel in the Rue de Varennes, where, more often than at Les Rochers, his mother, on her perpetual couch, economized her delicate days—days even then so clearly defined—as it were in an half twilight. Yes, until death and estrangement and the stern hand of circumstance had cast away that old life into the limbo of the dear irrevocable, that old life had been—Paris! Episodes the rest: the occasional visits to the relations of his English father; and later, episodes too, London, murky London, the days at Wren’s, the month or so with an army-coach at Bonn, the course at Woolwich; almost episodical too the first year of his soldiering. Quartered at Dover, what leave fell to him, he had spent in Paris—at Les Rochers sometimes, but more often at Paris—in those strangely silent rooms in the Rue de Varennes.


  Looking out now, the phantasmagoria of the boulevards was obliterated and those old days floated up before him. Long before Woolwich: that time when he was a Lycéen, in the winter holidays. A vision so distinct! His mother’s salon, the ancient, withered furniture, the faded silk of the Louis XV. chairs, the worn carpet: his mother’s refined and suffering face, the quaint bird-like features of the two old Mesdemoiselles de la Touche—the near neighbours of his mother and the most intimate gossips round her couch—two ancient sisters, very noble and very withered, dating from Charles X., absorbed in good works, in the merits of their confessor, and in the exile of Frohsdorf. Very shadowy figures, more shadowy even than that of himself, in the trim uniform of his Lycée; a grave and rather silent boy, saddened by the twilight of that house, the atmosphere of his invalid mother.


  More distinct was the dainty figure of a little girl, a child of fifteen, but seeming younger, united to him by a certain cousinship, remote enough to be ·175· valued, who, on her days of exit from the Sacré Cœur (his mother’s constant visitor), talked with him sedately, softly—for there was a sort of hush always in that house—in an alcove of the sombre room. This child with her fragility, her face of a youthful Madonna, the decorous plaits in which her silken hair was gathered, losing thereby some of its lustre—the child seemed incongruous with and somewhat crushed and awed beneath the weight of her sonorous names: Marie-Joseph-Angèle de la Tour de Boiserie.


  What did they converse of on those long and really isolated afternoons—isolated, for their elders, if they were present, and their presence overshadowed them, were really so remote, with their lives in the past, in lost things; their so little hold on, or care of, the future?


  But these were young, and if some of the freshness of youth had been sacrificed a little to what was oppressive in their surroundings, yet they were young things, with certain common interests, and a future before them, if not of boundless possibilities, still a future.


  Yet it was hardly of love which they could speak, though their kindness for each other, fostered by somewhat similar conditions, had ripened into that feeling. Of love there could be no question: for Sebastian Mallory, as for his little companion, their life, as it should be, had been already somewhat arranged. For Angèle, had not the iron-featured old grandmother, in her stately but penurious retreat near Les Rochers, resolved long ago that the shattered fortunes of a great house, so poor in all but name, were to be retrieved by a rich marriage? And for Sebastian, was not all hope of fortune centred in his adhesion to the plan which had so long been made for him: the course at Woolwich, the military career—with its prosperous probabilities beneath the protection of an influential relative—the exile, as it sometimes seemed to him then, in England? …


  Certainly, there was much affection between these two, an affection maintained on the strength of the ambiguous cousinship, in a correspondence, scanty, but on each side sincere, for at least a few years after their roads had diverged. And there were other memories, later and more poignant, and as distinct, which surged up before his eyes; and the actual life of the boulevards grew vaguer. Had life been too much arranged for them? Had it been happier, perhaps, for him, for her, if they had been less acquiescent to circumstance, had interpreted duty, necessity—words early familiar to them—more leniently?


  Colonel Mallory, at fifty, with his prosperous life behind him—and it had not been without its meed of glory—wondered to-night whether, after all, it ·176· had not been with prophetic foresight, that once, writing, in a sudden mood of despondency, more frankly than usual, to that charming friend of his boyhood, he had said, years ago:


  “I feel all this is a mistake;” and, lower down in the same letter: “Paris haunts me like a regret. I feel, as we say here, ‘out of it.’ And I fear I shall never make a good soldier. Not that I mean that I am lacking in physical courage, nor that I should disgrace myself under fire. But there is a difference between that and possession of the military vocation, and nature never designed me to be a man of action…. My mother, you, yourself, my dear, grave cousin and councillor, think much of duty, and I shall always endeavour to do mine—as circumstances have set it down for me—but there is a duty one owes to oneself, to one’s character, and in that, perhaps, I have failed!”


  A letter, dated “Simla,” the last he would ever write to Mademoiselle de la Tour de Boiserie, actually, at that time, though of this fact he was ignorant, betrothed to a certain Comte Raoul des Anges. The news of the marriage reached him months later, just fresh from the excitement and tumult of a little border war, from which he had returned with a name already associated with gallantry, and a somewhat ugly wound from a Pathan spear.


  In hospital, in the long nights and days, in the grievous heats, he had leisure for thought, and it is to be presumed he exercised it in a more strict analysis of his feelings, and it was certainly from this date that a somewhat stern reticence and reserve, which had always characterized his manner, became ingrained and inveterate.


  And it was reticently, incidentally, and with little obvious feeling that he touched on the news in a letter to his mother:


  “Et ce M. des Anges, dont je ne connais que le nom, est-il digne de notre enfant? His name at least is propitious. Tell la petite cousine—or tell her not, as you think fit, that to me she will always be ‘Marie of the Angels.’”


  II


  That had seemed the end of it, of their vaguely tender and now so incongruous relation; as it was inevitably the end of their correspondence. And he set himself, buoyed up by a certain vein of austerity in his nature, to conquer that instinctive distaste which, from time to time, still exercised him towards his profession, to throw himself into its practice and theory, if not with ardour, at least with an earnestness that was its creditable imitation. And in due time he reaped his reward….


  ·177· But there was another memory—for the past will so very rarely bury its dead—a memory intense and incandescent, and, for all its bitterness, one which he could ill have spared.


  That was five years later: invalided home, on a long leave, with a fine aroma of distinction attaching to him, it was after the funeral of his mother, after all the sad and wearisome arrangements for the disposition of Les Rochers that Colonel—then Captain—Mallory heard in Paris the loud and scandalous rumours which were associated with the figure of the Comte Raoul des Anges. There was pity mingled with the contempt with which his name was more often mentioned, for the man was young—it was his redeeming feature—but an insensé! It was weakness of character (some whispered weakness of intellect) and not natural vice: so the world spoke most frequently. But his head had been turned, it had not been strong enough to support the sudden weight of his immense fortune. A great name and a colossal fortune, and (bon garçon though he was) the intelligence of a rabbit!


  In Paris, to go no further, is there not a whole army of the shrewd, the needy, and the plausible, ready to exploit such a conjunction? And to this army of well-dressed pimps and parasites, Raoul had been an easy victim. The great name had been dragged in the mire, the colossal fortune was rapidly evaporating in the same direction, what was left of the little intelligence was debased and ruined. A marriage too early, before the lad had time to collect himself, for old Madame des Anges had kept him very tight, perhaps that had been largely responsible for the collapse. And it was said the Comtesse des Anges was little congenial, a prude, at least a dévote, who could hardly be expected to manage ce pauvre Raoul. She was little known in Paris. They were separated of course, had been for a year or more; she was living with her baby, very quietly, in some old house, which belonged to her family, at Sceaux—or was it at Fontenay-aux-Roses?—on the remnants of her own fortune.


  All this, and much more, Mallory heard in club and in café during that memorable sojourn in Paris. He said nothing, but he raged inwardly; and one day, moved by an immense impulse of pity and tenderness, he went down to Fontenay-aux-Roses, to visit Madame des Anges.


  His visit was only for a week; that was the memory which he could not spare, and which was yet so surpassingly bitter. He had stopped at Sceaux, at an unpretending inn, but each day he had walked over to Fontenay, and each day had spent many hours with her, chiefly in the old-fashioned garden which surrounded her house. She had changed, but she had always the same ·178· indefinable charm for him; and the virginal purity of her noble beauty, marriage had not assailed, if it had saddened. And if, at first, she was a little strange, gradually the recollection of their old alliance, her consciousness of the profundity of his kindness for her, melted the ice of their estrangement.


  At last she spoke to him freely, though it had needed no speech of hers for him to discern that she was a woman who had suffered; and in the light of her great unhappiness, he only then saw all that she was to him, and how much he himself had suffered.


  They were very much alone. It was late in the year; the gay crowd of the endimanchés had long ceased to make their weekly pilgrimages to the enchanting suburbs which surround Paris with a veritable garden of delight; and the smart villas on the hill-side, at Sceaux and Fontenay, were shut up and abandoned to caretakers. So that Captain Mallory could visit the Châlet des Rosiers without exciting undue remark, or remark that was to be accounted.


  And one afternoon, as was inevitable, the flood-gates were broken down, and their two souls looked one another in the face. But if, for one moment, she abandoned herself, weeping pitiably on his shoulders, carried away, terrified almost by the vehemence of his passion; for the volcanoes, which were hidden beneath the fine crust of his reticence, his self-restraint, she had but dimly suspected; it was only for a moment. The reaction was swift and bitter; her whole life, her education, her tradition, were stronger than his protestations, stronger than their love, their extreme sympathy, stronger than her misery. And before she had answered him—calm now, although the tears were in her voice—he knew instinctively that she was once more far away from him, that she was not heeding his arguments, that what he had proposed was impossible; life was too strong for them. “Leave me, my friend, my good and old friend! I was wrong—God forgive me—even to listen to you! The one thing you can do to help me, the one thing I ask of you, for the sake of our old kindness, is—to leave me.”


  He had obeyed her, for the compassion, with which his love was mingled, had purged passion in him of its baser concomitants. And when the next day he had called, hardly knowing himself the object of his visit, but ready, if she still so willed it, that it should be a final one, she had not received him…. He was once more in India, when a packet of his old letters to her, some of them in a quite boyish handwriting, were returned to him. That she had kept them at all touched him strangely; that she should have returned them now gave him a very clear and cruel vision of how ruthlessly she would ·179· expiate the most momentary deviation from her terrible sense of duty. And the tide of his tenderness rose higher; and with his tenderness, from time to time, a certain hope, a hope which he tried to suppress, as being somewhat of a lâcheté, began to be mingled.


  III


  “Paris haunts me like a regret!” That old phrase, in his last letter to Mademoiselle de la Tour de Boiserie, returned to him with irony, as he sat on the boulevard, and he smiled sadly, for the charm of Paris seemed to him now like a long disused habit. Yet, after all, had he given reminiscence a chance? For it was hardly Paris of the grands boulevards, with its crude illumination, its hard brilliancy, its cosmopolitan life of strangers and sojourners, which his regret had implied. The Paris of his memories, the other more intimate Paris, from the Faubourg Saint Germain to the quarter of ancient, intricate streets behind the Panthéon:—there was time to visit that, to wander vaguely in the fine evening, and recall the old landmarks, if it was hardly the hour to call on Madame des Anges.


  He dined at an adjacent restaurant, hastily, for time had slipped by him—then hailed a cab, which he dismissed at the Louvre, for, after the lassitude of his meditation, a feverish impulse to walk had seized him. He traversed the Place de Carrousel, that stateliest of all squares, now gaunt and cold and bare, in its white brilliance of electricity, crossed the bridge, and then striking along the Quai, found himself almost instinctively turning into the Rue du Bac. Before a certain number he came to a halt, and stood gazing up at the inexpressive windows….


  More than a year ago that which he had dimly hoped, and had hated himself for hoping, had befallen. The paralytic imbecile, who had dragged out an apology for a life, which at its very best would hardly have been missed, and which had been for fifteen years a burden to himself and others, the Comte Raoul des Anges, that gilded calf of a season, whose scandalous fame had long since been forgotten, was gathered to his forefathers. That news reached Colonel Mallory in India, and mechanically, and with no very definite object in his mind, yet with a distinct sense that this course was an inevitable corollary, he had handed in his papers. But some nine months later, when, relieved of his command, and gazetted as no longer of Her Majesty’s service, he was once more in possession of his freedom, it was a very different man to that youthful one who had made such broken and ·180· impassioned utterances in the garden of the Châlet des Rosiers, who ultimately embarked in England.


  The life, the service, for which he had retained, to the last, something of his old aversion, for which he had possessed, however well he had acquitted himself, perhaps little real capacity: all that had left its mark on him. He had looked on the face of Death, and affronted him so often, had missed him so narrowly, had seen him amid bloodshed and the clash of arms, and, with the same equanimity, in times of peace, when, yet more terribly, his angel, Cholera, devastated whole companies in a night, that life had come to have few terrors for him, and less importance.


  Yet what was left of the old Sebastian Mallory was his abiding memory, a continual sense (as it were of a spiritual presence cheering and supporting him) of the one woman whom he had loved, whom he still loved, if not with his youth’s original ardour, yet with a great tenderness and pity, partaking of the nature of the theological charity.


  “Marie of the Angels,” as he had once in whimsical sadness called her. Yes! He could feel now, after all those years of separation, that she had been to him in some sort a genius actually angelic, affording him just that salutary ideal, which a man needs, to carry him honourably, or, at least, without too much self-disgust, through the miry ways of life. And that was why, past fifty, a grim, kindly, soldierly man, he had given up soldiering and returned to find her. That was why he stood now in the Rue du Bac—for it was from there, on hearing of his intention, she had addressed him—gazing up in a sentimentality almost boyish, at those blank, unlit windows.


  IV


  Those windows, so cold and irresponsive, he could explain, when, returning to his hotel, he found a note from her. It was dated from the Châlet des Rosiers. She was so little in Paris, that she had thoughts of letting her house; but, to meet an old and valued friend, she would gladly have awaited him there—only, her daughter (she was still at the Sacré Cœur, although it was her last term) had been ailing. Paris did not agree with the child, and, perforce, she had been obliged to go down to Fontenay to prepare for her reception. There, at any time, was it necessary to say it? she would be glad, oh, so glad, to receive him! There was sincerity in this letter, which spoke of other things, of his life, and his great success—had she not read of him in the papers? There was affection, too, between the somewhat formal lines, reticent but real; ·181· so much was plain to him. But the little note struck chill to him; it caused him to spend a night more troubled and painful than was his wont—for he slept as a rule the sleep of the old campaigner, and his trouble was the greater because of his growing suspicion, that, after all, the note which Madame des Anges had struck was the true one, for both of them; that a response to it in any other key would be factitious, and that his pilgrimage was a self-deception. And this impression was only heightened when, on the morrow, he made his way to the station of the Luxembourg, which had been erected long since his day, when the facilities of travel were less frequent, and took his ticket for Fontenay. So many thousand miles he had come to see her, and already a certain vague terror of his approaching interview was invading him. Ah! if it had been Paris! … But here, at Fontenay-aux-Roses there was no fortunate omen. It represented no common memories, but rather their separate lives and histories, except, indeed, for one brief and unhappy moment which could hardly be called propitious….


  Yet it was a really kind and friendly reception which she gave him; and his heart went out to her, when, after déjeuner, they talked of quite trivial things, and he sat watching her, her fine hands folded in her lap, in the little faded salon, which smelt of flowers. She had always her noble charm, and something of her old beauty, although that was but the pale ghost of what it had once been, and her soft hair, upon which she wore no insincere symbols of widowhood, was but little streaked with gray. She had proposed a stroll in the garden, where a few of its famed roses still lingered, but he made a quick gesture of refusal, and a slight flush, which suffused her pale face, told him that she comprehended his instinctive reluctance.


  He fell into a brooding reverie, from which, presently, she softly interrupted him.


  “You look remote and sad,” she murmured; “that is wrong—the sadness! It is a pleasant day, this, for me, and I had hoped it would be the same for you too.”


  “I was thinking, thinking,” he said,—“that I have always missed my happiness.”


  Then abruptly, before she could interrupt him, rising and standing before her, his head a little bowed:


  “It is late in the day, but, Angèle, will you marry me?”


  She was silent for a few minutes, gazing steadily with her calm and melancholy gaze into his eyes, which presently avoided it. Then she said:


  ·182· “I was afraid that some such notion was in your mind. Yet I am not sorry you have spoken, for it gives me an opportunity,—an occasion of being quite sincere with you, of reasoning.”


  “Oh, I am very reasonable,” he said, sadly.


  “Yes,” she threw back, quickly. “And that is why I can speak. No,” she went on, after a moment, “there is no need to reason with you. My dear old friend, you see yourself as clearly as I do,—examine your heart honestly—you had no real faith in your project, you knew that it was impossible.”


  He made no attempt to contradict her.


  “You may be right,” he said; “yes, very likely, you are right. There is a season for all things, for one’s happiness as for the rest, and missing it once, one misses it for ever…. But if things had been different. Oh, Angèle, I have loved you very well!”


  She rose in her turn, made a step towards him, and there were tears in her eyes.


  “My good and kind old friend! Believe me, I know it, I have always known it. How much it has helped me—through what dark and difficult days—I can say that now: the knowledge of how you felt, how loyal and staunch you were. You were never far away, even in India; and only once it hurt me.” She broke off abruptly, as with a sudden transition of thought; she caught hold of both his hands, and, unresistingly, he followed her into the garden. “I will not have you take away any bitter memories of this place,” she said, with a smile. “Here, where you once made a great mistake, I should like to have a recantation from your own lips, to hear that you are glad, grateful, to have escaped a great madness, a certain misery.”


  “There are some miseries which are like happiness.”


  “There are some renunciations which are better than happiness.”


  After a while he resumed, reluctantly:


  “You are different to other women, you always knew best the needs of your own life. I see now that you would have been miserable.”


  “And you?” she asked, quickly.


  “I may think your ideal of conduct too high, too hard for poor human flesh. I dare not say you are wrong…. But, no, to have known always that I had been the cause of your failing in that ideal, of lowering yourself in your own eyes—that would not have been happiness.”


  “That was what I wanted,” she said, quickly.


  Later, as he was leaving her—and there had been only vague talk of any further meeting—he said, suddenly:


  ·183· “I hate to think of your days here; they stretch out with a sort of grayness. How will you live?”


  “You forget I have my child, Ursule,” she said. “She must necessarily occupy me very much now that she is leaving the convent. And you—you have——”


  “I have given up my profession.”


  “Yes, so much I knew. But you have inherited an estate, have you not?”


  “My uncle’s place. Yes, I have Beauchamp. I suppose I shall live there. I believe it has been very much neglected.”


  “Yes, that is right. There is always something to do. I shall like to think of you as a model landlord.”


  “Think of me rather as a model friend,” he said, bowing to kiss her hand as he said good-bye to her.


  Ernest Dowson.


  Paris—Pont-Aven, 1896.


  {·  ·}


  A Footnote


  by

  Aubrey Beardsley


  {·  ·}
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  UNDER THE HILL


  A Romantic Story


  CHAPTER IV


  [image: I]T is always delightful to wake up in a new bedroom. The fresh wall-paper, the strange pictures, the positions of doors and windows, imperfectly grasped the night before, are revealed with all the charm of surprise when we open our eyes the next morning.


  It was about eight o’clock when Fanfreluche awoke, stretched himself deliciously in his great plumed four-post bed, murmured “What a pretty room!” and freshened the frilled silk pillows behind him. Through the slim parting of the long flowered window curtains, he caught a peep of the sun-lit lawns outside, the silver fountains, the bright flowers, the gardeners at work, and beneath the shady trees some early breakfasters, dressed for a day’s hunting in the distant wooded valleys.


  “How sweet it all is,” exclaimed the Abbé, yawning with infinite content. Then he lay back in his bed, stared at the curious patterned canopy above him and nursed his waking thoughts.


  He thought of the “Romaunt de la Rose,” beautiful, but all too brief.


  Of the Claude in Lady Delaware’s collection.[10]


  Of a wonderful pair of blonde trousers he would get Madame Belleville to make for him.


  Of a mysterious park full of faint echoes and romantic sounds.


  Of a great stagnant lake that must have held the subtlest frogs that ever were, and was surrounded with dark unreflected trees, and sleeping fleurs de luce.


  Of Saint Rose, the well-known Peruvian virgin; how she vowed herself ·188· to perpetual virginity when she was four years old;[11] how she was beloved by Mary, who from the pale fresco in the Church of Saint Dominic, would stretch out her arms to embrace her; how she built a little oratory at the end of the garden and prayed and sang hymns in it till all the beetles, spiders, snails and creeping things came round to listen; how she promised to marry Ferdinand de Flores, and on the bridal morning perfumed herself and painted her lips, and put on her wedding frock, and decked her hair with roses, and went up to a little hill not far without the walls of Lima; how she knelt there some moments calling tenderly upon Our Lady’s name, and how Saint Mary descended and kissed Rose upon the forehead and carried her up swiftly into heaven.


  He thought of the splendid opening of Racine’s “Britannicus.”


  Of a strange pamphlet he had found in Helen’s library, called “A Plea for the Domestication of the Unicorn.”


  Of the “Bacchanals of Sporion.”[12]


  ·191· Of Morales’ Madonnas with their high egg-shaped creamy foreheads and well-crimped silken hair.


  Of Rossini’s “Stabat Mater” (that delightful demodé piece of decadence, with a quality in its music like the bloom upon wax fruit).


  Of love, and of a hundred other things.
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  ·192· Then his half-closed eyes wandered among the prints that hung upon the rose-striped walls. Within the delicate curved frames lived the corrupt and gracious creatures of Dorat and his school, slender children in masque and domino smiling horribly, exquisite letchers leaning over the shoulders of smooth doll-like girls and doing nothing in particular, terrible little Pierrots posing as lady lovers and pointing at something outside the picture, and unearthly fops and huge bird-like women mingling in some rococo room, lighted mysteriously by the flicker of a dying fire that throws great shadows upon wall and ceiling.


  Fanfreluche had taken some books to bed with him. One was the witty, extravagant, “Tuesday and Josephine,” another was the score of “The Rheingold.” Making a pulpit of his knees he propped up the opera before him and turned over the pages with a loving hand, and found it delicious to attack Wagner’s brilliant comedy with the cool head of the morning.[13] Once more he was ravished with the beauty and wit of the opening scene; the mystery of its prelude that seems to come up from the very mud of the Rhine, and to be as ancient, the abominable primitive wantonness of the music that follows the talk and movements of the Rhine-maidens, the black, hateful sounds of Alberic’s love-making, and the flowing melody of the river of legends.


  But it was the third tableau that he applauded most that morning, the scene where Loge, like some flamboyant primeval Scapin, practises his ·195· cunning upon Alberic. The feverish insistent ringing of the hammers at the forge, the dry staccato restlessness of Mime, the ceaseless coming and going of the troup of Niblungs, drawn hither and thither like a flock of terror-stricken and infernal sheep, Alberic’s savage activity and metamorphoses, and Loge’s rapid, flaming tongue-like movements, make the tableau the least reposeful, most troubled and confusing thing in the whole range of opera. How the Abbé rejoiced in the extravagant monstrous poetry, the heated melodrama, and splendid agitation of it all!
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  At eleven o’clock Fanfreluche got up and slipped off his dainty night-dress.


  His bathroom was the largest and perhaps the most beautiful apartment in his splendid suite. The well-known engraving by Lorette that forms the frontispiece to Millevoye’s “Architecture du XVIIIme siècle” will give you a better idea than any words of mine of the construction and decoration of the room. Only in Lorette’s engraving the bath sunk into the middle of the floor is a little too small.


  Fanfreluche stood for a moment like Narcissus gazing at his reflection in the still scented water, and then just ruffling its smooth surface with one foot, stepped elegantly into the cool basin and swam round it twice very gracefully. However, it is not so much at the very bath itself as in the drying and delicious frictions that a bather finds his chiefest joys, and Helen had appointed her most tried attendants to wait upon Fanfreluche. He was more than satisfied with their attention, that aroused feelings within him almost amounting to gratitude, and when the rites were ended any touch of home-sickness he might have felt was utterly dispelled. After he had rested a little, and sipped his chocolate, he wandered into the dressing-room, where, under the direction of the superb Dancourt, his toilet was completed.


  As pleased as Lord Foppington with his appearance, the Abbé tripped off to bid good-morning to Helen. He found her in a sweet white muslin frock, wandering upon the lawn, and plucking flowers to deck her breakfast table. He kissed her lightly upon the neck.


  “I’m just going to feed Adolphe,” she said, pointing to a little reticule of buns that hung from her arm. Adolphe was her pet unicorn. “He is such a dear,” she continued; “milk white all over, excepting his nose, mouth, and nostrils. This way.” The unicorn had a very pretty palace of its own made of green foliage and golden bars, a fitting home for such a delicate and dainty beast. Ah, it was a splendid thing to watch the white creature roaming in its artful cage, proud and beautiful, knowing no mate, and coming to no hand except the queen’s itself. As Fanfreluche and Helen approached, Adolphe ·196· began prancing and curvetting, pawing the soft turf with his ivory hoofs and flaunting his tail like a gonfalon. Helen raised the latch and entered.


  “You mustn’t come in with me, Adolphe is so jealous,” she said, turning to the Abbé, who was following her, “but you can stand outside and look on; Adolphe likes an audience.” Then in her delicious fingers she broke the spicy buns and with affectionate niceness breakfasted her snowy pet. When the last crumbs had been scattered, Helen brushed her hands together and pretended to leave the cage without taking any further notice of Adolphe. Adolphe snorted.


  Aubrey Beardsley


  {·  ·}


  PUBLISHER’S NOTE


  Monsieur J. E. Blanche desires to state that the reproduction of his picture, “The Painter Thaulow and his Family,” in the first number of “The Savoy,” was made from a reduced photograph, the cliché of which had to be re-touched without comparison with he original.


  * * * * * * * *


  It is regretted that owing to Mr. Beardsley’s illness, he has been unable to finish one of his full-page drawings to Chapter IV. of “Under the Hill,” i.e., “The Bacchanals of Sporion,” and that its publication in consequence has had to be postponed to No. 3 of “The Savoy.”


  * * * * * * * *


  For the convenience of such subscribers as desire to bind up “The Savoy” into volumes, is appended a print of the covers of Nos. 1 and 2, pulled on white paper, which may be bound in, in substitution for the pink cardboard covers.


  {·  ·}
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  ·203· ADVERTISEMENTS


  THE SAVOY.


  A New Illustrated Quarterly. Edited by Arthur Symons.


  No. I. JANUARY, 1896.


  170 pages, 18 full-page Illustrations, and 5 Illustrations in the Text.


  Crown quarto, bound in pictorial cover, 2s. 6d. net.


  No. I. contains literary contributions by G. Bernard Shaw, Frederick Wedmore, Paul Verlaine, Max Beerbohm, Ernest Dowson, Aubrey Beardsley, Havelock Ellis, W. B. Yeats, Rudolf Dircks, Mathilde Blind, Joseph Pennell, Humphrey James, Selwyn Image, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by Charles H. Shannon, Charles Conder, Joseph Pennell, Louis Oury, W. Rothenstein, F. Sandys, J. McNeill Whistler, Max Beerbohm, Jacques E. Blanche, J. Lemmen, and Eleven Drawings by Aubrey Beardsley.


  
    EXTRACTS FROM PRESS NOTICES ON No. I. OF “THE SAVOY.”


    “There is not an article in the volume that one can put down without feeling the better and the purer for it…. should be on every schoolroom table; every mother should present it to her daughter, for it is bound to have an ennobling and purifying influence.”—Punch.


    “The first number of a new literary and artistic venture is before us. We should describe it briefly as a ‘Yellow Book’ redeemed of its puerilities—as a ‘Pageant’ in which the illustrations are mainly original. The audacious ‘decadence’ of Mr. Aubrey Beardsley cannot blind the critic to the splendid decorative effect of his composition, his pattern, his ‘idea.’ The caricature of Mr. Beerbohm Tree by his younger brother, Max Beerbohm, is very delightful, without transcending the bounds of good taste. The eighteenth century sketch by Charles Conder wears the very spirit of the time. Of the literary contents Mr. Bernard Shaw’s witty diatribe on ‘Going to Church’ is the most purely literary, while Mr. Arthur Symons’ verses perhaps give us the most content. Articles of considerable note are contributed by Messrs. Havelock Ellis and Selwyn Image, while the inevitable ‘story-teller’ of the modern periodical is perhaps best found in Mr. Ernest Dowson. Not that Messrs. Wedmore, James, and Dircks are below the average of these things. Quite the contrary. Only somehow after Guy de Maupassant and Catulle Mendès, one feels that the English short story is never quite a success. The short poems by Mathilde Blind, W. B. Yeats, and Aubrey Beardsley are ‘of the quality,’ and the entire production does great credit to the editors, artistic and literary. The price, 2s. 6d., is singularly low, as rival works of the same type are 5s. and 6s., without at any rate surpassing the attractiveness of ‘The Savoy.’ We wish our new contemporary good speed and—‘sempre avanti Savoya!’”—Sunday Times.


    “The best thing by far is Mr. Bernard Shaw’s article on ‘Going to Church,’ which, like everything written by this paradoxical author, is not only clever, but thoroughly sincere.”— The Times.


    “‘The Savoy’ declines to be considered an offshoot of the ‘Yellow Book,’ and although the contributors are the same, it is free from some of the offences of the older periodical. The colour of the cover is ugly, but the quarto page is handsome, and the volume is light. The chief feature is the first instalment of a story by Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, accompanied by some exceedingly clever illustrations by the writer. Mr. Yeats’s lines are characteristic of that notable writer. Mr. Symons contributes a clever article on Dieppe and a pleasant translation from Verlaine.”—The Athenæum.


    “Though Mr. Aubrey Beardsley contributes several clever illustrations, the new quarterly, called ‘The Savoy,’ is anything but a repetition of an old enterprise. In form and character the serial which issues from the house of Mr. Leonard Smithers is as novel as it can be. As to its ‘get up,’ it has a large page, yet is delightfully light in the hand. It is not thick; very little of the writing in it has the fault of diffuseness, which belongs generally to bulk; and while some of its contents are chiefly entertaining, others are of a not less worthy gravity. From a writer of the distinction of Mr. Arthur Symons we had good reason to expect refined and careful editing, nor are we disappointed of it. The commonplaces of literary pessimism and the easy ingenuities of an unsavoury subject (upon which reputations of a moment have been built, as upon sand), are alike absent from ‘The Savoy.’ There is here some vivid, highly-wrought prose and a good share of excellent verse, among which, at the present time, nothing will attract more attention than the editor’s own charmingly flexible translation of a poem from the ‘Fêtes Galantes’ of Paul Verlaine.”—The Academy.


    “I am glad to notice, in the first number of ‘The Savoy’ magazine, that Mr. Aubrey Beardsley has discovered a new type of woman. Unlike her predecessors in his artistic affections, she is almost pretty, and does not suggest that her nose is frequently in a trough.”—Sketch.

  

  


  LEONARD SMITHERS, Effingham House, Arundel Street, Strand, W.C.

  


  ·204· London Nights. Poems by Arthur Symons.


  Edition consists of 500 Small Paper copies on Large Post 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in dark green cloth, at Six Shillings net per copy; and 50 Large Paper copies on Royal 8vo handmade paper, bound in dark green buckram, at One Guinea net per copy. Printed at the Chiswick Press.


  PRESS NOTICES ON “LONDON NIGHTS.”


  “Those who have learned from his former volumes to know Mr. Symons as a careful maker of melodious verse, not without a gift of direct vision, and often distinguished by some felicity of expression, will open, as we did, his new book of poems with considerable expectations. Nor will any student of verse, simply as verse, be disappointed. Mr. Symons is no unskilled metricist. He has learned the secret of the melody of simple metres, and he uses his knowledge often with unquestionable success. He has learned, too, the value of simplicity of language, and in such verse as ‘White Magic,’ ‘Memory,’ and ‘At the Ambassadeurs,’ he hits the mark.”—Saturday Review.


  “‘London Nights,’ by Arthur Symons, is a very dainty, very clever volume of verses, mainly descriptive of various female characters—fickle, fleeting, beautiful, intensely human, and of course, not unsuspectable, and therefore tormentingly unsatisfactory.”—Glasgow Herald.


  “‘Nuits de Londres,’ ainsi s’intitule le nouveau livre du délicat et vivant poète. Mais n’allez pas en conclure à des ténèbres de ‘fog’ et de ‘mist,’ à des scènes lugubres ou brutales. Imaginez ou, comme dit l’Anglais, ‘réalisez,’ au contraire, tout le raffinement et tout l’éclat de la vie nocturne d’un fantaisiste élégant, épris du joli, du coquet—et du Beau, parmi les splendeurs d’un Londres intelligemment viveur, d’un Londres moderne à l’extrême et le plus parisien possible, avec la nuance anglaise, toutefois, distinction suprême, veux-je le dire, dans le style, joyeux parfois, léger, qui sait sourire et badiner sans jamais ‘s’emballer’ jusqu’à même un soupçon de gaieté quelque peu grasse.”—Paul Verlaine, in the Revue Encyclopédique.

  


  Silhouettes. By Arthur Symons.


  Second edition. Carefully revised and enlarged by the addition of Nineteen New Poems. Uniform with “London Nights.”


  Mr. Symons’ new volume of Poems, printed at the Chiswick Press, is now ready for delivery. The edition consists of 400 Small Paper copies on Large Post 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in dark green cloth, at Five Shillings net per copy; and 15 Large Paper copies on Royal 8vo handmade paper, bound in dark green buckram, at One Guinea net per copy.


  “There is enough new matter in the new edition of Mr. Arthur Symons’ ‘Silhouettes’ to make the second edition of that collection of decadent lyrics a different book from what it was when it first came out.”—Scotsman.

  


  The Rape of the Lock. By Alexander Pope. Illustrated by Aubrey Beardsley.


  Mr. Leonard Smithers begs to announce the publication of an Édition de Luxe of the above famous Poem, printed at the Chiswick Press, in Crown 4to size, on old style paper, illustrated with nine elaborate drawings by Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, and bound in a specially designed cloth cover. (For Specimen Drawing see page 111 in this volume). The edition is a limited one, and the price is Ten Shillings and Sixpence net per copy. Twenty-five copies are printed on Japanese Vellum, and are offered at Two Guineas net per copy. Only 5 copies on Japanese Vellum now remain unsubscribed for. Now ready.

  


  Orchids. Poems by Theodore Wratislaw.


  Edition consists of 250 Small Paper copies on Foolscap 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in cream-coloured art linen, at Five Shillings net per copy; and 10 copies printed on Japanese Vellum, at One Guinea net per copy. Printed at the Chiswick Press. Now ready.

  


  ·205· Caprices. Poems by Theodore Wratislaw.


  Edition consists of 100 copies on Foolscap 8vo hand-made paper, bound in parchment, at Five Shillings net per copy; and 20 copies on Japanese Vellum, in similar binding, at One Guinea net per copy.


  The few remaining copies have been transferred to me, from their late Publishers, by the Author.


  “Mr. Wratislaw uses the most difficult metres, the least manageable verse forms, with the rarest facility….. However bizarre the subject matter, the manner is admirably sedate, admirably restrained….. His ear is curiously sensitive, and if he rarely obtains absolute orchestration, he produces delicious melodies, as it were, on violin and flute….. It may well be that Mr. Wratislaw’s book will be found shocking to some, irritating to many. Some emphatic impression, whether of pain or of pleasure, it will leave on all.”—C. T. J. Hiatt, in Artist, January, 1894.

  


  Nocturnes and Pastorals. Poems by A. Bernard Miall.


  Edition consists of 400 copies on Large Post 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in dark green cloth, at Five Shillings net per copy. Printed at the Chiswick Press. Now ready.


  THE ONLY RELIABLE WORK ON THE SUBJECT IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE.

  


  THE ONLY RELIABLE WORK ON THE SUBJECT IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE.


  The Life and Times of Madame Du Barry. By Robert B. Douglas.


  A limited edition in one volume, with a portrait of Madame Du Barry finely engraved upon wood, 394 pages, Demy 8vo, bound in blue cloth with armorial cover design by Aubrey Beardsley. Now ready.


  Price SIXTEEN SHILLINGS net per copy.

  


  IN PREPARATION.


  
    VERSES. By Ernest Dowson.


    THE PIERROT OF THE MINUTE. A Dramatic Phantasy by Ernest Dowson.


    LA FILLE AUX YEUX D’OR. Translated from the French of Honoré de Balzac by Ernest Dowson, and illustrated with Six Designs by Charles Conder, finely engraved upon wood.


    THE FOOL AND HIS HEART. A Novel by F. Norreys Connell.


    CARICATURES OF TWENTY-FIVE GENTLEMEN. By Max Beerbohm. Finely engraved upon wood. (For specimen, see p. 161 in this volume.)


    THE SOUVENIRS OF LEONARD, COIFFEUR TO QUEEN MARIE ANTOINETTE. Translated by Alexander Teixeira de Mattos.


    A BOOK OF BARGAINS. Stories by Vincent O’Sullivan.


    A NEW VOLUME OF VERSE. By Arthur Symons.

  

  


  Circulars of any of the above books will be sent on application to


  LEONARD SMITHERS, Effingham House, Arundel Street, Strand, London, W.C.


  [image: ]


  [image: ]


  ·206· A limited Edition in one volume, with a Portrait of Madame du Barry finely engraved upon wood, 394 pages, demy Svo, bound in blue doth, with armorial cover design by Aubrey Beardsley. Price Sixteen Shillings net.

  


  The Life and Times


  of


  MADAME DU BARRY


  by


  ROBERT B. DOUGLAS


  “Χαίροις, γύναι, εκ γὰρ ακουῆς “οικτείρω σέ γ’,” ἔφην, “ῆν πάρος οὐκ ἰδόμην Ἄ πόσον ἠιθέωη νόον ?κακες’ ἀλλ’ ἲδε Αήθην ναίεις, ἀγλαίην ἐν χθονὶ κατθεμένη.”


  Agathias.


  With an Engraved Portrait


  LEONARD SMITHERS


  ARUNDEL STREET: STRAND

  LONDON W.C.


  mdcccxcvi


  PREFACE

  


  The ethics of comparative morality, or immorality, are not easy to understand. Why, it might be asked, are the virtuous English so tender towards the failings of Nell Gwyn, whilst the French, who do not regard concubinage as at all a heinous offence, overload with obloquy the memory of Jeanne du Barry? In birth, in circumstances of early life, and in character, the two women closely resemble one another, yet the English “general reader” still preserves a kind of sneaking regard for the one, and has learned, at second hand, to detest the other.


  This is due to the fact that he has derived all his knowledge of Du Barry from French historians, who have handed down to each other—as methodically, and almost as intelligently, as a row of workmen passing bricks from a cart to a building—the statements of Pidansat du Mairobert and that industrious compiler of fictitious Memoirs, Mlle. Guénard. Translations of several of these supposed Memoirs have lately appeared, and it is to be feared have been accepted by the uncritical portion of the public as genuine. It is not improbable that the Mémoires historiques de Jeanne Gomard de Vaubarnier may be included in the series, and as Mlle. Guénard was indebted to her imagination for her facts in the compilation of that book, I judge this to be a good opportunity to bring out a “Life of Madame du Barry,” which, despite many shortcomings, should aim at giving a truthful account of the last mistress of Louis XV.


  Lest it should be imagined that I am stricken with the prevalent mania for rehabilitating, and have tried to whitewash Jeanne du Barry, I may state in advance that I have not been so foolish as to attempt anything of the kind. I have simply tried to show that she was not as black as she was painted, and that the portraits of her which have been given by three generations of historians have been overcharged with shadows.
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  LONDON: LEONARD SMITHERS

  EFFINGHAM HOUSE: ARUNDEL STREET STRAND: MDCCCXCVI


  Press Notices on the First Edition of “Silhouettes.”


  “Mr. Arthur Symons’s ‘Silhouettes’ are graceful and musical poems, with the finish beseeming their briefness. They are choicely executed miniatures rather than silhouettes. For the especial quality which almost all possess—and some in a great degree—there is no other description so appropriate as that vague word ‘charm.’ … Mr. Symons may be frankly accepted as a genuine poet—major or minor is at present no matter for decision, for, at his stage, minor may become major before all is done.”—Athenœum, March 4., 1893.


  “In their richness of suggestion and felicity of presentment they remind one of the work of Mr. Whistler. Perhaps this is how, if he chose verse as the medium for his expression, he might appeal to our mental eye.”— Academy, Oct. 15, 1892.


  Press Notices on “London Nights.”


  “Those who have learned from his former volumes to know Mr. Symons as a careful maker of melodious verse, not without a gift of direct vision, and often distinguished by some felicity of expression, will open, as we did, his new book of poems with considerable expectations. Nor will any student of verse, simply as verse, be disappointed. Mr. Symons is no unskilled metricist. He has learned the secret of the melody of simple metres, and he uses his knowledge often with unquestionable success. He has learned, too, the value of simplicity of language, and in such verse as ‘White Magic,’ ‘Memory,’ and ‘At the Ambassadeurs,’ he hits the mark.”—Saturday Review.


  “‘London Nights,’ by Arthur Symons, is a very dainty, very clever volume of verses, mainly descriptive of various female characters—fickle, fleeting, beautiful, intensely human, and, of course, not unsuspectable, and therefore tormentingly unsatisfactory.”—Glasgow Herald,


  “‘Nuits de Londres,’ ainsi s’intitule le nouveau livre du délicat et vivant poète. Mais n’allez pas en conclure à des ténèbres de ‘fog’ et de ‘mist,’ à des scènes lugubres ou brutales. Imaginez ou, comme dit l’Anglais, ‘réalisez,’ au contraire, toute le raffinement et tout l’éclat de la vie nocturne d’un fantaisiste élégant, épris du joli, du coquet—et du Beau, parmi les splendeurs d’un Londres intelligemment viveur, d’un Londres moderne à l’extrême et le plus parisien possible, avec la nuance anglaise, toutefois, distinction suprême, veux-je le dire, dans le style, joyeux parfois, léger, qui sait sourire et badiner sans jamais ‘s’emballer’ jusqu’à même un soupçon de gaieté quelque peu grasse.”—Paul Verlaine in the Revue Encyclopédique.
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  chiswick press:—charles whittingham and co., tooks court, chancery lane, london.


  EDITORIAL NOTE


  [image: A]NEW volume of “The Savoy” commences with the July number, and it has been decided, in consequence of the interest which has been taken in the two numbers already issued, to make the Magazine a Monthly instead of a Quarterly.


  The policy of “The Savoy” will remain precisely what it has hitherto been, but the opportunities of monthly publication will permit of the issue of a serial, and arrangements are being made with Mr. George Moore for the serial publication of his new novel, “Evelyn Innes.”


  It is not unreasonably assumed that those who have welcomed “The Savoy” as a Quarterly will welcome it with at least equal interest as a Monthly, and it is confidently hoped that the large public, to which a Quarterly comes with too occasional an appeal, will appreciate the monthly publication of a Periodical whose only aim is to offer its readers letterpress which is literature, and illustrations which are art.


  Arthur Symons.


  June, 1896.


  {·  ·}


  All communications should be directed to The Editor of The Savoy, Effingham House, Arundel Street, Strand, London, W.C. MSS. should be type-written, and stamps enclosed for their return.
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  ANTHONY GARSTIN’S COURTSHIP


  I


  [image: A]STAMPEDE of huddled sheep, wildly scampering over the slaty shingle, emerged from the leaden mist that muffled the fell-top, and a shrill shepherd’s whistle broke the damp stillness of the air. And presently a man’s figure appeared, following the sheep down the hillside. He halted a moment to whistle curtly to his two dogs, who, laying back their ears, chased the sheep at top-speed beyond the brow; then, his hands deep in his pockets, he strode vigorously forward. A streak of white smoke from a toiling train was creeping silently across the distance: the great, grey, desolate undulations of treeless country showed no other sign of life.


  The sheep hurried in single file along a tiny track worn threadbare amid the brown, lumpy grass; and, as the man came round the mountain’s shoulder, a narrow valley opened out beneath him—a scanty patchwork of green fields, and, here and there, a whitewashed farm, flanked by a dark cluster of sheltering trees.


  The man walked with a loose, swinging gait. His figure was spare and angular: he wore a battered, black felt hat and clumsy, iron-bound boots: his clothes were dingy from long exposure to the weather. He had close-set, insignificant eyes, much wrinkled, and stubbly eyebrows streaked with grey. His mouth was close-shaven, and drawn by his abstraction into hard and taciturn lines; beneath his chin bristled an unkempt fringe of sandy-coloured hair.


  When he reached the foot of the fell, the twilight was already blurring the distance. The sheep scurried, with a noisy rustling, across a flat, swampy stretch, over-grown with rushes, while the dogs headed them towards a gap in a low, ragged wall built of loosely-heaped boulders. The man swung the gate to after them, and waited, whistling peremptorily, recalling the dogs. A moment later, the animals re-appeared, cringing as they crawled through the bars of the gate. He kicked out at them contemptuously, and mounting a stone stile a few yards further up the road, dropped into a narrow lane.


  ·16· Presently, as he passed a row of lighted windows, he heard a voice call to him. He stopped, and perceived a crooked, white-bearded figure, wearing clerical clothes, standing in the garden gateway.


  “Good evening, Anthony. A raw evening this.”


  “Ay, Mr. Blencarn, it ’s a bit frittish,” he answered. “I’ve jest bin gittin’ a few lambs off t’ fell. I hope ye’re keepin’ fairly, an’ Miss Rosa too.” He spoke briefly, with a loud, spontaneous cordiality.


  “Thank ye, Anthony, thank ye. Rosa’s down at the church, playing over the hymns for to-morrow. How ’s Mrs. Garstin?”


  “Nicely, thank ye, Mr. Blencarn. She ’s wonderful active, is mother.”


  “Well, good-night to ye, Anthony,” said the old man, clicking the gate.


  “Good-night, Mr. Blencarn,” he called back.


  A few minutes later the twinkling lights of the village came in sight, and from within the sombre form of the square-towered church, looming by the roadside, the slow, solemn strains of the organ floated out on the evening air. Anthony lightened his tread: then paused, listening; but, presently, becoming aware that a man stood, listening also, on the bridge some few yards distant, he moved forward again. Slackening his pace, as he approached, he eyed the figure keenly; but the man paid no heed to him, remaining, with his back turned, gazing over the parapet into the dark, gurgling stream.


  Anthony trudged along the empty village street, past the gleaming squares of ruddy gold, starting on either side out of the darkness. Now and then he looked furtively backwards. The straight open road lay behind him, glimmering wanly: the organ seemed to have ceased: the figure on the bridge had left the parapet, and appeared to be moving away towards the church. Anthony halted, watching it till it had disappeared into the blackness beneath the churchyard trees. Then, after a moment’s hesitation, he left the road, and mounted an upland meadow towards his mother’s farm.


  It was a bare, oblong house. In front, a whitewashed porch, and a narrow garden-plot, enclosed by a low iron railing, were dimly discernible: behind, the steep fell-side loomed like a monstrous, mysterious curtain hung across the night. He passed round the back into the twilight of a wide yard, cobbled and partially grass-grown, vaguely flanked by the shadowy outlines of long, low farm-buildings. All was wrapped in darkness: somewhere overhead a bat fluttered, darting its puny scream.


  Inside, a blazing peat-fire scattered capering shadows across the smooth, stone floor, flickered among the dim rows of hams suspended from the ceiling and on the panelled cupboards of dark, glistening oak. A servant-girl, spreading ·17· the cloth for supper, clattered her clogs in and out of the kitchen: old Mrs. Garstin was stooping before the hearth, tremulously turning some girdle-cakes that lay roasting in the embers.


  At the sound of Anthony’s heavy tread in the passage, she rose, glancing sharply at the clock above the chimney-piece. She was a heavy-built woman, upright, stalwart almost, despite her years. Her face was gaunt and sallow; deep wrinkles accentuated the hardness of her features. She wore a black widow’s cap above her iron-gray hair, gold-rimmed spectacles, and a soiled, chequered apron.


  “Ye’re varra late, Tony,” she remarked querulously.


  He unloosed his woollen neckerchief, and when he had hung it methodically with his hat behind the door, answered:


  “’Twas terrible thick on t’ fell-top, an’ them two bitches be that senseless.”


  She caught his sleeve, and, through her spectacles, suspiciously scrutinized his face.


  “Ye did na meet wi’ Rosa Blencarn?”


  “Nay, she was in church, hymn-playin’, wi’ Luke Stock hangin’ roond door,” he retorted bitterly, rebuffing her with rough impatience.


  She moved away, nodding sententiously to herself. They began supper: neither spoke: Anthony sat slowly stirring his tea, and staring moodily into the flames: the bacon on his plate lay untouched. From time to time his mother, laying down her knife and fork, looked across at him in unconcealed asperity, pursing her wide, ungainly mouth. At last, abruptly setting down her cup, she broke out:


  “I wonder ye havn’a mare pride, Tony. For hoo lang are ye goin’ t’ continue settin’ mopin’ and broodin’ like a seck sheep. Ye’ll jest mak yesself ill, an’ then I reckon what ye’ll prove satisfied. Ay, but I wonder ye hav’na more pride.”


  But he made no answer, remaining unmoved, as if he had not heard.


  Presently, half to himself, without raising his eyes, he murmured:


  “Luke be goin’ South, Monday.”


  “Well, ye canna tak’ oop wi’ his leavin’s anyways. It hasna coom t’ that, has it? Ye doan’t intend settin’ all t’ parish a laughin’ at ye a second occasion?”


  He flushed dully, and bending over his plate, mechanically began his supper.


  “Wa dang it,” he broke out a minute later, “d’ye think I heed t’ cacklin’ o’ fifty parishes? Na, not I,” and, with a short, grim laugh, he brought his fist down heavily on the oak table.


  ·18· “Ye’re daft, Tony,” the old woman blurted.


  “Daft or na daft, I tell ye this, mother, that I be forty-six year o’ age this back-end, and there be soom things I will na listen to. Rosa Blencarn’s bonny enough for me.”


  “Ay, bonny enough—I’ve na patience wi’ ye. Bonny enough—tricked oot in her furbelows, gallivantin’ wi’ every royster fra Pe’rith. Bonny enough—that be all ye think on. She’s bin a proper parson’s niece—the giddy, feckless creature, an’ she’d mak’ ye a proper sort o’ wife, Tony Garstin, ye great, fond booby.”


  She pushed back her chair, and, hurriedly clattering the crockery, began to clear away the supper.


  “T’hoose be mine, t’ Lord be praised,” she continued in a loud, hard voice, “an’ as long as He spare me, Tony, I’ll na’ see Rosa Blencarn set foot inside it.”


  Anthony scowled, without replying, and drew his chair to the hearth. His mother bustled about the room behind him. After a while she asked:


  “Did ye pen t’ lambs in t’ back field?”


  “Na, they’re in Hullam bottom,” he answered curtly.


  The door closed behind her, and by-and-by he could hear her moving overhead. Meditatively blinking, he filled his pipe clumsily, and pulling a crumpled newspaper from his pocket, sat on over the smouldering fire, reading and stolidly puffing.


  II


  The music rolled through the dark, empty church. The last, leaden flicker of daylight glimmered in through the pointed windows, and beyond the level rows of dusky pews, tenanted only by a litter of prayer-books, two guttering candles revealed the organ-pipes, and the young girl’s swaying figure.


  She played vigorously. Once or twice the tune stumbled; and she recovered it impatiently, bending over the key-board, showily flourishing her wrists as she touched the stops. She was bare-headed (her hat and cloak lay beside her on a stool). She had fair, fluffy hair, cut short behind her neck; large, round eyes, heightened by a fringe of dark lashes; rough, ruddy cheeks, and a rosy, full-lipped, unstable mouth. She was dressed quite simply, in a black, close-fitting bodice, a little frayed at the sleeves. Her hands and neck were coarsely fashioned: her comeliness was brawny, literal, unfinished, as it were.


  When at last the ponderous chords of the Amen faded slowly into the ·19· twilight, flushed, breathing a little quickly, she paused, listening to the stillness of the church. Presently a small boy emerged from behind the organ.


  “Good evenin’, Miss Rosa,” he called, trotting briskly away down the aisle.


  “Good night, Robert,” she answered, absently.


  After a while, with an impatient gesture, as if to shake some importunate thought from her mind, she rose abruptly, pinned on her hat, threw her cloak round her shoulders, blew out the candles, and groped her way through the church, towards the half-open door. As she hurried along the narrow pathway, that led across the churchyard, of a sudden, a figure started out of the blackness.


  “Who’s that?” she cried, in a loud, frightened voice.


  A man’s uneasy laugh answered her.


  “It’s only me, Rosa. I didna think t’ scare ye. I’ve bin waitin’ for ye, this hoor past.”


  She made no reply, but quickened her pace. He strode on beside her.


  “I’m off, Monday, ye know,” he continued. And, as she said nothing,


  “Will ye na stop jest a minnit. I’d like t’ speak a few words wi’ ye before I go, an to-morrow I hev t’ git over t’ Scarsdale betimes,” he persisted.


  “I don’t want t’ speak wi’ ye: I don’t want ever to see ye agin. I jest hate the sight o’ ye.” She spoke with a vehement, concentrated hoarseness.


  “Nay, but ye must listen to me. I will na be put off wi’ fratchin speeches.” And, gripping her arm, he forced her to stop.


  “Loose me, ye great beast,” she broke out.


  “I’ll na hould ye, if ye’ll jest stand quiet-like. I mean t’ speak fair t’ ye, Rosa.”


  They stood at a bend in the road, face to face, quite close together. Behind his burly form stretched the dimness of a grey, ghostly field.


  “What is’t ye hev to say to me? Hev done wi’ it quick,” she said sullenly.


  “It be jest this, Rosa,” he began with dogged gravity. “I want t’ tell ye that ef any trouble comes t’ ye after I’m gone—ye know t’ what I refer—I want t’ tell ye that I’m prepared t’ act square by ye. I’ve written out on an envelope my address in London. Luke Stock, care o’ Purcell & Co., Smithfield Market, London.”


  “Ye’re a bad, sinful man. I jest hate t’ sight o’ ye. I wish ye were dead.”


  “Ay, but I reckon what ye’d ha best thought o’ that before. Ye’ve changed yer whistle considerable since Tuesday. Nay, hould on,” he added, as she struggled to push past him. “Here’s t’ envelope.”


  ·20· She snatched the paper, and tore it passionately, scattering the fragments on to the road. When she had finished, he burst out angrily:


  “Ye cussed, unreasonable fool.”


  “Let me pass, ef ye’ve nought mare t’ say,” she cried.


  “Nay, I’ll na part wi’ ye this fashion. Ye can speak soft enough when ye choose.” And seizing her shoulders, he forced her backwards, against the wall.


  “Ye do look fine, an’ na mistake, when ye’re jest ablaze wi’ ragin’,” he laughed bluntly, lowering his face to hers.


  “Loose me, loose me, ye great coward,” she gasped, striving to free her arms.


  Holding her fast, he expostulated:


  “Coom, Rosa, can we na part friends?”


  “Part friends, indeed,” she retorted bitterly. “Friends wi’ the likes o’ you. What d’ye tak me for? Let me git home, I tell ye. An’ please God I’ll never set eyes on ye again. I hate t’ sight o’ ye.”


  “Be off wi’ ye, then,” he answered, pushing her roughly back into the road. “Be off wi’ ye, ye silly. Ye canna say I hav na spak fair t’ ye, an’ by goom, ye’ll na see me shally-wallyin this fashion agin. Be off wi’ ye: ye can jest shift for yerself, since ye canna keep a civil tongue in yer head.”


  The girl, catching at her breath, stood as if dazed, watching his retreating figure; then, starting forward at a run, disappeared up the hill, into the darkness.


  III


  Old Mr. Blencarn concluded his husky sermon. The scanty congregation, who had been sitting, stolidly immobile in their stiff, Sunday clothes, shuffled to their feet, and the pewful of school-children, in clamorous chorus, intoned the final hymn. Anthony stood near the organ, absently contemplating, while the rude melody resounded through the church, Rosa’s deft manipulation of the key-board. The rugged lines of his face were relaxed to a vacant, thoughtful limpness, that aged his expression not a little: now and then, as if for reference, he glanced questioningly at the girl’s profile.


  A few minutes later, the service was over, and the congregation sauntered out down the aisle. A gawky group of men remained loitering by the church door: one of them called to Anthony; but, nodding curtly, he passed on, and strode away down the road, across the grey, upland meadows, towards home. As soon as he had breasted the hill, however, and was no longer visible from ·21· below, he turned abruptly to the left, along a small, swampy hollow, till he had reached the lane that led down from the fellside.


  He clambered over a rugged, moss-grown wall, and stood, gazing expectantly down the dark, disused roadway: then, after a moment’s hesitation, perceiving nobody, seated himself beneath the wall, on a projecting slab of stone.


  Overhead hung a sombre, drifting sky. A gusty wind rollicked down from the fell—huge masses of chilly gray, stripped of the last night’s mist. A few dead leaves fluttered over the stones, and from off the fellside there floated the plaintive, quavering rumour of many bleating sheep.


  Before long, he caught sight of two figures coming towards him, slowly climbing the hill. He sat awaiting their approach, fidgetting with his sandy beard, and abstractedly grinding the ground beneath his heel. At the brow they halted: plunging his hands deep into his pockets, he strolled sheepishly towards them.


  “Ah! good day t’ ye, Anthony,” called the old man, in a shrill, breathless voice. “’Tis a long hill, an’ my legs are not what they were. Time was when I’d think nought o’ a whole day’s tramp on t’ fells. Ay, I’m gittin’ feeble Anthony, that’s what ’tis. And if Rosa here wasn’t the great, strong lass she is, I don’t know how her old uncle’d manage;” and he turned to the girl with a proud, tremulous smile.


  “Will ye tak my arm a bit, Mr. Blencarn? Miss Rosa ’ll be tired, likely,” Anthony asked.


  “Nay, Mr. Garstin, but I can manage nicely,” the girl interrupted sharply.


  Anthony looked up at her as she spoke. She wore a straw hat, trimmed with crimson velvet, and a black, fur-edged cape, that seemed to set off mightily the fine whiteness of her neck. Her large, dark eyes were fixed upon him. He shifted his feet uneasily, and dropped his glance.


  She linked her uncle’s arm in hers, and the three moved slowly forward. Old Mr. Blencarn walked with difficulty, pausing at intervals for breath. Anthony, his eyes bent on the ground, sauntered beside him, clumsily kicking at the cobbles that lay in his path.


  When they reached the vicarage gate, the old man asked him to come inside.


  “Not jest now, thank ye, Mr. Blencarn. I’ve that lot o’ lambs t’ see to before dinner. It’s a grand marnin’, this,” he added, inconsequently.


  “Uncle ’s bought a nice lot o’ Leghorns, Tuesday,” Rosa remarked. Anthony met her gaze; there was a grave, subdued expression on her face this morning, that made her look more of a woman, less of a girl.


  ·22· “Ay, do ye show him the birds, Rosa. I’d be glad to have his opinion on ’em.”


  The old man turned to hobble into the house, and Rosa, as she supported his arm, called back over her shoulder:


  “I’ll not be a minute, Mr. Garstin.”


  Anthony strolled round to the yard behind the house, and waited, watching a flock of glossy-white poultry that strutted, perkily pecking, over the grass-grown cobbles.


  “Ay, Miss Rosa, they’re a bonny lot,” he remarked, as the girl joined him.


  “Are they not?” she rejoined, scattering a handful of corn before her.


  The birds scuttled across the yard with greedy, outstretched necks. The two stood, side by side, gazing at them.


  “What did he give for ’em?” Anthony asked.


  “Fifty-five shillings.”


  “Ay,” he assented, nodding absently.


  “Was Dr. Sanderson na seein’ o’ yer father yesterday?” he asked, after a moment.


  “He came in t’ forenoon. He said he was jest na worse.”


  “Ye knaw, Miss Rosa, as I’m still thinkin’ on ye,” he began abruptly, without looking up.


  “I reckon it ain’t much use,” she answered shortly, scattering another handful of corn towards the birds. “I reckon I’ll never marry. I’m jest weary o’ bein’ courted——”


  “I would na weary ye wi’ courtin’,” he interrupted.


  She laughed noisily.


  “Ye are a queer customer, an na mistake.”


  “I’m a match for Luke Stock anyway,” he continued fiercely. “Ye think nought o’ takin’ oop wi’ him—about as ranty, wild a young feller as ever stepped.


  The girl reddened, and bit her lip.


  “I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Garstin. It seems to me ye’re mighty hasty in jumpin’ t’ conclusions.”


  “Mabbee I kin see thing or two,” he retorted, doggedly.


  “Luke Stock ’s gone to London, anyway.”


  “Ay, an’ a powerful good job too, in t’ opinion o’ some folks.”


  “Ye’re jest jealous,” she exclaimed, with a forced titter. “Ye’re jest jealous o’ Luke Stock.”


  “Nay, but ye need na fill yer head wi’ that nonsense. I’m too deep set on ye t’ feel jealousy,” he answered, gravely.


  ·23· The smile faded from her face, as she murmured:


  “I canna mak ye out, Mr. Garstin.”


  “Nay, that ye canna. An’ I suppose it’s natural, considerin’ ye’re little more than a child, an’ I’m a’most old enough to be yer father,” he retorted, with blunt bitterness.


  “But ye know yer mother’s took that dislike t’ me. She’d never abide the sight o’ me at Houtsey.”


  He remained silent a moment, moodily reflecting.


  “She’d jest ha’ t’ git ower it. I see nought in that objection,” he declared.


  “Nay, Mr. Garstin, it canna be. Indeed it canna be at all. Ye’d best jest put it right from yer mind, once and for all.”


  “I’d jest best put it off my mind, had I? Ye talk like a child!” he burst out, scornfully. “I intend ye t’ coom t’ love me, an’ I will na tak ye till ye do. I’ll jest go on waitin’ for ye, an’, mark my words, my day ’ull coom at last.”


  He spoke loudly, in a slow, stubborn voice, and stepped suddenly towards her. With a faint, frightened cry she shrank back into the doorway of the hen-house.


  “Ye talk like a prophet. Ye sort o’ skeer me.”


  He laughed grimly, and paused, reflectively scanning her face. He seemed about to continue in the same strain; but, instead, turned abruptly on his heel, and strode away through the garden gate.


  IV


  For three hundred years there had been a Garstin at Houtsey: generation after generation had tramped the gray stretch of upland, in the spring-time scattering their flocks over the fell-sides, and, at the “back-end,” on dark, winter afternoons, driving them home again, down the broad bridle-path, that led over the “raise.” They had been a race of few words, “keeping themselves to themselves,” as the phrase goes; beholden to no man, filled with a dogged, churlish pride—an upright, old-fashioned race, stubborn, long-lived, rude in speech, slow of resolve.


  Anthony had never seen his father, who had died one night, upon the fell-top, he and his shepherd, engulfed in the great snowstorm of 1849. Folks had said that he was the only Garstin, who had failed to make old man’s bones.


  After his death, Jake Atkinson, from Ribblehead in Yorkshire, had come to live at Houtsey. Jake was a fine farmer, a canny bargainer, and very handy among the sheep, till he took to drink, and roystering every week with ·24· the town wenches up at Carlisle. He was a corpulent, deep-voiced, free-handed fellow: when his time came, though he died very hardly, he remained festive and convivial to the last. And for years afterwards, in the valley, his memory lingered: men spoke of him regretfully, recalling his quips, his feats of strength, and his choice breed of Herdwicke rams. But he left behind him a host of debts up at Carlisle, in Penrith, and in almost every market town—debts that he had long ago pretended to have paid with money that belonged to his sister. The widow Garstin sold the twelve Herdwicke rams, and nine acres of land: within six weeks she had cleared off every penny, and for thirteen months, on Sundays, wore her mourning with a mute, forbidding grimness: the bitter thought that, unbeknown to her, Jake had acted dishonestly in money matters, and that he had ended his days in riotous sin, soured her pride, imbued her with a rancorous hostility against all the world. For she was a very proud woman, independent, holding her head high, so folks said, like a Garstin bred and born; and Anthony, although some reckoned him quiet and of little account, came to take after her as he grew into manhood.


  She took into her own hands the management of the Houtsey farm, and set the boy to work for her along with the two farm servants. It was twenty-five years now since his uncle Jake’s death: there were gray hairs in his sandy beard; but he still worked for his mother, as he had done when a growing lad.


  And now that times were grown to be bad (of late years the price of stock had been steadily falling; and the hay-harvests had drifted from bad to worse) the widow Garstin no longer kept any labouring men; but lived, she and her son, year in and year out, in a close, parsimonious way.


  That had been Anthony Garstin’s life—a dull, eventless sort of business, the sluggish incrustation of monotonous years. And until Rosa Blencarn had come to keep house for her uncle, he had never thought twice on a woman’s face.


  The Garstins had always been good church-goers, and Anthony, for years, had acted as churchwarden. It was one summer evening, up at the vicarage, whilst he was checking the offertory account, that he first set eyes upon her. She was fresh back from school at Leeds: she was dressed in a white dress: she looked, he thought, like a London lady.


  She stood by the window, tall and straight and queenly, dreamily gazing out into the summer twilight, whilst he and her uncle sat over their business. When he rose to go, she glanced at him with quick curiosity; he hurried away, muttering a sheepish good-night.


  ·25· The next time that he saw her was in church on Sunday. He watched her shyly, with a hesitating, reverential discretion; her beauty seemed to him wonderful, distant, enigmatic. In the afternoon, young Mrs. Forsyth, from Longscale, dropped in for a cup of tea with his mother, and the two set off gossiping of Rosa Blencarn, speaking of her freely, in tones of acrimonious contempt. For a long while he sat silent, puffing at his pipe; but, at last, when his mother concluded with, “She looks t’me fair stuck-oop, full o’ toonish airs an’ graces,” despite himself, he burst out: “Ye’re jest wastin’ yer breath wi’ that cackle. I reckon Miss Blencarn ’s o’ a different clay from us folks.” Young Mrs. Forsyth tittered immoderately, and the next week it was rumoured about the valley that “Tony Garstin was gone luny over t’ parson’s niece.”


  But of all this he knew nothing—keeping to himself, as was his wont, and being, besides, very busy with the hay harvest—until one day, at dinner-time, Henry Sisson asked if he’d started his courting; Jacob Sowerby cried that Tony’d been too slow in getting to work, for that the girl had been seen spooning in Crosby Shaws with Curbison the auctioneer, and the others (there were half a dozen of them lounging round the hay-waggon) burst into a boisterous guffaw. Anthony flushed dully, looking hesitatingly from the one to the other; then slowly put down his beer-can, and, of a sudden, seizing Jacob by the neck, swung him heavily on the grass. He fell against the waggon-wheel, and when he rose the blood was streaming from an ugly cut in his forehead. And henceforward Tony Garstin’s courtship was the common jest of all the parish.


  As yet, however, he had scarcely spoken to her, though twice he had passed her in the lane that led up to the vicarage. She had given him a frank, friendly smile; but he had not found the resolution to do more than lift his hat. He and Henry Sisson stacked the hay in the yard behind the house, there was no further mention made of Rosa Blencarn; but all day long Anthony, as he knelt thatching the rick, brooded over the strange sweetness of her face, and on the fell-top, while he tramped after the ewes over the dry, crackling heather, and as he jogged along the narrow, rickety road, driving his cartload of lambs into the auction mart.


  Thus, as the weeks slipped by, he was content with blunt, wistful ruminations upon her indistinct image. Jacob Sowerby’s accusation, and several kindred innuendoes let fall by his mother, left him coolly incredulous; the girl still seemed to him altogether distant; but from the first sight of her face he had evolved a stolid, unfaltering conception of her difference from the ruck of her sex.


  ·26· But one evening, as he passed the vicarage, on his way down from the fells, she called to him, and with a childish, confiding familiarity, asked for advice concerning the feeding of the poultry. In his eagerness to answer her as best he could, he forgot his customary embarrassment, and grew, for the moment, almost voluble, and quite at his ease in her presence. Directly her flow of questions ceased, however, the returning perception of her rosy, hesitating smile, and of her large, deep eyes looking straight into his face, perturbed him strangely, and, reddening, he remembered the quarrel in the hay-field, and the tale of Crosby Shaws.


  After this, the poultry became a link between them—a link which he regarded in all seriousness, blindly unconscious that there was aught else to bring them together, only feeling himself in awe of her, because of her schooling, her townish manners, her ladylike mode of dress. And soon, he came to take a sturdy, secret pride in her friendly familiarity towards him. Several times a week he would meet her in the lane, and they would loiter a moment together; she would admire his dogs, though he assured her earnestly that they were but sorry curs; and once, laughing at his staidness, she nicknamed him “Mr. Churchwarden.”


  That the girl was not liked in the valley he suspected, curtly attributing her unpopularity to the women’s senseless jealousy. Of gossip concerning her he heard no further hint; but instinctively, and partly from that rugged, natural reserve of his, shrank from mentioning her name, even incidentally, to his mother.


  Now, on Sunday evenings, he often strolled up to the vicarage, each time quitting his mother with the same awkward affectation of casualness; and, on his return, becoming vaguely conscious of how she refrained from any comment on his absence, and appeared oddly oblivious of the existence of parson Blencarn’s niece.


  She had always been a sour-tongued woman; but, as the days shortened, with the approach of the long winter months, she seemed to him to grow more fretful than ever; at times it was almost as if she bore him some smouldering, sullen resentment. He was of stubborn fibre, however, toughened by long habit of a bleak, unruly climate; he revolved the matter in his mind deliberately, and when, at last, after much plodding thought, it dawned upon him that she resented his acquaintance with Rosa Blencarn, he accepted the solution with an unflinching phlegm, and merely shifted his attitude towards the girl, calculating each day the likelihood of his meeting her, and making, in her presence, persistent efforts to break down, once for all, the barrier of his own ·27· timidity. He was a man not to be clumsily driven, still less, so he prided himself, a man to be craftily led.


  It was close upon Christmas time before the crisis came. His mother was just home from Penrith market. The spring-cart stood in the yard, the old gray horse was steaming heavily in the still, frosty air.


  “I reckon ye’ve come fast. T’ ould horse is over hot,” he remarked bluntly, as he went to the animal’s head.


  She clambered down hastily, and, coming to his side, began breathlessly:


  “Ye ought t’ hev coom t’ market, Tony. There ’s bin pretty goin’s on in Pe’rith to-day. I was helpin’ Anna Forsyth t’ choose six yards o’ sheetin’ in Dockroy, when we sees Rosa Blencarn coom oot o’ t’ “Bell and Bullock” in company wi’ Curbison and young Joe Smethwick. Smethwick was fair reelin’ drunk, and Curbison and t’ girl were a-houldin’ on t’ him, to keep him fra fallin’, and then, after a bit, he puts his arm round t’ girl t’ stiddy hisself, and that fashion they goes off, right oop t’ public street——”


  He continued to unload the packages, and to carry them, mechanically, one by one, into the house. Each time, when he reappeared, she was standing by the steaming horse, busy with her tale.


  “An’ on t’ road hame we passed t’ three on’ em in Curbison’s trap, with Smethwick leein’ in t’ bottom, singin’ maudlin’ songs. They were passin’ Dunscale village, an’ t’ folks coom runnin’ oot o’ houses t’ see ’em go past——”


  He led the cart away towards the stable, leaving her to cry the remainder after him across the yard.


  Half an hour later he came in for his dinner. During the meal not a word passed between them, and directly he had finished he strode out of the house. About nine o’clock he returned, lit his pipe, and sat down to smoke it over the kitchen fire.


  “Where’ve ye bin, Tony?” she asked.


  “Oop t’ vicarage, courtin’,” he retorted defiantly, with his pipe in his mouth.


  This was ten months ago: ever since he had been doggedly waiting. That evening he had set his mind on the girl, he intended to have her; and while his mother gibed, as she did now upon every opportunity, his patience remained grimly unflagging. She would remind him that the farm belonged to her, that he would have to wait till her death before he could bring the hussy to Houtsey: he would retort that as soon as the girl would have him, he intended taking a small holding over at Scarsdale. Then she would give way, and for a while piteously upbraid him with her old age, and with the memory of all the ·28· years she and he had spent together, and he would comfort her with a display of brusque, evasive remorse.


  But, none the less, on the morrow, his thoughts would return to dwell on the haunting vision of the girl’s face, while his own rude, credulous chivalry, kindled by the recollection of her beauty, stifled his misgivings concerning her conduct.


  Meanwhile she dallied with him, and amused herself with the younger men. Her old uncle fell ill in the spring, and could scarcely leave the house. She declared that she found life in the valley intolerably dull, that she hated the quiet of the place, that she longed for Leeds, and the exciting bustle of the streets; and in the evenings she wrote long letters to the girl-friends she had left behind there, describing with petulant vivacity her tribe of rustic admirers. At the harvest-time she went back on a fortnight’s visit to friends; the evening before her departure she promised Anthony to give him her answer on her return. But, instead, she avoided him, pretended to have promised in jest, and took up with Luke Stock, a cattle-dealer from Wigton.


  V


  It was three weeks since he had fetched his flock down from the fell.


  After dinner he and his mother sat together in the parlour: they had done so every Sunday afternoon, year in and year out, as far back as he could remember.


  A row of mahogany chairs, with shiny, horse-hair seats, were ranged round the room. A great collection of agricultural prize-tickets were pinned over the wall; and, on a heavy, highly-polished sideboard, stood several silver cups. A heap of gilt-edged shavings filled the unused grate: there were gaudily-tinted roses along the mantelpiece, and, on a small table by the window, beneath a glass-case, a gilt basket filled with imitation flowers. Every object was disposed with a scrupulous precision: the carpet and the red-patterned cloth on the centre-table were much faded. The room was spotlessly clean, and wore, in the chilly winter sunlight, a rigid, comfortless air.


  Neither spoke, or appeared conscious of the other’s presence. Old Mrs. Garstin, wrapped in a woollen shawl, sat knitting: Anthony dozed fitfully on a stiff-backed chair.


  Of a sudden, in the distance, a bell started tolling. Anthony rubbed his eyes drowsily, and, taking from the table his Sunday hat, strolled out across the ·29· dusky fields. Presently, reaching a rude wooden seat, built beside the bridle-path, he sat down and relit his pipe. The air was very still: below him a white, filmy mist hung across the valley: the fell sides, vaguely grouped, resembled hulking masses of sombre shadow; and, as he looked back, three squares of glimmering gold revealed the lighted windows of the square-towered church.


  He sat smoking; pondering, with placid and reverential contemplation, on the Mighty Maker of the world—a world majestically and inevitably ordered; a world where, he argued, each object—each fissure in the fells, the winding course of each tumbling stream—possesses its mysterious purport, its inevitable signification….


  At the end of the field two rams were fighting; retreating, then running together, and, leaping from the ground, butting head to head and horn to horn. Anthony watched them absently, pursuing his rude meditations.


  … And the succession of bad seasons, the slow ruination of the farmers throughout the country, were but punishment meted out for the accumulated wickedness of the world. In the olden time God rained plagues upon the land: nowadays, in His wrath, He spoiled the produce of the earth, which, with His own hands, He had fashioned and bestowed upon men.


  He rose and continued his walk along the bridle-path. A multitude of rabbits scuttled up the hill at his approach; and a great cloud of plovers, rising from the rushes, circled overhead, filling the air with a profusion of their querulous cries. All at once he heard a rattling of stones, and perceived a number of small pieces of shingle bounding in front of him down the grassy slope.


  A woman’s figure was moving among the rocks above him. The next moment, by the trimming of crimson velvet on her hat, he had recognized her. He mounted the slope with springing strides, wondering the while how it was she came to be there, that she was not in church playing the organ at afternoon service.


  Before she was aware of his approach, he was beside her.


  “I thought ye’d be in church——” he began.


  She started: then, gradually regaining her composure, answered, weakly smiling:


  “Mr. Jenkinson, the new schoolmaster, wanted to try the organ.”


  He came towards her impulsively: she saw the odd flickers in his eyes as she stepped back in dismay.


  “Nay, but I will na harm ye,” he said. “Only I reckon what ’tis a special ·30· turn o’ Providence, meetin’ wi’ ye oop here. I reckon what ye’ll hev t’ give me a square answer noo. Ye canna dilly-dally everlastingly.”


  He spoke almost brutally; and she stood, white and gasping, staring at him with large, frightened eyes. The sheep-walk was but a tiny threadlike track: the slope of the shingle on either side was very steep: below them lay the valley; distant, lifeless, all blurred by the evening dusk. She looked about her helplessly for a means of escape.


  “Miss Rosa,” he continued, in a husky voice, “can ye na coom t’ think on me. Think ye, I’ve bin waitin’ nigh upon two year for ye. I’ve watched ye tak oop, first wi’ this young fellar, and then wi’ that, till soomtimes my heart ’s fit t’ burst. Many a day, oop on t’ fell-top, t’ thought o’ ye ’s nigh driven me daft, and I’ve left my shepherdin’ jest t’ set on a cairn in t’ mist, picturin’ an’ broodin’ on yer face. Many an evenin’ I’ve started oop t’ vicarage, wi’ t’ resolution t’ speak right oot t’ ye; but when it coomed t’ point, a sort o’ timidity seemed t’ hould me back, I was that feared t’ displease ye. I knaw I’m na scholar, an’ mabbe ye think I’m rough-mannered. I knaw I’ve spoken sharply to ye once or twice lately. But it’s jest because I’m that mad wi’ love for ye: I jest canna help myself soomtimes—”


  Ha [He] waited, peering into her face. She could see the beads of sweat above his bristling eyebrows: the damp had settled on his sandy beard: his horny fingers were twitching at the buttons of his black Sunday coat.


  She struggled to summon a smile; but her underlip quivered, and her large dark eyes filled slowly with tears.


  And he went on:


  “Ye’ve coom t’ mean jest everything to me. Ef ye will na hev me, I care for nought else. I canna speak t’ ye in phrases: I’m jest a plain, unscholarly man: I canna wheedle ye, wi’ cunnin’ after t’ fashion o’ toon folks. But I can love ye wi’ all my might, an’ watch over ye, and work for ye better than any one o’ em——”


  She was crying to herself, silently, while he spoke. He noticed nothing, however: the twilight hid her face from him.


  “There ’s nought against me,” he persisted “I’m as good a man as one on ’em. Ay, as good a man as any one on ’em,” he repeated defiantly, raising his voice.


  “It’s impossible, Mr. Garstin, it ’s impossible. Ye’ve been very kind to me——” she added, in a choking voice.


  “Wa dang it, I didna mean t’ mak ye cry, lass,” he exclaimed, with a softening of his tone. “There ’s nought for ye t’ cry ower.”


  ·31· She sank on to the stones, passionately sobbing in hysterical and defenceless despair. Anthony stood a moment, gazing at her in clumsy perplexity: then, coming close to her, put his hand on her shoulder, and said gently:


  “Coom, lass, what ’s trouble? Ye can trust me.”


  She shook her head faintly.


  “Ay, but ye can though,” he asserted, firmly. “Come, what is ’t?”


  Heedless of him, she continued to rock herself to and fro, crooning in her distress:


  “Oh! I wish I were dead! … I wish I could die!”


  —“Wish ye could die?” he repeated. “Why, whatever can ’t be that ’s troublin’ ye like this? There, there, lassie, give ower: it ’ull all coom right, whatever it be——”


  “No, no,” she wailed. “I wish I could die! … I wish I could die!”


  Lights were twinkling in the village below; and across the valley darkness was draping the hills. The girl lifted her face from her hands, and looked up at him with a scared, bewildered expression.


  “I must go home: I must be getting home,” she muttered.


  “Nay, but there ’s sommut mighty amiss wi’ ye.”


  “No, it’s nothing … I don’t know—I’m not well … I mean it’s nothing … it ’ll pass over … you mustn’t think anything of it.”


  “Nay, but I canna stand by an see ye in sich trouble.”


  “It ’s nothing, Mr. Garstin, indeed it ’s nothing,” she repeated.


  “Ay, but I canna credit that,” he objected, stubbornly.


  She sent him a shifting, hunted glance.


  “Let me get home … you must let me get home.”


  She made a tremulous, pitiful attempt at firmness. Eyeing her keenly, he barred her path: she flushed scarlet, and looked hastily away across the valley.


  “If ye’ll tell me yer distress, mabbe I can help ye.”


  “No, no, it’s nothing … it’s nothing.”


  “If ye’ll tell me yer distress, mabbe I can help ye,” he repeated, with a solemn, deliberate sternness. She shivered, and looked away again, vaguely, across the valley.


  “You can do nothing: there ’s nought to be done,” she murmured, drearily.


  “There ’s a man in this business,” he declared.


  “Let me go! Let me go!” she pleaded, desperately.


  “Who is’t that’s bin puttin’ ye into this distress?” His voice sounded loud and harsh.


  ·32· “No one, no one. I canna tell ye, Mr. Garstin…. It’s no one,” she protested weakly. The white, twisted look on his face frightened her.


  “My God!” he burst out, gripping her wrist, “an’ a proper soft fool ye’ve made o’ me. Who is’t, I tell ye? Who’s t’ man?”


  “Ye’re hurtin’ me. Let me go. I canna tell ye.”


  “And ye’re fond o’ him?”


  “No, no. He’s a wicked, sinful man. I pray God I may never set eyes on him again. I told him so.”


  “But ef he ’s got ye into trouble, he’ll hev t’ marry ye,” he persisted with a brutal bitterness.


  “I will not. I hate him!” she cried fiercely.


  “But is he willin’ t’ marry ye?”


  “I don’t know … I don’t care … he said so before he went away … But I’d kill myself sooner than live with him.”


  He let her hands fall and stepped back from her. She could only see his figure, like a sombre cloud, standing before her. The whole fellside seemed still and dark and lonely. Presently she heard his voice again:


  “I reckon what there ’s one road oot o’ yer distress.”


  She shook her head drearily.


  “There ’s none. I’m a lost woman.”


  “An’ ef ye took me instead?” he said eagerly.


  “I—I don’t understand——”


  “Ef ye married me instead of Luke Stock?”


  “But that ’s impossible—the—the——”


  “Ay, t’ child. I know. But I’ll tak t’ child as mine.”


  She remained silent. After a moment he heard her voice answer in a queer, distant tone:


  “You mean that—that ye’re ready to marry me, and adopt the child?”


  “I do,” he answered doggedly.


  “But people—your mother——?”


  “Folks ’ull jest know nought about it. It ’s none o’ their business. T’ child ’ull pass as mine. Ye’ll accept that?”


  “Yes,” she answered, in a low, rapid voice.


  “Ye’ll consent t’ hev me, ef I git ye oot o’ yer trouble.”


  “Yes,” she repeated, in the same tone.


  She heard him draw a long breath.


  “I said ’t was a turn o’ Providence, meetin’ wi ye oop here,” he exclaimed, with half-suppressed exultation.


  ·33· Her teeth began to chatter a little: she felt that he was peering at her, curiously, through the darkness.


  “An’ noo,” he continued briskly, “ye’d best be gettin’ home. Give me ye’re hand, an’ I’ll stiddy ye ower t’ stones.”


  He helped her down the bank of shingle, exclaiming: “By goom, ye’re stony cauld.” Once or twice she slipped: he supported her, roughly gripping her knuckles. The stones rolled down the steps, noisily, disappearing into the night.


  Presently they struck the turfed bridle-path, and, as they descended, silently, towards the lights of the village, he said gravely:


  “I always reckoned what my day ’ud coom.”


  She made no reply; and he added grimly:


  “There’ll be terrible work wi’ mother over this.”


  He accompanied her down the narrow lane that led past her uncle’s house. When the lighted windows came in sight he halted.


  “Good-night, lassie,” he said kindly. “Do ye give ower distressin’ yeself.”


  “Good-night, Mr. Garstin,” she answered, in the same low, rapid voice, in which she had given him her answer up on the fell.


  “We’re man an’ wife plighted now, are we not?” he blurted timidly.


  She held her face to his, and he kissed her on the cheek, clumsily.


  VI


  The next morning the frost had set in. The sky was still clear and glittering: the whitened fields sparkled in the chilly sunlight: here and there, on high, distant peaks, gleamed dainty caps of snow. All the week Anthony was to be busy at the fell-foot, wall-building against the coming of the winter storms: the work was heavy, for he was single-handed, and the stone had to be fetched from off the fell-side. Two or three times a day he led his rickety, lumbering cart along the lane that passed the vicarage gate, pausing on each journey to glance furtively up at the windows. But he saw no sign of Rosa Blencarn; and, indeed, he felt no longing to see her: he was grimly exultant over the remembrance of his wooing of her, and over the knowledge that she was his. There glowed within him a stolid pride in himself: he thought of the others who had courted her, and the means by which he had won her seemed to him a fine stroke of cleverness.


  And so he refrained from any mention of the matter; relishing, as he ·34· worked, all alone, the days through, the consciousness of his secret triumph, and anticipating, with inward chucklings, the discomforted cackle of his mother’s female friends. He foresaw, without misgiving, her bitter opposition: he felt himself strong; and his heart warmed towards the girl. And when, at intervals, the brusque realization that, after all, he was to possess her, swept over him, he gripped the stones, and swung them, almost fiercely, into their places.


  All around him the white, empty fields seemed slumbering, breathlessly. The stillness stiffened the leafless trees. The frosty air flicked his blood: singing vigorously to himself he worked with a stubborn, unflagging resolution, methodically postponing, till the length of wall should be completed, the announcement of his betrothal.


  After his reticent, solitary fashion, he was very happy, reviewing his future prospects with a plain and steady assurance, and, as the week-end approached, coming to ignore the irregularity of the whole business; almost to assume, in the exaltation of his pride, that he had won her honestly; and to discard, stolidly, all thought of Luke Stock, of his relations with her, of the coming child that was to pass for his own.


  And there were moments too, when, as he sauntered homewards through the dusk at the end of his day’s work, his heart grew full to overflowing of a rugged, superstitious gratitude towards God in Heaven who had granted his desires.


  About three o’clock on the Saturday afternoon he finished the length of wall. He went home, washed, shaved, put on his Sunday coat; and, avoiding the kitchen, where his mother sat knitting by the fireside, strode up to the vicarage.


  It was Rosa who opened the door to him. On recognizing him she started, and he followed her into the dining-room. He seated himself, and began, brusquely:


  “I’ve coom, Miss Rosa, t’ speak t’ Mr. Blencarn.”


  Then added, eyeing her closely:


  “Ye’re lookin’ sick, lass.”


  Her faint smile accentuated the worn, white look on her face.


  “I reckon ye’ve been frettin’ yeself,” he continued, gently, “leein’ awake o’ nights, hev’n’t yee, noo?”


  She smiled vaguely.


  “Well, but ye see I’ve coom t’ settle t’ whole business for ye. Ye thought mabbe that I was na a man o’ my word.”


  ·35· “No, no, not that,” she protested, “but—but—”


  “But what then?”


  “Ye must not do it,” Mr. Garstin …. I must just bear my own trouble the best I can——” she broke out.


  “D’ye fancy I’m takin’ ye oot of charity? Ye little reckon the sort o’ stuff my love for ye ’s made of. Nay, Miss Rosa, but ye canna draw back noo.”


  “But ye cannot do it, Mr. Garstin. Ye know your mother will na have me at Houtsey …. I could na live there with your mother …. I’d sooner bear my trouble alone, as best I can …. She ’s that stern is Mrs. Garstin. I couldn’t look her in the face …. I can go away somewhere …. I could keep it all from uncle.”


  Her colour came and went: she stood before him, looking away from him, dully, out of the window.


  “I intend ye t’ coom t’ Hootsey. I’m na lad: I reckon I can choose my own wife. Mother’ll hev ye at t’ farm, right enough: ye need na distress yeself on that point——”


  “Nay, Mr. Garstin, but indeed she will not, never …. I know she will not …. She always set herself against me, right from the first.”


  “Ay, but that was different. T’ case is all changed, noo,” he objected, doggedly.


  “She’ll support the sight of me all the less,” the girl faltered.


  “Mother ’ll hev ye at Hootsey—receive ye willin’ of her own free wish—of her own free wish, d’ye hear. I’ll answer for that.”


  He struck the table with his fist, heavily. His tone of determination awed her: she glanced at him hurriedly, struggling with her irresolution.


  “I knaw hoo t’ manage mother. An’ now,” he concluded, changing his tone, “is yer uncle aboot t’ place.”


  “He’s up the paddock, I think,” she answered.


  “Well, I’ll jest step oop and hev a word wi’ him.”


  “Ye’re …. ye will na tell him.”


  “Tut, tut, na harrowin’ tales, ye need na fear, lass. I reckon ef I can tackle mother, I can accommodate myself t’ parson Blencarn.”


  He rose, and coming close to her, scanned her face.


  “Ye must git t’ roses back t’ yer cheeks,” he exclaimed, with a short laugh, “I canna be takin’ a ghost t’ church.”


  She smiled tremulously, and he continued, laying one hand affectionately on her shoulder:


  “Nay, but I was but jestin’. Roses or na roses, ye’ll be t’ bonniest bride ·36· in all Coomberland. I’ll meet ye in Hullam lane, after church time, to-morrow,” he added, moving towards the door.


  After he had gone, she hurried to the backdoor furtively. His retreating figure was already mounting the gray upland field. Presently, beyond him, she perceived her uncle, emerging through the paddock gate. She ran across the poultry yard, and mounting a tub, stood watching the two figures as they moved towards one another along the brow, Anthony vigorously trudging, with his hands thrust deep in his pocket; her uncle, his wideawake tilted over his nose, hobbling, and leaning stiffly on his pair of sticks. They met; she saw Anthony take her uncle’s arm: the two, turning together, strolled away towards the fell.


  She went back into the house. Anthony’s dog came towards her, slinking along the passage. She caught the animal’s head in her hands, and bent over it caressingly, in an impulsive outburst of almost hysterical affection.


  VII


  The two men returned towards the vicarage. At the paddock gate they halted, and the old man concluded:


  “I could not hev wished a better man for her, Anthony. Mabbe the Lord ’ll not be minded to spare me much longer. After I’m gone Rosa ’ll hev all I possess. She was my poor brother Isaac’s only child. After her mother was taken, he, poor fellow, went altogether to the bad, and until she came here she mostly lived among strangers. It’s been a wretched sort of childhood for her—a wretched sort of childhood. Ye’ll take care of her, Anthony, will ye not? … Nay, but I could not hev wished for a better man for her, and there’s my hand on ’t.”


  “Thank ee, Mr. Blencarn, thank ee,” Anthony answered huskily, gripping the old man’s hand.


  And he started off down the lane, homewards.


  His heart was full of a strange, rugged exaltation. He felt with a swelling pride that God had intrusted to him this great charge—to tend her; to make up to her, tenfold, for all that loving care, which, in her childhood, she had never known. And together with a stubborn confidence in himself, there welled up within him a great pity for her—a tender pity, that, chastening with his passion, made her seem to him, as he brooded over that lonely childhood of hers, the more distinctly beautiful, the more profoundly precious. He pictured to himself, tremulously, almost incredulously, their married life—·37·in the winter, his return home at nightfall to find her awaiting him with a glad, trustful smile; their evenings, passed together, sitting in silent happiness over the smouldering logs; or, in summer-time, the mid-day rest in the hay fields when, wearing perhaps a large-brimmed hat fastened with a red ribbon beneath her chin, he would catch sight of her, carrying his dinner, coming across the upland.


  She had not been brought up to be a farmer’s wife: she was but a child still, as the old parson had said. She should not have to work as other men’s wives worked: she should dress like a lady, and on Sundays, in church, wear fine bonnets, and remain, as she had always been, the belle of all the parish.


  And, meanwhile, he would farm as he had never farmed before, watching his opportunities, driving cunning bargains, spending nothing on himself, hoarding every penny that she might have what she wanted…. And, as he strode through the village, he seemed to foresee a general brightening of prospects, a sobering of the fever of speculation in sheep, a cessation of the insensate glutting, year after year, of the great winter marts throughout the North, a slackening of the foreign competition followed by a steady revival of the price of fatted stocks—a period of prosperity in store for the farmer at last…. And the future years appeared to open out before him, spread like a distant, glittering plain, across which, he and she, hand in hand, were called to travel together….


  And then, suddenly, as his iron-bound boots clattered over the cobbled yard, he remembered, with brutal determination, his mother, and the stormy struggle that awaited him.


  He waited till supper was over, till his mother had moved from the table to her place by the chimney corner. For several minutes he remained debating with himself the best method of breaking the news to her. Of a sudden he glanced up at her: her knitting had slipped on to her lap: she was sitting, bunched of a heap in her chair, nodding with sleep. By the flickering light of the wood fire, she looked worn and broken: he felt a twinge of clumsy compunction. And then he remembered the piteous, hunted look in the girl’s eyes, and the old man’s words when they had parted at the paddock gate, and he blurted out:


  “I doot but what I’ll hev t’ marry Rosa Blencarn after all.”


  She started, and blinking her eyes, said:


  “I was jest takin’ a wink o’ sleep. What was ’t ye were saying, Tony?”


  He hesitated a moment, puckering his forehead into coarse rugged lines, and fidgeting noisily with his tea cup. Presently he repeated:


  ·38· “I doot but what I’ll hev t’ marry Rosa Blencarn after all.”


  She rose stiffly, and stepping down from the hearth, came towards him.


  “Mabbe I did na hear ye aright, Tony.” She spoke hurriedly, and though she was quite close to him, steadying herself with one hand clutching the back of his chair, her voice sounded weak, distant almost.


  “Look oop at me. Look oop into my face,” she commanded fiercely.


  He obeyed sullenly.


  “Noo oot wi ’t. What’s yer meanin’, Tony?”


  “I mean what I say,” he retorted doggedly, averting his gaze.


  “What d’ye mean by sayin’ that ye’ve got t’ marry her?”


  “I tell yer I mean what I say,” he repeated dully.


  “Ye mean ye’ve bin an’ put t’ girl in trouble?”


  He said nothing; but sat staring stupidly at the floor.


  “Look oop at me, and answer,” she commanded, gripping his shoulder and shaking him.


  He raised his face slowly, and met her glance.


  “Ay, that’s aboot it,” he answered.


  “This ’ll na be truth. It ’ll be jest a piece o’ wanton trickery?” she cried.


  “Nay, but ’t is truth,” he answered deliberately.


  “Ye will na swear t’ it?” she persisted.


  “I see na necessity for swearin’.”


  “Then ye canna swear t’ it,” she burst out triumphantly.


  He paused an instant; then said quietly:


  “Ay, but I’ll swear t’ it easy enough. Fetch t’ Book.”


  She lifted the heavy, tattered Bible from the chimney-piece, and placed it before him on the table. He laid his lumpish fist on it.


  “Say,” she continued with a tense tremulousness, “say, I swear t’ ye mother, that ’t is t’ truth, t’ whole truth, and noat but t’ truth, s’help me God.”


  “I swear t’ ye, mother, it’s truth, t’ whole truth, and nothin’ but t’ truth, s’help me God,” he repeated after her.


  “Kiss t’ Book,” she ordered.


  He lifted the Bible to his lips. As he replaced it on the table, he burst out into a short laugh:


  “Be ye satisfied noo?”


  She went back to the chimney corner without a word.


  The logs on the hearth hissed and crackled. Outside, amid the blackness the wind was rising, hooting through the firs, and past the windows.


  ·39· After a long while he roused himself, and drawing his pipe from his pocket almost steadily, proceeded leisurely to pare in the palm of his hand a lump of black tobacco.


  “We’ll be asked in church Sunday,” he remarked bluntly.


  She made no answer.


  He looked across at her.


  Her mouth was drawn tight at the corners: her face wore a queer, rigid aspect. She looked, he thought, like a figure of stone.


  “Ye’re not feeling poorly, are ye, mother?” he asked.


  She shook her head grimly: then, hobbling out into the room, began to speak in a shrill, tuneless voice.


  “Ye talked at one time o’ takin’ a farm over Scarsdale way. But ye’d best stop here. I’ll no hinder ye. Ye can have t’ large bedroom in t’ front, and I’ll move ower to what used to be my brother Jake’s room. Ye knaw I’ve never had no opinion of t’ girl, but I’ll do what ’s right by her, ef I break my sperrit in t’ doin’ on’t. I’ll mak’ t’ girl welcome here: I’ll stand by her properlike: mebbe I’ll finish by findin’ soom good in her. But from this day forward, Tony, ye’re na son o’ mine. Ye’ve dishonoured yeself: ye’ve laid a trap for me—ay, laid a trap, that ’s t’ word. Ye’ve brought shame and bitterness on yer ould mother in her old age. Ye’ve made me despise t’ varra seet o’ ye. Ye can stop on here, but ye shall niver touch a penny of my money; every shillin’ of’t shall go t’ yer child, or to your child’s children. Ay,” she went on, raising her voice, “ay, ye’ve got yer way at last, and mebbe ye reckon ye’ve chosen a mighty smart way. But time ’ull coom when ye’ll regret this day, when ye eat oot yer repentance in doost an’ ashes. Ay, Lord ’ull punish ye, Tony, chastise ye properly. Ye’ll learn that marriage begun in sin, can end in nought but sin. Ay,” she concluded, as she reached the door, raising her skinny hand prophetically, “ay, after I’m deed an’ gone, ye mind ye o’ t’ words o’ t’ apostle—‘For them that hev sinned without t’ law, shall also perish without t’ law.’”


  And she slammed the door behind her.


  Hubert Crackanthorpe.


  {·  ·}


  BRETON AFTERNOON


  
    [image: H]ERE, where the breath of the scented gorse floats through the sun-stained air,


    On a steep hill-side, on a grassy ledge, I have lain hours long, and heard


    Only the faint breeze pass in a whisper like a prayer,


    And the river ripple by, and the distant call of a bird.

  


  
    On the lone hill-side, in the gold sunshine, I will hush me and repose;


    And the world fades into a dream, and a spell is cast on me;


    And what was all the strife about for the myrtle or the rose?


    And why have I wept for a white girl’s paleness, passing ivory?

  


  
    Out of the tumult of angry tongues, in a world alone, apart,


    In a perfumed dream-land set betwixt the bounds of life and death;


    Here will I lie, while the clouds fly by, and delve a hole, where mine heart


    May sleep dark down with the gorse above and red, red earth beneath:

  


  
    Sleep and be quiet for an afternoon, till the rose-white Angelus


    Softly steals my way from the village under the hill:


    “Mother of God! O, Misericord! look down in pity on us,


    The weak and blind, who stand in our light, and wreak ourselves such ill!”

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  WILLIAM BLAKE AND HIS ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE DIVINE COMEDY


  I. HIS OPINIONS UPON ART


  [image: T]HE recoil from scientific naturalism has created in our day the movement the French call symboliste, which, beginning with the memorable “Axel,” by Villiers de l’lsle Adam, has added to drama a new kind of romance, at once ecstatic and picturesque, in the works of M. Maeterlinck; and beginning with certain pictures of the pre-Raphaelites, and of Mr. Watts and Mr. Burne-Jones, has brought into art a new and subtle inspiration. This movement, and in art more especially, has proved so consonant with a change in the times, in the desires of our hearts grown weary with material circumstance, that it has begun to touch even the great public; the ladies of fashion and men of the world who move so slowly; and has shown such copious signs of being a movement, perhaps the movement of the opening century, that one of the best known of French picture dealers will store none but the inventions of a passionate symbolism. It has no sufficient philosophy and criticism, unless indeed it has them hidden in the writings of M. Mallarmé, which I have not French enough to understand, but if it cared it might find enough of both philosophy and criticism in the writings of William Blake to protect it from its opponents, and what is perhaps of greater importance, from its own mistakes, for he was certainly the first great symboliste of modern times, and the first of any time to preach the indissoluble marriage of all great art with symbol. There had been allegorists and teachers of allegory in plenty, but the symbolic imagination, or as Blake preferred to call it, “Vision,” is not allegory, being “a representation of what actually exists really and unchangeably”: a symbol is indeed the only possible expression of some invisible essence, a transparent lamp about a spiritual flame, while allegory is one of many possible representations of an embodied thing, or familiar principle, and belongs to fancy and not to imagination; the one is a revelation, the other an amusement. It is happily ·42· no part of my purpose to expound in detail the relations he believed to exist between symbol and mind; for in doing so I should come upon not a few doctrines which, though they have not been difficult to many simple persons, ascetics wrapped in skins, women who had cast away all common knowledge, peasants dreaming by their sheep-folds upon the hills, are full of obscurity to the man of modern culture; but it is necessary to just touch upon these relations, because in them was the fountain of much of the practice and of all the precept of his artistic life.


  If a man would enter into “Noah’s rainbow,” he has written, and “make a friend” of one of “the images of wonder” which dwell there, and which always entreat him “to leave mortal things,” “then would he arise from the grave and meet the Lord in the air;” and by this rainbow; this sign of a covenant granted to him who is with Shem and Japhet, “painting, poetry and music,” “the three powers in man of conversing with Paradise which the flood ‘of time and space’ did not sweep away”; Blake represented the shapes of beauty haunting our moments of inspiration: shapes held by most for the frailest of ephemera, but by him for a people older than the world, citizens of eternity, appearing and reappearing in the minds of artists and of poets, creating all we touch and see by casting distorted images of themselves upon “the vegetable glass of nature”; and because beings, none the less symbols; blossoms, as it were, growing from invisible immortal roots; hands, as it were, pointing the way into some divine labyrinth. If “the world of imagination” was “the world of eternity” as this doctrine implied, it was of less importance to know men and nature than to distinguish the beings and substances of imagination from those of a more perishable kind, created by the fantasy, in uninspired moments, out of memory and whim; and this could best be done by purifying one’s mind, as with a flame, in study of the works of the great masters, who were great because they had been granted by divine favour a vision of the unfallen world, from which others are kept apart by the flaming sword that turns every way; and by flying from the painters who studied “the vegetable glass” for its own sake, and not to discover there the shadows of imperishable beings and substances, and who entered into their own minds, not to make the unfallen world a test of all they saw and heard and felt with the senses, but to cover the naked spirit with “the rotten rags of memory” of older sensations. To distinguish between these two schools, and to cleave always to the Florentine, and so to escape the fascination of those who seemed to him to offer a spirit, weary with the labours of inspiration, the sleep of nature, had been the struggle of the first half of his life; and it was only after his return to London from Felpham ·45· in 1804 that he finally escaped from “temptations and perturbations” which sought “to destroy the imaginative power” at “the hands of Venetian and Flemish Demons.” “The spirit of Titian,” and one must always remember that he had only seen poor engravings, and what his disciple, Palmer, has called “picture dealers’ Titians,” “was particularly active in raising doubts concerning the possibility of executing without a model; and when once he had raised the doubt it became easy for him to snatch away the vision time after time,” and Blake’s imagination “weakened” and “darkened” until a “memory of nature and of the pictures of various schools possessed his mind, instead of appropriate execution” flowing from the vision itself. But now he wrote, “O glory! and O delight! I have entirely reduced that spectrous fiend to his station”—he had overcome the merely reasoning and sensual portion of the mind—“whose annoyance has been the ruin of my labours for the last twenty years of my life …. I speak with perfect confidence and certainty of the fact which has passed upon me. Nebuchadnezzar had seven times passed over him, I have had twenty; thank God I was not altogether a beast as he was …. suddenly, on the day after visiting the Truchsessian Gallery of pictures,”—this was a gallery containing pictures by Albert Dürer and by the great Florentines,—“I was again enlightened with the light I enjoyed in my youth, and which has for exactly twenty years been closed from me as by a door and window shutters…. Excuse my enthusiasm, or rather madness, for I am really drunk with intellectual vision whenever I take a pencil or graver in my hand, as I used to be in my youth.”


  [image: ]


  This letter may have been the expression of a moment’s enthusiasm, but was more probably rooted in one of those intuitions of coming technical power which every creator feels, and learns to rely upon; for all his greatest work was done, and the principles of his art were formulated after this date. Except a word here and there, his writings hitherto had not dealt with the principles of art except remotely and by implication; but now he wrote much upon them, and not in obscure symbolic verse, but in emphatic prose, and explicit if not very poetical rhyme. In his “Descriptive Catalogue,” in “The Address to the Public,” in the notes on Sir Joshua Reynolds, in “The Book of Moonlight,” of which some not very dignified rhymes alone remain; in beautiful detached passages in “the MS. Book,” he explained spiritual art, and praised the painters of Florence and their influence, and cursed all that has come of Venice and Holland. The limitation of his view was from the very intensity of his vision; he was a too literal realist of imagination, as others are of nature, and because he believed that the figures seen by the mind’s ·46· eye, when exalted by inspiration, were “eternal existences,” symbols of divine essences, he hated every grace of style that might obscure their lineaments. To wrap them about in reflected lights was to do this, and to dwell over fondly upon any softness of hair or flesh was to dwell upon that which was least permanent and least characteristic, for “The great and golden rule of art, as of life, is this: that the more distinct, sharp, and wiry the boundary line, the more perfect the work of art; and the less keen and sharp, the greater is the evidence of weak imitation, plagiarism, and bungling.” Inspiration was to see the permanent and characteristic in all forms, and if you had it not, you must needs imitate with a languid mind the things you saw or remembered, and so sink into the sleep of nature where all is soft and melting. “Great inventors in all ages knew this. Protogenes and Apelles knew each other by their line. Raphael and Michael Angelo and Albert Dürer are known by this and this alone. How do we distinguish the owl from the beast, the horse from the ox, but by the bounding outline? How do we distinguish one face or countenance from another, but by the bounding line and its infinite inflections and movements? What is it that builds a house and plants a garden but the definite and determinate? What is it that distinguishes honesty from knavery but the hard and wiry line of rectitude and certainty in the actions and intentions? Leave out this line and you leave out life itself; and all is chaos again, and the line of the Almighty must be drawn out upon it before man or beast can exist.” He even insisted that “colouring does not depend on where the colours are put, but upon where the lights and darks are put, and all depends upon the form or outline;” meaning, I suppose, that a colour gets its brilliance or its depth from being in light or in shadow. He does not mean by outline the bounding line dividing a form from its background, as one of his commentators has thought, but the line that divides it from surrounding space, and unless you have an overmastering sense of this you cannot draw true beauty at all, but only “the beauty that is appended to folly,” a beauty of mere voluptuous softness, “a lamentable accident of the mortal and perishing life,” for “the beauty proper for sublime art is lineaments, or forms and features capable of being the receptacles of intellect,” and “the face or limbs that alter least from youth to old age are the face and limbs of the greatest beauty and perfection.” His praise of a severe art had been beyond price had his age rested a moment to listen, in the midst of its enthusiasm for Correggio and the later Renaissance, for Bartolozzi and for Stothard; and yet in his visionary realism, and in his enthusiasm for what, after all, is perhaps the greatest art, and a necessary ·49· part of every picture that is art at all, he forgot how he who wraps the vision in lights and shadows, in irridescent or glowing colour; having in the midst of his labour many little visions of these secondary essences; until form be half lost in pattern, may compel the canvas or paper to become itself a symbol of some not indefinite because unsearchable essence: for is not the Bacchus and Ariadne of Titian a talisman as powerfully charged with intellectual virtue as though it were a jewel-studded door of the city seen on Patmos?


  [image: ]


  To cover the imperishable lineaments of beauty with shadows and reflected lights was to fall into the power of his “Vala,” the indolent fascination of nature, the woman divinity who is so often described in “the prophetic” books as “sweet pestilence,” and whose children weave webs to take the souls of men; but there was yet a more lamentable chance, for nature has also a “masculine portion,” or “spectre,” which kills instead of merely hiding and is continually at war with inspiration. To “generalize” forms and shadows, to “smooth out” spaces and lines in obedience to “laws of composition,” and of painting; founded, not upon imagination, which always thirsts for variety and delights in freedom, but upon reasoning from sensation, which is always seeking to reduce everything to a lifeless and slavish uniformity; as the popular art of Blake’s day had done, and as he understood Sir Joshua Reynolds to advise, was to fall into “Entuthon Benithon,” or “the Lake of Udan Adan,” or some other of those regions where the imagination and the flesh are alike dead, and which he names by so many resonant fantastical names. “General knowledge is remote knowledge,” he wrote; “it is in particulars that wisdom consists, and happiness too. Both in art and life general masses are as much art as a paste-board man is human. Everyman has eyes, nose, and mouth; this every idiot knows. But he who enters into and discriminates most minutely the manners and intentions, the characters in all their branches, is the alone wise or sensible man, and on this discrimination all art is founded…. As poetry admits not a letter that is insignificant, so painting admits not a grain of sand or a blade of grass insignificant, much less an insignificant blot or blur.”


  Against another desire of his time, derivative also from what he has called “corporeal reason,” the desire for a tepid “moderation,” for a lifeless “sanity” in both art and life, he had protested years before with a paradoxical violence: “The roadway of excess leads to the palace of wisdom,” and we must only “bring out weight and measure in a time of dearth.” This protest; carried, in the notes on Sir Joshua Reynolds, to the point of dwelling almost with pleasure on the thought that “The Lives of the Painters say that ·50· Raphael died of dissipation,” because dissipation is better than emotional penury; seemed as important to his old age as to his youth. He taught it to his disciples, and one finds it in its purely artistic shape in a diary written by Samuel Palmer, in 1824: “excess is the essential vivifying spirit, vital spark, embalming spice of the finest art. There are many mediums in the means—none, oh, not a jot, not a shadow of a jot, in the end of great art. In a picture whose merit is to be excessively brilliant, it can’t be too brilliant: but individual tints may be too brilliant … we must not begin with medium but think always on excess and only use medium to make excess more abundantly excessive.”


  These three primary commands, to seek a determinate outline, to avoid a generalized treatment, and to desire always abundance and exuberance, were insisted upon with vehement anger, and their opponents called again and again “demons,” and “villains,” “hired” by the wealthy and the idle; but in private, Palmer has told us, he could find “sources of delight throughout the whole range of art,” and was ever ready to praise excellence in any school, finding, doubtless, among friends no need for the emphasis of exaggeration. There is a beautiful passage in “Jerusalem,” in which the merely mortal part of the mind, “the spectre,” creates “pyramids of pride,” and “pillars in the deepest hell to reach the heavenly arches,” and seeks to discover wisdom in “the spaces between the stars,” not “in the stars,” where it is, but the immortal part makes all his labours vain, and turns his pyramids to “grains of sand,” his “pillars” to “dust on the fly’s wing,” and makes of “his starry heavens a moth of gold and silver mocking his anxious grasp.” So when man’s desire to rest from spiritual labour, and his thirst to fill his art with mere sensation, and memory, seem upon the point of triumph, some miracle transforms them to a new inspiration; and here and there among the pictures born of sensation and memory is the murmuring of a new ritual, the glimmering of new talismans and symbols.


  [image: ]


  It was during and after the writing of these opinions that Blake did the various series of pictures which have brought him the bulk of his fame. He had already completed the illustrations to Young’s “Night Thoughts,” in which the great sprawling figures, a little wearisome even with the luminous colours of the original water-colour, become nearly intolerable in plain black and white; and almost all the illustrations to “the prophetic books,” which have an energy like that of the elements, but are rather rapid sketches taken while some phantasmic procession swept over him, than elaborate compositions, and in whose shadowy adventures one finds not merely, as did ·53· Dr. Garth Wilkinson, “the hells of the ancient people, the Anakim, the Nephalim, and the Rephaim; … gigantic petrifactions from which the fires of lust and intense selfish passion have long dissipated what was animal and vital”; not merely the shadows cast by the powers who had closed the light from him as “with a door and window shutters,” but the shadows of those who gave them battle. He did now, however, the many designs to Milton, of which I have only seen those to “Paradise Regained”; the reproductions of those to “Comus”; published, I think, by Mr. Quaritch; and the three or four to “Paradise Lost”; engraved by Bell Scott; a series of designs which one good judge considers his greatest work; the illustrations to Blair’s “Grave,” whose gravity and passion struggle with the mechanical softness and trivial smoothness of Schiavonetti’s engraving; the illustrations to Thornton’s “Virgil,” whose influence is, I think, perceptible in the work of the little group of landscape painters who gathered about him in his old age and delighted to call him master. The member of the group, whom I have already so often quoted, has alone praised worthily these illustrations to the first Eclogue: “There is in all such a misty and dreamy glimmer as penetrates and kindles the inmost soul and gives complete and unreserved delight, unlike the gaudy daylight of this world. They are like all this wonderful artist’s work, the drawing aside of the fleshly curtain, and the glimpse which all the most holy, studious saints and sages have enjoyed, of the rest which remains to the people of God.” Now, too, he did the two great series, the crowning work of his life, “the illustrations to the book of Job” and the designs to “The Divine Comedy.” They were commissioned from him by his patron and disciple John Linnell, who paid him a good price, the best he had yet received; but the material circumstance of their origin has been often described, and is of less importance than the influence upon his method of engraving of certain engravings of Marc Antonio, which were shown him by Mr. Linnell. Hitherto he had protested against the mechanical “dots and lozenges” and “blots and blurs” of Woollett and Strange, but had himself used both “dot and lozenge,” “blot and blur,” though always in subordination “to a firm and determinate outline”; but in Marc Antonio he found a style full of delicate lines, a style where all was living and energetic, strong and subtle. And almost his last words, a letter written upon his death-bed, attack the “dots and lozenges” with even more than usually quaint symbolism, and praise expressive lines. “I know that the majority of Englishmen are bound by the indefinite …. a line is a line in its minutest particulars, straight or crooked. It is itself, not inter-measurable by anything else …. but since the French Revolution”; since ·54· the reign of reason began, that is; “Englishmen are all intermeasurable with one another, certainly a happy state of agreement in which I do not agree.” The Dante series occupied the last years of his life; even when too weak to get out of bed he worked on, propped up with the great drawing book before him. He sketched a hundred designs, but left all incomplete, some very greatly so, and partly engraved seven plates, of which the Francesca and Paolo is the most finished. It is given here instead of a photographic reproduction of the water-colour, although accessible in the engraved set, to show the form the entire series would have taken had he lived. It is not, I think, inferior to any but the finest in the Job, if indeed to them, and shows in its perfection Blake’s mastery over elemental things, the swirl in which the lost spirits are hurried, “a watery flame” he would have called it, the haunted waters and the huddling shapes. The luminous globe, a symbol used again in the Purgatory, is Francesca’s and Paolo’s dream of happiness, their “Heaven in Hell’s despite.” The other three drawings have never been published before, and appear here, as will those which will follow them, through the courtesy of the Linnell family. The passing of Dante and Virgil through the portico of Hell is the most unfinished and loses most in reproduction, for the flames, rising from the half-seen circles, are in the original full of intense and various colour; while the angry spirits fighting on the waters of the Styx above the sluggish bodies of the melancholy, loses the least, its daemonic energy being in the contour of the bodies and faces. Both this and the Antaeus setting down Virgil and Dante upon the verge of Cocytus, a wonderful piece of colour in the original, resemble the illustrations to his “prophetic books” in exuberant strength and lavish motion, and are in contrast with the illustrations to the Purgatory, which are placid, marmoreal, tender, starry, rapturous.
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  All in this great series are in some measure powerful and moving, and not, as it is customary to say of the work of Blake, because a flaming imagination pierces through a cloudy and indecisive technique, but because they have the only excellence possible in any art, a mastery over artistic expression. The technique of Blake was imperfect, incomplete, as is the technique of wellnigh all artists who have striven to bring fires from remote summits; but where his imagination is perfect and complete, his technique has a like perfection, a like completeness. He strove to embody more subtle raptures, more elaborate intuitions than any before him; his imagination and technique are more broken and strained under a great burden than the imagination and technique of any other master. “I am,” wrote Blake, “like others, just equal in invention and execution.” And again, “No man can ·57· improve an original invention; nor can an original invention exist without execution, organized, delineated, and articulated either by God or man…. I have heard people say, ‘Give me the ideas; it is no matter what words you put them into;’ and others say, ‘Give me the design; it is no matter for the execution.’ … Ideas cannot be given but in their minutely appropriate words, nor can a design be made without its minutely appropriate execution.” Living in a time when technique and imagination are continually perfect and complete, because they no longer strive to bring fire from heaven, we forget how imperfect and incomplete they were in even the greatest masters, in Botticelli, in Orcagna, and in Giotto. The errors in the handiwork of exalted spirits are as the more fantastical errors in their lives; as Coleridge’s opium cloud; as Villiers de l’Isle Adam’s candidature for the throne of Greece; as Blake’s anger against causes and purposes he but half understood; as the flickering madness an Eastern scripture would allow in august dreamers; for he who half lives in eternity endures a rending of the structures of the mind, a crucifixion of the intellectual body.


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  IN CARNIVAL


  
    [image: O]UT of the multitudinous hours


    Of life sealed fast for us by fate,


    Are any hours that yet await


    Our coming, worthy to be ours?

  


  
    Life, in her motley, sheds in showers


    The rose of hours still delicate,


    But you and I have come too late


    Into the Carnival of Flowers.

  


  
    For us the roses are scarce sweet,


    And scarcely swift the flying feet


    Where masque to masque the moments call;

  


  
    All has been ours that we desired,


    And now we are a little tired


    Of the eternal carnival.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  THE CLOWN


  A CRAYON SKETCH


  [image: H]A-LALA-I-TI, cried the clown, as he turned to leave the arena with his wee pony. He wore a large false nose of violet hue, a white sack-like costume with black spots dotted about it, and a tiny cylinder-shaped hat poised over one ear upon an elaborate periwig. His arms waved like the sails of a windmill, he turned suddenly to grasp the pony’s tail, then lifted it bodily in the air for a second, with another loud “Ha-lala-i-ti,” made his final bow and retired; the pony stepping daintily backwards and bowing, too, in obedience to its master’s signal, the vast audience applauding vociferously.


  After a moment’s pause, a bell rang, and a ponderous white horse, gay with scarlet trappings and platform on back, was led in, and, tripping close behind, in elaborate ballet dress, came its rider, among a troupe of boisterous Pierrots carrying large paper hoops; a crowd of servants closed the procession—it was one of the most attractive turns, and the stables were practically deserted.


  It was very quiet there in the dim light of a few oil lamps, only an occasional rustle of straw, or the clank of a bridle as some restive steed pawed the ground, or moved across its stall. Here in a long row stood horses of every description, the uncertain light flickering on the silken coats of bay and chestnut thoroughbreds, on the shapely limbs of milk-white arabs, and the rippling mane and tail of heavy cart-horses. Beyond these again, in smaller stalls, ponies, donkeys, goats, and performing dogs had their quarters.


  More than one head was turned when the clown’s voice broke the stillness with a cheery “Well done, Fifi.” The pony walked demurely into his own stall, waiting until his master, having discarded his false nose and diminutive hat, pulled down a bundle of hay from the rack overhead and shook it out before him, when Fifi rubbed himself up against his master’s leg much as a cat might have done, in a kind of grateful caress. It was a dainty little toy thing, ·60· perfect in build, although the jet black crest reached little higher than the man’s knee, and he had to stoop low to stroke the shining silken coat as he murmured, “Like it? Ah, you rascal, you have nothing to grumble at!”


  Leaving the pony to munch his hay at leisure the clown sat himself down on an overturned bucket, unbuttoned his white costume, loosened its collar, and slowly wiped his thickly powdered face. From some mysterious pocket he next extracted a flask and took a long pull at its contents, then, leaning forward, he let his head sink upon his hands—a well-shaped head set on broad shoulders, the neck muscles all exposed by the open collar.


  Sitting so quietly here he seemed a very different being from the merry-maker of the arena. There, with his false nose and the queer black arabesques painted about his eyes, his face wore a look of saucy fooling, of self-satisfaction and impudent self-assertion; now, the black paint, carelessly smudged off, has stuck in his eyebrows, accentuating the brilliancy of dark eyes deep set in the deadly whiteness of his face, a pallor for which powder alone is not responsible, for deep lines of care are plainly visible in both cheek and brow. His expression has grown hard and stern as though he held himself severely in hand to check some passionate outburst; lost in thought, and thoughts evidently of no pleasant description. Yet what should make him sad? A handsome salary, plenty to eat, an ungrudging supply of drinks, should surely make an earthly paradise for this rough son of the stable, to say nothing of the applause that greets his every action, the consciousness of his supremacy in the arena, and of his position as the spoilt child of the company.


  Thought, to such as he, is surely a mere physical function! Why, then, this change? Is it possible that, apart from the animal side of his existence, there lies within this massive frame some intuition of hidden forces, of longings, hopes, fears, and sudden gleams of passion? Who, seeing him now, could doubt it? a whole elegy of pain and reproach is in those dark eyes and in that despondent figure. Is this the real man? Was all that fooling, despite its spontaneity, mere fooling? Was he trying to convince himself, as well as his audience, that his buffoonery was really amusing? Was he laughing, not only for the entertainment of the crowd who laughs—and pays, but also to stifle for the moment the tears that fill his heart?


  By-and-by footsteps and the clinking of spurs resounded on the paved floor, and a tall woman in a riding habit came through the stable, side by side with an officer in the uniform of the Belgian Guards. As they passed the pony’s stall, laughing and talking gaily, the woman glanced sharply at the clown, sitting there on his bucket, immovable as a statue, then, as quickly, she ·61· averted her head, a sullen expression on her handsome face. She linked her arm into that of her companion and lent elaborate attention to his next remark. “Dieu! que c’est drôle!” she repeated twice with a shrill laugh and mocking gesture.


  The clown’s eyes followed her every movement; hungry eyes that still gazed blankly at the quivering door as it banged to behind her.


  There was a convulsive twitch in the clasped hands, a momentary movement as of some wild beast ready to spring, then with a deep sigh, the old expression of dumb resignation came over his face, and once more he seemed lost in thought.


  After a while “La Belle Clotilde” returned—alone this time, but the clown made no sign, only he dropped his head a little lower upon his hands, so that his red periwig alone was visible above them. She came straight up to him. “Jack!” she said, imperatively, striking her riding whip sharply against her green riding skirt, “Jack! I’ve told you, once for all, I will not stand your prying. What made you come here to sit and stare? Fool! Don’t do it again, Jack, or my patience will come to an end.”


  The clown never stirred.


  “Do you hear? I forbid you to pass my window, to sit spying upon me. It is all of a piece—nonsense. Listen Jack,” she continued, and she pushed up the red periwig with the tip of her whip, dropping her voice to a slightly more ingratiating tone; “I was only chaffing, Jack. Let me have three louis d’or! I am in a hurry! I’m not one to be kept waiting, you know that; Jack! do you hear?” she added, in a rapidly rising crescendo, but Jack kept silence.


  “Are you drunk, man, or not drunk enough? Give me the money! At once! Have you lost your tongue, you fool?”


  Her face flushed darkly, and as no answer came, she struck him a sharp blow across the back:


  “Jack! you silly fool!” she cried in positive fury. “Don’t you hear me talking to you? How dare you?”


  Still he did not move.


  “La Belle Clotilde” stood there before him, her trailing skirt grasped hard in one clenched hand, her cheeks aflame, her foot tapping angrily, then, with a sudden effort, she so far mastered her temper as to find words again. She returned to the charge:


  “Jack,” she said, “Jack;” she lingered on the last word until it became almost a caress: “It is so silly of you to give yourself these airs—and I want some money so badly.”


  ·62· Without raising his eyes, the clown stooped forward to pick up a straw from the floor; he thrust it between his lips, closed his teeth upon it, and muttered: “For him?”


  “That is nothing to you. Well—if you must know—yes. He has been unlucky—he must back his luck once more—and to-night. He shall stand you a supper.”


  The clown shook his head.


  “Well then, imagine the money is for me, I ask you for it. I will pay it all back together.”


  Jack shook his head once more.


  “You don’t want it back? So much the better, but, Jack, don’t be all night about it, hurry up.”


  Her temper was rising again, but she kept it under.


  “Jack, you will stand me a supper to-night?” she said. Again the bowed head made an emphatic negation.


  “Don’t you care to?” She dropped the trailing skirt, let herself slip down on to the straw at his feet, and laid a hand on his knees:


  “Don’t be stupid, Jack—give over this nonsense, you know I—like you. Lend me the money now, quickly, and——” She tried to pull down his hands.


  Suddenly he tossed up his head and thrust her away, not roughly, but with the firm touch of one determined to be obeyed, then, drawing from his pocket a clumsy purse, he poured its contents into her lap.


  “There, you’ve got the money,” he muttered, hoarsely, “now—go!”


  “Jack, after the performance——” She would have touched his hand again, but he drew it hastily back.


  “Go—go, I said,” he whispered, almost voiceless with emotion.


  “La Belle Clotilde” rose slowly, gathering up her money; slowly she walked the length of the stable, turning at the end: “Jack! Jack!”


  She waited in vain for a word, a look, then flounced out with a shrug of her shapely shoulders.


  The clown never moved, but the pony thrust his neck over the rail of his stall and grabbed at his arm. “Fifi! Come along then.” There was a sharp whinny of delight, and the tiny stallion pushed up against the swing bar, all impatience. His master stretched out his hand, unfastened it, and, once free, Fifi trotted straight up to him, pushed himself between the clown’s knees and laid a black muzzle upon his shoulder. He seemed to know something was amiss.


  There came over the stern face an expression of intense, almost pathetic ·63· joy, the tears welled up in his eyes as in those of a mother when her child of its own accord first stretches out tiny hands to hers. “Fifi, my pet, my only pet!” His voice failed him and he pressed his lips against the silky mane, and so the stablemen found them later on, Fifi cocking his ears and sweeping his long tail to and fro in delighted satisfaction.


  In the arena “La Belle Clotilde” was delighting her audience by a brilliant display “à la haute école,” sharing pretty equally with her handsome bay stallion the admiration of a group of cavalry officers who stood just within the archway. Foremost among these was the well-known figure of Captain René, glass in eye, his dandified features wreathed in smiles of approbation. Here in the circus he was persona grata. A really good judge of horseflesh, he took, or professed to take, as keen an interest in every fresh performer, every novel trick, as did any member of the company. Although known to be practically penniless, he always contrived to be in the smartest, most extravagant set in the regiment, and even here was the most lavish of all. None of his companions gave such champagne suppers, none was so quick to detect the weak points of a horse, nor so ready with compliments and bouquets for a fair équestrienne. It was easy enough to be generous from a full purse, but René alone could stand unlimited drinks from empty pockets. His popularity was unbounded with almost the whole staff. “La Belle Clotilde” rode out amidst thunders of applause. The programme announced “A marvellous somersault trick over eight horses,” and Jack the Clown, with the stereotyped grin of his profession once more upon his face, made his bow for the second time.


  He busied himself for a few moments dressing three horses into line, playing endless tricks at the expense of the grooms, and indulging in the most extravagant acrobatic feats; then with a single bound he was upon the spring-board, his lithe figure curled itself into a ball as he turned his somersault once—twice—and landed beyond the horses with a ringing “Ha-lala-i-ti!”


  One by one, more horses were led up, until a prolonged series of somersaults carried him, thanks to his indefatigable muscles, across the backs of eight big horses, and still he was not satisfied.


  He cried out for two more, to the loudly expressed delight of the audience.


  There was a momentary deliberation among the stablemen, for none of the other horses were trained for this particular trick, but Jack was not to be denied, he held up two fingers imperatively and evoked a roar of laughter with the words, “Two! two more horses, not donkeys like yourselves! two ·64· horses!” The ring master gave a sign of assent, and to fill up the pause Jack pretended to fall off the board, stood on his head, and proceeded to wriggle himself through the tan to the side of the horse farthest from him. Hand over hand he mounted by its tail, and then stood in well-feigned alarm upon its back. Taking off his hat, he spun it upon his chin, his nose, twirled it round and round, flung it in the air, catching it now on one foot, now on the other, now again on his head, flung it up again, missed it, grabbed at it with one hand, and as he jumped once more into the ring tossed it right away. It made a wide curve and landed—was it merely by accident?—full in the face of Captain René. The clown laughed. “The clown’s muzzle!” he cried, and just then the two fresh horses were trotted in. They were not used to being forced into such close line, and fretted at the contact with the others; first one, then another got restive, until the whole ten were fidgeting and nervous.


  There was a fresh burst of music from the orchestra, a cry of “Steady, steady, now!” from the grooms, and once more a white figure shot from the spring-board. There was a wild scream, a panic-stricken rush of horses and stablemen, and in the ring there lay a shapeless, inert mass; a flutter of white frilling, a quiver of painted eyelids—a dead clown.


  Roman Mathieu-Wierzbinski.


  {·  ·}
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  O’SULLIVAN RUA TO MARY LAVELL


  
    [image: W]HEN my arms wrap you round, I press


    My heart upon the loveliness


    That has long faded in the world;


    The jewelled crowns that kings have hurled


    In shadowy pools, when armies fled;


    The love-tales wrought with silken thread


    By dreaming ladies upon cloth


    That has made fat the murderous moth;


    The roses that of old time were


    Woven by ladies in their hair,


    Before they drowned their lovers’ eyes


    In twilight shaken with low sighs;


    The dew-cold lilies ladies bore


    Through many a sacred corridor


    Where a so sleepy incense rose


    That only God’s eyes did not close:


    For that dim brow and lingering hand


    Come from a more dream-heavy land,


    A more dream-heavy hour than this;


    And, when you sigh from kiss to kiss,


    I hear pale Beauty sighing too,


    For hours when all must fade like dew


    Till there be naught but throne on throne


    Of seraphs, brooding, each alone,


    A sword upon his iron knees,


    On her most lonely mysteries.

  


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE


  II


  [image: N]IETZSCHE was by temperament a philosopher after the manner of the Greeks. In other words, philosophy was not to him, as to the average modern philosopher, a matter of books and the study, but a life to be lived. It seemed to him to have much less concern with “truth” than with the essentials of fine living. He loved travel and movement, he loved scenery, he loved cities and the spectacle of men, above all, he loved solitude. The solitude of cities drew him strongly; he envied Heraclitus his desert study amid the porticoes and peristyles of the immense temple of Diana. He had, however, his own favourite place of work, to which he often alludes, the Piazza di San Marco at Venice, amid the doves, in front of the strange and beautiful structure which he “loved, feared, and envied”; and here in the spring, between ten o’clock and mid-day, he found his best philosophic laboratory.


  It was in Italy that Nietzsche seems to have found himself most at home, although there are no signs that he felt any special sympathy with the Italians, that is to say in later than Renaissance days. For the most part he possessed very decided sympathies and antipathies. His antipathy to his own Germans lay in the nature of things. Every prophet’s message is primarily directed to his own people. And Nietzsche was unsparing in his keen criticism of the Germans. He tells somewhere with a certain humour how people abroad would ask him if Germany had produced no great thinker or artist, no really good book of late, and how with the courage of despair he would at last reply, “Yes, Bismarck!” Nietzsche was willing enough to recognize the kind of virtue personified in Bismarck. But with that recognition nearly all was said in favour of Germany that Nietzsche had to say. There is little in the German spirit that answered to his demands. He admired clearness, analytic precision, and highly organized intelligence, light, and alert. He saw no sufficient reason why profundity should lack a fine superficies, nor why strength should be ungainly. His instinctive comparison ·69· for a good thinker was always a good dancer. As a child he had been struck by seeing a rope-dancer, and throughout life dancing seemed to him the image of the finest culture, supple to bend, strong to retain its own equilibrium, an exercise demanding the highest training and energy of all the muscles of a well-knit organism. But the indubitable intellectual virtues of the bulky and plodding German are scarcely those which can well be symbolized by an Otero or a Caicedo. “There is too much beer in the German intellect,” Nietzsche said. For the last ten centuries Germany has wilfully stultified herself; “nowhere else has there been so vicious a misuse of the two great European narcotics, alcohol and Christianity,” to which he was inclined to add music. (“The theatre and music,” he remarked in “Die Fröhliche Wissenschaft,” “are the haschisch and betel of Europeans, and the history of the so-called higher culture is largely the history of narcotics.”) “Germans regard bad writing,” he said, “as a national privilege; they do not write prose as one works at a statue, they only improvise.” Even “German virtue”—and this was the unkindest cut of all—had its origin in eighteenth century France, as its early preachers, such as Kant and Schiller, fully recognized. Thus it happens that the German has no perceptions—coupling his Goethe with a Schiller, and his Schopenhauer with a Hartmann—and no tact, “no finger for nuances,” his fingers are all claws. Nietzsche regarded it as merely an accident that he was himself born in Germany, just as it was merely an accident that Heine the Jew, and Schopenhauer the Dutchman, were born there. Yet, as I have already hinted, we may take these utterances too seriously. There are passages in his works—though we meet them rarely—which show that Nietzsche realized and admired the elemental energy, the depth and the contradictions in the German character; he attributed them largely to mixture of races.


  Nietzsche was not much attracted to the English. It is true that he names Landor as one of the four masters of prose this century has produced, while another of these is Emerson, with whom he had genuine affinity, although his own genius was keener and more passionate, with less sunny serenity. For Shakespeare, also, his admiration was deep. And when he had outgrown his early enthusiasm for Schopenhauer, the fine qualities which he still recognized in that thinker—his concreteness, lucidity, reasonableness—seemed to him English. He was less flattering towards English thought. Darwinism, for instance, he thought, savoured too much of the population question, and was invented by English men of science who were oppressed by the problems of poverty. The struggle for existence, he said, ·70· is only an exception in nature; it is exuberance, an even reckless superfluity, which rules. For English philosophic thought generally he had little but contempt. J. S. Mill was one of his “impossibilities;” the English and French sociologists of to-day, he said, have only known degenerating types of society, devoid of organizing force, and they take their own debased instincts as the standard of social codes in general. Modern democracy, modern utilitarianism, are largely of English manufacture, and he came at last to hate them both. During the past century, he asserted, they have reduced the whole spiritual currency of Europe to a dull plebeian level, and they are the chief causes of European vulgarity. It is the English, he also asserted—George Eliot, for instance—who, while abolishing Christian belief, have sought to bolster up the moral system which was created by Christianity, and which must necessarily fall with it. It is, moreover, the English, who with this democratic and utilitarian plebeianism have seduced and perverted the fine genius of France.


  Just as we owe to England the vulgarity which threatens to overspread Europe, so to France we owe the conception of a habit of nobility, in every best sense of the word. On that point Nietzsche’s opinion never wavered. The present subjection of the French spirit to this damnable Anglo-mania, he declared, must never lead us to forget the ardent and passionate energy, the intellectual distinction, which belonged to the France of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. The French, as Nietzsche always held, are the one modern European nation which may be compared with the Greeks. In “Menschliches, Allzumenschliches” he names six French writers—Montaigne, La Rochefoucauld, La Bruyère, Fontenelle (in the “Dialogues des Morts”), Vauvenargues, Chamfort—who bring us nearer to Greek antiquity than any other group of modern authors, and contain more real thought than all the books of the German philosophers put together. The only French writer of the present century for whom he cared much (putting aside Mérimée, whom he valued as a master of style, and perhaps as the author of “Carmen”) was Stendhal, who possesses some of the characters of the earlier group. The French, he points out, are the most Christian of all nations, and have produced the greatest saints. He enumerates Pascal (“the first among Christians, who was able to unite fervour, intellect, and candour;—think of what that means!”), Fénelon, Mme. de Guyon, Bruno, the founder of the Trappists, who have flourished nowhere but in France, the Huguenots, Port-Royal—truly, he exclaims, the great French freethinkers encountered foemen worthy of their steel! The land which produced the most perfect types of ·71· Anti-Christianity produced also the most perfect types of Christianity. He defends, also, that seeming superficiality which in a great Frenchman, he says, is but the natural epidermis of a rich and deep nature, while a great German’s profundity is too often strangely bottled up from the light in a dark and contorted phial.


  I have briefly stated Nietzsche’s feeling as regards each of the three chief European peoples, because we are thus led up to the central points of his philosophy—his attitude towards modern religion and his attitude towards modern morals. We are often apt to regard these matters as of little practical importance; we think it the reasonable duty of practical social politics to attend to the immediate questions in hand, and leave these wider questions to settle themselves. Rightly or wrongly, that was not how Nietzsche looked at the matter. He was too much of a philosopher, he had too wide a sense of the vital relation of things, to be content with the policy of tinkering society, wherever it seems to need mending most badly, avoiding any reference to the whole. That is our English method, and no doubt it is a very sane and safe method, but, as we have seen, Nietzsche was not in sympathy with English methods. His whole significance lies in the thorough and passionate analysis with which he sought to dissect and to dissolve, first, “German culture,” then Christianity, and lastly, modern morals, with all that these involve.


  It is scarcely necessary to point out, that though Nietzsche rejoiced in the title of freethinker, he can by no means be confounded with the ordinary secularist. He is not bent on destroying religion from any anaesthesia of the religious sense, or even in order to set up some religion of science which is practically no religion at all. He is thus on different ground from the great freethinkers of France, and to some extent of England. Nietzsche was himself of the stuff of which great religious teachers are made, of the race of apostles. So when he writes of the founder of Christianity and the great Christian types, it is often with a poignant sympathy which the secularist can never know; and if his knife seems keen and cruel, it is not the easy indifferent cruelty of the pachydermatous scoffer. When he analyzes the souls of these men and the impulses which have moved them, he knows with what he is dealing: he is analyzing his own soul.


  A mystic Nietzsche certainly was not; he had no moods of joyous resignation. It is chiefly the religious ecstasy of active moral energy that he was at one with. The sword of the spirit is his weapon rather than the merely defensive breastplate of faith. St. Paul is the consummate type of such religious forces, and whatever Nietzsche wrote of that apostle—the inventor ·72· of Christianity, as he calls him—is peculiarly interesting. He hates him indeed, but even his hatred thrills with a tone of intimate sympathy. It is thus in a remarkable passage in “Morgenröthe,” where he tells briefly the history and struggles of that importunate soul, so superstitious and yet so shrewd, without whom there would have been no Christianity. He describes the self-torture of the neurotic, sensual, refined “Jewish Pascal,” who flagellated himself with the law that he came to hate with the hatred of one who had a genius for hatred; who in one dazzling flash of illumination realized that Jesus by accomplishing the law had annihilated it, and so furnished him with the instrument he desired to wreak his passionate hatred on the law, and to revel in the freedom of his joy. Nietzsche possesses a natural insight in probing the wounds of self-torturing souls. He excels also in describing the effects of extreme pain in chasing away the mists from life, in showing to a man his own naked personality, in bringing us face to face with the cold and terrible fact. It is thus that, coupling the greatest figure in history with the greatest figure in fiction, he compares the pathetic utterance of Jesus on the cross—“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?”—with the disillusionment of the dying Don Quixote. Of Jesus himself he speaks no harsh word, but he regarded the atmosphere of Roman decay and languor—though very favourable for the production of fine personalities—as ill-adapted to the development of a great religion. The Gospels lead us into the atmosphere of a Russian novel, he remarks in one of his last writings, “Der Antichrist,” an atmosphere in which the figure of Jesus had to be coarsened to be understood, and became moulded in men’s minds by memories of more familiar types—prophet, Messiah, wonder-worker, judge; the real man they could not even see. “It must ever be a matter for regret that no Dostoievsky lived in the neighbourhood of this most interesting décadent, I mean some one who could understand the enthralling charm of just this mixture of the sublime, the morbid, and the child-like.” Jesus, he continues, never denied the world, the state, culture, work; he simply never knew or realized their existence; his own inner experience—“life,” “light,” “truth”—was all in all to him. The only realities to him were inner realities, so living that they make one feel “in Heaven” and “eternal;” this it was to be “saved.” And Nietzsche notes, as so many have noted before him, that the fact that men should bow the knee in Christ’s name to the very opposite of all these things, and consecrate in the “Church” all that he threw behind him, is an insoluble example of historical irony. “Strictly speaking, there has only been one Christian, and he died on the cross. The Gospel died on the cross.”


  ·73· There may seem a savour of contempt in the allusion to Jesus as an “interesting décadent,” and undoubtedly there is in “Der Antichrist” a passionate bitterness which is not found in Nietzsche’s earlier books. But he habitually used the word décadent in a somewhat extended and peculiar sense. The décadent, as Nietzsche understood him, was the product of an age in which virility was dead and weakness was sanctified; it was so with the Buddhist as well as with the Christian, they both owe their origin and their progress to “some monstrous disease of will.” They sprang up among creatures who craved for some “Thou shalt,” and who were apt only for that one form of energy which the weak possess, fanaticism. By an instinct which may be regarded as sound by those who do not accept his disparagement of either, Nietzsche always coupled the Christian and the anarchist; to him they were both products of decadence. Both wish to revenge their own discomfort on this present world, he asserted, the anarchist immediately, the Christian at the last day. Instead of feeling, “I am worth nothing,” the décadent says, “Life is worth nothing,”—a terribly contagious state of mind which has covered the world with the vitality of a tropical jungle. It cannot be too often repeated, Nietzsche continues, that Christianity was born of the decay of antiquity, and on the degenerate people of that time it worked like a soothing balm; their eyes and ears were sealed by age and they could no longer understand Epicurus and Epictetus. At such a time purity and beneficence, large promises of future life, worked sweetly and wholesomely. But for fresh young barbarians Christianity is poison. It produces a fundamental enfeeblement of such heroic, childlike and animal natures as the ancient Germans, and to that enfeeblement, indeed, we owe the revival of classic culture; so that the conclusion of the whole matter is here, as ever, Nietzsche remarks, that “it is impossible to say whether, in the language of Christianity, God owes more thanks to the Devil, or the Devil to God, for the way in which things have come about.” But in the interaction of the classic spirit and the Christian spirit, Nietzsche’s own instincts were not on the side of Christianity, and as the years went on he expresses himself in ever more unmeasured language. He could not take up the “Imitation of Christ”—the very word “imitation” being, as indeed Michelet had said before, the whole of Christianity—without physical repugnance. And in the “Götzendämmerung” he compares the Bible with the Laws of Manu (though at the same time asserting that it is a sin to name the two books in the same breath): “The sun lies on the whole book. All those things on which Christianity vents its bottomless vulgarity—procreation, for example, woman, marriage—are here handled earnestly and ·74· reverently, with love and trust. I know no book in which so many tender and gracious things are said about women as in the Laws of Manu; these gray-beards and saints have a way of being civil towards women which is perhaps not overdone.” Again in “Der Antichrist”—which represents, I repeat, the unbalanced judgments of his last period—he tells how he turns from Paul with delight to Petronius, a book of which it can be said è tutto festo, ‘immortally sound, immortally serene.” In the whole New Testament, he adds, there is only one figure we can genuinely honour—that of Pilate.


  On the whole, Nietzsche’s attitude towards Christianity was one of repulsion and antagonism. At first he appears indifferent, then he becomes calmly judicial, finally he is bitterly hostile. He admits that Christianity possesses the virtues of a cunningly concocted narcotic to soothe the leaden griefs and depressions of men whose souls are physiologically weak. But from first to last there is no sign of any genuine personal sympathy with the religion of the poor in spirit. Epicureanism, the pagan doctrine of salvation, had in it an element of Greek energy, but the Christian doctrine of salvation, he declares, raises its sublime development of hedonism on a thoroughly morbid foundation. Christianity hates the body; the first act of Christian triumph over the Moors, he recalls, was to close the public baths which they had everywhere erected. “With its contempt for the body Christianity was the greatest misfortune that ever befell humanity.” And at the end of “Der Antichrist” he sums up his concentrated hatred: “I condemn Christianity; I raise against the Christian Church the most terrible accusation that any accuser has ever uttered. It is to me the most profound of all thinkable corruptions.”


  It is scarcely necessary to add that Nietzsche’s condemnation of Christianity extended to the Christian God. He even went so far as to assert that it was the development of Christian morality itself—“the father-confessor sensitiveness of the Christian conscience translated and sublimed into a scientific conscience”—which had finally conquered the Christian God. He held, however, that polytheism had played an important part in the evolution of culture. Gods, heroes, supernatural beings generally, were inestimable schoolmasters to bring us to the sovereignty of the individual. Polytheism opened up divine horizons of freedom to humanity. “Ye shall be as Gods.” But it has not been so with monotheism. The doctrine of a single God, in whose presence all others were false gods, favours stagnation and unity of type; monotheism has thus perhaps constituted “the greatest danger which humanity has had to meet in past ages.” Nor are we yet freed from its ·75· influence. “For centuries after Buddha died men showed his shadow in a cave—a vast terrible shadow. God is dead: but thousands of years hence there will probably be caves in which his shadow may yet be seen. And we—we must go on fighting that shadow!” How deeply rooted Nietzsche believed faith in a god to be is shown by the fantastic conclusion to “Zarathustra.” A strange collection of Uebermenschen—the men of the future—are gathered together in Zarathustra’s cave: two kings, the last of the popes—thrown out of work by the death of God—and many miscellaneous creatures, including a donkey. As Zarathustra returns to his cave he hears the sound of prayer and smells the odour of incense; on entering he finds the Uebermenschen all on their knees intoning an extraordinary litany to the donkey, who has “created us all in his own image.”


  In his opposition to the Christian faith and the Christian God, Nietzsche by no means stands alone, however independent he may have been in the method and standpoint of his attack. But in his opposition to Christian morality he was more radically original. There is a very general tendency among those who reject Christian theology to shore up the superstructure of Christian morality which rests on that theology. George Eliot, in her writings at all events, has been an eloquent and distinguished advocate of this process; Mr. Myers, in an oft-quoted passage, has described with considerable melodramatic vigour the “sibyl in the gloom” of the Trinity Fellows’ Garden at Cambridge, who withdrew God and Immortality from his grasp, but, to his consternation, told him to go on obeying Duty. Nietzsche would have sympathized with Mr. Myers. What George Eliot proposed was one of those compromises so dear to our British minds. Nietzsche would none of it. Hence his contemptuous treatment of George Eliot, of J. S. Mill, of Herbert Spencer, and so many more of our favourite intellectual heroes who have striven to preserve Christian morality while denying Christian theology. Nietzsche regarded our current moral ideals, whether formulated by bishops or by anarchists, as alike founded on a Christian basis, and when that foundation is sapped they cannot stand.


  The motive of modern morality is pity, its principle is altruistic, its motto is “Love your neighbours as yourself,” its ideal self-abnegation, its end the greatest good of the greatest number. All these things were abhorrent to Nietzsche, or, so far as he accepted them, it was in forms which gave them new values. Modern morality, he said, is founded on an extravagant dread of pain, in ourselves primarily, secondarily in others. Sympathy is fellow-suffering; to love one’s neighbour as oneself is to dread his pain as we dread ·76· our own pain. The religion of love is built upon the fear of pain. “On n’est bon que par la pitié;” the acceptance of that doctrine Nietzsche considers the chief outcome of Christianity, although, he thinks, not essential to Christianity, which rested on the egoistic basis of personal salvation: “One thing is needful.” But it remains the most important by-product of Christianity, and has ever been gaining strength. Kant stood firmly outside the stream, but the French freethinkers, from Voltaire onwards, were not to be outdone in this direction by Christians, while Comte with his “Vivre pour autrui” even out-Christianized Christianity, and Schopenhauer in Germany, J. S. Mill in England, carried on the same doctrine.


  Both the sympathetic man and the unsympathetic man, Nietzsche argues, are egoists. But the unsympathetic man he held to be a more admirable kind of egoist. It is best to win the strength that comes of experience and suffering, and to allow others also to play their own cards and win the same strength, shedding our tears in private, and abhorring soft-heartedness as the foe of all manhood and courage. To call the unsympathetic man “wicked,” and the sympathetic man “good,” seemed to Nietzsche a fashion in morals, a fashion which will have its day. He believed he was the first to point out the danger of the prevailing fashion as a sort of moral impressionism, the outcome of the hyperæsthesia peculiar to periods of decadence. Not indeed that Christianity is, or could be, carried out among us to its fullest extent: “That would be a serious matter. If we were ever to become the object to others of the same stupidities and importunities which they expend on themselves, we should flee wildly as soon as we saw our ‘neighbour’ approach, and curse sympathy as heartily as we now curse egoism.” Our deepest and most personal griefs, Nietzsche remarks elsewhere, remain unrevealed and incomprehensible to nearly all other persons, even to the “neighbour” who eats out of the same dish with us. And even though my grief should become visible, the dear sympathetic neighbour can know nothing of its complexity and results, of the organic economy of my soul. That my grief may be bound up with my happiness troubles him little. The devotee of the “religion of pity” will heal my sorrows without a moment’s delay; he knows not that the path to my Heaven must lie through my own Hell, that happiness and unhappiness are twin sisters who grow up together, or remain stunted together.


  “Morality is the mob-instinct working in the individual.” It rests, Nietzsche asserts, on two thoughts: “the community is worth more than the individual,” and “a permanent advantage is better than a temporary advantage;” whence it follows that all the advantages of the community are ·77· preferable to those of the individual. Morality thus becomes a string of negative injunctions, a series of “Thou shalt nots,” with scarcely a positive command amongst them; witness the well-known table of Jewish commandments. Now Nietzsche could not endure mere negative virtues. He resented the subtle change which has taken place in the very meaning of the word “virtue,” and which has perverted it from an expression of positive masculine qualities into one of merely negative feminine qualities. In his earliest essay he referred to “active sin” as the Promethean virtue which distinguishes the Aryans. The only moral codes that commended themselves to him were those that contained positive commands alone: “Do this! Do it with all your heart, and all your strength, and all your dreams!—and all other things shall be taken away from you!” For if we are truly devoted to the things that are good to do we need trouble ourselves little about the things that are good to leave undone.


  Nietzsche compared himself to a mole boring down into the ground and undermining what philosophers have for a couple of thousand years considered the very surest ground to build on—the trust in morals. One of his favourite methods of attack is by the analysis of the “conscience.” He points out that whatever we were regularly required to do in youth by those we honoured and feared created our “good conscience.” The dictates of conscience, however urgent, thus have no true validity as regards the person who experiences them. “But,” some one protests, “must we not trust our feelings?” “Yes,” replies Nietzsche, “trust your feelings, but still remember that the inspiration which springs from feelings is the grandchild of an opinion, often a false one, and in any case not your own. To trust one’s feelings—that means to yield more obedience to one’s grandfather and grandmother and their grandparents than to the gods within our own breasts: our own reason and our own experience.” Faith in authority is thus the source of conscience; it is not the voice of God in the human heart but the voice of man in man. The sphere of the moral is the sphere of tradition, and a man is moral because he is dependent on a tradition and not on himself. Originally everything was within the sphere of morals, and it was only possible to escape from that sphere by becoming a law-giver, medicine-man, demigod—that is to say by making morals. To be customary is to be moral,—I still closely follow Nietzsche’s thought and expression,—to be individual is to be wicked. Every kind of originality involves a bad conscience. Nietzsche insists with fine eloquence, again and again, that every good gift that has been given to man put a bad conscience into the heart of the giver. Every good thing was once ·78· new, unaccustomed, immoral, and gnawed at the vitals of the finder like a worm. Every new doctrine is wicked. Science has always come into the world with a bad conscience, with the emotions of a criminal, at least of a smuggler. No man can be disobedient to custom and not be immoral, and feel that he is immoral. The artist, the actor, the merchant, the freethinker, the discoverer, were once all criminals, and were persecuted, crushed, rendered morbid, as all persons must be when their virtues are not the virtues idealized by the community. Primitive men lived in hordes, and must obey the horde-voice within them. The whole phenomena of morals are animal-like, and have their origin in the search for prey and the avoidance of pursuit.


  Progress is thus a gradual emancipation from morals. We have to recognize the services of the men who fight in this struggle against morals, and who are crushed into the ranks of criminals. Not that we need pity them. “It is a new justice that is called for, a new mot d’ordre. We need new philosophers. The moral world also is round. The moral world also has its antipodes, and the antipodes also have their right to exist. A new world remains to be discovered—and more than one! Hoist sail, O philosophers!”


  “Men must become both better and wickeder.” So spake Zarathustra; or, as he elsewhere has it, “It is with man as with a tree, the higher he would climb into the brightness above, the more vigorously his roots must strive earthwards, downwards, into the darkness and the depths—into the wicked.” Wickedness is just as indispensable as goodness. It is the ploughshare of wickedness which turns up and fertilizes the exhausted fields of goodness. We must no longer be afraid to be wicked; we must no longer be afraid to be hard. “Only the noblest things are very hard. This new command, O my brothers, I lay upon you—become hard.”


  In renewing our moral ideals we need also to renew our whole conception of the function and value of morals. Nietzsche advises moralists to change their tactics: “Deny moral values, deprive them of the applause of the crowd, create obstacles to their free circulation; let them be the shame-faced secrets of a few solitary souls; forbid morality! In so doing you may perhaps accredit these things among the only men whom one need have on one’s side, I mean heroic men. Let it be said of morality to-day as Meister Eckard said: ‘I pray God that he may rid me of God!’” We have altogether overestimated the importance of morality. Christianity knew better when it placed “grace” above morals, and so also did Buddhism. And if we turn to literature, Nietzsche maintains, it is a vast mistake to suppose that, for instance, great tragedies have, or were intended to have, any moral effect. Look at “Macbeth,” ·79· at “Tristan und Isolde,” at “Œdipus.” In all these cases it would have been easy to make guilt the pivot of the drama. But the great poet is in love with passion. “He calls to us: ‘It is the charm of charms, this exciting, changing, dangerous, gloomy, yet often sun-filled existence! It is an adventure to live—take this side or that, it will always be the same!’ So he speaks to us out of a restless and vigorous time, half drunken and dazed with excess of blood and energy, out of a wickeder time than ours is; and we are obliged to set to rights the aim of a Shakespeare and make it righteous, that is to say, to misunderstand it.”


  We have to recognize a diversity of moral ideals. Nothing is more profoundly dangerous than, with Kant, to create impersonal categorical imperatives after the Chinese fashion, to generalize “virtue,” “duty,” and “goodness,” and sacrifice them to the Moloch of abstraction. “Every man must find his own virtue, his own categorical imperative;” it must be founded on inner necessity, on deep personal choice. Only the simpleton says: “Men ought to be like this or like that.” The real world presents to us a dazzling wealth of types, a prodigious play of forms and metamorphoses. Yet up comes a poor devil of a moralist, and says to us: “No! men ought to be something quite different!” and straightway he paints a picture of himself on the wall, and exclaims: “Ecce homo!” But one thing is needful, that a man should attain the fullest self-satisfaction. Every man must be his own moralist.


  These views might be regarded as “lax,” as predisposing to easy self-indulgence. Nietzsche would have smiled at such a notion. Not yielding, but mastering, was the key to his personal morality. “Every day is badly spent,” he said, “in which a man has not once denied himself; this gymnastic is inevitable if a man will retain the joy of being his own master.” The four cardinal virtues, as Nietzsche understood morals, are sincerity, courage, generosity, and courtesy. “Do what you will,” said Zarathustra, “but first be one of those who are able to will. Love your neighbour as yourself—but first be one of those who are able to love themselves.” And again Zarathustra spoke: “He who belongs to me must be strong of bone and light of foot, eager for fight and for feast, no sulker, no John o’ Dreams, as ready for the hardest task as for a feast, sound and hale. The best things belong to me and mine, and if men give us nothing, then we take them: the best food, the purest sky, the strongest thoughts, the fairest women!” There was no desire here to suppress effort and pain. That Nietzsche regarded as a mark of modern Christian morals. It is pain, more pain and deeper, that we need. The discipline of suffering alone creates man’s pre-eminence. “Man unites ·80· in himself the creature and the creator: there is in him the stuff of things, the fragmentary and the superfluous, clay, mud, madness, chaos; but there is also in him the creator, the sculptor, the hardness of the hammer, the divine blessedness of the spectator on the seventh day.” Do you pity, he asks, what must be fashioned, broken, forged, refined as by fire? But our pity is spent on one thing alone, the most effeminate of all weaknesses—pity. This was the source of Nietzsche’s admiration for war, and indifference to its horror; he regarded it as the symbol of that spiritual warfare and bloodshed in which to him all human progress consisted. He might, had he pleased, have said with the Jew and the Christian, that without shedding of blood there shall be no remission of sins. But with a difference, for as he looked at the matter, every man must be his own saviour, and it is his own blood that must be shed; there is no salvation by proxy. That was expressed in his favourite motto: Virescit volnere virtus.


  Nietzsche’s ideal man is the man of Epictetus, as he describes him in “Morgenröthe,” the laconic, brave, self-contained man, not lusting after expression like the modern idealist. The man whom Epictetus loved hated fanaticism, he hated notoriety, he knew how to smile. And the best was, added Nietzsche, that he had no fear of God before his eyes; he believed firmly in reason, and relied, not on divine grace, but on himself. Of all Shakespeare’s plays, “Julius Cæsar” seemed to Nietzsche the greatest, because it glorifies Brutus; the finest thing that can be said in Shakespeare’s honour, Nietzsche thought, was that—aided perhaps by some secret and intimate experience—he believed in Brutus and the virtues that Brutus personified. In course of time, however, while not losing his sympathy with stoicism, it was Epicureanism, the heroic aspects of Epicureanism, which chiefly appealed to Nietzsche. He regarded Epicurus as one of the world’s greatest men, the discoverer of the heroically idyllic method of living a philosophy; for one to whom happiness could never be more than an unending self-discipline, and whose ideal of life had ever been that of a spiritual nomad, the methods of Epicurus seemed to yield the finest secrets of good living. Socrates, with his joy in life and in himself, was also an object of Nietzsche’s admiration. Among later thinkers, Helvetius appealed to him strongly. Goethe and Napoleon were naturally among his favourite heroes, as were Alcibiades and Cæsar. The latest great age of heroes was to him the Italian Renaissance. Then came Luther, opposing the rights of the peasants, yet himself initiating a peasants’ revolt of the intellect, and preparing the way for that shallow plebeianism of the spirit which has marked the last two centuries.


  ·81· Latterly, in tracing the genealogy of modern morals, Nietzsche’s opinions hardened into a formula. He recognized three stages of moral evolution: first, the pre-moral period of primitive times, when the beast of prey was the model of conduct, and the worth of an action was judged by its results. Then came the moral period, when the worth of an action was judged not by its results, but by its origin; this period has been the triumph of what Nietzsche calls slave-morality, the morality of the mob; the goodness and badness of actions is determined by atavism, at best by survivals; every man is occupied in laying down laws for his neighbour instead of for himself, and all are tamed and chastised into weakness in order that they may be able to obey these prescriptions. Nietzsche ingeniously connected his slave-morality with the undoubted fact that for many centuries the large, fair-haired aristocratic race has been dying out in Europe, and the older down-trodden race—short, dark, and broad-headed—has been slowly gaining predominance. But now we stand at the threshold of the extra-moral period. Slave-morality, Nietzsche asserted, is about to give way to master-morality; the lion will take the place of the camel. The instincts of life, refusing to allow that anything is forbidden, will again assert themselves, sweeping away the feeble negative democratic morality of our time. The day has now come for the man who is able to rule himself, and who will be tolerant to others not out of his weakness, but out of his strength; to him nothing is forbidden, for he has passed beyond goodness and beyond wickedness.


  Havelock Ellis.


  {·  ·}


  FROM THE “IGNEZ DE CASTRO” OF ANTONIO FERREIRA[14]


  Chorus I.


  
    [image: W]HEN youthful Love was born


    Into the world came life,


    The stars received their light, the sun his rays


    The Heavens glowed red that morn,


    And, vanquished in the strife,


    Darkness revealed all beauties to the gaze.


    She that, high-throned, in fee


    Possesses the third sphere,


    Born of the angry sea,


    Gave Love unto the world, her offspring dear.

  


  
    ’Tis Love adorns the earth


    With grass and babbling burns,


    Paints every flower, each tree with foliage weights,


    Fierce war to peace and mirth,


    Harshness to softness turns,


    Melting in thousand loves a thousand hates.


    The lives by death, the dure,


    O’ercome, he doth renew;


    The world’s gay portraiture,


    So fresh and lovely, unto him is due.

  


  
    ·83· His flames let no man fear,


    Though furious they rise,


    For they are loving; gentle Love and sweet


    Will dry each amorous tear


    That wells up through the eyes,


    And gladly grant when love-sick folk entreat.


    Gold arrows, gleaming bright,


    In his full quiver ring,


    Full deadly to the sight,


    Yet they are shot by Love and love they bring.

  


  
    From every lyre on high


    Let loving ditties sound,


    And Love’s soft name the ambient air serene.


    Let tears and sorrow fly,


    Let peace and joy abound,


    And make the rivers clear, the vales amene.


    Let the sweet lyre of Love


    Fill Heaven with accents rare,


    And the great God above,


    That love inspires, thence crown thee, Castro fair.

  


  Chorus II.


  
    Rather a Tyrant blind,


    Born of the poet’s brain,


    Fierce lust, deceit unkind,


    God of the foolish, son of sloth; the bane


    And common wreck designed


    Of glory and fair fame;


    He hurls, with reckless aim,


    On every side his darts,


    And Mars is burning, while Apollo smarts.

  


  
    Winging his hurried flight


    He sets the earth on fire;


    His shafts of deadly might


    The more they miss, work mischief yet more dire.


    ·84· He glories to unite


    Tempers the most opposed,


    And those for love disposed


    And like, to separate;


    His thirst nor tears nor blood can ever sate.

  


  
    Into the tender breast


    Of some pure modest maid,


    As time and means suggest,


    He enters softly, or with force arrayed.


    Fires long time set at rest


    He raises to a glow,


    Cool blood and age’s snow


    He kindles, and his dart,


    Shot by some beauteous eye, pierces the heart.

  


  
    Thence spreads the poisonous blight


    Coursing through every vein;


    In dreams of fond delight


    The soul indulges, weaving webs inane.


    Chaste modesty takes flight


    And virile constancy;


    Death, following misery,


    Enters in softest guise,


    The heart is hardened and the reason dies.

  


  
    Who took the iron mace,


    Once great Alcides’ pride,


    Seating, in bondmaid’s place,


    The lion-tamer at a maiden’s side?


    The spoils of that dread chase


    Who changed to soft and fine


    Attire of feminine


    Estate, and made him learn,


    With horny hand, the distaff douce to turn?

  


  
    A thousand pictures show,


    To shapes a myriad turned,


    Great Jupiter fallen low,


    Far from the Heavens, which, leaving, he has spurned.


    ·85· How strong the charm that so


    The heart of man converts!


    How potent that subverts


    By craft the loftiest sprite,


    And plunges in vile sin, a woeful plight!

  


  
    The Trojan’s mighty fame


    What other fire consumed?


    Or what Spain’s holy name


    To hand down mournful memories hath doomed?


    Blind love the twain o’ercame;


    A cruel Boy that day


    Triumphed and both did slay,


    With blood and lives untold,


    To sate a foolish appetite ill-sold.

  


  
    How blest is he that knew


    With stout heart to oppose


    The arrow as it flew,


    Or quench the flames when first they angry rose!


    Beloved of God a few


    Have gained from Heaven such grace,


    The most, with tearful face,


    Repent, whene’er they mind,


    Their vain submission to the Infant blind.

  


  Edgar Prestage


  {·  ·}


  BERTHA AT THE FAIR


  [image: N]o, dear Madame, it has never greatly interested me to be taken for a poet. And that is one reason why I have for the most part shunned poetical persons: you are the exception, of course, but then you are beautiful, and I forgive you for writing poetry: and have lived as much of my life as I could among the ladies who read penny novelettes. And yet I too have been taken for a poet. Shall I tell you about it, before I tell you about Bertha, who did not know what a poet was?


  It was one midnight, in London, at the corner of a somewhat sordid street. I was standing at the edge of the pavement, looking across at the upper windows of a house opposite. That does not strike you, dear Muse of imaginary cypresses, as a poetical attitude? Perhaps not; and indeed I was thinking little enough of poetry at the time. I was thinking only of someone who had quitted me in anger, five minutes before, and whose shadow I seemed to see on the blind, in that lighted upper room of the house opposite. I stood quite motionless on the pavement, and I gazed so intently at the blind, that, as if in response to the urgency of my will, the blind was drawn aside, and she looked out. She saw me, drew back, and seemed to speak to someone inside; then returned to the window, and pulling down the blind behind her, leant motionless against the glass, watching me intently. In this manner we gazed at one another for some minutes, neither, at the time, realizing that each could be seen so distinctly by the other. As I stood there, unable to move, yet in mortal shame of the futile folly of such an attitude, I realized that my appearance was being discussed by some loungers not many yards distant. And the last, decisive, uncontroverted conjecture was this: “He’s a poet!” That point settled, one of them left the group, and came up to me. He was a prize-fighter, quite an amiable person; I welcomed him, for he talked to me, and so gave me an excuse for lingering; he was kind enough to borrow a shilling of me, before we parted; and the action of slipping the coin into his hand gave me the further excuse of turning rapidly away, without a last look at the motionless figure watching me from the lighted window. Ah, that was a long ·87· time ago, Madame; but you see I remember it quite distinctly, not, perhaps, because it was the occasion when I was taken for a poet. Do you mind if I talk now about Bertha? I met Bertha much more recently, but I am not sure that I remember her quite so well.


  This was at Brussels. It was in the time of the Kermesse, when, as you know, the good Flemish people are somewhat more boisterously jolly than usual; when the band plays in the middle of the market-place, and the people walk round and round the band-stand, looking up at the Archangel Michael on the spire of the Hôtel de Ville, to see him turn first pink and then green, as the Bengal lights smoke about his feet; when there are processions in the streets, music and torches, and everyone sets out for the Fair. You have seen the Gingerbread Fair at Paris? Well, imagine a tiny Gingerbread Fair, but with something quite Flemish in the solid gaiety of its shows and crowds, as solid as the “bons chevaux de bois,” Verlaine’s “bons chevaux de bois,” that go prancing up and down in their rattling circles. Quite Flemish, too, were the little mysterious booths, which you have certainly not found in Paris, Madame, and which I should certainly not have taken you to see in Brussels. You paid a penny at the door, and, once inside, were scarcely limited in regard to the sum you might easily spend on very little. What did one see? Indeed, very little. There was a lady, perched, for the most part, in an odd little alcove, raised a bed’s height above the ground. As a rule, she was not charming, not even young; and her conversation was almost limited to a phrase in which “Mon petit bénéfice” recurred, somewhat tiresomely. No, there was not much to see, after all.


  But Bertha was different. I don’t know exactly what was the odd fascination of Bertha, but she fascinated us all: the mild Flemish painter, with his golden beard; our cynical publisher, with his diabolical monocle; my fantastical friend, the poet; and, Madame, be sure, myself. She was tall and lissom: she apologized for taking the place of the fat lady usually on exhibition; she had strange, perverse, shifting eyes, the colour of burnt topazes, and thin painful lips, that smiled frankly, when the eyes began their queer dance under the straight eyebrows. She was scarred on the cheek: a wicked Baron, she told us, had done that, with vitriol; one of her breasts was singularly mutilated; she had been shot in the back by an Englishman, when she was keeping a shooting-gallery at Antwerp. And she had the air of a dangerous martyr, who might bewitch one, with some of those sorceries that had turned, somehow, to her own hurt.


  We stayed a long time in the booth. I forget most of our conversation. ·88· But I remember that our publisher, holding the monocle preposterously between his lips, announced solemnly: “Je suis un poète.” Then he generously shifted the credit upon the two of us who were most anxious to disclaim the name. Bertha was curious, but bewildered. She had no conception of what a poet was. We tried French, Flemish, and English, poem, verse, rhyme, song, everything, in short, and in vain. At last an idea struck her: she understood: we were café-chantant singers. That was the nearest she ever came.


  Do but think of it, Madame, for one instant: a woman who does not so much as know what a poet is! But you can have no idea how grateful I was to Bertha, nor how often, since then, I have longed to see her again. Never did any woman so charm me by so celestial an ignorance. The moments I spent with Bertha at the Fair repaid me for I know not how many weary hours in drawing-rooms. Can you understand the sensation, Madame, the infinite relief? …. And then she was a snake-like creature, with long cool hands.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  THE BALLAD OF A BARBER


  
    [image: H]ERE is the tale of Carrousel,


    The barber of Meridian Street.


    He cut, and coiffed, and shaved so well,


    That all the world was at his feet.

  


  
    The King, the Queen, and all the Court,


    To no one else would trust their hair,


    And reigning belles of every sort


    Owed their successes to his care.

  


  
    With carriage and with cabriolet


    Daily Meridian Street was blocked,


    Like bees about a bright bouquet


    The beaux about his doorway flocked.

  


  
    Such was his art he could with ease


    Curl wit into the dullest face;


    Or to a goddess of old Greece


    Add a new wonder and a grace.

  


  
    All powders, paints, and subtle dyes,


    And costliest scents that men distil,


    And rare pomades, forgot their price


    And marvelled at his splendid skill.

  


  
    The curling irons in his hand


    Almost grew quick enough to speak,


    The razor was a magic wand


    That understood the softest cheek.

  


  
    ·92· Yet with no pride his heart was moved;


    He was so modest in his ways!


    His daily task was all he loved,


    And now and then a little praise.

  


  
    An equal care he would bestow


    On problems simple or complex;


    And nobody had seen him show


    A preference for either sex.

  


  
    How came it then one summer day,


    Coiffing the daughter of the King,


    He lengthened out the least delay


    And loitered in his hairdressing?

  


  
    The Princess was a pretty child,


    Thirteen years old, or thereabout.


    She was as joyous and as wild


    As spring flowers when the sun is out.

  


  
    Her gold hair fell down to her feet


    And hung about her pretty eyes;


    She was as lyrical and sweet


    As one of Schubert’s melodies.

  


  
    Three times the barber curled a lock,


    And thrice he straightened it again;


    And twice the irons scorched her frock,


    And twice he stumbled in her train.

  


  
    His fingers lost their cunning quite,


    His ivory combs obeyed no more;


    Something or other dimmed his sight,


    And moved mysteriously the floor.

  


  
    He leant upon the toilet table,


    His fingers fumbled in his breast;


    He felt as foolish as a fable,


    And feeble as a pointless jest.

  


  
    ·93· He snatched a bottle of Cologne,


    And broke the neck between his hands;


    He felt as if he was alone,


    And mighty as a king’s commands.

  


  
    The Princess gave a little scream,


    Carrousel’s cut was sharp and deep;


    He left her softly as a dream


    That leaves a sleeper to his sleep.

  


  
    He left the room on pointed feet;


    Smiling that things had gone so well.


    They hanged him in Meridian Street.


    You pray in vain for Carrousel.

  


  Aubrey Beardsley.
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  {·  ·}


  THE SIMPLIFICATION OF LIFE


  [image: T]HE editor asks me to say “a few words” about “Simplification”—a subject which seems somehow to have got itself connected with my name, though I should think it only a comparatively-speaking small part of my programme. I remember, in that highly moral tale “Sandford and Merton,” that there is an affecting account of a certain Miss Simpkins who, after some frivolous charmer has executed the usual fireworks on the piano, sits down and plays “a few simple chords” which “bring tears to all eyes.” I suppose our editor expects me to produce a similarly touching effect on the readers of the “Savoy.”


  But I really have no sentimentalities to give utterance to on this subject, nor any moral tale to unfold. People (of the kind that carry reticules) sometimes coming into my study and finding it a moderately bright room with a few objects in it worth looking at, take it upon themselves to say, “but I thought it was against your principles to have ornaments;” and then I have to explain, for the hundredth time, that I have never said anything of the kind, that I have never set up duty as against beauty, and that, anyhow, I have not the smallest intention of boxing my life, or that of others, within the four corners of any mere cut-and-dried principle.


  It is just a question of facts, and of the science of life. And the facts are these. People as a rule, being extremely muddle-headed about life, are under a fixed impression that the more they can acquire and accumulate in any department, the “better off” they will be, and the better times they will have. Consequently when they walk down the street and see nice things in the shop windows, instead of leaving them there, if they have any money in their pockets, they buy them and put them on their backs or into their mouths, or in their rooms and round their walls; and then, after a time, finding the result not very satisfactory, they think they have not bought the right things, and so go out again and buy some more. And they go on doing this in a blind habitual way till at last their bodies and lives are as muddled up as their brains are, and they can hardly move about or enjoy themselves ·95· for the very multitude of their possessions, and impediments, and duties, and responsibilities, and diseases connected with them.


  The origin of this absurd conduct is of course easy to see. It is what the scientific men call an “atavism.” In the case of most of us, our ancestors, a few generations back, were no doubt actually in want (and if one goes far enough this is true of everybody)—in want of sufficient food or sufficient clothing. Consequently it became a fixed “principle” in those days, when you saw a chance, to accumulate as much as you could; which principle at last became a blind habit. Savages when they come across a good square meal—in the shape of a dead elephant—just stuff as much as ever they can, knowing it doubtful when they will get another chance. In decent society nowadays the fixed idea of stuffing has been got over to some extent, but the other fixed ideas mostly remain; and, without knowing exactly why, people cram their houses, their rooms, their shelves, with “goods,” their backs with clothes, their fingers with rings, and so forth, to the last point that can be borne.


  Of course if the good folk really enjoy doing so, it’s all right. But, from the wails and groans one constantly hears, this seems to be an open question. The gratification of fixed ideas, unlike the gratification of a living need, seems to be a kind of mechanical thing, supposed to be necessary, but certainly burdensome, and bringing little enjoyment with it. And progress seems frequently to consist in just getting rid of such ideas as best one can, by surgical operation or otherwise.


  There are different ways of dealing with this question of Accumulation, which so harasses modern life. The first may be called the method of Thoreau. Thoreau had an ornament on his shelf, but finding it wanted dusting every day, and having to do the dusting himself, he ultimately came to the conclusion that it wasn’t worth the trouble, and threw the ornament out of the window. That was perfectly sensible. There was no question exactly of sentiment or of principle, but just a question of fact—was the pleasure worth the trouble?


  Personally I like to have a few things of beauty about me; and as it happens that I dust and clean out my room myself, I know exactly how much trouble each thing in it is, and whether the trouble is compensated by the pleasure. It is merely a personal question. Some people might like their rooms crowded up with objects, and still be willing to spend a good part of their lives in keeping them in order; but no one surely could quarrel with them on that account.


  ·96· That is all easy enough to see. But now there is another class of folk who, experiencing the pleasure of having certain possessions, are not willing to undergo the labour of keeping them in order. They want the pleasure without the trouble or pains attaching to it. That is, they want to make water run up-hill. They therefore buy servants and attendants to keep the things in order for them. And they do this because they think the method will be a “simplification” in their sense, i.e., that it will save them trouble. But in general they think this only because they are muddle-headed and do not think clearly.


  The problem is not escaped; for most people, being partly human, cannot have other folk living under the same roof without feeling bound to and even concerned about them, to consider them and their needs, their interests, their troubles, sicknesses, and so forth. Thus, after a time, they find that instead of reducing complications they have only added a fresh responsibility to their lives. Having got a housemaid to look after your rooms for you, you find that she has to be instructed constantly in her work, that even so she does things wrong, breaks the china, and quarrels with the other servants; that she has an invalid mother at home, and a young man in a neighbouring public house, and no end of griefs and grievances, fads and fancies, of her own; so that now, instead of dusting and cleaning your own rooms, the only difference is that you have to dust and clean the housemaid every day, which turns out to be a much more complicated and serious job.


  If on the other hand, as is the case with some people, you are really a little less than human, and are in the habit of treating your servants and attendants as a kind of cattle, and can consent to live in a house with them on such terms—you are still no better off by this method. For naturally they revenge themselves on you at every point. In one of those suburban villas whose endless rows run out like rays of sweetness and light from the centre of the civilized world, I heard the other day a charming duet between husband and wife. It was founded on the old subject. “Brutes!” at last exclaimed the husband. “They do all they can to annoy you. Now there’s that cook, she’s always singing—always singing at her work. And I’m certain she does it because she knows I don’t like it!” Well, of course you are lucky if you come in for nothing worse than singing—though that, no doubt, is trying enough when out of tune. But it is exhausting work anyhow, trying to make water run up-hill, and at the best it is work that’s never finished.


  All this however does not prove that servants are necessarily a mistake. Because you get rid of one idée fixe it does not follow that you must enslave ·97· yourself to its opposite. If you were sufficiently attached to your attendants it might turn out that the pleasure their presence gave you compensated for the trouble they caused. And it might happen that you were really doing more useful and congenial work in dusting your housemaid’s mind than in dusting your room. In this case there would be a sensible and natural exchange of services, with a gain to both parties; and the relation would actually be a “simplification.” These things are so very obvious that I feel quite ashamed to put them down; but it is not my fault that I am called upon to do so.


  Life is an art, and a very fine art. One of its first necessities is that you should not have more material in it—more chairs and tables, servants, houses, lands, bank-shares, friends, acquaintances, and so forth, than you can really handle. It is no good pretending that you are obliged to have them. You must cut that nonsense short. It is so evidently better to give your carriage and horses away to someone who can really make use of them than to turn yourself into a dummy for the purpose of “exercising” them every day. It is so much better to be rude to needless acquaintances than to feign you like them, and so muddle up both their lives and yours with a fraud.


  In a well-painted picture there isn’t a grain of paint which is mere material. All is expression. And yet life is a greater art than painting pictures. Modern civilized folk are like people sitting helplessly in the midst of heaps of paint-cans and brushes—and ever accumulating more; but when they are going to produce anything lovely or worth looking at in their own lives, Heaven only knows!


  In this sense Simplification is the first letter of the alphabet of the Art of Life. But it is only that; it is no more than the first letter. And as there are so many other letters to learn, I trust that we may now pass on; and that we may be spared further queries on the subject from our friends, with reticules or without.


  Edward Carpenter


  {·  ·}


  THE FUTURE PHENOMENON


  (From the French of Stéphane Mallarmé)


  [image: T]HE pale sky that lies above a world ending in decrepitude will perhaps pass away with the clouds: the tattered purple of the sunset is fading in a river sleeping on the horizon submerged in sunlight and in water. The trees are tired; and, beneath their whitened leaves (whitened by the dust of time rather than by that of the roads,) rises the canvas house of the Interpreter of Past Things: many a lamp awaits the twilight and lightens the faces of an unhappy crowd, conquered by the immortal malady and the sin of the centuries, of men standing by their wretched accomplices quick with the miserable fruit with which the world shall perish. In the unquiet silence of every eye supplicating yonder sun, which, beneath the water, sinks with the despair of a cry, listen to the simple patter of the showman: “No sign regales you of the spectacle within, for there is not now a painter capable of presenting any sad shadow of it. I bring alive (and preserved through the years by sovereign science) a woman of old time. Some folly, original and simple, an ecstasy of gold, I know not what! which she names her hair, falls with the grace of rich stuffs about her face, which contrasts with the bloodlike nudity of her lips. In place of the vain gown, she has a body; and the eyes, though like rare stones, are not worth the look that leaps from the happy flesh: the breasts, raised as if filled with an eternal milk, are pointed to the sky, and the smooth limbs still keep the salt of the primal sea.” Remembering their poor wives, bald, morbid, and full of horror, the husbands press forward: and the wives, too, impelled by melancholy curiosity, wish to see.


  When all have looked upon the noble creature, vestige of an epoch already accursed, some, indifferent, not having the power to comprehend, but others, ·99· whelmed in grief and their eyelids wet with tears of resignation, gaze at each other; whilst the poets of these times, feeling their dead eyes brighten, drag themselves to their lamps, their brains drunk for a moment with a vague glory, haunted with Rhythm, and forgetful that they live in an age that has outlived beauty.


  George Moore.


  {·  ·}


  A LITERARY CAUSERIE:


  ON SOME NOVELS, CHIEFLY FRENCH


  [image: A]NOVEL used once to be a story. When the story required padding, the novelist would introduce descriptions of scenery, philosophical reflections, and other irrelevant matters. To-day, especially in France, the country of good fiction, a novel is rather an essay, in which the padding consists of irrelevant fragments of story, introduced when the descriptions and reflections run short. Take, for instance, Zola’s last book, the immense, fatiguing “Rome,” as fatiguing as a Cook’s personally conducted tour through the actual city. It has been said that Zola has written a bad story, that his talent is in collapse. Not in the least. He has not tried to write a story at all, he has (unfortunately for his readers) written an encyclopaedical essay on Rome, on the Rome of the Cæsars, of the Popes of the Renaissance, of the modern Kings; on Catholicism as a system, on its social and political influence, on its ancient history and its prospects for the future; on the Rome which survives in architecture, and the Rome which survives in its cardinals; but a story, no. The essay is not merely of immense length, it is of great ability; it is full of ideas, admirable in its arrangement and interpretation of facts. But its effect is that of a canvas all background, a canvas in which the figures have not been fitted in. Do but contrast it for a moment with that exquisite novel of Goncourt, “Madame Gervaisais,” in which the very soul of Rome seems to animate the pages. Never was a background more elaborately, more delicately painted, with a more precise and unwearying care of detail; yet the book, with all its marvellous descriptions, is first of all a study of the soul of a woman, in its communion with that invading and conquering soul of the eternal city. The soul is a “particle” with which Zola has never greatly troubled himself. His priest, who visits Rome in order to see the Pope and prevent the interdiction of his book, is not so much as a coherent bundle of sensations. He acts, at most, as the “personal conductor” of Cook’s tour. In the tiny mesh of intrigue which he ·101· finds himself caught in, there is just one quality to be commended, yet with reserve. As I was reading the book, nothing struck me more than the mastery of what might be called the atmosphere of character, as well as of surroundings. These Boccaneras and the rest, they are undoubtedly Italians, not Frenchmen dressed up in Italian garb; they have the voice and gesture of their race. Yet after all is not this one piece the more of that talent for exteriority which is certainly the great, conspicuous talent of Zola? It is something to paint the tint of the Italian. But that is only the beginning of creation. Othello, though you play him with a blackened face, is universal jealousy, not merely a jealous Moor. And you may play him without his properties, and only the costumier will be the loser.


  Another, and a far greater novel, in which the revolt against the story is carried with finer violence to a further point of conquest, is Huysmans’ “En Route,” of which a translation, written and published by Mr. Kegan Paul, has just appeared; a translation as conspicuously and conscientiously admirable as Mr. Vizetelly’s translation of “Rome” is conspicuously and carelessly incompetent. Here is a novel which is but the record of wanderings through all the churches of Paris and a brief rest in a Trappist retreat; and it is a great book. For it is the study of a conscience, a new Pilgrim’s Progress through all the devious and perilous pathways of the soul. Mr. Kegan Paul tells us he has translated it partly for purposes of edification, at which M. Huysmans, if I know him rightly, will perhaps be a little amused. But it is a book, certainly, which, as a document of the soul, is more valuable than any book lately written. A story? Not in the least; less of a story than “Rome;” but, in the modern acceptance of the word, it would appear, a novel.


  I sometimes wonder whether there is any reason for keeping the tradition of a name when we have abandoned the tradition of the thing which that name once signified. Look at Balzac (and English readers are for the first time able to look at something which is approximately Balzac, in the complete translation which we owe to the enterprise of Messrs. Dent), and you will see that, in spite of the interminable pages of essay-writing, of the prodigal casting adrift of ideas and reflections, all through this vast analysis of the Human Comedy, it is always for Balzac, as it was always for his less complex predecessors, the story which counts. And yet Balzac certainly led the way (with Stendhal, to whom, no less, the story is everything) to that final development in which story evaporates in analysis (as in Bourget), in atmosphere (as in Pierre Loti), or, as I have already said, in essay-writing and the confessions of ·102· the soul. Even in England, where ideas penetrate slowly, it is coming to be felt that, at all events, the point of view of a novel is of considerable importance, not only as we see that question of the point of view, crudely and with intention to instruct, in a writer such as Mrs. Humphrey Ward, but as we see it also, artistically and with a studious, unbiassed intelligence, in Mr. Thomas Hardy’s “Jude, the Obscure.” In all this it must be for individual preference to decide how much we lose, how much we gain. Scarcely in some fantastical country of romance is it now possible for a narrative, which is only a narrative, to be written by any writer of brains. Dumas, if he returned to France, would have to publish his stories in the feuilleton of the “Petit Journal.” Is this because we are getting too serious to be amused, too conceited with our seriousness to even desire amusement? Possibly, and no doubt it is all for the good of the race, the benefit of the wiser among us. It gives, certainly, new opportunities of approach to the vivid thinker on life, who had once to content himself with the meagre platform and the scanty audience of the essay. But, much as I may personally prefer “En Route” to “Monte Cristo,” it is a little difficult for me to speak of them both under the same name, or to feel that the former has any right to the title of the latter. It is merely a question of terms, but I think terms are better for conveying a precise sense. And if, not merely “Monte Cristo,” but “Le Père Goriot,” or “Le Rouge et le Noir,” or “L’Education Sentimentale,” even, is to be described as a novel, then “En Route,” if we call it a novel, must be called a bad novel. And yet it is undoubtedly a great book.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  NOTE


  In consequence of Mr. Beardsley’s severe and continued illness, we have been compelled to discontinue the publication of “Under the Hill,” which will be issued by the present publisher in book form, with numerous illustrations by the author, as soon as Mr. Beardsley is well enough to carry on the work to its conclusion.


  {·  ·}


  ·105· ADVERTISEMENTS


  THE SAVOY.


  No. 1. JANUARY, 1896. 170 pages, 18 full-page Illustrations, and 5 Illustrations in the Text.


  No. 1 contains literary contributions by G. Bernard Shaw, Frederick Wedmore, Paul Verlaine, Max Beerbohm, Ernest Dowson, Aubrey Beardsley, Havelock Ellis, W. B. Yeats, Rudolf Dircks, Mathilde Blind, Joseph Pennell, Humphrey James, Selwyn Image, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by Charles H. Shannon, Charles Conder, Joseph Pennell, Louis Oury, W. Rothenstein, F. Sandys, J. McNeill Whistler, Max Beerbohm, Jacques E. Blanche, J. Lemmen, and Eleven Drawings by Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 4to, bound in pictorial cover, 2s. 6d. net.


  No. 2. APRIL, 1896. 202 pages, and 20 full-page Illustrations.


  No. 2 includes a story entitled “A Mere Man” (by a new writer) and literary contributions by Cesare Lombroso (“A Mad Saint”), Paul Verlaine (“My Visit to London”), Edmund Gosse, W. B. Yeats, Havelock Ellis (“Friedrich Nietzsche”), Frederick Wedmore, Selwyn Image, Ernest Dowson, John Gray, Vincent O’Sullivan, Leila Macdonald, Aubrey Beardsley, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by Joseph Pennell, C. H. Shannon, W. T. Horton, W. Rothenstein, Ph. Caresme, Albert Sterner, W. Sickert, J. Lemmen, Max Beerbohm, and Aubrey Beardsley. Printed at the Chiswick Press.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial cover, 2s. 6d. net.


  EXTRACTS FROM PRESS NOTICES ON No. 2 OF “THE SAVOY.”


  “The new number of ‘The Savoy’ is printed admirably by the Chiswick Press, and is perhaps the cheapest thing that has been done at half-a-crown. Indeed, Mr. C. H. Shannon’s lithograph of ‘The Dive’ would itself—and it is but one of many illustrations—be cheap at the money: it is an exquisite thing…. Whatever may be said against one or other of the contributions, this new quarterly miscellany, as a whole, has great character. ‘The Savoy’ has caught on.”—Academy.


  “The best things in it are Mr. Aubrey Beardsley’s pictures in black and white …. his drawings are a never-ending source of pleasure and admiration. He contributes a cover and title-page to this number and four new pen-and-ink drawings, all extraordinary in the daring with which they sail so near the grotesque without ever stepping across the line of beauty. Perhaps the most noticeable of them is ‘The Rape of the Lock,’ a subject which gives Mr. Beardsley a good opportunity of showing his peculiar power of putting romance into the stiffness and stateliness of the artificial politeness of the eighteenth century …. The number, as a whole, keeps up the character of the publication as an organ of riotous cleverness, and is most entertaining when taken least seriously.”—Scotsman.


  “Everything in it by W. B. Yeats is artistic and readable. John Gray’s poem of ‘The Forge’ is splendid, and Lombroso’s ‘Mad Saint’ is quite in the best vein of those salpêtrière experiences you sometimes read in ‘The Nineteenth Century’ …. Undoubtedly the best thing in the number is the triptych on Paul Verlaine, a series of three articles—one in which Edmund Gosse tells how he tracked the great decadent to his lair in the Café Soleil d’Or, one in which Mr. Yeats tells of his afternoon tea with Verlaine, and one (translated) by Verlaine himself, telling all about his visit to London in 1893, and giving a verbatim report of his lecture, which is unique and valuable!”—Glasgow Evening News.


  “It would not be difficult, however, to detect differences between even the unreformed ‘Yellow Book’ and the new publication, though it might be rather more difficult to describe them briefly. For one thing there is a more pronouncedly literary quality in ‘The Savoy,’ for which, in spite of a fair amount of crudeness, it deserves credit …. Altogether, ‘The Savoy’ is a creditable performance, and typical of the art and literature of the day.”—Glasgow Record.


  “The second number of ‘The Savoy’ reaches us in a more worthy and attractive guise than did the first. The paper is better, while the printing bears the hall-mark of the Chiswick Press. The contents are good. Quite a galaxy of really excellent writers.”—Bookselling.


  “Altogether, ‘The Savoy’ is worth half-a-crown, and is upholding the traditions which the ‘Yellow Book’ started, and which it soon lost sight of. The January part of the ‘Yellow Book’ was of special interest to Glaswegians, the new part, just out, is stale and humdrum, and not to be compared to ‘The Savoy’ in interest and attractiveness.”—Glasgow Quiz.


  “Unequalled originality, magnificence, and beauty of design and brilliance of execution, all these has Mr. Beardsley got, and would-be imitators would do well to bear in mind his other qualifications in addition to that of ·106· originality of conception. There are several beautiful samples of his work in this issue, notably—‘The Rape of the Lock’ and one of the illustrations to his extraordinary story, ‘Under the Hill.’”—Northern Figaro.


  “‘The Savoy’ is ever interesting. One never knows what new eccentricity it will bring; it has the charm of giving the unexpected.”—New York Echo.


  “In ‘The Savoy,’ No. 2, we have the same quest of the new and strange, pursued by writers of greater vitality. The editor, Mr. Arthur Symons, professes himself delighted with the ‘flattering reception’ accorded to the first number. It is to be feared, therefore, that he will be less pleased with the reception likely to be given to this second, which is in so many ways—and not least in paper and print—a better number than the first; for it runs a great risk of being praised and bought…. Subjects and writers are alike well chosen—subjects we want to read about, treated by writers it is always a pleasure to read. The article, perhaps, of most interest at the moment is Mr. Havelock Ellis’s, on Nietzsche, who it is prophesied is to make the next philosophical invasion of England…. Mr. Arthur Symons’s ‘New Year’s Eve’ is the strongest, most dignified poem he has printed for some time; though, in saying this, I hint nothing against ‘Patchouli,’ agreeing as I do with his contention in a preface to a new edition of his ‘Silhouettes,’ that freedom of choice in art should include ‘Patchouli,’ and what it stands for. ‘If Patchouli pleases one, why not Patchouli?’”—Daily Courier.


  “Le Courrier Français reproduit des images du numéro dernier du Savoy cette si artistique revue dont j’ai déjà essayé de faire l’éloge à propos du numéro 1 paru il y a trois mois. Ce laps de trois mois me paraît une chose excellente pour une revue à tendances formelles, qui ne se contente pas de quelques pages d’amusement léger, mais qui veut que chacun de ses fascicules soit un volume intéressant. Et si le Savoy dès le premier jour ne nous avait paru une revue excellente, je dirais que le numéro d’aujourd’hui est en progrès. Il faudrait insister sur cette forme de publication, volumineuse, avec de nombreuses illustrations, que nous n’avons pas en France, et que les Anglais n’avaient jusqu’ici, me semble-t-il, que dans le genre populaire…. La contribution de notes sur Verlaine, le plus grand poète français contemporain, plus connu, comme il convient, en Angleterre qu’en France, est aussi abondante que dans le premier numéro…. Arthur Symons traduit un article de Verlaine lui-même: ‘Ma visite à Londres,’ plein de notes substantielles et de citations. Il se trouve que les vers reproduits dans cet article forment le plus rare choix d’après l’œuvre du poète. Il y a là une dizaine de pièces qui sont justement celles qui les amis de Verlaine savent par cœur. Je veux insister sur une nouvelle de W.-B. Yeats, ‘Rosa Alchemica,’ où se marque une préoccupation des choses occultes digne de nous intéresser. Une revue actuelle ne serait pas complète sans le souci de ces recherches bizarres que notre époque a remises en honneur. Il souffle un vent d’occultisme sur la fin de ce siècle positif. Le récit que fait W.-B. Yeats est celui d’une sorte d’initiation, avec des détails fort curieux, et la preuve d’une érudition profonde cachée sous le charme d’un style des plus colorés. Les illustrations sont aussi nombreuses et curieuses que dans le premier numéro. Il est bien entendu que la plus grande part des images sont dues à Aubrey Beardsley.”—Gabriel de Lautrec in the Courrier Français.
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  BEAUTY’S HOUR


  A PHANTASY


  CHAPTER I


  [image: I]REMEMBER very well the first time the strange thing happened to me: on a winter’s day in January. I reached home tired, and sat down in front of the looking-glass to take off my hat; and remained looking, as I so often do, at my own unsatisfactory face.


  Gerald Harman had come up to his mother’s study that afternoon, while I was at work after lunch; ostensibly on business; really, because there was a frost which had driven him from Leicestershire to London, leaving him with nothing to do; and we had begun talking of irrelevant matters.


  “A woman must be good,” he said reflectively.


  “Only a plain woman,” said I. “Who has been behaving ill now?”


  “I was generalizing; or, to be frank, I was thinking of Bella Sturgis.”


  “So am I. You surely don’t expect her to possess all the virtues, and that face?”


  “To be sure, the face is enough,” answered he; and sat staring full at me; but thinking, as I knew, of Bella Sturgis.


  “Does she amuse you?” I asked.


  “Amuse me?” said Gerald. “I’m sure I can’t say. One doesn’t think about being amused when one is with her.”


  “She just exists, and that ’s enough,” I suggested.


  Possibly my voice was ironical; for Gerald looked at me then, with a sort of jerk.


  “She ’s not intellectual, and she ’s not really sympathetic, and I don’t like her one quarter as much as I do you, Mary,” said he.


  Now it is an understood thing that he is not to call me Mary; and so I reminded him; but he only answered that we had been over the ground ·12· before, and that it was time I owned myself defeated. I was beginning to remark that nothing short of death would induce me to do so, when Lady Harman came in, and Gerald was somewhat abruptly dismissed.


  “I wish that idle, mischievous boy would marry Bella, and settle down,” said she.


  “Yes,” said I, and went on writing.


  “Why, Mary, how ill you look!” she cried then. “Is anything the matter?”


  I hate being told I look ill; it only means that I look ugly: but I answered cheerfully, “Nothing in the world;” and she, being easily satisfied, went off to another subject, which lasted till it was time for me to go away. The post of secretary to Lady Harman was not altogether a bed of roses: she has a wide range of interests, and a soft heart; but her other faculties are not quite in proportion. I was generally weary, by the time I reached home, with the endeavour to reconcile her promises and her practice in the eyes of the world—that most censorious of worlds, the philanthropic.


  I repeated Gerald’s words as I sat before the glass in my bedroom. “To be sure, the face is enough,” he had said.


  My own face, pale, with no salient points to make it even impressively ugly, gave me back the speech as I uttered it. I have neither eyelashes, nor distinction; I do not look clever, or even amiable; my figure is not worthy of the name; and my hands and feet are hopeless.


  The concentrated bitterness of years swept over me; I loved Gerald Harman, as Bella Sturgis, with her perfect face, was incapable of loving; but my love was rendered grotesque by the accident of birth which had made me an unattractive woman. Given beauty, or even the personal fascination, which so often persuades one that it is beauty, I could have held my own against the world, in spite of my poverty, my lack of friends, or of social position. As things were, I saw myself condemned to a sordid monotony; ever at a disadvantage; cheated of my youth, and of nearly all life’s sweeter possibilities. I was considered clever, by the Harmans, it is true; but the world in general, had it noticed me at all, would have refused to believe that such a face as mine could harbour brains. Gerald, I knew, had proclaimed in the family that Mary Gower had wits; and looked on me as his own special discovery: for though I had but a plain head on my shoulders, it was an accurate thinking machine; and could occasionally produce a phrase worthy of his laughter.


  I have a certain dreary sense of humour which prevents my being, as a ·13· rule, quite overwhelmed by this aspect of my life; but on the January afternoon of which I write, I was fairly mastered by it; and when Miss Whateley came up to light the gas, which she generally did herself, she found me with my head on the dressing-table, in an attitude of abject despair. Miss Whateley was my landlady; and had been my governess in better days.


  “My dear,” said she, “what ’s the matter?”


  “Only my face,” said I.


  “Glycerine is the best thing,” said she, and began pulling the curtains.


  She knew perfectly well what I meant.


  “Whatty,” said I, musingly, “how different my life would be if I were a pretty woman—though only for a few hours out of the twenty-four.”


  “Oh, yes,” she answered. “Yet you might be glad sometimes when the hours were over.”


  I only shook my head; and fell to looking into my own eyes again, with the yearning, stronger than it had ever been before, rising like a passion into my face.


  Then something unforeseen happened: Miss Whateley, standing behind me, saw it; and I saw it myself as in a dream. My reflected face grew blurred, and then faded out; and from the mist there grew a new face, of wonderful beauty; the face of my desire. It looked at me from the glass, and when I tried to speak, its lips moved too. Miss Whateley uttered a sound that was hardly a cry, and caught me by the shoulder.


  “Mary—Mary—” she said.


  I got up then and faced her; she was white as death, and her eyes were almost vacant with terror.


  “What has happened?” said I.


  My voice was the same; but when I glanced down at my body, I saw that it also had undergone transformation. It struck me, in the midst of my immense surprise, as being curious that I should not be afraid. No explanation of the miracle offered itself to me; none seemed necessary: an effort of will had conquered the power of my material conditions, and I controlled them; my body fitted to my soul at last.


  “I’m going mad!” cried poor Miss Whateley.


  “We can’t both be mad,” said I. “Don’t be afraid; tell me what I look like.”


  “You are perfectly beautiful,” she gasped.


  I began walking up and down the room: I was much taller, and my dress hung clear of my ankles; when I noticed that, I began to laugh.


  ·14· “Whatty, I’ve grown,” I cried out.


  She sat down. “Do you feel strange?” she asked.


  “Just the same; only a little larger for my clothes. What are we going to do? Will it last?”


  “I think you had better just sit down again, and wish yourself back.”


  “Never, never. If beautiful I can be, beautiful I will remain. Let us put down the hour and the date.”


  I took up my diary, and made a great cross against the day; then I noticed that the sun set at twenty-seven minutes past four; it was now twenty-five minutes to five.


  “I wonder what we can do to prove to ourselves that we’ve not been dreaming, if I go back again?” I questioned.


  “Let us first spend the evening as usual,” answered Miss Whateley. “I will tell Jane that you are out, and that a young lady is coming to supper with me.”


  Jane was our one servant: her powers of observation were limited; and we did not think it would be difficult to deceive her. So the stranger, whose appearance seemed to bereave her of even her usual small allowance of sense, sat that night at Miss Whateley’s table; at ten o’clock we slipped up to my bedroom; and when Jane’s tread was heard in the room above, we breathed freely.


  “She’s gone to bed,” said I. “Now we can brew tea, and keep ourselves awake. We must not sleep; that is imperative.”


  We did not sleep; though to poor Miss Whateley, who had no sense of a triumphant new personality to sustain her, the task must have been difficult.


  Then, suddenly, at the hour of sunrise, I felt a sensation as of being in darkness, in thick cloud; from which I emerged with my beauty fallen from me like a garment.


  We neither of us said anything. I was conscious only of a physical craving for rest and sleep, which overpowered me: I think Miss Whateley was struck dumb in the presence of a wonder she could not understand. We kissed one another silently; and I went to bed and slept for a couple of hours, a dreamless sleep.


  ·15· CHAPTER II


  When I reached Lady Harman’s that morning, I found the two girls, Clara and Betty, alone in their mother’s study.


  Betty, with the face of a Romney, and the manners of an engaging child, is wholly attractive: Clara is handsome too; she rather affects a friendship with me on intellectual grounds, which bores me: her theories are the terror of my life, being always in direct opposition to my own, for which I have to try and account.


  But on this particular morning she had nothing more momentous on her mind than a dance, which her mother was giving the next evening.


  “You must come to it,” Betty cried. “It will be such fun talking it over afterwards. Onlookers always see most of the game, you know.”


  “You are very kind, Betty,” I said. They had long ago insisted that I should call them by their Christian names. “Has it ever struck you that onlookers would sometimes like to be in the game, instead of outside it?”


  Betty looked a little confused.


  “Well, somebody must look on,” said she. “And it ’s lucky when they see how funny things are; as you always do, Mary.”


  “Is there any particular game going on just now?” I inquired. “Can I be of any use?”


  “There’s Bella,” said both girls.


  I was very anxious to know the precise sum of Bella’s iniquities. I shoved away my papers with an entire lack of conscience; and sat expectant.


  “Of course Bella is very young,” Clara began: she being about twenty-one herself. “One mustn’t judge her too hardly.”


  “Has she been doing anything you would not have done yourself?” I asked.


  Betty looked at me, and raised her eyebrows. Clara was apt to pose as an example to her younger sister.


  “Well,” said Clara, “if I were engaged to someone as nice as Gerald, and handsome, and well off, and all the rest of it, I don’t think I’d encourage a little wretch like Mr. Trench.”


  Clara’s social ethics are of a wonderful simplicity.


  “Because you’d think it wrong?” I suggested.


  “Well—so silly,” said Clara.


  “I think Bella has a perfect right to do as she likes,” broke in Betty. ·16· “She ’s not engaged to Gerald; he hasn’t proposed to her; and he ought to, for she ’s awfully fond of him.”


  “I agree with you both,” said I. “Miss Sturgis is silly, but not altogether to be blamed. Am I to observe her and Mr. Trench together, and report the phases of the flirtation to you?”


  Yes: that was what they wanted.


  “Do you seriously think I’m coming to your dance?” I went on. “Why, I haven’t got a dress, or a face fit to show in a ball-room; and I’ve not been to a ball for years.”


  They fought this statement inch by inch: they would lend me a dress; my face didn’t matter; and after all, I was only twenty-eight, not really old. I ended the discussion by promising to go; for an idea had flashed into my mind, that made me dizzy.


  Supposing the other, the beautiful Mary, renewed her existence again that evening, might she not enjoy a strange, a brief triumph? Would there not be a perfect, though a secret pleasure in seeing the look in Gerald Harman’s eyes, in surprising the altered tones of his voice? For beauty drew him like a magnet.


  I fell into such a deep silence over this thought, that Clara and Betty grew weary, and went away; and I did not see them again till luncheon-time.


  There were three visitors: the man who was in love with Betty, and the man with whom Betty was in love; the juxtaposition of the two always delighted me: I don’t believe they hated one another; but each believing himself to be the favoured lover, had a fine scorn for the other’s folly. The third guest was Bella Sturgis.


  Gerald sat at the end of the table, opposite his mother. As I have said, the frost kept him from hunting, and he was disconsolate. With him, as with many finely bred, finely tempered Englishmen, sport was a passion; more, a religion. He put into his hunting, his shooting, his cricket, all the ardour, all the sincerity that are necessary to achievement: I respected this in him, even while it moved me to a kind of pity; for I felt instinctively that though he might have skill and courage to overcome physical difficulties or danger, he was totally unfitted to cope with the more subtile side of life; and would be helpless in the face of an emotional difficulty. On this day of which I write, he was evidently suffering from some jar to the even tenour of his life; of which the continued frost was a merely superficial aggravation.


  By his side sat Bella Sturgis: I looked at her with a more critical eye than usual: she had a great air of languid distinction; everything about her was ·17· perfect; from the pose of her head to the intonation of her voice. She very rarely looked at me, and I don’t think she had ever clearly realized who I was: I felt sure Gerald had not imparted his discoveries to her with regard to my wits. I never spoke at luncheon when she was there.


  But to-day, the memory of that face in the glass the night before, made me reckless and audacious.


  “I’ve been constituted the girl’s special reporter to-morrow night,” said I to Gerald. “I am to observe the faces, and the flirtations.”


  “Then you may constitute yourself my special reporter too,” said he, gloomily.


  “It will be the next best thing to dancing,” I went on.


  “Why don’t you dance?” Miss Sturgis asked, lifting her eyes, and looking at me for an instant.


  I confess I was a little surprised at the cleverness of her thrust.


  “Because nobody asks me,” I said, with a smile.


  My candour had no effect on her: she turned to Gerald with an air that dismissed the whole subject. I noticed that he would hardly answer her; and I supposed that the breach between them had widened. So she addressed herself to the man with whom Betty was in love; thereby throwing the table into a state of suppressed agitation; with the exception of Lady Harman, who professed to notice none of the details of domestic life: she left such things to the girls, or the servants; and devoted herself to the care of people in Billingsgate, or in the Tropics, who had need of her, she said. But she was really kind; and always had a joint for lunch, “because it was Mary’s dinner;” and though I often yearned for the other more interesting dishes, I never dared to suggest any deviation from beef and mutton: to-day it was mutton.


  “Won’t you have some more?” said Lady Harman. “I can’t help thinking how much we waste. Some of my poor families would be so glad of this, and here ’s only Mary touches it.”


  “Oh, mother,” said Betty, “your poor people are always starving; and a leg more or less wouldn’t make much difference.”


  “What ’s an arm or a leg, compared with a face?” said the young man who was in love with Betty, with his eyes fixed on her. His remark had no direct bearing on the subject, which he had but half followed; and it sent her into a fit of suppressed laughter, with which Clara remonstrated in an undertone.


  “I don’t care,” said the rebellious Betty. “It ’s Gerald’s house, and as long as he doesn’t mind my giggling, I shall giggle.”


  ·18· “I mind nothing,” said the master of the house. His mood was obviously overcast. I saw Bella throw a look at him out of her deep eyes; the eyes of a woman who has always lived under emotional conditions. I began to realize dimly what such conditions might be like.


  He got up, and pushed his chair from the table.


  “Will you excuse me,” said he. “I have an engagement.”


  “Do go,” said Lady Harman, “you are always late, Gerald. I’m sure you ought to go at once.”


  Bella held out her hand to him.


  “It’s au revoir, not good-bye,” said he, and did not take it.


  That evening my transformation took place again; under the same conditions of ardent desire on my part.


  “To-morrow,” said I to Miss Whateley, “I shall go to the Harman’s ball in the character of Mary Hatherley.” Hatherley had been my mother’s maiden name.


  “But you have no dress,” said Miss Whateley. “And how can you account for yourself?”


  “I must do it,” I cried. “You must think of some plan.”


  “Let us go,” said she, “to Dr. Trefusis.”


  CHAPTER III


  Dr. Trefusis was the only man who had ever loved me. He was my father’s great friend; but I feel sure he must once have been in love with my mother; at least, I can only account for his great affection for myself, on some such sentimental hypothesis. When my father died, four years ago, and I was involved in money difficulties, it was Dr. Trefusis who took me in, and eventually got me my secretaryship with Lady Harman. He wanted me to share his home; but this I refused to do; believing that his affection for me would not stand the test of losing his liberty, and his solitude.


  When we reached his house, he was out; and we waited some time in the library.


  “He won’t believe us,” Miss Whateley kept saying; and this seemed so likely, that I was shivering with nervousness when he at last came in.


  “You won’t believe it,” said Miss Whateley, “but this is Mary Gower.”


  ·19· He looked very blank; but recovering his presence of mind, turned to me and said,


  “A cousin, I presume, of my old friend, Mary Gower?”


  “Oh, Dr. Trefusis,” cried I, “we have come to you with the most extraordinary story: don’t you know my voice? I am Mary; but I have got into another body.”


  “The voice is Mary’s,” said he, in the tone of one balancing evidence.


  Then Miss Whateley began telling him what had happened: while I sat in silence, watching the mixture of wonder and scepticism on his face. I noticed also another look, when his eyes met mine, a look that was almost devout—he had always been a worshipper of beauty.


  When the story was done, he began asking questions: my answers seemed unsatisfactory: we sat at last without speaking, while he looked at me, and drummed on the table.


  “You are very plausible people,” he said, at length; “but you can’t expect me to believe all this; though I’m at a loss to imagine why you should take the trouble to play such a practical joke on a poor old fellow like myself. Still, I’ll not be ungracious, and grumble; for it has given me a great deal of pleasure to see anything so charming in this dull place.”


  He got up, as though he wished to end the interview.


  I was in despair: his determination not to recognize me struck like a blow at my sense of identity: then the thought came: could I, by a supreme effort of will, induce a transformation under his very eyes?


  I held out my right hand—long and beautiful; with delicate fingers, that yet were full of nervous strength.


  “That,” said I, “is not the hand of Mary Gower.” He shrugged his shoulders.


  “It is not,” said he.


  “Look at it,” I cried.


  Then came an awful moment during which I concentrated my whole will in a passion of energy; the room went black; I was dimly conscious that Dr. Trefusis had fallen on his knees by the table; and was watching the hand I held under the lamp, with suspended breath: for it had begun to change; some subtile difference passed over it, like a cloud over the face of the sun: its beauty of line and colour faded; the long fingers shrunk, and widened; the blue-veined whiteness darkened into a coarser tint; the fine nails lost their shape, and grew ugly, stunted, and opaque.


  Dr. Trefusis spoke no word: I felt his fingers were ice-cold as he turned ·20· up my sleeve, and noted how the coarsened wrist grew into the perfect arm; he held my hand, and swung it to and fro; then he left the room abruptly, saying “don’t move.”


  I sat still at the table: Miss Whateley came and stood by me.


  “Mary,” she said, “it must be wrong; it is playing with some terrible power you don’t understand.”


  “Probably we’ve all got it,” I answered dreamily. “It is perhaps a spark of the creative force—but Dr. Trefusis and all his science won’t be able to explain it.”


  Then the doctor came back, with instruments, and microscopes, and I know not what, and began to examine the miracle. At last he looked up at me.


  “I can make nothing of it,” said he. “But it is the hand of Mary Gower. That is beyond dispute. Now let it go back.”


  He held it in his own: this time the change was quicker; and he dropped it with a shudder.


  “Now do you believe me?” I asked.


  He answered, “yes;” and sat lost in thought.


  “You had better go home now,” he said presently. “I must think over all this; there must be some hypothesis—miracles don’t happen—you must let me see you every day.”


  I never have understood, and never shall understand, the scientific theories which he had first built up, in order to account for what had happened to me. I was grateful for the curiosity and interest that my case roused in him, because they led him to help me in practical ways; but any attempt at a scientific explanation of the mystery struck me as being irrelevant, and not particularly interesting. This attitude on my part at once amused, and irritated him; he gave up trying to make me understand the meaning of his investigations; and of the experiments which he made me try; for it was not till later, that he came to look upon the matter as beyond any scientific solution; and only to be accounted for on grounds which he would at first have rejected with scorn.


  I pass these things over; because I could not write of them intelligibly, and I might be doing Dr. Trefusis some injustice by an imperfect exposition.


  On this occasion, I burst in suddenly, and scattered his reflections by declaring that I must go to the Harman’s ball the next night, in my new character.


  The idea seemed to divert him.


  ·21· “Ha!” said he. “Mary Gower wants to taste the sweets of success, does she! Upon my soul, it would be worth seeing you, my dear. But it would be difficult to account for the sudden rising of such a star.”


  “Not if you took me, and chaperoned, and uncled me,” I said.


  He took a turn or two in the room.


  “Why not?” he said then, with a laugh.


  “Oh, Dr. Trefusis, would you really!” I cried out, and seized him by both hands.


  He held them and looked at me oddly; he is a man of nearly sixty, and my old friend; so I could not be angry when he bent down and kissed me.


  “I would do anything for a pretty woman,” said he.


  I felt a sudden pang: this was the first tribute offered to my beauty, and it hurt. Was Mary Gower beginning already to be jealous of Mary Hatherley?


  We settled the matter, with jests and laughter. Dr. Trefusis has the spirit of a child, and the capacity for making abrupt transitions from the serious to the absurd; and he now entered into the plot as though it were a game; as though nothing had happened to unnerve and startle him but a short time before. I was to be his niece, a niece from the country; if further inquiries were made, and my non-appearance during the day had to be accounted for, I was to be a devoted art student; an eccentric; who gave her days to painting, and her evenings to pleasure. Miss Whateley’s faint objections were soon silenced: we parted with a promise to meet the next morning; when the Harman household would be upset and I should not be wanted; to choose a ball dress.


  “Not that that face of yours needs any artificial setting,” were his last words.


  “I only hope you won’t repent all this,” were Miss Whateley’s, as we went up to bed.


  CHAPTER IV


  My father had taken me, as a young girl, to balls: I had sat out unnoticed, but observant; and it had seemed to me that, under apparently artificial conditions, women grouped themselves into three distinct types; which were almost primitive in their lack of complexity. The beauty; the woman whose claims to beauty are not universally acknowledged; and the plain woman.


  ·22· The beauty always pleased me the most: she was unconscious; using her divine right of sovereignty with a carelessness only possible to one born in the purple; experience had bred in her a certainty of pleasing that made her indifferent to the effect she produced; which indifference made her the more effective. That she had her secret moments of scorn, I never doubted; a scorn of that lust of the eye which held her beauty too dear; and I wondered whether any such woman had ever felt tempted in some moment of outraged emotion, to curse the loveliness that men loved, careless of the heart, or head.


  The woman with disputable claims annoyed me: she seemed to me like a queen dependent on the humour of the mob, from whose brows the uneasy crown might be torn, and trampled under foot; and then replaced at a caprice. She was uncertain of herself; too much affected by the opinions of others to be easy or unconscious. I was sorry for her too; I felt sure that she often married the man who thought her beautiful, out of gratitude; for she was always unduly grateful; her attitude towards the world being one of mingled depreciation and assertion.


  As for the plain woman, had I not stood hand in hand with her outside the gates of Paradise all my life, the angel with the two-edged sword looking on us, with eyes that held both pity and satire! Oh, kind angel—stand aside, and let us look through the bars, and see gracious figures going to and fro; and listen to strange music, and to the sound of voices moved by a keen, sweet passion. We look; we fall back; and know the angel by his several names: Fate: Injustice: Mercy.


  I had always recognized the subtile emotional intoxicant that is distilled from the atmosphere of a ball-room. It seemed to come in great waves about me, as I walked up the Harman’s ball-room, followed by Dr. Trefusis.


  He had written for permission to bring his niece, and they were prepared to see me. No, I am wrong; they were not prepared. Lady Harman was visibly taken aback; and Clara and Betty had something deferential in their manner, which showed a desire to be unusually pleasing. Then Gerald came forward. His eyes met mine, with the look of one who sees something he has long sought, and despaired of finding.


  “Can you spare me a dance—” he asked, pausing at the name.


  “My name is Hatherley,” said I.


  My voice struck him; he glanced at me with a puzzled expression, and hesitated—for a moment.


  “I must have more than one,” he said.


  ·23· That was so like Gerald, I nearly laughed.


  “The page is blank, you see,” I answered.


  He took advantage of my remark, and wrote his name several times in my programme. I have the programme still.


  Dancing had begun again: a crowd had emerged from the stairs and the anterooms. A number of men were introduced to me; some of whom I had already seen at the house. The first with whom I danced was a Colonel Weston; I knew him, on Betty’s authority, to be a beautiful dancer, but he was a head shorter than I, and I smiled involuntarily when he said, “Shall we dance?”


  He caught my smile.


  “Why are you so divinely tall, O daughter of the gods?” said he. “And from what Olympian height have you descended this evening? Why have I never met you before?”


  “I will answer no questions,” said I, “till we have danced. My feet ache to begin.”


  “Then they don’t dance on Olympus?”


  “The gods must come among the mortals to make merry,” I said.


  “For which thing let us be thankful,” he answered. Then we moved away: I had been hitherto a bad dancer, but to-night I felt a spirit in my feet; and realized, for the first time, the mysterious joy of perfect motion. As we paused near the door, I saw Bella Sturgis coming slowly up the stairs. She did not take her eyes off me; I saw her question the man on whose arm she was leaning; but he looked at me, without answering. It was a revelation, that look in their eyes; I saw it repeated, in other faces, over and over again, as I walked slowly across the ball-room after the dance was over.


  The next was with Gerald: my pulses beat thickly, and I was hardly conscious of the outside world, till we stopped dancing, and he led me into a little room, which I did not at the moment recognize as Lady Harman’s study.


  “And so I have met you at last,” he said; and I asked him what he meant.


  “Yours is the face I have been looking for all my life,” he answered.


  There was a strange simplicity in his voice, and words; as though he spoke on an impulse that overruled all conventions, all fear of offence.


  “But what of the woman behind the face?” I questioned.


  “Can I ever hope to know her?”


  “If you know her, you will be disappointed: she is like any other woman.”


  ·24· He shook his head.


  “I don’t believe it. Tell me what she is really like.”


  I looked round vaguely, my thoughts intent on what I should say to him: then I suddenly noticed the pictures on the walls, and remembered that this was the room in which Mary Gower sat every day.


  “She is not without heart, and she has a head that can think,” said I.


  “That is not like every other woman.”


  “Would you credit her with either, if she had another face?” I asked him.


  Something in my voice struck him, for the second time; he looked at me, with a quickened attention.


  “The face is an indication of the soul, surely,” he answered.


  “That is a lie,” said I. “A lie invented to cover the injustice done alike to the beautiful woman, and the woman who is not beautiful.”


  “Injustice?” he echoed.


  “The thing is so simple,” said I, with a bitterness I could not hide. “You place beauty on a pedestal; her face is an index to her soul, you say: what happens if you find she does not possess the soul, which she never claimed to have, but which you insisted on crediting her with? You dethrone her with ignominy. The case of the other woman is as hard: she has a face that does not attract you, so you deny her the soul that you forced on the other one. She goes through life, branded; not by individuals, I allow, but by public opinion. The vox populi is the voice of nature, ’tis true; but nature is very hard, very ruthless.”


  I stopped: Gerald sat looking at me, with a rapt gaze, but I saw he had not listened to a word I said. The Hungarian band had begun playing again in the ball-room. As I listened, and watched the phantastic whirl of the dancers through the open door, they seemed to me to symbolize the burden of all the ages: desire and satiety; illusion and reality; dancing hand in hand, to a music wild and tender as love; sad and stern as life: partners that look ever in one another’s eyes, and dance on, in despite of what they see.


  “Let us go and dance too,” said Gerald.


  I have no very clear recollection of the rest of that evening: there was unreality in the air, and a glamour, and an aching pain. Men and women said gracious things to me; yet seemed to watch me with cruel faces; I was only conscious, at the last, of an imperative desire to fly, to hide myself, to escape even from Gerald’s presence; and to be alone.


  O. Shakespear.


  (To be continued.) [see here]
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  WILLIAM BLAKE AND HIS ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE DIVINE COMEDY


  II. HIS OPINIONS ON DANTE


  [image: A]S Blake sat bent over the great drawing-book, in which he made his designs to “The Divine Comedy,” he was very certain that he and Dante represented spiritual states which face one another in an eternal enmity. Dante, because a great poet, was “inspired by the Holy Ghost”; but his inspiration was mingled with a certain philosophy, blown up out of his age, which Blake held for mortal and the enemy of immortal things, and which from the earliest times has sat in high places and ruled the world. This philosophy was the philosophy of soldiers, of men of the world, of priests busy with government, of all who, because of their absorption in active life, have been persuaded to judge and to punish; and partly also, he admitted, the philosophy of Christ; who, in descending into the world, had to take on the world; who, in being born of Mary, a symbol of the law in Blake’s symbolic language, had to “take after his mother,” and drive the money-changers out of the Temple. Opposed to this was another philosophy, not made by men of action, drudges of time and space, but by Christ when wrapped in the divine essence, and by artists and poets, who are taught by the nature of their craft to sympathize with all living things, and who, the more pure and fragrant is their lamp, pass the further from all limitations, to come at last to forget good and evil in an absorbing vision of the happy and the unhappy. The one philosophy was worldly, and established for the ordering of the body and the fallen will, and, so long as it did not call its “laws of prudence” “the laws of God,” was a necessity, because “you cannot have liberty in this world without what you call moral virtue”; the other was divine, and established for the peace of the imagination and the unfallen will, and, even when obeyed with a too literal reverence, could make men sin against no higher principality than prudence. He called the followers of the first ·26· philosophy pagans, no matter by what name they knew themselves; because the pagans, as he understood the word pagan, believed more in the outward life, and in what he called “war, princedom, and victory,” than in the secret life of the spirit: and the followers of the second philosophy Christians, because only those whose sympathies had been enlarged and instructed by art and poetry could obey the Christian command of unlimited forgiveness. Blake had already found this “pagan” philosophy in Swedenborg, in Milton, in Wordsworth, in Sir Joshua Reynolds, in many persons, and it had roused him so constantly and to such angry paradox, that its overthrow became the signal passion of his life, and filled all he did and thought with the excitement of a supreme issue. Its kingdom was bound to grow weaker so soon as life began to lose a little in crude passion and naïve tumult; but Blake was the first to announce its successor, and he did this, as must needs be with revolutionists who also have “the law” for “mother,” with so firm a conviction that the things his opponents held white were indeed black, and the things they held black indeed white; with so strong a persuasion that all busy with government are men of darkness and “something other than human life”; with such a fluctuating fire of stormy paradox, that his phrases seem at times to foreshadow those French mystics who have taken upon their shoulders the overcoming of all existing things, and say their prayers “to Lucifer, son of the morning, derided of priests and of kings.” The kingdom that was passing was, he held, the kingdom of the Tree of Knowledge; the kingdom that was coming was the kingdom of the Tree of Life: men who ate from the Tree of Knowledge wasted their days in anger against one another, and in taking one another captive in great nets; men who sought their food among the green leaves of the Tree of Life condemned none but the unimaginative and the idle, and those who forget that even love and death and old age are an imaginative art.


  In these opposing kingdoms is the explanation of the petulant sayings he wrote on the margins of the great sketch-book, and of those others, still more petulant, which Crabb Robinson has treasured in his diary. The sayings about the forgiveness of sins have no need of further explanation, and are in contrast with the attitude of that excellent commentator, Herr Hettinger, who, though Dante swooned from pity at the tale of Francesca, will only “sympathize” with her “to a certain extent,” being taken in a theological net. “It seems as if Dante,” Blake wrote, “supposes God was something superior to the Father of Jesus; for if he gives rain to the evil and the good, and his sun to the just and the unjust, he can never have builded Dante’s Hell, nor the Hell of the Bible, ·29· as our parsons explain it. It must have been framed by the dark spirit itself, and so I understand it.” And again, “Whatever task is of vengeance and whatever is against forgiveness of sin is not of the Father but of Satan, the accuser, the father of Hell.” And again, and this time to Crabb Robinson, “Dante saw devils where I saw none. I see good only.” “I have never known a very bad man who had not something very good about him.” This forgiveness was not the forgiveness of the theologian who has received a commandment from afar off; but of the mystical artist-legislator who believes he has been taught, in a mystical vision, that “the imagination is the man himself,” and believes he has discovered in the practice of his art, that without a perfect sympathy there is no perfect imagination, and therefore no perfect life. At another moment he called Dante, “an atheist, a mere politician busied about this world, as Milton was, till, in his old age, he returned to God whom he had had in his childhood.” “Everything is atheism,” he had already explained, “which assumes the reality of the natural and unspiritual world.” Dante, he held, assumed its reality when he made obedience to its laws the condition of man’s happiness hereafter, and he set Swedenborg beside Dante in misbelief for calling Nature, “the ultimate of Heaven,” a lowest rung, as it were, of Jacob’s ladder, instead of a net woven by Satan to entangle our wandering joys and bring our hearts into captivity. There are certain curious unfinished diagrams scattered here and there among the now separated pages of the sketch-book, and of these there is one which, had it had all its concentric rings filled with names, would have been a systematic exposition of his animosities, and of their various intensity. It represents Paradise, and in the midst, where Dante emerges from the earthly Paradise, is written, “Homer,” and in the next circle, “Swedenborg,” and on the margin these words: “Everything in Dante’s Paradise shows that he has made the earth the foundation of all, and its goddess Nature, memory,” memory of sensation, “not the Holy Ghost…. Round Purgatory is Paradise, and round Paradise vacuum. Homer is the centre of all, I mean the poetry of the heathen.” The statement that round Paradise is vacuum is a proof of the persistence of his ideas and of his curiously literal understanding of his own symbols; for it is but another form of the charge made against Milton many years before in “The Marriage of Heaven and Hell.” “In Milton the Father is destiny, the son a ratio of the five senses,” Blake’s definition of the reason which is the enemy of the imagination, “and the Holy Ghost vacuum.” Dante, like the Kabalists, symbolized the highest order of created beings by the fixed stars, and God by the darkness beyond them, the Primum Mobile.


  [image: ]


  ·30· Blake, absorbed in his very different vision, in which God took always a human shape, believed that to think of God under a symbol drawn from the outer world was in itself idolatry; but that to imagine Him as an unpeopled immensity was to think of Him under the one symbol furthest from His essence; it being a creation of the ruining reason, “generalizing” away “the minute particulars of life.” Instead of seeking God in the deserts of time and space, in exterior immensities, in what he called “the abstract void,” he believed that the further he dropped behind him memory of time and space, reason builded upon sensation, morality founded for the ordering of the world; and the more he was absorbed in emotion; and, above all, in emotion escaped from the impulse of bodily longing and the restraints of bodily reason, in artistic emotion; the nearer did he come to Eden’s “breathing garden,” to use his beautiful phrase, and to the unveiled face of God. No worthy symbol of God existed but the inner world, the true humanity, to whose various aspects he gave many names, “Jerusalem,” “Liberty,” “Eden,” “The Divine Vision,” “The Body of God,” “The Human Form Divine,” “The Divine Members,” and whose most intimate expression was Art and Poetry. He always sang of God under this symbol:


  
    For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love


    Is God Our Father dear;


    And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love


    Is man, His child and care.

  


  
    For Mercy has a human heart;


    Pity a human face;


    And Love, the human form divine,


    And Peace, the human dress.

  


  
    Then every man of every clime,


    That prays in his distress,


    Prays to the human form divine—


    Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace.

  


  Whenever he gave this symbol a habitation in space he set it in the sun, the father of light and life; and set in the darkness beyond the stars, where light and life die away, Og and Anak and the giants that were of old, and the iron throne of Satan.


  By thus contrasting Blake and Dante by the light of Blake’s paradoxical wisdom, and as though there was no great truth hung from Dante’s beam of the balance, I but seek to interpret a little-understood philosophy rather than one incorporate in the thought and habits of Christendom. Every philosophy has half its truth from times and generations; and to us one half ·33· of the philosophy of Dante is less living than his poetry; while the truth Blake preached, and sang, and painted, is the root of the cultivated life, of the fragile perfect blossom of the world born in ages of leisure and peace, and never yet to last more than a little season; the life those Phæacians—who told Odysseus that they had set their hearts in nothing but in “the dance, and changes of raiment, and love and sleep”—lived before Poseidon heaped a mountain above them; the lives of all who, having eaten of the tree of life, love, more than the barbarous ages when none had time to live, “the minute particulars of life,” the little fragments of space and time, which are wholly flooded by beautiful emotion because they are so little they are hardly of time and space at all. “Every space smaller than a globule of man’s blood,” he wrote, “opens into eternity of which this vegetable earth is but a shadow.” And again, “Every time less than a pulsation of the artery is equal in its tenor and value to six thousand years, for in this period the poet’s work is done, and all the great events of time start forth, and are conceived: in such a period, within a moment, a pulsation of the artery.” Dante, indeed, taught, in the “Purgatorio,” that sin and virtue are alike from love, and that love is from God; but this love he would restrain by a complex external law, a complex external Church. Blake, upon the other hand, cried scorn upon the whole spectacle of external things, a vision to pass away in a moment, and preached the cultivated life, the internal Church which has no laws but beauty, rapture, and labour. “I know of no other Christianity, and of no other gospel, than the liberty both of body and mind to exercise the divine arts of imagination, the real and eternal world of which this vegetable universe is but a faint shadow, and in which we shall live in our eternal or imaginative bodies when these vegetable mortal bodies are no more. The Apostles knew of no other gospel. What are all their spiritual gifts? What is the divine spirit? Is the Holy Ghost any other than an intellectual fountain? What is the harvest of the gospel and its labours? What is the talent which it is a curse to hide? What are the treasures of heaven which we are to lay up for ourselves? Are they any other than mental studies and performances? What are all the gifts of the gospel, are they not all mental gifts? Is God a spirit who must be worshipped in spirit and truth? And are not the gifts of the spirit everything to man? O ye religious! discountenance every one among you who shall pretend to despise art and science. I call upon you in the name of Jesus! What is the life of man but art and science? Is it meat and drink? Is not the body more than raiment? What is mortality but the things relating to the body which dies? What is immortality but the things ·34· relating to the spirit which lives eternally? What is the joy of Heaven but improvement in the things of the spirit? What are the pains of Hell but ignorance, idleness, bodily lust, and the devastation of the things of the spirit? Answer this for yourselves, and expel from among you those who pretend to despise the labours of art and science, which alone are the labours of the gospel. Is not this plain and manifest to the thought? Can you think at all, and not pronounce heartily that to labour in knowledge is to build Jerusalem, and to despise knowledge is to despise Jerusalem and her builders? And remember, he who despises and mocks a mental gift in another, calling it pride, and selfishness, and sin, mocks Jesus, the giver of every mental gift, which always appear to the ignorance-loving hypocrites as sins. But that which is sin in the sight of cruel man is not sin in the sight of our kind God. Let every Christian as much as in him lies engage himself openly and publicly before all the world in some mental pursuit for the building of Jerusalem.” I have given the whole of this long passage, because, though the very keystone of his thought, it is little known, being sunk, like nearly all of his most profound thoughts, in the mysterious prophetic books. Obscure about much else, they are always lucid on this one point, and return to it again and again. “I care not whether a man is good or bad,” are the words they put into the mouth of God, “all that I care is whether he is a wise man or a fool. Go put off holiness and put on intellect.” This cultivated life, which seems to us so artificial a thing, is really, according to them, the laborious re-discovery of the golden age, of the primeval simplicity, of the simple world in which Christ taught and lived, and its lawlessness is the lawlessness of Him “who being all virtue acted from impulse, and not from rules,”
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    And his seventy disciples sent


    Against religion and government.

  


  The historical Christ was indeed no more than the supreme symbol of the artistic imagination, in which, with every passion wrought to perfect beauty by art and poetry, we shall live, when the body has passed away for the last time; but before that hour man must labour through many lives and many deaths. “Men are admitted into heaven, not because they have curbed and governed their passions, but because they have cultivated their understandings. The treasures of heaven are not negations of passion, but realities of intellect, from which the passions emanate, uncurbed in their eternal glory. The fool shall not enter into heaven, let him be ever so holy. Holiness is not the price of entering into heaven. Those who are cast out are all those who, having no passions of ·37· their own, because no intellect, have spent their lives in curbing and governing other people’s by the various arts of poverty and cruelty of all kinds. The modern Church crucifies Christ with the head downwards. Woe, woe, woe to you hypocrites.” After a time man has “to return to the dark valley whence he came and begin his labours anew,” but before that return he dwells in the freedom of imagination, in the peace of “the divine image,” “the divine vision,” in the peace that passes understanding, and is the peace of art. “I have been very near the gates of death,” Blake wrote in his last letter, “and have returned very weak and an old man, feeble and tottering, but not in spirit and life, not in the real man, the imagination, which liveth for ever. In that I grow stronger and stronger as this foolish body decays … Flaxman is gone and we must all soon follow, everyone to his eternal home, leaving the delusions of goddess Nature and her laws, to get into freedom from all the laws of the numbers,” the multiplicity of nature, “into the mind in which everyone is king and priest in his own house.” The phrase about the king and priest is a memory of the crown and mitre set upon Dante’s head before he entered Paradise. Our imaginations are but fragments of the universal imagination, portions of the universal body of God, and as we enlarge our imagination by imaginative sympathy, and transform, with the beauty and the peace of art, the sorrows and joys of the world, we put off the limited mortal man more and more, and put on the unlimited “immortal man.” “As the seed waits eagerly watching for its flower and fruit, anxious its little soul looks out into the clear expanse to see if hungry winds are abroad with their invisible array; so man looks out in tree, and herb, and fish, and bird, and beast, collecting up the fragments of his immortal body into the elemental forms of everything that grows…. In pain he sighs, in pain he labours in his universe, sorrowing in birds over the deep, or howling in the wolf over the slain, and moaning in the cattle, and in the winds.” Mere sympathy for all living things is not enough, because we must learn to separate their “infected” from their eternal, their satanic from their divine part; and this can only be done by desiring always beauty; the one mask through which can be seen the unveiled eyes of eternity. We must then be artists in all things, and understand that love and old age and death are first among the arts. In this sense, he insists that “Christ’s apostles were artists,” that “Christianity is Art,” and that “the whole business of man is the arts.” Dante, who deified law, selected its antagonist, passion, as the most important of sins, and made the regions where it was punished the largest. Blake, who deified imaginative freedom, held “corporeal reason” for the most accursed of things, because it makes the imagination revolt from the sovereignty of beauty and pass under the sovereignty ·38· of corporeal law, and this is “the captivity in Egypt.” True art is expressive and symbolic, and makes every form, every sound, every colour, every gesture, a signature of some unanalyzable, imaginative essence. False art is not expressive but mimetic, not from experience, but from observation; and is the mother of all evil, persuading us to save our bodies alive at no matter what cost of rapine and fraud. True art is the flame of the last day, which begins for every man, when he is first moved by beauty, and which seeks to burn all things until they “become infinite and holy.”


  [image: ]


  Blake’s distaste for Dante’s philosophy did not make him a less sympathetic illustrator, any more than did his distaste for the philosophy of Milton mar the beauty of his illustrations to “Paradise Lost.” The illustrations which accompany the present article are, I think, among the finest he ever did, and are certainly faithful to the text of “The Divine Comedy.” That of Dante talking with Uberti, and that of Dante in the circle of the thieves, are notable for the flames which, as always in Blake, live with a more vehement life than any mere mortal thing: fire was to him no unruly offspring of human hearths, but the Kabalistic element, one fourth of creation, flowing and leaping from world to world, from hell to hell, from heaven to heaven; no accidental existence, but the only fit signature, because the only pure substance, for the consuming breath of God. In the man, about to become a serpent, and in the serpent, about to become a man, in the second design, he has created, I think, very curious and accurate symbols of an evil that is not violent, but is subtle, finished, plausible. The sea and clouded sun in the drawing of Dante and Virgil climbing among the rough rocks at the foot of the Purgatorial mountain, and the night sea and spare vegetation in the drawing of the sleep of Virgil, Dante and Statius near to its summit, are symbols of divine acceptance, and foreshadow the landscapes of his disciples Calvert, Palmer, and Linnell, famous interpreters of peace.
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  The faint unfinished figures in the globe of light in the drawing of the sleepers are the Leah and Rachel of Dante’s dream, the active and the contemplative life of the spirit, the one gathering flowers, the other gazing at her face in the glass. It is curious that Blake has made no attempt, in these drawings, to make Dante resemble any of his portraits, especially as he had, years before, painted Dante in a series of portraits of poets, of which many certainly tried to be accurate portraits. I have not yet seen this picture, but if it has Dante’s face, it will convince me that he intended to draw, in the present case, the soul rather than the ·41· body of Dante, and read “The Divine Comedy” as a vision seen not in the body but out of the body. Both the figures of Dante and Virgil have the slightly feminine look which he gave to representations of the soul.


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  “VENITE, DESCANDAMUS”


  
    [image: L]ET be at last: give over words and sighing,


    Vainly were all things said:


    Better, at last, to find a place for lying,


    Only dead.

  


  
    Silence were best, with songs and sighing over;


    Now be the music mute:


    Now let the dead, red leaves of autumn cover


    A vain lute!

  


  
    Silence is best: for ever and for ever,


    We will go down to sleep,


    Somewhere, beyond her ken, where she need never


    Come to weep.

  


  
    Let be at last: colder she grows, and colder;


    Sleep and the night were best;


    Lying, at last, where we cannot behold her,


    We may rest.

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  A Frontispiece to

  Balzac’s “La Fille aux Yeux d’Or”


  A Wood Engraving after an unpublished Crayon Drawing


  by

  Charles Conder


  {·  ·}
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  TWO FOOLISH HEARTS


  A SCENE OF RUSTIC LIFE


  [image: S]UMMER had passed, the harvest was ingathered, and the days began to close in.


  At the Hill Farm was heard the euphonious boom of the threshing machine. It was music to many in the neighbourhood, but to none more than to the little boy Reggie.


  He had become a fixture, so to speak, at the Farm. Since the day when he crept through the hole in the orchard hedge, he had grown to be one of the family. Everybody liked the boy: two on the farm—Letty and Clem—had come to love him.


  There is so much to love in a child—his smile, his general prettiness, his bright and often saucy tongue, his way of looking at things, his mode of doing them, and his highly ingenious plan of obtaining his desires. These are some of the arts and charms of child life, and they win, yes, they win—often against the adult’s better judgment.


  Letty had grown to love the boy as her own. If he had not made his appearance on the Farm just after breakfast, she would go out first into the Croft and then into the Pond Close and call “Reg—gie, Reg—gie,” in the same cooing sort of way as she used to call Clem in his childhood; and if the little fellow was within earshot, he would gallop to her and spring into her open arms with a warbling laugh which did the heart good to hear.


  He was the revived sweets of old days to Letty; a new bit of colouring on her picture. He was more than this to her sometimes—he was Luce in knickerbockers.


  She did not like that fancy so well, though her feeling against Luce was softening through contact with her child. She had not seen Luce, however. Though Reggie had been a daily visitor to the farm since the end of June, and it was now the end of September, the red-haired flame of Clem had not once put in an appearance.


  ·46· Her Rubens-like beauty had blushed unseen by Letty. She bestowed it chiefly upon her mother in their little cottage in Radbrooke Bottom; it was only at times—in the silent and long summer nights when few people were visible—that she went more than a stone’s throw from her home.


  The shorter days drew her out more. It was natural that it should be so, though eminently displeasing that so fair a flower should perforce have to exist under a cloud. This angered Clem. Luce at Radbrooke, indoors, and away from him and the farm, was no better than Luce at Brookington.


  Many girls, similarly situated to Luce, would have “brazened it out.” Luce might, perhaps, have felt less the necessity of hiding herself away from everybody, had she not heard the opinion entertained of her by Letty Martin. She had heard that—and it was sufficient for her to almost nail herself to the table leg in her mother’s kitchen.


  But now that the days began to be chary of their light towards six o’clock in the evening, Luce began to be a little more prodigal of her presence. Three years ago, or rather more, she used to court the sunlight; now she haunted the shades. To a really pure girl the knowledge of having committed an offence against society, if not against Nature, is all that is needed to bring the blush to the cheek at every awkward or trivial meeting. Luce, though a mother, had by no means lost her purity. In the evening dusk she could blush without detection.


  So she sauntered down the garden path on this warm and calm evening at the end of September; on the evening of the annual village wake.


  “You baint goin’ to the wake, be ye, Luce, lass?” said her mother as she stepped out.


  “I should like to go, mother, for sake of the dancin’; but I donna think I will.”


  “If I was thee, my gel, I should’na. Theer’ll be all the village theer, besides Brookington folk; an’ summat ’ull be sure to be said ’bout thee. An’ as for dancin’, Luce—well, you might nor be short o’ partners, my gel; but I should’na—no, I should’na.”


  “I’ll walk i’ the lane a bit, mother,” replied Luce, slowly. “If Reg cries, I’ll come in.”


  “Donna thee fret about little waxwork, deary; I’ll see to ’im.”


  When Luce was out of hearing, Mrs. Cowland wiped a tear out of the corner of her eye, and sighed to herself: “The beautifulest peaches be the fust to goo spect. Poor Luce, beautiful Luce! To think as I should hev ’ad ·47· such a beauty, the envy of all the mothers i’ Radbrooke, an’ then for she to hev come to this. It breaks me heart when I think on’t.”


  True, honest, motherly instinct is not so common that one can afford to smile at the simple sentiments of Mrs. Cowland. They are rare in humble spheres, far rarer in higher circles. The lowliest flowers are the tenderest, the sweetest, the truest, the purest.


  Meanwhile, with a full heart, and a set of confusing thoughts, which seemed born only to be killed, Luce sauntered along the lane.


  There were no dwellings eastward beyond Luce’s cottage. There was a pond, called “The Green Pond” by the children, on account of its entire surface being covered with a thin green film, on the north side, dangerously near the footpath, and left open for any luckless child to fall into; there was also a curve in the lane northward; but no more domiciles.


  Beyond Luce’s cottage the lane was a pure lane: hedges each side, composed of hawthorn, blackthorn, buckthorn, blackberry, bramble, and elder; with, at intervals, a tall elm, ash, or oak, whose spreading branches almost shut out the sky from above, and made the lane shady even in the strongest light.


  It was a pure lane—a leafy lover’s lane.


  To-night it wore an intensely delightful aspect. It was moonlit. Few trees grew at the west end, and when the moon reached a certain altitude it shot a ray of effulgence down that avenue-like Warwickshire lane like a light in a railway tunnel. Luce looked like an animated poppy walking through the light into darkness, for the moonrays did not penetrate to the lane’s end.


  Luce had no intention of going to the wake. There were reasons why she should not. Yet she had implanted in her the natural rustic longing to attend the annual festivity on the green waste near the church.


  The wake was a great occasion at Radbrooke: a loved occasion, a merry occasion, and an occasion looked forward to for weeks beforehand. It was the one time of the year when all the villagers and the occupants of the surrounding farms met together for a day’s junketting and pleasantry. There were shows, merry-go-rounds, shooting galleries, cocoa-nut throwing, and, to crown all, dancing on the green to the often discordant music of the Brookington band.


  These pleasures are rustic, Bohemian if you will; but they are the natural pleasures of Strephon and Phyllis, and they attract—yes, they attract. They are the sole amusements of the peasant, isolated in his own greenwood; and though the gaily-painted caravan and roundabout are incongruous excrescences ·48· upon the landscape, their coming is an exciting event in the life of the villager.


  The roadway or street of the village ran parallel with Radbrooke Bottom, and at its eastward end it sloped southward so decidedly that the lane and the street at that end were not more than twenty yards apart. As Luce stood at the junction the sounds of the blaring music of the roundabouts floated to her ear, mingled with the peals of laughter and the shouts of merry-makers.


  She was but a young thing, full of life, and with a taste for enjoyment. She did not intend to take part in the wake, but the alluring sounds of the pleasures provided there drew her feet round the bend of the road to a point where it joined the village street, and commanded a fine view of the motley fair.


  What a sight it was, just on the outskirts of silence!


  To the contemplative being who stood where Luce was standing, the contrast between the two scenes would have seemed extraordinary, not to say terrible. Two distinct worlds, they were separated from each other only by a few yards. Luce was standing in a silent world, which gave forth no sound; the world before her blazed with light, colour, and movement, and dinned the ears with its noise.


  And above the flaming oil-lamps, the madly-circling roundabouts, the wildly dancing people, who seemed never to tire through dance after dance, above the shouts of the showmen, the scream of the steam-whistle, the laugh of the light-hearted, looking down on a scene so foreign to the landscape in which it was set, was the square, lichen-grown tower of the parish church of Radbrooke; looking down with a calm, dignified, and venerable air through its eye-like window upon this saturnalia of village life.


  Luce was transfixed at her point of vantage. She never moved an inch more forward, but stood there gazing wistfully at the scene, and especially at the dancers, like one who would have liked to mingle with them, but was too shy to enter. If anyone on the edge of the fair and in its full blaze of light, had looked towards the bend in the road which led downward to Radbrooke Bottom, they would have beheld a lovely young face framed in a garland of red hair, looking out through the darkness—Luce’s Rubens-like face.


  “Thy partner inna theer, Luce,” said a voice in the shadow behind her.


  Luce turned quickly round, for she was rather startled, and saw beside her the fine face and large form of Moll Rivers. She, like Luce, was without her hat, and when she came forward and stood on a level with Luce, so that the ·49· light from the fair flashed full upon their faces, the contrast in their appearance was very striking.


  Moll with her superb height and mass of raven black hair might have passed for the Queen of Night; she was in her element, her latitude, her clime—lusty-limbed and strong. Luce, with her smaller stature and red hair could pass for Aurora, the Queen of the Morning. She had the appearance of being out of her element, her latitude, her clime; she was dainty-limbed and younger in years than Moll.


  Both looked at each other curiously and in some confusion. Moll had a melancholy look and a rather untidy air; the hooks of her bodice were undone, showing a portion of her rounded breasts panting beneath. A cloud of inexpressible weariness sat in her eyes and upon her forehead. She looked tired of living.


  “Thy partner inna theer, Luce,” she repeated, inclining her head towards the dancers.


  “My partner, Molly?” replied Luce, in some surprise.


  “Yes, I’ve bin all round the wake, in an’ out the footers, round the dobby horses, an’ by the shooting galleries, an’ canna find ’im. Let ’s go away.”


  They turned down the lane into the shadow. Then Luce spoke.


  “It seems from what you say, Moll, that you’ve been lookin’ for a partner. I hanna got no partner, an’ hanna been seeking for one.”


  “Maybe you might soon hev ’ad one, Luce?” returned Moll with a meaning look.


  “May be,” said Luce, with some attempt at dignity.


  “That is if you hanna left yourn behind at Brookington.”


  It was one of those deadly thrusts often dealt out by uncultured natures. If it had been daylight the beholder would have seen the colour rush headlong into Luce’s face and spread all down her neck; as it was moonlight, the effect of Moll’s words was not observed in her face, though her voice shook when she next spoke.


  “My business is my business, Moll, if so be it ’s at Radbrooke or Brookington. I donna think you ought to trouble yourself about it.”


  “Perhaps not,” said Moll. “I’ve no call to say anything, I hevn’t. I must see all an’ say nothing. I mun bear all an’ do nothin’.”


  “I donna know what you mean.”


  “No, nobody knows what I mean. ’Tis as the parson said in his sarment on Sunday—yes, Miss Luce, I did go to church on Sunday, an’ you’ve no call to look so dubersome, for some folks inna so black as they’re painted; he said ·50· in his sarment as none be so blind as them as wunna see, an’ that’s it. You know what I mean, you can see what I mean, yet you make believe ye donna know.”


  Luce did not reply. She was burning and trembling at the same time.


  She sauntered quietly on, with the commanding figure of Moll at her side like her elongated shadow. Every now and then they walked out of the darkness into a thin line of moonlight which came through a gap in the trees; then it was seen that both their faces were flushed, and that Moll’s in particular had a cloud of anger growing over it.


  “You donna speak, Luce?” she went on. “Perhaps you be ashamed to. You were such a good little gell once, an’—I wish I may die if I’m tellin’ a lie—I was very fond on thee. But you’ve turned out a faggot, Luce; yes, a very faggot.”


  “And pray, what hev I done to thee, Moll, to be called a faggot by thee?”


  Luce was nearly breaking down; the vehemence of Moll she had not bargained for. Poor girl, she was receiving punishment for her sin all round—from her own sex. It was first her mother, then Letty Martin, and now Moll. Why was it, she inwardly inquired, that women are so cruel to women? She expected pity and obtained punishment.


  A ray of moonlight fell upon her while Moll was in shadow. It glorified her. It even lit up the glistening tears in the corners of her eyes and made them shine like diamonds. Moll looked out of the darkness at her with great admiration.


  “Thou art a pretty faggot, Luce, a very pretty faggot; but thou’rt a faggot all the same. I canna wonder at men bein’ fond on thee. Giv’ me thy hair, Luce, thy bonnie red hair as he be so in love with, an’ I’ll never call thee a faggot no more.”


  She caught hold of Luce’s hair, and held it by her own, comparing the colours.


  “Mine’s longer and thicker nor yourn, beautiful hair, inna it? But not showy like yourn. Men like showy things. Then you’ve got blue eyes, Luce, an’ mine be dull an’ dark. You’re altogether more pretty to look at nor I am. Men like pretty things, little toy things like you, an’ I’m big an’ bold, an dowdy—no wonder he doesna like me.”


  She paused a moment, looking steadfastly at Luce.


  “But he might hev come to like me, if you had’na turned up here agen like the bad penny that you are. Yes,” she added almost fiercely, and with uncontrollable bitterness, “you are a faggot, Luce, else you’d hev stopped at ·51· Brookington with your misgotten brat, an’ not come here agen with your winnin’ ways, pretty face, an’ carrotty hair, to ’ang yourself on Clem agen.”


  Luce’s spirit was bent but not broken. She looked at Moll with an awakening glance and with a flushed and defiant air.


  “Oh! I see what you mean now, Molly. You want Clem, an’ because I’ve come back you think you shanna get him. Well, my home ’s at Radbrooke. I came home, not to try and win Clem away from you or anyone else, but to try and live in peace.”


  “You’ve bewitched ’im—you, another man’s light-o’-love.”


  That epithet again! It stabbed Luce to the heart like a knife.


  She had done wrong, she had sinned, she had prayed for forgiveness. Was her punishment never to be completed? Why should she be condemned to be brow-beaten by this girl? Had she not suffered enough in her own heart for her folly, but that she must be let down before every villager and made to ask pardon from them all?


  Here was this girl, this Moll Rivers, who was known by all the village to have been many and many a time at the New Inn; she was pointing the finger of scorn at her. And no doubt all the others would do it as well. She had been “the good girl” of the village, the girl who had been cited by the parson as an example of pure and upright girlhood; she had been the belle of Radbrooke: and now she had come to be taunted and insulted by everybody in the parish.


  Oh! virtue, virtue, what a severe shape you do assume in such little Bethels as the village of Radbrooke! Luce felt it, bent to it, and broke under it.


  “I won’t hear you, Moll, I won’t hear you,” she sobbed, placing her hands to her ears, and taking quicker steps down the lane towards her home. “You are bitter, cruel, and wicked to me. I have done you no wrong; I’ve done nobody wrong but myself. I have not come back to Radbrooke to ’ang myself on Clem. I don’t ’ang myself on him. You know very well I have not bin to the Farm once since I came home.”


  “But he comes to see thee.”


  “I canna help it; I canna order him not to come; I canna send him away. It ’s too bad on all of you to be at me for comin’ back home again. Did you want me to die at Brookington? It seems like it; an’ I wish I had, I wish I had. I should have been better off now. An’ all on you used to be so fond on me, or said so. Belike all the time you was glad to be shut on me.”


  ·52· “Wunce in awhile I was very fond on thee, Luce; very fond indeed.”


  Moll was not a bad girl; she had in her the makings of a grand character. Education would not have done it; changed circumstances might. If she had been able to look upon life from a different standpoint, if her life had been a little less hard or her feelings less in opposition to the surroundings of her existence, she might have been held forward as the type of a great-hearted woman.


  But Nature had fettered her. She had bound her down to narrow circumstances, and for one strong trait in her character, she had given her six weak ones. Moll was nevertheless a soft-hearted girl—hot, hasty, passionate, and not entirely selfish; yet she was a very woman, full of her mother’s milk, ready to cry out one minute and storm the next; ready to sacrifice others to her selfishness, and in turn to sacrifice herself to the selfishness of others.


  “Yes,” she went on, looking down from her superb height at Luce with a pitying and tender glance, “wunce in a while, Luce, I loved thee well. Doesna remember the day when thou were made the Queen o’ May, an’ how it come on to drizzle wi’ rain? An’ how thy mother were afeard for thee, ’cause thou wert a bit nesh an’ tisiky i’ the chest? Dost mind how I, such a slummock as I were i’ my work-a-day clothes, cotched thee up an’ covered thee wi’ my ’urden apron to keep the wet off on thee, an’ carried thee to the housen i’ that way, wi’out gettin a spot on thee; an’ how, when we went to Letty’s, she had all we gels in an’ gived us a drop o’ beistin’s all round?”


  “I mind it, Luce, gel,” she said sadly, after a pause. “Thou wert as innercent as a cade lamb, an’ as pretty as one o’ they tulips i’ thy mother’s gardin. Yea, thou wert as sweet as a little angel then—like one on them round the christening basin i’ the church yon.”


  “Oh! Molly, donna, donna,” implored Luce.


  “Donna what, Luce?”


  “Donna liken me to a angel. I’m not that; I’m not that.”


  “You was then.”


  If Luce was stung into anger and bitterness before by the insulting and bold words of Moll, she suffered martyrdom now.


  The picture which her companion had drawn of her—no more than a thumb-nail sketch of her as she really was when they made her Queen of the May—brought back with vivid colouring and acute pain the days of her innocence; the days of her purity; and it sufficed to crush her.


  It was like looking back on a lost Heaven.


  Being blessed or cursed with a sense of the power of goodness and ·53· virtue, Luce saw from what sublime heights she had fallen. The sight overwhelmed her. To the right-thinking mind there is such a gulf between unsullied innocence and sin-stained beauty! Luce saw this and shivered.


  “If you liked me then, Moll,” she said in a manner exquisitely pretty and touching, “why donna you like me now? I like you just the same.”


  “I love Clem,” replied Moll; that was the answer to everything.


  Luce sighed and so did Moll; it was an awkward and painful position for them both. Few positions can be more painful than that in which two girls, associated with each other since childhood, and being fairly fond of one another, are brought to the awkward point of loving the same man.


  To quick and pregnant minds which know no other impulses than those given them by bounteous and indiscriminating Nature, there is tragedy in that position. There are elements in it worse and more deadly even than the actual blood-spilling on the village green. There are withered and broken hearts in it; dispositions warped and made ugly; good natures destroyed; warm blood congealed.


  This was the position of Moll and Luce, and the influences of it had made themselves felt. Moll had grown ugly and ill-gendered excrescences upon a disposition which, in its natural state, was kind, warm, open, and loving. For her the position was worse and more trying than for Luce; and the Radbrooke field-girl, though unblessed with the cleverness and polish which education is supposed to give, had the discernment to see it.


  She loved Clem with a consuming passion which threatened to seriously affect her health, as it had already affected her well-being; she knew also, only too well, that he loved another, and thought no more of her than the lady-smock—typical of her physical elegance—which he crushed beneath his heel in field, croft, and meadow.


  The thought, nay, the absolute knowledge of this, was as gall and wormwood to the passionate village girl. Vague fancies arose from the knowledge. She had one fancy that if Luce had not come back, she could in time have moulded Clem to her will. She encouraged this fancy till it became a faith, decided, strong, and durable. Luce had come back; that was the cause of it all. And there she stood beside her, so sweet, pretty, and winning, that even a masculine anger became almost gentleness under her influence.


  “I love Clem!”


  What could Luce say to that? She had been weak, vain, foolish, and as her own sad heart told her, downright wicked. She had been led astray; she bore about with her the burden of a knowledge that the fidelity of Clem was ·54· of such a quality as to be worth a far better girl than she was—yet there was the awkward fact that Clem had no eyes for any girl but her—that he still loved her as dearly as before her falling away; and, to crown all, and make the position more painful than ever, there was the fact that she loved Clem with a feeling which she could never have for any other man!


  “I am so sorry, Moll,” she said, simply and earnestly, looking at her companion.


  “Art thee so, Luce? Then perhaps thee ’It ’elp, lass, in this ill-convenient kaszhulty. I canna abear my life as it be now. I’ve bin thinkin’, Luce, as belike Clem ’ood look on me wi’ more favourable eyes if it weren’t for thee bein’ here. Couldst thee not go rimming to thy uncle’s at Rodbridge?”


  Luce did not speak, and Moll paused. The silver light of the moon which now moved from Luce’s face and settled upon hers, showed upon it an intensely wearied and helpless expression. Moll looked like one upon whom an inexorable fate had passed sentence of death; her face was a picture of deeply-rooted, permanent, and melancholy resignation.


  “Nay,” she said, “I see that wunna do. Two miles apart ’ood be nothin’ for ’im to walk o’ nights. He’d come an’ see thee theer every day arter the work were done. I could’na bear that as much as this. Now I can meet ’im sometimes an’ see ’im unbeknown to ’im; but then I could’na. He’d be entirely away from Radbrooke, an’ I should be moilin’ mysen to death at not seein’ a sight on ’im. No, Luce, ’twood never do for thee to go rimming to thy uncle’s at Rodbridge. You mun stay here, such be my unaccountable fortin’.”


  “But, Luce,” she added more quietly, and with a more dejected air, “remember that you be differend to me. I hanna got anythink to love, not a single livin’ thing i’ the world—not, I mean, i’ the way that you love—not the same sort o’ love, like as people feels to one another when they be young like as we be. I’ve got my poor old dad, an’ Fan, o’ course, but they donna bring the same feeling as what I mean. You’ve got ’im, Luce, an’ you’ve got that little cade lamb o’ thine as comes on the farm every day like a flash o’ sunshine. Remember me then, lass, an’ donna let ’im see thee oftener than be needed, for I shall know it, an’ ’twill be ’ard for me to bear, lovin’ ’im as I do. Oh! Luce, Luce, give me thy red hair. Give me—Oh! why dinna God mek ’im love me instead o’ thee!”


  She bent down with the anguish she was enduring, right over the form of Luce, and clasped her big arms round her smaller companion’s neck. It was ·55· like a great oak wrapping its shielding limbs round a tender sapling—like Despair clinging to the smallest Hope.


  Luce was herself moved to tears.


  “I dinna know you loved him like this, Moll. Poor wench, I’ll ease it for thee if I can. Yes, I will, lass, I will,” and the little red-haired girl there and then formed a resolution, which she was determined to keep, if—if—the power within her lay.


  “Luce, Luce!” cried a voice at that moment from the direction of Mrs. Cowland’s cottage, “come in, lass, the little ’un’s waked up, an’ I canna coax ’im off agen.”


  It was the voice of Luce’s mother. As the girls separated from their embrace, Mrs. Cowland in person met them at the foot of the dark stretch of lane.


  “What, Molly! Be you wi’ Luce, then? Well, ’tis as glorious a night as I’ve sin for some time, an’ you canna do much harm rimming about. But the dag’s fallin’ now, an’ you hanna no ’ats on yeryeds. Come in, Luce. You mun hev bewitched the little waxwork, for I canna manage to raggle on wi’ ’im nohow. He wants ’is muther, ’is muther, an’ no ’un else ’ull do for he. You mun surely hev bewitched ’im wi’ your winnin’ ways, I doubt.”


  “Her bewitches all on us, Mrs. Cowland, Luce do,” said Moll, with a sad smile.


  “Oh, Moll!” cried Luce, prettily.


  George Morley.


  {·  ·}


  PIEUSEMENT


  
    [image: A]nuit d’hiver élève au ciel son pur calice.


    Et je lève mon cceur aussi, mon cœur nocturne,


    Seigneur, mon cœur! vers ton pâle infini vide,


    Et néanmoins, je sais que rien n’en pourra l’urne


    Combler, et que rien n’est dont ce cœur meurt avide;


    Et je te sais mensonge et mes lèvres te prient


    Et mes genoux; je sais et tes grandes mains closes


    Et tes grands yeux fermés aux désespoirs qui crient,


    Et que c’est moi, qui, seul, me rêve dans les choses;


    Sois de pitié, Seigneur, pour ma toute démence,


    J’ai besoin de pleurer mon mal vers ton silence! …


    La nuit d’hiver élève au ciel son pur calice!

  


  Emile Verhaeren.


  IN PIOUS MOOD


  
    [image: T]HE winter lifts its chalice of pure night to heaven.


    And I uplift my heart, my night-worn heart, in turn,


    O Lord, my heart! to thy pale, infinite Inane,


    And yet I know that nought the implenishable urn


    May plenish, that nought is, whereof this heart dies fain;


    And I know thee a lie, and with my lips make prayer


    And with my knees; I know thy great, shut hands averse,


    Thy great eyes closed, to all the clamours of despair;


    It is I, who dream myself into the universe;


    Have pity on my wandering wits’ entire discord;


    Needs must I weep my woe towards thy silence, Lord!


    The winter lifts its chalice of pure night to heaven.

  


  Osman Edwards.


  {·  ·}


  FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE


  III


  [image: S]O far I have attempted to follow with little or no comment what seems to me the main current of Nietzsche’s thought. It may be admitted that there is some question as to which is the main current. For my own part I have no hesitation in asserting that it is the current which expands to its fullest extent between 1876 and 1883 in what I term Nietzsche’s second or middle period; up to then he had not gained complete individuality; afterwards came the period of uncontrolled aberrations. Thus I am inclined to pass lightly over the third period, during which the conception of “master-morality” attained its chief and most rigid emphasis, although I gather that to Nietzsche’s disciples as to his foes this conception seems of primary importance. This idea of “master-morality” is in fact a solid fossilized chunk, easy to handle for friendly or unfriendly hands. The earlier and more living work—the work of the man who truly said that it is with thinkers as with snakes: those that cannot shed their skins die—is less obviously tangible. So the “master-morality” it is that your true Nietzschian is most likely to close his fist over. It would be unkind to say more, for Nietzsche himself has been careful to scatter through his works, on the subject of disciples and followers generally, very scathing remarks which must be sufficiently painful to the ordinary Nietzschian.


  We are helped in understanding Nietzsche’s philosophic significance if we understand his precise ideal. The psychological analysis of every great thinker’s work seems to reveal some underlying fundamental image or thought—often enough simple and homely in character—which he has carried with him into the most abstract regions. Thus Fraser has found good reason to suppose that Hegel’s main ideas were suggested by the then recent discovery of galvanism. In Nietzsche’s case this key is to be found in the persistent image of an attitude. As a child, his sister tells us, he had been greatly impressed by a rope-dancer who had performed his feats over the market-place at Naumburg, and throughout his work, as soon as he had ·58· attained to real self-expression, we may trace the image of the dancer. “I do not know,” he somewhere says, “what the mind of a philosopher need desire more than to be a good dancer. For dancing is his ideal, his art also, indeed his only piety, his ‘divine worship.’” In all Nietzsche’s best work we are conscious of this ideal of the dancer, strong, supple, vigorous, yet harmonious and well-balanced. It is the dance of the athlete and the acrobat rather than the make-believe of the ball-room, and behind the easy equipoise of such dancing lie patient training and effort. The chief character of good dancing is its union of the maximum of energetic movement with the maximum of well-balanced grace. The whole muscular system is alive to restrain any excess, so that however wild and free the movement may seem it is always measured; excess would mean ignominious collapse. When in his later years Nietzsche began, as he said, to “philosophize with the hammer,” and to lay about him savagely at every hollow “idol” within reach, he departed from his better ideal of dancing, and his thinking became intemperate, reckless, desperate.


  Nietzsche had no system, probably because the idea that dominated his thought was an image, and not a formula, the usual obsession of philosophers, such as may be clapped on the universe at any desired point. He remarks in one place that a philosopher believes the worth of his philosophy to lie in the structure, but that what we ultimately value are the finely carven and separate stones with which he builded, and he was clearly anxious to supply the elaborated stones direct. In time he came to call himself a realist, using the term, in no philosophic sense, to indicate his reverence for the real and essential facts of life, the things that conduce to fine living. He desired to detach the “bad conscience” from the things that are merely wicked traditionally, and to attach it to the things that are anti-natural, anti-instinctive, anti-sensuous. He sought to inculcate veneration for the deep-lying sources of life, to take us down to the bed-rock of life, the rock whence we are hewn. He held that man, as a reality, with all his courage and cunning, is himself worthy of honour, but that man’s ideals are absurd and morbid, the mere dregs in the drained cup of life; or, as he eventually said—and it is a saying which will doubtless seal his fate in the minds of many estimable persons—man’s ideals are his only partie honteuse, of which we may avoid any close examination. Nietzsche’s “realism” was thus simply a vigorous hatred of all dreaming that tends to depreciate the value of life, and a vivid sense that man himself is the ens realissimum.


  To recognize the free and direct but disconnected nature of Nietzsche’s many-sided vision of the world is to lessen the force of his own antagonisms as well as of the antagonisms he has excited. The master-morality of his later ·59· days, on which friends and foes have alike insisted, is a case in point. This appears to have been hailed, or resented, as a death-blow struck at the modern democratic régime. To take a broad view of Nietzsche’s philosophic development is to realize that both attitudes are alike out of place. On this matter, as on many others, Nietzsche moved in a line which led him to face an opposite direction in his decay from that which he faced in his immaturity. He began by regarding democracy as the standard of righteousness, and ended by asserting that the world only exists for the production of a few great men. It would be foolish to regard either of the termini as the last outpost of wisdom. But in the passage between these two points many excellent things are said by the way. Nietzsche was never enamoured of socialism or democracy for its own sake; he will not even admit, reasonably enough, that we have yet attained democracy; though the horses, indeed, are new, as yet “the roads are the same old roads, the wheels the same old wheels.” But he points out that the value of democracy lies in its guarantee of individual freedom: Cyclopean walls are being built, with much toil and dust, but the walls will be a rampart against any invasion of barbarians or any new slavery, against the despotism of capital and the despotism of party. The workers may regard the walls as an end in themselves; we are free to value them for the fine flowers of culture which will grow in the gardens they inclose. To me, at least, this attitude of Nietzsche’s maturity seems the ample defence of democracy.


  Nietzsche was not, however, greatly interested in questions of government; he was far more deeply interested in questions of morals. In his treatment of morals—no doubt chiefly during the last period—there is a certain element of paradox. He grows altogether impatient of morals, calls himself an immoralist, fervently exhorts us to become wickeder. But if any young disciple came to the teacher asking, “What must I do to become wickeder?” it does not appear that Nietzsche bade him to steal, bear false witness, commit adultery, or do any other of the familiar and commonly-accepted wickednesses. Nietzsche preached wickedness with the same solemn exaltation as Carducci lauded Satan. What he desired was far indeed from any rehabilitation of easy vice; it was the justification of neglected and unsanctified virtues.


  At the same time, and while Nietzsche’s immoralist is just as austere a person as the mere moralists who have haunted the world for many thousand years, it is clear that Nietzsche wished strictly to limit the sphere of morals. He never fails to point out how large a region of life and art lies legitimately ·60· outside the moral jurisdiction. In an age in which many moralists desire to force morals into every part of life and art—and even assume a certain air of virtue in so doing—the “immoralist” who lawfully vindicates any region for free cultivation is engaged in a proper and wholesome task.


  No doubt, however, there will be some to question the value of such a task. Nietzsche the immoralist can scarcely be welcome in every camp, although he remains always a force to be reckoned with. The same may be said of Nietzsche the freethinker. He was, perhaps, the typical freethinker of the age that comes after Renan. Nietzsche had nothing of Renan’s genial scepticism and smiling disillusionment; he was less tender to human weakness, for all his long Christian ancestry less Christian than the Breton seminarist remained to the last. He seems to have shaken himself altogether free of Christianity—so free, that except in his last period he even speaks of it without bitterness—and he remained untouched by any mediæval dreams, any nostalgia of the cloister such as now and then pursues even those of us who are farthest from any faith in Christian dogma. Heathen as he was, I do not think even Heine’s visions of the gods in exile could have touched him; he never felt the charm of fading and faded things. It is remarkable. It is scarcely less remarkable that, far as he was from Christianity, he was equally far from what we usually call “paganism,” the pasteboard paganism of easy self-indulgence and cheerful irresponsibility. It was not so that he understood Hellenism. In a famous essay, Matthew Arnold once remarked that the ideal Greek world was never sick or sorry. Nietzsche knew better. The greater part of Greek literature bears witness that the Hellenes were for ever wrestling with the problems of pain. And none who came after have more poignantly uttered the pangs of human affairs, or more sweetly the consolations of those pangs, than the great disciples of the Greeks who created the Roman world. The classic world of nymphs and fauns is an invention of the moderns. The real classic world, like the modern world, was a world of suffering. The difference lies in the method of facing that suffering. Nietzsche chose the classic method from no desire to sport with Amaryllis in the shade, but because he had known forms of torture for which the mild complacencies of modern faith seemed to offer no relief. If we must regard Nietzsche as a pagan, it is as the Pascal of paganism. The freethinker, it is true, was more cheerful and hopeful than the believer, but there is the same tragic sincerity, the same restless self-torment, the same sense of the abyss.


  There still remains Nietzsche, the apostle of culture, the philosopher engaged in the criticism of life. From first to last, wherever you open his ·61· books, you light on sayings that cut to the core of the questions that every modern thinking man must face. I take, almost at random, a few passages from a single book: of convictions he writes that “a man possesses opinions as he possesses fish, in so far as he owns a fishing-net; a man must go fishing and be lucky, then he has his own fish, his own opinions; I speak of living opinions, living fish. Some men are content to possess fossils in their cabinets—and convictions in their heads.” Of the problem of the relation of science to culture he says well: “The best and wholesomest thing in science, as in mountains, is the air that blows there. It is because of that air that we spiritual weaklings avoid and defame science;” and he points out that the work of science—with its need for sincerity, infinite patience, complete self-abnegation—calls for men of nobler make than poetry needs. When we have learnt to trust science and to learn from it, then it will be possible so to tell natural history that “everyone who hears it is inspired to health and gladness as the heir and continuer of humanity.” This is how he rebukes those foolish persons who grow impatient with critics: “Remember that critics are insects who only sting to live and not to hurt: they want our blood and not our pain.” And he utters this wise saying, himself forgetting it in later years: “Growth in wisdom may be exactly measured by decrease in bitterness.” Nietzsche desires to prove nothing, and is reckless of consistency. He looks at every question that comes before him with the same simple, intent, penetrative gaze, and whether the aspects that he reveals are new or old he seldom fails to bring us a fresh stimulus. Culture, as he understood it, consists for the modern man in the task of choosing the simple and indispensable things from the chaos of crude material which to-day overwhelms us. The man who will live at the level of the culture of his time is like the juggler who must keep a number of plates spinning in the air; his life must be a constant training in suppleness and skill so that he may be a good athlete. But he is also called on to exercise his skill in the selection and limitation of his task. Nietzsche is greatly occupied with the simplification of culture. Our suppleness and skill must be exercised alone on the things that are vital, essential, primitive; the rest may be thrown aside. He is for ever challenging the multifarious materials for culture, testing them with eye and hand; we cannot prove them too severely, he seems to say, nor cast aside too contemptuously the things that a real man has no need of for fine living. What must I do to be saved? what do I need for the best and fullest life?—that is the everlasting question that the teacher of life is called upon to answer. And we cannot be too grateful to Nietzsche for the stern penetration—the more acute for his ever ·62· present sense of the limits of energy—with which he points us from amid the mass to the things which most surely belong to our eternal peace.


  Nietzsche’s style has often been praised. The style was certainly the man. There can be little doubt, moreover, that there is scarcely any other German style to compare with it, though such eminence means far less in a country where style has rarely been cultivated than it would mean in France or even England. Sallust awoke his sense for style, and may account for some characteristics of his style. He also enthusiastically admired Horace as the writer who had produced the maximum of energy with the minimum of material. A concentrated Roman style, significant and weighty at every point, œre perennius, was always his ideal. Certainly the philologist’s aptitudes helped here to teach him the value and force of words, as jewels for the goldsmith to work with, and not as mere worn-out counters to slip through the fingers. One may call it a muscular style, a style wrought with the skilful strength of hand and arm. It scarcely appeals to the ear. It lacks the restful simplicity of the greatest masters, the plangent melody, the seemingly unconscious magic quivering along our finest-fibred nerves. Such effects we seem to hear now and again in Schopenhauer, but rarely or never from any other German. This style is titanic rather than divine, but the titanic virtues it certainly possesses in fullest measure: robust and well-tempered vigour, concentration, wonderful plastic force in moulding expression. It becomes over-emphatic at last. When Nietzsche threw aside the dancer’s ideal in order to “philosophize with the hammer,” the result on his style was as disastrous as on his thought; both alike took on the violent and graceless character of the same implement. He speaks indeed of the virtue of hitting a nail on the head, but it is a less skilled form of virtue than good dancing.


  Whether he was dancing or hammering, however, Nietzsche certainly converted the whole of himself into his work, as in his view every philosopher is bound to do, “for just that art of transformation is philosophy.” That he was entirely successful in being a “real man” one may doubt. His excessive sensitiveness to the commonplace in life, and his deficiency in the sexual instinct—however highly he may have rated the importance of sex in life—largely cut him off from real fellowship with the men who are most “real” to us. He was less tolerant and less humane than his master Goethe; his incisive insight, and, in many respects, better intellectual equipment, are more than compensated by this lack of breadth. But every man works with the limitations of his qualities, just as we all struggle beneath the weight of the super-incumbent atmosphere; our defects are even a part of our qualities, and it ·63· would be foolish to quarrel with them. Nietzsche succeeded in being himself, and it was a finely rare success. Whether he was a “real man” matters less. With passionate sincerity he expressed his real self and his best self, abhorring, on the one hand, what with Verlaine he called “literature,” and, on the other, all mere indigested material, the result of that mental dyspepsia of which he regarded Carlyle as the supreme warning. A man’s real self, as he repeated so often, consists of the things which he has truly digested and assimilated; he must always “conquer” his opinions; it is only such conquests which he has the right to report to men as his own. His thoughts are born of his pain; he has imparted to them of his own blood, his own pleasure and torment. Nietzsche himself held that suffering and even disease are almost indispensable to the philosopher; great pain is the final emancipator of the spirit, those great slow pains that take their time, and burn us up like green wood. “I doubt whether such pain betters us,” he remarks, “but I know that it deepens us.” That is the stuff of Nietzsche’s Hellenism, as expressed in the most light-hearted of his books. Virescit volnere virtus. It is that which makes him, when all is said, a great critic of life.


  It is a consolation to many—I have seen it so stated in a respectable review—that Nietzsche went mad. No doubt also it was once a consolation to many that Socrates was poisoned, that Jesus was crucified, that Bruno was burnt. But hemlock and the cross and the stake proved sorry weapons against the might of ideas even in those days, and there is no reason to suppose that a doctor’s certificate will be more effectual in our own. Of old time we killed our great men as soon as their visionary claims became inconvenient; now, in our mercy, we leave the tragedy of genius to unroll itself to the bitter close. The devils to whom the modern Faustus is committed have waxed cunning with the ages. Nietzsche has met, in its most relentless form, the fate of Pascal and Swift and Rousseau. That fact may carry what weight it will in any final estimate of his place as a moral teacher: it cannot touch his position as an immensely significant personality. It must still be affirmed that the nineteenth century has produced no more revolutionary and aboriginal force.


  Havelock Ellis.


  {·  ·}


  STELLA MALIGNA


  
    A Woman speaks:


    [image: M]Y little slave!


    Wouldst thou escape me? Only in the grave.


    I will be poison to thee, honey-sweet,


    And, my poison having tasted,


    Thou shalt be delicately wasted,


    Yet shalt thou live by that delicious death


    Thou hast drunken from my breath,


    Thou didst with my kisses eat.


    I will be thy desire, and thou shalt flee me,


    Thy enemy, and thou shalt seek:


    My strength is to be weak,


    And if through tears, not through thy tears, thou see me,


    Beware, for of my kisses if thou tire,


    Not of my tears,


    Not of my tears shalt thou put off desire


    Before the end of years.

  


  
    What wouldst thou of me, little slave? my heart?


    Nay, be content, here are mine arms around thee,


    Be thou content that I have found thee,


    And that I shall not suffer thee depart.


    Ask nothing more of me.


    Have I not given thee more than thou canst measure?


    Take thou thy fill of pleasure.


    Exult that thou art mine: think what it is


    To be without my kiss;


    Not to have known me is to know not love.


    Think, to have known me not!


    Heart may indeed from heart remove,


    Body by body may not be forgot.


    ·65· Thou hast been mine: ask nothing more of me.


    My heart is not for thee.

  


  
    Child, leave me then my heart;


    I hold it in a folded peace apart,


    I hold it for mine own.


    There, in the quietness of dreams, it broods


    Above untroubled moods,


    No man hath been so near me as to have known.


    The rest is thine: ah, take


    The gift I have to give, my body, lent


    For thy unsatisfied content,


    For thy insatiable desire’s compelling,


    And let me for my pleasure make


    For my own heart a lonely dwelling.


    Thou wilt not? Thou wilt summon sorrow


    From morrow unto endless morrow?


    Thou wilt endure unto the uttermost?


    Ah! little slave, my slave,


    Thou shalt endure until desire be lost


    In the achievement of the grave.


    Thou shalt endure, and I, in dreams, behold,


    Within my paradise of gold,


    Thy heart’s blood flowering for my peace;


    And thy passion shall release


    The secret light that in the lily glows,


    The miracle of the secret rose.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  THE DYING OF FRANCIS DONNE


  
    “Memento homo, quia pulvis es et in pulverem reverteris”

  


  I


  [image: H]E had lived so long in the meditation of death, visited it so often in others, studied it with such persistency, with a sentiment in which horror and fascination mingled; but it had always been, as it were, an objective, alien fact, remote from himself and his own life. So that it was in a sudden flash, quite too stupefying to admit in the first instance of terror, that knowledge of his mortality dawned on him. There was absurdity in the idea too.


  “I, Francis Donne, thirty-five and some months old, am going to die,” he said to himself; and fantastically he looked at his image in the glass, and sought, but quite vainly, to find some change in it which should account for this incongruity, just as, searching in his analytical habit into the recesses of his own mind, he could find no such alteration of his inner consciousness as would explain or justify his plain conviction. And quickly, with reason and casuistry, he sought to rebut that conviction.


  The quickness of his mind—it had never seemed to him so nimble, so exquisite a mechanism of syllogism and deduction—was contraposed against his blind instinct of the would-be self-deceiver, in a conflict to which the latter brought something of desperation, the fierce, agonized desperation of a hunted animal at bay. But piece by piece the chain of evidence was strengthened. That subtile and agile mind of his, with its special knowledge, cut clean through the shrinking protests of instinct, removing them as surely and as remorselessly, he reflected in the image most natural to him, as the keen blade of his surgical knives had removed malignant ulcers.


  “I, Francis Donne, am going to die,” he repeated, and, presently, “I am going to die soon; in a few months, in six perhaps, certainly in a year.”


  ·67· Once more, curiously, but this time with a sense of neutrality, as he had often diagnosed a patient, he turned to the mirror. Was it his fancy, or, perhaps, only for the vague light that he seemed to discover a strange gray tone about his face?


  But he had always been a man of a very sallow complexion.


  There were a great many little lines, like pen-scratches, scarring the parchment-like skin beneath the keen eyes: doubtless, of late, these had multiplied, become more noticeable, even when his face was in repose.


  But, of late, what with his growing practice, his lectures, his writing; all the unceasing labour, which his ambitions entailed, might well have aged him somewhat. That dull, immutable pain, which had first directed his attention from his studies, his investigations, his profession, to his corporal self, the actual Francis Donne, that pain which he would so gladly have called inexplicable, but could explain so precisely, had ceased for the moment. Nerves, fancies! How long it was since he had taken any rest! He had often intended to give himself holiday, but something had always intervened. But he would do so now, yes, almost immediately; a long, long holiday—he would grudge nothing—somewhere quite out of the way, somewhere, where there was fishing; in Wales, or perhaps in Brittany; that would surely set him right.


  And even while he promised himself this necessary relaxation in the immediate future, as he started on his afternoon round, in the background of his mind there lurked the knowledge of its futility; rest, relaxation, all that, at this date, was, as it were, some tardy sacrifice, almost hypocritical, which he offered to powers who might not be propitiated.


  Once in his neat brougham, the dull pain began again; but by an effort of will he put it away from him. In the brief interval from house to house—he had some dozen visits to make—he occupied himself with a medical paper, glanced at the notes of a lecture he was giving that evening at a certain Institute on the “Limitations of Medicine.”


  He was late, very late for dinner, and his man, Bromgrove, greeted him with a certain reproachfulness, in which he traced, or seemed to trace, a half-patronizing sense of pity. He reminded himself that on more than one occasion, of late, Bromgrove’s manner had perplexed him. He was glad to rebuke the man irritably on some pretext, to dismiss him from the room, and he hurried, without appetite, through the cold or overdone food which was the reward of his tardiness.


  His lecture over, he drove out to South Kensington, to attend a reception ·68· at the house of a great man—great not only in the scientific world, but also in the world of letters. There was some of the excitement of success in his eyes as he made his way, with smiles and bows, in acknowledgment of many compliments, through the crowded rooms. For Francis Donne’s lectures—those of them which were not entirely for the initiated—had grown into the importance of a social function. They had almost succeeded in making science fashionable, clothing its dry bones in a garment of so elegantly literary a pattern. But even in the ranks of the profession it was only the envious, the unsuccessful, who ventured to say that Donne had sacrificed doctrine to popularity, that his science was, in their contemptuous parlance, “mere literature.”


  Yes, he had been very successful, as the world counts success, and his consciousness of this fact, and the influence of the lights, the crowd, the voices, was like absinthe on his tired spirit. He had forgotten, or thought he had forgotten, the phantom of the last few days, the phantom which was surely waiting for him at home.


  But he was reminded by a certain piece of news which late in the evening fluttered the now diminished assembly: the quite sudden death of an eminent surgeon, expected there that night, an acquaintance of his own, and more or less of each one of the little, intimate group which tarried to discuss it. With sympathy, with a certain awe, they spoke of him, Donne and the others; and both the awe and the sympathy were genuine.


  But as he drove home, leaning back in his carriage, in a discouragement, in a lethargy, which was only partly due to physical reaction, he saw visibly underneath their regret—theirs and his own—the triumphant assertion of life, the egoism of instinct. They were sorry, but oh, they were glad! royally glad, that it was another, and not they themselves whom something mysterious had of a sudden snatched away from his busy career, his interests, perhaps from all intelligence; at least, from all the pleasant sensuousness of life, the joy of the visible world, into darkness. And he knew the sentiment, and honestly dared not blame it. How many times had not he, Francis Donne himself experienced it, that egoistic assertion of life in the presence of the dead—the poor, irremediable dead? … And now, he was only good to give it to others.


  Latterly, he had been in the habit of subduing sleeplessness with injections of morphia, indeed in infinitesimal quantities. But to-night, although he was more than usually restless and awake, by a strong effort of reasonableness he resisted his impulse to take out the little syringe. The pain was at ·69· him again with the same dull and stupid insistence; in its monotony, losing some of the nature of pain and becoming a mere nervous irritation. But he was aware that it would not continue like that. Daily, almost hourly, it would gather strength and cruelty; the moments of respite from it would become rarer, would cease. From a dull pain it would become an acute pain, and then a torture, and then an agony, and then a madness. And in those last days, what peace might be his would be the peace of morphia, so that it was essential that, for the moment, he should not abuse the drug.


  And as he knew that sleep was far away from him, he propped himself up with two pillows, and by the light of a strong reading-lamp settled himself to read. He had selected the work of a distinguished German savant upon the cardial functions, and a short treatise of his own, which was covered with recent annotations, in his crabbed hand-writing, upon “Aneurism of the Heart.” He read avidly, and against his own deductions, once more his instinct raised a vain protest. At last he threw the volumes aside, and lay with his eyes shut, without, however, extinguishing the light. A terrible sense of helplessness overwhelmed him; he was seized with an immense and heart-breaking pity for poor humanity as personified in himself; and, for the first time since he had ceased to be a child, he shed puerile tears.


  II


  The faces of his acquaintance, the faces of the students at his lectures, the faces of Francis Donne’s colleagues at the hospital, were altered; were, at least, sensibly altered to his morbid self-consciousness. In every one whom he encountered, he detected, or fancied that he detected, an attitude of evasion, a hypocritical air of ignoring a fact that was obvious and unpleasant. Was it so obvious, then, the hidden horror which he carried incessantly about with him? Was his secret, which he would still guard so jealously, become a byword and an anecdote in his little world? And a great rage consumed him against the inexorable and inscrutable forces which had made him to destroy him; against himself, because of his proper impotence; and, above all, against the living, the millions who would remain when he was no longer, the living, of whom many would regret him (some of them his personality, and more, his skill), because he could see under all the unconscious hypocrisy of their sorrow, the exultant self-satisfaction of their survival.


  And with his burning sense of helplessness, of a certain bitter injustice ·70· in things, a sense of shame mingled; all the merely physical dishonour of death shaping itself to his sick and morbid fancy into a violent symbol of what was, as it were, an actually moral or intellectual dishonour. Was not death, too, inevitable and natural an operation as it was, essentially a process to undergo apart and hide jealously, as much as other natural and ignoble processes of the body?


  And the animal, who steals away to an uttermost place in the forest, who gives up his breath in a solitude and hides his dying like a shameful thing,—might he not offer an example that it would be well for the dignity of poor humanity to follow?


  Since Death is coming to me, said Francis Donne to himself, let me meet it, a stranger in a strange land, with only strange faces round me and the kind indifference of strangers, instead of the intolerable pity of friends.


  III


  On the bleak and wave-tormented coast of Finistère, somewhere between Quiberon and Fouesnant, he reminded himself of a little fishing-village: a few scattered houses (one of them being an auberge at which ten years ago he had spent a night,) collected round a poor little gray church. Thither Francis Donne went, without leave-takings or explanation, almost secretly, giving but the vaguest indications of the length or direction of his absence. And there for many days he dwelt, in the cottage which he had hired, with one old Breton woman for his sole attendant, in a state of mind which, after all the years of energy, of ambitious labour, was almost peace.


  Bleak and gray it had been, when he had visited it of old, in the late autumn; but now the character, the whole colour of the country was changed. It was brilliant with the promise of summer, and the blue Atlantic, which in winter churned with its long crested waves so boisterously below the little white light-house, which warned mariners (alas! so vainly), against the sharklike cruelty of the rocks, now danced and glittered in the sunshine, rippled with feline caresses round the hulls of the fishing-boats whose brown sails floated so idly in the faint air.


  Above the village, on a grassy slope, whose green was almost lurid, Francis Donne lay, for many silent hours, looking out at the placid sea, which could yet be so ferocious, at the low violet line of the Island of Groix, which alone interrupted the monotony of sky and ocean.


  He had brought many books with him but he read in them rarely; and ·71· when physical pain gave him a respite for thought, he thought almost of nothing. His thought was for a long time a lethargy and a blank.


  Now and again he spoke with some of the inhabitants. They were a poor and hardy, but a kindly race: fishers and the wives of fishers, whose children would grow up and become fishermen and the wives of fishermen in their turn. Most of them had wrestled with death; it was always so near to them that hardly one of them feared it; they were fatalists, with the grim and resigned fatalism of the poor, of the poor who live with the treachery of the sea.


  Francis Donne visited the little cemetery, and counted the innumerable crosses which testified to the havoc which the sea had wrought. Some of the graves were nameless; holding the bodies of strange seamen which the waves had tossed ashore.


  “And in a little time I shall lie here,” he said to himself; “and here as well as elsewhere,” he added with a shrug, assuming, and, for once, almost sincerely, the stoicism of his surroundings, “and as lief to-day as to-morrow.”


  On the whole, the days were placid; there were even moments when, as though he had actually drunk in renewed vigour from that salt sea air, the creative force of the sun, he was tempted to doubt his grievous knowledge, to make fresh plans of life. But these were fleeting moments, and the reaction from them was terrible. Each day his hold on life was visibly more slender, and the people of the village saw, and with a rough sympathy, which did not offend him, allowed him to perceive that they saw, the rapid growth and the inevitableness of his end.


  IV


  But if the days were not without their pleasantness, the nights were always horrible—a torture of the body and an agony of the spirit. Sleep was far away, and the brain, which had been lulled till the evening, would awake, would grow electric with life and take strange and abominable flights into the darkness of the pit, into the black night of the unknowable and the unknown.


  And interminably, during those nights which seemed eternity, Francis Donne questioned and examined into the nature of that Thing, which stood, a hooded figure beside his bed, with a menacing hand raised to beckon him so peremptorily from all that lay within his consciousness.


  He had been all his life absorbed in science; he had dissected, how many bodies? and in what anatomy had he ever found a soul? Yet if his avocations, ·72· his absorbing interest in physical phenomena had made him somewhat a materialist, it had been almost without his consciousness. The sensible, visible world of matter had loomed so large to him, that merely to know that had seemed to him sufficient. All that might conceivably lie outside it, he had, without negation, been content to regard as outside his province.


  And now, in his weakness, in the imminence of approaching dissolution, his purely physical knowledge seemed but a vain possession, and he turned with a passionate interest to what had been said and believed from time immemorial by those who had concentrated their intelligence on that strange essence, which might after all be the essence of one’s personality, which might be that sublimated consciousness—the Soul—actually surviving the infamy of the grave?


  
    Animula, vagula, blandula!


    Hospes comesque corporis,


    Quæ nunc abibis in loca?


    Pallidula, rigida, nudula.

  


  Ah, the question! It was an harmony, perhaps (as, who had maintained? whom the Platonic Socrates in the “Phaedo” had not too successfully refuted), an harmony of life, which was dissolved when life was over? Or, perhaps, as how many metaphysicians had held both before and after a sudden great hope, perhaps too generous to be true, had changed and illuminated, to countless millions, the inexorable figure of Death—a principle, indeed, immortal, which came and went, passing through many corporal conditions until it was ultimately resolved into the great mind, pervading all things? Perhaps? … But what scanty consolation, in all such theories, to the poor body, racked with pain and craving peace, to the tortured spirit of self-consciousness so achingly anxious not to be lost.


  And he turned from these speculations to what was, after all, a possibility like the others; the faith of the simple, of these fishers with whom he lived, which was also the faith of his own childhood, which, indeed, he had never repudiated, whose practices he had simply discarded, as one discards puerile garments when one comes to man’s estate. And he remembered, with the vividness with which, in moments of great anguish, one remembers things long ago familiar, forgotten though they may have been for years, the triumphant declarations of the Church:


  “Omnes quidem resurgemus, sed non omnes immutabimur. In momento, in ictu oculi, in novissima tuba: canet enim tuba: et mortui resurgent incorrupti, et nos immutabimur. Oportet enim corruptibile hoc induere immortalitatem. Cum ·73· autem mortale hoc induerit immortalitatem tunc fiet sermo qui scriptus est: Absorpta est mors in victoria. Ubi est, mors, victoria tua? Ubi est, mors, stimulus tuus?”


  Ah, for the certitude of that! of that victorious confutation of the apparent destruction of sense and spirit in a common ruin…. But it was a possibility like the rest; and had it not more need than the rest to be more than a possibility, if it would be a consolation, in that it promised more? And he gave it up, turning his face to the wall, lay very still, imagining himself already stark and cold, his eyes closed, his jaw closely tied (lest the ignoble changes which had come to him should be too ignoble), while he waited until the narrow boards, within which he should lie, had been nailed together, and the bearers were ready to convey him into the corruption which was to be his part.


  And as the window-pane grew light with morning, he sank into a drugged, unrestful sleep, from which he would awake some hours later with eyes more sunken and more haggard cheeks. And that was the pattern of many nights.


  V


  One day he seemed to wake from a night longer and more troubled than usual, a night which had, perhaps, been many nights and days, perhaps even weeks; a night of an ever-increasing agony, in which he was only dimly conscious at rare intervals of what was happening, or of the figures coming and going around his bed: the doctor from a neighbouring town, who had stayed by him unceasingly, easing his paroxysms with the little merciful syringe; the soft, practised hands of a sister of charity about his pillow; even the face of Bromgrove, for whom doubtless he had sent, when he had foreseen the utter helplessness which was at hand.


  He opened his eyes, and seemed to discern a few blurred figures against the darkness of the closed shutters through which one broad ray filtered in; but he could not distinguish their faces, and he closed his eyes once more. An immense and ineffable tiredness had come over him, but the pain—oh, miracle! had ceased…. And it suddenly flashed over him that this—this was Death; this was the thing against which he had cried and revolted; the horror from which he would have escaped; this utter luxury of physical exhaustion, this calm, this release.


  The corporal capacity of smiling had passed from him, but he would fain have smiled.


  ·74· And for a few minutes of singular mental lucidity, all his life flahsed before him in a new relief; his childhood, his adolescence, the people whom he had known; his mother, who had died when he was a boy, of a malady from which, perhaps, a few years later, his skill had saved her; the friend of his youth who had shot himself for so little reason; the girl whom he had loved, but who had not loved him…. All that was distorted in life was adjusted and justified in the light of his sudden knowledge. Beati mortui … and then the great tiredness swept over him once more, and a fainter consciousness, in which he could yet just dimly hear, as in a dream, the sound of Latin prayers, and feel the application of the oils upon all the issues and approaches of his wearied sense; then utter unconsciousness, while pulse and heart gradually grew fainter until both ceased. And that was all.


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  THREE SONNETS


  HAWKER OF MORWENSTOW


  
    [image: S]TRONG shepherd of thy sheep, pasturers of the sea:


    Far on the Western marge, thy passionate Cornish land!


    Ah, that from out thy Paradise thou couldst thine hand


    Reach forth to mine, and I might tell my love to thee!


    For one the faith, and one the joy, of thee and me,


    Catholic faith and Celtic joy: I understand


    Somewhat, I too, the messengers from Sion strand;


    The voices and the visions of the Mystery.

  


  
    Ah, not the Chaunt alone was thine: thine too the Quest!


    And at the last the Sangraal of the Paschal Christ


    Flashed down Its fair red Glory to those dying eyes:


    They closed in death, and opened on the Victim’s Breast.


    Now, while they look for ever on the Sacrificed,


    Remember, how thine ancient race in twilight lies!

  


  MOTHER ANN: FOUNDRESS OF THE SHAKERS


  
    [image: W]HITE were the ardours of thy soul, O wan Ann Lee!


    Thou spirit of fine fire, for every storm to shake!


    They shook indeed the quivering flame; yet could not make


    Its passionate light expire, but only make it flee:


    Over the vast, the murmuring, the embittered sea,


    Driven, it gleamed: no agonies availed to break


    That burning heart, so hot for heavenly passion’s sake;


    The heart, that beat, and burned, and agonized, in thee!

  


  
    ·76· Thou knewest not: yet thine was altar flame astray:


    Poor exiled, wandering star, that might’st have stayed and stood


    Hard by the Holy Host, close to the Holy Rood,


    Illumining the great one Truth, one Life, one Way!


    O piteous pilgrim pure amid night’s sisterhood:


    For thee doth Mother Mary, Star of Morning, pray

  


  MÜNSTER: a.d. 1534


  
    [image: W]E are the golden men, who shall the people save:


    For only ours are visions, perfect and divine;


    And we alone are drunken with the last best wine;


    And very Truth our souls hath flooded, wave on wave.


    Come, wretched death’s inheritors, who dread the grave!


    Come! for upon our brows is set the starry sign


    Of prophet, priest, and king: star of the Lion’s line!


    Leave Abana, leave Pharpar, and in Jordan lave!

  


  
    It thundered, and we heard: it lightened, and we saw:


    Our hands have torn in twain the Tables of the Law:


    Sons of the Spirit, we know nothing more of sin.


    Come! from the Tree of Eden take the mystic fruit:


    Come! pluck up God’s own knowledge by the abysmal root:


    Come! you, who would the Reign of Paradise begin.

  


  Lionel Johnson.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  THE GINGERBREAD FAIR AT VINCENNES


  A COLOUR-STUDY


  I


  [image: T]HE tram rolls heavily through the sunshine, on the way to Vincennes. The sun beats on one’s head like the glow of a furnace; we are in the second week of May, and the hour is between one and two in the afternoon. From the Place Voltaire, all along the dingy boulevard, there are signs of the fair: first, little stalls, with the refuse of ironmonger and pastry-cook, then little booths, then a few roundabouts, the wooden horses standing motionless. At the Place de la Nation we have reached the fair itself. Already the roundabouts swarm in gorgeous inactivity; shooting-galleries with lofty names—Tir Métropolitain, Tir de Lutèce—lead on to the establishments of cochonnerie, the gingerbread pigs, which have given its name to the Foire au pain d’épice. From between the two pillars, each with its airy statue, we can look right on, through lanes of stalls and alleys of dusty trees, to the railway bridge which crosses the other end of the Cours de Vincennes, just before it subsides into the desolate boulevard Soult and the impoverished grass of the ramparts. Hardly anyone passes: the fair, which is up late, sleeps till three. I saunter slowly along, watching the drowsy attitudes of the women behind their stalls, the men who lounge beside their booths. Only the photographer is in activity, and as you pause a moment to note his collection of grimacing and lachrymose likenesses (probably very like), a framed horror is thrust into your hand, and a voice insinuates: “Six pour un sou, Monsieur!”


  To stroll through the fair just now is to have a sort of “Private View.” The hour of disguises has not yet begun. The heavy girl who, in an hour’s time, will pose in rosy tights and cerulean tunic on those trestles yonder in front of the theatre, sits on the ladder-staircase of her “jivin wardo,” her “living ·80· waggon,” as the gipsies call it, diligently mending, with the help of scissors and thread, a piece of canvas which is soon to be a castle or a lake. A lion-tamer, in his shirt-sleeves is chatting with the proprietress of a collection of waxworks. A fairy queen is washing last week’s tights in a great tub. And booths and theatres seem to lounge in the same déshabille. With their vacant platforms, their closed doors, their too visible masterpieces of coloured canvas, they stand, ugly and dusty, every crack and patch exposed by the pitiless downpour of the sunlight. Here is the show of Pezon, the old lion-tamer, who is now assisted by his son; opposite, his rival and constant neighbour, Bidel. The Grand Théâtre Cocherie announces its “grande féerie” in three acts and twenty tableaux. A “concert international” succeeds a very dismal-looking “Temple de la Gaieté.” Here is the Théâtre Macketti; here the “Grande Musée Vivant”; here a “Galerie artistique” at one sou. “Laurent, inimitable dompteur (pour la première fois a Paris),” has for companion “Juliano et ses fauves: Fosse aux Lions.” There is a very large picture of a Soudanese giant—“il est ici, le géant Soudanais: 2m 20 de hauteur”—outside a very small tent; the giant, very black in the face, and very red as to his habiliments, holds a little black infant in the palm of his hand, and by his side, carefully avoiding (by a delicacy of the painter) a too direct inspection, stands a gendarme, who extends five fingers in a gesture of astonishment, somewhat out of keeping with the perfect placidity of his face. “Théâtres des Illusions” flourish side by side with “Musées artistiques,” in which the latest explosive Anarchist, or “le double crime du boulevard du Temple,” is the “great attraction” of the moment. Highly coloured and freely designed pictures of nymphs and naiads are accompanied by such seductive and ingenuous recommendations as this, which I copy textually: I cannot reproduce the emphasis of the lettering: “Etoiles Animées. Filles de l’Air. Nouvelle attraction par le professeur Julius. Pourquoi Mlle. Isaure est-elle appelée Déesse des Eaux? C’est par sa Grâce et son pouvoir mystérieux de paraître au milieu des Eaux limpides, devant tous les spectateurs qui deviendront ses Admirateurs. En Plein Théâtre la belle Isaure devient Syrène et Nayade! charme par ses jeux sveltes et souples, apparaît en Plein Mer, et présentée par le professeur Julius à chaque représentation. Plusieurs pâles imitateurs essayent de copier la belle Isaure, mais le vrai Public, amateur du Vrai et du Beau, dira que la Copie ne vaut pas l’original.” And there is a “Jardin mystérieux” which represents an improbable harem, with an undesirable accompaniment of performing reptiles. Before this tent I pause, but not for the sake of its announcements. In the doorway sits a beautiful young girl of about sixteen, a Jewess, with a face that ·81· Leonardo might have painted. A red frock reaches to her knees, her thin legs, in white tights, are crossed nonchalantly; in her black hair there is the sparkle of false diamonds, ranged in a tiara above the gracious contour of her forehead; and she sits there, motionless, looking straight before her with eyes that see nothing, absorbed in some vague reverie, the Monna Lisa of the Gingerbread Fair.


  II


  It is half-past three, and the Cours de Vincennes is a carnival of colours, sounds, and movements. Looking from the Place de la Nation, one sees a long thin line of customers along the stalls of bonbons and gingerbread, and the boulevard has the air of a black-edged sheet of paper, until the eye reaches the point where the shows begin. Then the crowd is seen in black patches, sometimes large, extending half across the road, sometimes small; every now and then, one of the black patches thins rapidly, as the people mount the platform, or as there is a simultaneous movement from one point of attraction to another. At one’s back the roundabouts are squealing the “répertoire Paulus,” in front there is a continuous, deafening rumble of drums, with an inextricable jangle and jumble of brass bands, each playing a different tune, all at once, and all close together. Shrill or hoarse voices are heard for a moment, to be drowned the next by the intolerable drums and cornets. As one moves slowly down the long avenue, distracted by the cries, the sounds, coming from both sides at once, it is quite another aspect that is presented by those dingy platforms, those gaping canvases, of but an hour ago. Every platform is alive with human frippery. A clown in reds and yellows, with a floured and rouged face, bangs a big drum, an orchestra (sometimes of one, sometimes of fifteen) “blows through brass” with the full power of its lungs; fulgently and scantily attired ladies throng the foreground, a man in plain clothes squanders the remains of a voice in howling the attractions of the interior, and in the background, at a little table, an opulent lady sits at the receipt of custom, with the business-like solemnity of the dame du comptoir of a superior restaurant. Occasionally there is a pas seul, more often an indifferent waltz, at times an impromptu comedy. Outside Bidel’s establishment a tired and gentle dromedary rubs its nose against the pole to which it is tied; elsewhere a monkey swings on a trapeze; a man with a snake about his shoulders addresses the crowd, and my Monna Lisa, too, has twined a snake around her, and stands holding the little malevolent head in her fingers, like an exquisite and harmless Medusa.


  ·82· Under the keen sunlight every tint stands out sharply, and to pass between those two long lines of gesticulating figures is to plunge into an orgy of clashing colours. All the women wear the coarsest of worsted tights, meant, for the most part, to be flesh-colour, but it varies, through all the shades, from the palest of pink to the brightest of red. Often the tights are patched, sometimes they are not even patched. The tunic may be mauve, or orange, or purple, or blue; it is generally open in front, showing a close-fitting jersey of the same colour as the tights. The arms are bare, the faces, as a rule, made up with discretion and restraint. There is one woman (she must once have been very beautiful) who appears in ballet skirts; there is a man in blue-grey cloak and hood, warriors in plumes and cuirass; but for the most part it is the damsels in flesh-coloured tights and jerseys who parade on the platforms outside the theatres. When they break into a waltz it is always the most dissonant of mauves and pinks and purples that choose one another as partners. As the girls move carelessly and clumsily round in the dance, they continue the absorbing conversations in which they are mostly engaged. Rarely does anyone show the slightest interest in the crowd whose eyes are all fixed—so thirstingly!—upon them. They stand or move as they are told, mechanically, indifferently, and that is all. Often, but not always, well-formed, they have occasionally pretty faces as well. There is a brilliant little creature, one of the crowd of warriors outside the Théâtre Cocherie, who has quite an individual type of charm and intelligence. She has a boyish face, little black curls on her forehead, a proud, sensitive mouth, and black eyes full of wit and defiance. As Miss Angelina, “artiste gymnasiarque, équilibriste et danseuse,” goes through a very ordinary selection of steps (“rocks,” “scissors,” and the like, as they are called in the profession), Julienne’s eyes devour every movement: she is learning how to do it, and will practise it herself, without telling anyone, until she can surprise them some day by taking Miss Angelina’s place.


  III


  But it is at night, towards nine o’clock, that the fair is at its best. The painted faces, the crude colours, assume their right aspect, become harmonious, under the artificial light. The dancing pinks and reds whirl on the platforms, flash into the gas-light, disappear for an instant into a solid shadow, against the light, emerge vividly. The moving black masses surge to and fro before the booths; from the side one sees lines of rigid figures, faces that the light shows in eager profile. Outside the Théâtre Cocherie there is a shifting light ·83· which turns a dazzling glitter, moment by moment, across the road; it plunges like a sword into one of the trees opposite, casts a glow as of white fire over the transfigured green of leaves and branches, and then falls off, baffled by the impenetrable leafage. As the light drops suddenly on the crowd, an instant before only dimly visible, it throws into fierce relief the intent eyes, the gaping mouths, the unshaven cheeks, darting into the hollows of broken teeth, pointing cruelly at every scar and wrinkle. As it swings round in the return, it dazzles the eyes of one tall girl at the end of the platform, among the warriors: she turns away her head, or grimaces. In the middle of the platform there is a violent episode of horse-play: a man in plain clothes belabours two clowns with a sounding lath, and is in turn belaboured; then the three rush together, pell-mell, roll over one another, bump down the steps to the ground, return, recommence, with the vigour and gusto of schoolboys in a scrimmage. Further on a white clown tumbles on a stage, girls in pink and black and white move vaguely before a dark red curtain, brilliant red breeches sparkle, a girl en garçon, standing at one side in a graceful pose which reveals her fine outlines, shows a motionless silhouette, cut out sharply against the light; the bell rings, the drum beats, a large blonde-wigged woman, dressed in Louis XIV., cries her wares and holds up placards, white linen with irregular black lettering. Outside a boxing booth a melancholy lean man blows inaudibly into a horn; his cheeks puff, his fingers move, but not a sound can be heard above the thunder of the band of Laurent le Dompteur. Before the ombres chinoises a lamp hanging to a tree sheds its light on a dark red background, on the gendarme who moves across the platform, on the pink and green hat of Madame, and her plump hand supporting her chin, on Monsieur’s irreproachable silk hat and white whiskers. Near by is a theatre where they are giving the “Cloches de Corneville,” and the platform is thronged with lounging girls in tights. They turn their backs unconcernedly to the crowd, and the light falls on pointed shoulder-blades, one distinguishes the higher vertebræ of the spine. A man dressed in a burlesque female costume kicks a print dress extravagantly into the air, flutters a ridiculous fan, with mincing airs, with turns and somersaults. People begin to enter, and the platform clears; a line of figures marches along the narrow footway running the length of the building, to a curtained entrance at the end. The crowd in front melts away, straggles across the road to another show, straggling back again as the drum begins to beat and the line of figures marches back to the stage.


  In front, at the outskirts of the crowd, two youngsters in blouses have begun to dance, kicking their legs in the air, to the strains of a mazurka; and ·84· now two women circle. A blind man, in the space between two booths, sits holding a candle in his hand, a pitiful object; the light falls on his straw hat, the white placard on his breast, his face is in shadow. As I pause before a booth where a fat woman in tights flourishes a pair of boxing gloves, I find myself by the side of my Monna Lisa of the enchanted garden. Her show is over, and she is watching the others. She wears a simple black dress and a dark blue apron; her hair is neatly tied back with a ribbon. She is quite ready to be amused, and it is not only I, but the little professional lady, who laughs at the farce which begins on a neighbouring stage, where a patch-work clown comes out arm in arm with a nightmare of a pelican, the brown legs very human, the white body and monstrous orange bill very fearsome and fantastic. A pale Pierrot languishes against a tree: I see him as I turn to go, and, looking back, I can still distinguish the melancholy figure above the waltz of the red and pink and purple under the lights, the ceaseless turning of those human dolls, with their fixed smile, their painted colours.


  IV


  It is half-past eleven, and the fair is over for the night. One by one the lights are extinguished; faint glimmers appear in the little square windows of dressing-rooms and sleeping-rooms; silhouettes cross and re-cross the drawn blinds, with lifted arms and huddled draperies. The gods of tableaux vivants, negligently modern in attire, stroll off across the road to find a comrade, rolling a cigarette between their fingers. Monna Lisa passes rapidly, with her brother, carrying a marketing basket. And it is a steady movement town-wards; the very stragglers prepare to go, stopping, from time to time, to buy a great gingerbread pig with Jean or Suzanne scrawled in great white letters across it. Outside one booth, not yet closed, I am arrested by the desolation of a little frail creature, with a thin, suffering, painted face, his pink legs crossed, who sits motionless by the side of the great drum, looking down wearily at the cymbals that he still holds in his hands. In the open spaces roundabouts turn, turn, a circle of moving lights, encircled by a thin line of black shadows. The sky darkens, a little wind is rising; the night, after this day of heat, will be stormy. And still, to the waltz measure of the roundabouts, turning, turning frantically, the last lingerers defy the midnight, a dance of shadows.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  THE SONG OF THE WOMEN


  A WEALDEN TRIO


  [image: ]


  
    1st Voice:


    [image: W]HEN ye’ve got a child ’at ’s whist for want of food,


    And a grate as grey ’s y’r ’air for want of wood,


    And y’r man and you ain’t nowise not much good;

  


  


  
    Together:


    Oh—


    It’s hard work a-Christmassing,


    Carolling,


    Singin’ songs about the “Babe what ’s born.”

  


  
    2nd Voice:


    When ye’ve ’eered the bailiff’s ’and upon the latch,


    And ye’ve feeled the rain a-trickling through the thatch


    An’ y’r man can’t git no stones to break ner yit no sheep to watch—

  


  
    ·86· Together:


    Oh—


    We got to come a-Christmassing,


    Carolling,


    Singin’ of the “Shepherds on that morn.”

  


  
    3rd Voice, more cheerfully:


    ’E was a man ’s poor as us, very near,


    An’ ’E ’ad ’is trials and danger,


    An’ I think ’E ’ll think of us when ’E sees us singing ’ere;


    For ’is mother was poor like us, poor dear,


    An’ she bore him in a manger.

  


  
    Together:


    Oh—


    It ’s warm in the heavens but it ’s cold upon the earth;


    An’ we ain’t no food at table nor no fire upon the hearth;


    And it ’s bitter hard a-Christmassing;


    Carolling;


    Singin’ songs about our Saviour’s birth;


    Singin’ songs about the Babe what’s born;


    Singin’ of the shepherds on that morn.

  


  Ford Madox Hueffer.


  [image: ]


  {·  ·}


  DOCTOR AND PATIENT


  [image: T]HE doctor sat at the bedside of his old friend, now his patient, who was dying, inevitably dying. Accustomed as he was to the presence of death, this passing away of a man to whom he was bound by the tie of a thousand common associations added a freshness to its aspect, to its profound mysteries, its terrors. He was inexpressibly sorry. Still, at this critical moment, with the pale image of the invalid before him, while breathing the atmosphere of the sick room, his thoughts were remote from the bedside; he was preoccupied by another grief.


  The patient had realized his fate, he knew that he was on the point of dying, that the thing was inevitable, and he was reconciled. He waited on the threshold of death, calmly, without fear; he seemed to feel the gradual absorption of his soul into the unknown, to be conscious of a gradual effacement, and the sensation filled him only with a benign curiosity.


  With the quickened sensitiveness of an invalid the sick man understood that his companion at his bedside was troubled, his good friend who had nursed him with so eager a devotion; and at first he thought, and the thought occasioned him a tranquil, warming sense of gratitude, that it was the contemplation of the slender link which held him to life that was the cause. But a little later, with still quicker intuition, he divined that the trouble had its origin in another source, that he himself was not concerned in it. The comprehension of this did not embitter his mind nor diminish its tranquillity; he was, indeed, this dying man, sorry for the man of life, for the man of robust health, sorry that he should be in some unknown pain.


  “What is the matter with you, Philip? Something has not gone well with you; something is bothering you,” he said at last.


  The doctor took his hand and caressed it quietly. “Are you not ill my friend?” he said.


  “Yes, yes; but it is not that. There is something else. Tell me. You will not withdraw your confidence from me now? Come: let me know. You ·88· have done your best for me; perhaps—who knows!—I may be of some use to you.”


  “Will it be more effectual?” the doctor said rather bitterly.


  “Nonsense! You would have saved me, if you could. It was taken out of your hands. With you it is different. Physical ills, believe me, are alone incurable; and are not you a miracle of health?”


  Still the doctor hesitated.


  “You would do something for me?” the patient went on.


  “I would give my life for yours, you know.”


  “Then give me your life, your heart, your full confidence. Give yourself to me now, old friend, as we have always given ourselves to each other, unreservedly, without restraint, without evasion. For taking us together, you and I have been, as men go, tolerably frank towards each other, have we not? We have not concealed from each other our little introspective perplexities, our trivial vanities, our scarcely trivial meannesses. Ours has been a very true comradeship. Let me feel, while all things are slipping away from me, that it still exists; that you have not already come to regard me as a thing apart; come, let me carry the memory of it away—away with me.”


  “Very well, then, I shall tell you …. Frank! Yes, we have been rarely open with each other! Yet, there are many things, the joy and misery of which at once is, that they are unrevealed and unrevealable.”


  “Am I at last, at this stage, only becoming to know you?”


  The doctor pressed his hand gently. “And it is more difficult than ever to tell you now,” he said. He got up and walked noiselessly about the room. “You know, at least, that I have not been a loose-living man,” he said hesitatingly, as if he were formulating a justification, “that I have certain ideas, that my vagaries have never at any time been excessive, and that even they have ceased these fourteen years or so, since my marriage. Before then, before my marriage—well, was I not wild, inconsiderate of others, indiscreet! But one, after all, has a tender memory for these precious escapades of youth, for these gay irresponsible love episodes, of sometimes so melancholy an ending … In one instance, I am not sure that I was entirely to blame. I loved the creature ardently enough at the time.” Something which he observed in the face of the ill man made him hesitate. “But how can I talk to you of these matters, of love, when——”


  “When death is knocking at my door. Pray continue. Even I, who am too weak to lift my hand, can feel the strength of love, realize its imperishable power.”


  ·89· “Even you who have never loved.”


  Even I who have loved in vain, thought the patient. “Go on,” he said aloud.


  “I loved her youthfully, tempestuously, unthinkingly; and when the reaction came it was too late.”


  “You had married?”


  “No: I am speaking of before Catherine’s time, or, at least, before the time of my marriage with her.”


  “Ah!”


  “I began to mistrust her.”


  “You are not speaking of Catherine?”


  “No. I doubted her fidelity, her love for me. It seemed somehow that I had been entrapped by her into a difficult position. The idea of marriage, at any rate, was particularly distasteful to me at the time; and I would not marry her. She tried very hard before the child was born; I was sorry for her, but immovable. I could not, you see, come quite to believe in her; her protestations failed to convince me. There may have been some sort of temperamental antagonism at the bottom of it all, which was responsible for the vague, undefined suspicions which restrained me.”


  “She allowed me to contribute to the support of the child—a boy, although with a wilful independence, or, perhaps, to cause me pain, she would take nothing from me for herself. Well, some time after this incident I married Catherine,—a discreet, respectable affair which settled me in my practice. Catherine and I have rubbed along pretty happily, but we have had no children. Was there a sort of judgment in that, I wonder? Perhaps. I have at times half thought so.”


  “However that may be, I came in time to be instinctively drawn towards her child—and mine. She consented to my seeing him, a fine brave little fellow, with my own eyes looking at me from his head. To see him, this part of me, to be with him, was the greatest happiness I had known: to watch his gradual development, to listen to his ingenuous prattle, to be vanquished by him in a bout of repartee, to take him, all unsuspected, to the Zoo or to a pantomime. You can’t realize it! how the impulses and objects of his little life became entwined in mine, inseparably, always! Little! He has grown; his ideas already bear the impress of manhood. I have had him as decently educated as possible; she would not let him be out of her sight for long. And I hoped eventually to be able to send him to Oxford and give him the chance of a career.”


  ·90· “You hoped? … Has he died then, too?”


  “He is alive and well, I trust! only she has never forgiven me. Perhaps I was mistaken, unreasonable; perhaps I should have married her. It might have been happier. If one could only foresee!”


  “Who was she? Do I know?”


  “Possibly. I think so, if you can now remember.”


  “Who?”


  “Beatrice”—


  “West!”


  “Ah! You remember!”


  “I remember,” said the patient with closed eyes.


  “You are in pain?”


  “No, no; go on.”


  “She has never forgiven me!” The doctor’s voice ringing out in all its natural vigour sounded strangely unnatural in the silence of the sick room. “She has, after all these years, taken her revenge, a triumph of ingenious cruelty…. I had not seen him—them—for a few weeks, and yesterday, I received a letter from her inclosing a photograph of the boy, refusing any further assistance from me on his account, as he can now earn a little for himself, and forbidding my ever seeing him again. Of course—you will understand—I went immediately, but they had gone! … What will become of him—of me!”


  “Does Catherine know?”


  “Yes—now. She came across her letter and the boy’s photograph. In my anxiety I had been careless. She bore it very well. I don’t think it will make much difference. Women—all but Beatrice—are indulgent; they understand and forgive. But I shall feel a difference.”


  The doctor was silent.


  By-and-by he heard the voice of his patient, which had become suddenly feeble, sunk to the faintest whisper, so inaudible that he had to put his ear close to the struggling lips to catch what was said:


  “Yes, I—knew Beatrice West—I loved her—I would—have married her—”


  The doctor shot a quick, startled look of inquiry into his friend’s eyes in which there beamed a brilliant light, a light, which, as he looked, became fainter and fainter, flickered a little, and then went out for ever.


  Rudolf Dircks.


  {·  ·}


  A LITERARY CAUSERIE:


  ON A BOOK OF VERSES


  [image: A]BOOK of delicate, mournful, almost colourless, but very fragrant verses was lately published by a young poet whom I have the privilege to know somewhat intimately. Whether a book so essentially poetic, and at the same time so fragile in its hold on outward things, is likely to appeal very much to the general public, for which verse is still supposed to be written, it scarcely interests me to conjecture. It is a matter of more legitimate speculation, what sort of person would be called up before the mind’s eye of any casual reader, as the author of love-poetry so reverent and so disembodied. A very ghostly lover, I suppose, wandering in a land of perpetual twilight, holding a whispered “colloque sentimental” with the ghost of an old love:


  
    “Dans le vieux parc solitaire et glacé


    Deux spectres ont évoqué le passé.”

  


  That is not how I have seen my friend, for the most part; and the contrast between the man as I have seen him and the writer of verses as I read them, is to me the most attractive interest of a book which I find singularly attractive. He will not mind, I know, if I speak of him with some of that frankness which we reserve usually for the dead, or with which we sometimes honour our enemies; for he is of a complete indifference to these things, as I shall assure myself over again before these lines are printed.


  I do not remember the occasion of our first meeting, but I remember seeing him casually, at railway-stations, in a semi-literary tavern which once had a fantastic kind of existence, and sometimes, at night, in various parts of the Temple, before I was more than slightly his acquaintance. I was struck then by a look and manner of pathetic charm, a sort of Keats-like face, the face of a demoralized Keats, and by something curious in the contrast of a manner exquisitely refined, with an appearance generally somewhat dilapidated. That impression was only accentuated, later on, when I came to know ·92· him, and the manner of his life, much more intimately. I think I may date my first real impression of what one calls “the real man”—as if it were more real than the poet of the disembodied verses!—from an evening in which he first introduced me to those charming supper-houses, open all night through, the cabmen’s shelters. There were four of us, two in evening dress, and we were welcomed, cordially and without comment, at a little place near the Langham; and, I recollect, very hospitably entertained. He was known there, and I used to think he was always at his best in a cabmen’s shelter. Without a certain sordidness in his surroundings, he was never quite comfortable, never quite himself; and at those places you are obliged to drink nothing stronger than coffee or tea. I liked to see him occasionally, for a change, drinking nothing stronger than coffee or tea. At Oxford, I believe, his favourite form of intoxication had been haschisch; afterwards he gave up this somewhat elaborate experiment in visionary sensations for readier means of oblivion; but he returned to it, I remember, for at least one afternoon, in a company of which I had been the gatherer, and of which I was the host. The experience was not a very successful one; it ended in what should have been its first symptom, immoderate laughter. It was disappointing, and my charming, expectant friends, disappointed.


  Always, perhaps a little consciously, but at least always sincerely, in search of new sensations, my friend found what was for him the supreme sensation in a very passionate and tender adoration of the most escaping of all ideals, the ideal of youth. Cherished, as I imagine, first only in the abstract, this search after the immature, the ripening graces which time can but spoil in the ripening, found itself at the journey’s end, as some of his friends thought, a little prematurely. I was never of their opinion. I only saw twice, and for a few moments only, the young girl to whom most of his verses were to be written, and whose presence in his life may be held to account for much of that astonishing contrast between the broad outlines of his life and work. The situation seemed to me of the most exquisite and appropriate impossibility. She had the gift of evoking, and, in its way, of retaining, all that was most delicate, sensitive, shy, typically poetic, in a nature which I can only compare to a weedy garden, its grass trodden down by many feet, but with one small, carefully-tended flower-bed, luminous with lilies. I used to think, sometimes, of Verlaine and his “girl-wife,” the one really profound passion, certainly, of that passionate career; the charming, child-like creature, to whom he looked back, at the end of his life, with an unchanged tenderness and disappointment: “Vous n’avez rien compris à ma ·93· simplicité,” as he lamented. In the case of my friend there was, however, a sort of virginal devotion, as to a Madonna; and I think had things gone happily, to a conventionally happy ending, he would have felt (dare I say?) that his ideal had been spoilt.


  But, for the good fortune of poets, things never do go happily with them, or to conventionally happy endings. So the wilder wanderings began, and a gradual slipping into deeper and steadier waters of oblivion. That curious love of the sordid, so common an affectation of the modern decadent, and with him so expressively genuine, grew upon him, and dragged him into yet more sorry corners of a life which was never exactly “gay” to him. And now, indifferent to most things, in the shipwrecked quietude of a sort of self-exile, he is living, I believe, somewhere on a remote foreign sea-coast. People will complain, probably, in his verses, of what will seem to them the factitious melancholy, the factitious idealism, and (peeping through at a few rare moments) the factitious suggestions of riot. They will see only a literary affectation where in truth there is as poignant a note of personal sincerity as in the more explicit and arranged confessions of less admirable poets. Yes, in these few, evasive, immaterial snatches of song, I find, implied for the most part, hidden away like a secret, all the fever and turmoil and the unattained dreams of a life which has itself had much of the swift, disastrous, and suicidal energy of genius.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  NOTE


  A COMMITTEE has been formed, in Paris, under the presidency of M. Stéphane Mallarmé, and the vice-presidency of M. Auguste Rodin, for the erection of a monument to Paul Verlaine. The members of the Committee are: MM. Edmond Lepelletier, Catulle Mendès, Henry Bauër, Raoul Ponchon, Georges Rodenbach, Comte Robert de Montesquiou-Fezensac, Maurice Barrès, Ernest Delahaye, Alfred Valette, editor of the “Mercure de France,” Léon Deschamps, editor of “La Plume.” Alexandre Natanson, editor of the “Revue Blanche.” The treasurer is M. Fernand Clerget; the secretary, M. F. A. Cazals. I have been asked by M. Mallarmé to act as English representative of this Committee, and to receive subscriptions, which may be sent to me at the office of “The Savoy,” Effingham House, Arundel Street, Strand, London, W.C.


  Arthur Symons.
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  BEAUTY’S HOUR


  CHAPTER V


  [image: T]HERE was confusion in the Harman’s house the next day. I did no work, but sat idly with the girls in their sitting-room, while they talked over the ball. They were full of the new beauty, Miss Hatherley.


  “And such an odd thing, Mary. Gerald says she reminds him of you.”


  “Quite impossible,” said I. “But I thank him.”


  “Something in her voice and way of talking,” Betty went on. “You have a nice voice, you know. Gerald says she is very original; and goodness knows he had opportunity enough of finding out; he danced with no one else.”


  I nearly contradicted that statement, but saved myself in time.


  “I’m so sorry I couldn’t go,” I said instead. “Did Miss Sturgis enjoy herself?”


  “And are you really better?” said Betty. “You didn’t seem ill in the afternoon. As for Bella——”


  “Oh, Bella!” interrupted Clara. “Bella had best look to her laurels. No one noticed her while Miss Hatherley was in the room.”


  I went on with my questions.


  “Do you suppose Miss Hatherley enjoyed her success?”


  They laughed.


  “Why, yes, if she’s like other girls.”


  “Perhaps she isn’t. Do all girls enjoy being admired at the expense of some one else?”


  Clara looked out of the window, with an assumption of unconsciousness. Betty, who is more candid, answered at once, “One can’t help liking it.”


  I laughed outright.


  “Does Miss Hatherley seem nice?” I asked next.


  “Charming,” said Clara. “We have taken quite a fancy to her. Mother ·12· is writing to-day to ask her to dine and go to the theatre with us to-morrow. That was Gerald’s idea.”


  I received this piece of news in silence.


  “Everyone wants to know her,” Clara went on. “Dr. Trefusis was overwhelmed with questions and inquiries as to whether people might call, and so on. She paints all day through; works quite hard, as though she had to do it. Odd, isn’t it?”


  “Why odd?” said I. “I suppose she likes it. But a passion for art is unnecessary in a pretty woman, no doubt.” And Betty broke in with, “Oh, there you go again, Mary! Always finding fault with pretty women.”


  “Not with them, my dear, but with the world,” I said, laughing. “You can’t say I find fault with you, Betty.”


  “Oh, I’m not pretty,” said she, “by Miss Hatherley.”


  I was touched by her speech.


  “You’re a generous creature,” I said. “I have always supposed it a mistake to think that one pretty girl is jealous of another.”


  Betty put her head on one side, and, with an odd mixture of wisdom and drollery, answered:


  “Well, we like beauty—and we don’t. We like it because it’s interesting, and exciting, and successful; and a pretty girl gives one’s house a certain reputation. We don’t approve when she annexes people who belong to us, naturally; all the same, we can’t help feeling she must do as she pleases—she’s privileged.”


  “I had no idea you were so profound,” said Clara, a little sharply; and I wondered whether it is possible that women are more tenacious of an intellectual than of a physical superiority.


  Betty only laughed.


  “I’m off,” said she. “I promised to meet the Sturgises in the park; but Gerald won’t come, and I’m half afraid to face Bella alone. Good-bye, Mary. We’ll ask you to meet Miss Hatherley when we know her better.”


  When I got home I found that Dr. Trefusis had sent on Lady Harman’s letter. I sat over it for some time, thinking; then I wrote and said I would go. Miss Whateley looked at me wistfully when I told her.


  “I’m afraid you will get into some trouble, Mary,” she said, “and you can’t possibly wear the ball dress.”


  “I must go,” I retorted. “I am at last seeing life as a woman ought to see it. I can’t give up the privilege; at least not yet.”


  ·13· “You won’t give it up till you have paid the penalty,” Miss Whateley answered.


  I shrugged my shoulders, as though I did not believe her.


  “I must have another dress,” I cried.


  Miss Whateley would have given me the clothes off her back, she said; but as that would not avail me much, she offered to lend me some money. I accepted the offer with a recklessness born of my strange position; and we went out shopping, after sunset; Mary Hatherley and Miss Whateley.


  The people in the shops seemed anxious to please me, even when they found that I could afford to pay but little for what I wanted; they probably looked upon me as a good advertisement, and I enjoyed the novelty of being treated with a deferential consideration.


  It was a very cold night; as we passed along the freezing, gas-lit streets we met but few people; we had to cross the square in which Dr. Trefusis lived on our way home; I noticed, before we reached his door, that a man in a fur overcoat was pacing slowly up and down the pavement. Why did he linger in such weather? I wondered vaguely. Then I saw it was Gerald Harman. I put my muff up to my face and passed him by. I knew, too well, that he was waiting on the chance of seeing Mary Hatherley on her way home from a day’swork at the studio.


  “You do not work very late these foggy days, I suppose?” he asked me, tentatively, the next evening at dinner.


  “I make gaslight studies,” said I, shortly.


  “Is it permitted to anybody to go and see you at work?”


  “Oh no,” I answered, with a smile. “I paint in earnest.”


  “I waited an hour in Dorchester Square last night,” he went on, very low, “in the hope of seeing you.”


  “That was misplaced heroism,” said I, “in such weather. I should advise you not to do it again.”


  “I shall do it every evening,” he declared; and I only laughed a little, as though the subject were not of the remotest interest, and turned to my neighbour.


  Gerald sat by me at the play. I went so seldom to the theatre that I was always arrested by the interest of the piece, and of the actors. I sat in the front of the box by Lady Harman; who, I was certain, suffered under the uneasy sensation that she was taking a leap in the dark in encouraging a young unknown woman, with nothing to recommend her but her looks; though, on the other hand, she was upheld by the authoritative voice of society, which had pronounced a favourable verdict on me.


  ·14· Behind us were Gerald and Betty. It was such an intimate family party that I had great difficulty in not using the familiar tone of every day. When I had only just saved myself from calling Betty by her Christian name, and pointing out an acquaintance of Gerald’s, whom I knew by sight, in the stalls, I was sobered.


  Silence fell upon me: I was so acutely aware of Gerald’s presence, which seemed like a light at which I could not bear to look, that I tried to distract myself by noting the faces of the other people in the house till the curtain should rise. Here and there I caught glimpses of a pretty head; the graceful turn of a neck; an expression of happiness or of vivacity; but the audience was mostly ugly, dull, and uninteresting: yet I felt sorry for all these people; for their inarticulate dumb way of going through life, untouched by passion, save in its baser aspects, and only apprehending the ideal through some conventionalized form of religion, or some dim discontent.


  The play was “Romeo and Juliet”: the Juliet was beautiful, but she could only look the part; and the young man who acted Romeo was no ideal lover; yet the immortal, golden play of youth and passion drew tears, and quickened heartbeats; for each woman in the house was Juliet, tasting some rapture, perhaps lost, perhaps never realized, of first love.


  The curtain dropped: I sat in a dream, and Lady Harman’s voice seemed to come from very far away.


  “It’s a pretty play,” she said. “But don’t you think it’s rather a muddle? I never can make out who is who.”


  “It doesn’t matter,” answered Betty. “Don’t trouble, mother dear. What a lovely thing it would be for private theatricals, parts of it, that is. Gerald, wouldn’t Bella make a good Juliet?”


  Her remark might, or might not have been malicious; but Gerald started. “Bella!” he ejaculated, and looked at me. His look said plainly what his lips had not yet dared; no man had ever yet looked at me with entreaty, passion, humility, in his eyes. I looked back at him, the soul of Mary Gower speaking through the eyes of Mary Hatherley. He flushed, and went pale again, and I regretted what I had done. For the rest of the evening I devoted myself to Lady Harman: Gerald seemed lost in thought, and only roused himself when the carriage stopped at Dr. Trefusis’ door.


  “I shall never see you alone,” said he, as we stood on the doorstep. “I cannot talk to you—I must write to you,” he ended, with a sort of despairing impatience.


  “Do not write,” said I: and then the door was opened by the doctor in ·15· person. Gerald seemed hardly able to speak to him; when a few words had passed he went back abruptly to the carriage.


  “Mary,” said Dr. Trefusis, “you are a great trouble to me. Now I’ve got to take you home, and interrupt my studies in Rosenkrantz and the Pope Honorius, most absorbing old impostors—no, I won’t say that; for I’m beginning to think there may be some method in their madness. You have led me into devious paths, Mary Hatherley. By the way, who’s that good-looking young fellow?”


  “That’s Gerald Harman,” said I.


  The doctor looked at me with a sort of inquisitive sympathy; and shrugged his shoulders. When he left me at my own house, “You are playing with fire, my dear,” he said; “and I’m an old fool to help you.”


  “You are helping me to buy the experience that teaches,” I said, “and it teaches bitter lessons enough: don’t fear for me.”


  CHAPTER VI


  I had never received a love-letter; and the only scrap of Gerald Harman’s writing that I possessed was a little note, which said:


  
    “Dear Miss Gower, my mother asks me to write and tell you that she will be back to-morrow, and expects you on Thursday as usual. Yours very truly,


    “Gerald Harman.”

  


  I sat comparing this letter, with the letter he had written to Mary Hatherley, and I do not think I have ever known a more miserable moment.


  
    “I ought to begin by asking you to forgive me,” the letter ran. “I am afraid of your thinking me too bold in writing; yet you must know that love comes sometimes in a sort of flash that makes one see life quite differently in a moment. That is what happened to me the first time I ever saw you. Since then I have thought of nothing else. If you would be kind, if you would care what becomes of me, I might be able to make a better thing of life. I have been very idle and useless always, and now I feel ashamed of it. I dare not ask if you could ever care for me—not yet. You know how I love you, and am ever yours


    “Gerald Harman.”

  


  ·16· I was sitting in my bedroom, at the little dressing-table which did duty for a writing-table too: I looked again into my own eyes in the glass, as I had done on that memorable evening that seemed such a very long while ago: we knew one another’s bitterness, my reflection and I, and laughed aloud.


  “Man’s love,” said I to the face in the glass, “man’s humility, man’s cry of ‘trample on me, and re-mould me,’ what does it all amount to? Here am I; the same woman, with two faces; the woman counts for nothing; the face determines my life. A man can only see inspiration in eyes that are beautiful; words can only influence him when the lips that say them have curves and a smile that delight. I, Mary Gower, could love him, could help him, as far as my soul and will go; but he cannot see this: a man sees only with the outer, never with the inner eye.”


  “Perhaps we are unjust,” I went on again presently. “There are, no doubt, men to whom the outside of a woman is not the whole; but they must have learnt discernment, either through some special suffering, or they are perhaps lacking in sensuous instincts, and care but little for women at all, either from the intellectual or the emotional side. Gerald is not one of these; he is like other men; his point of view may be fairly taken as representing a normal one—and he loves Mary Hatherley!”


  “Come in,” I went on, in answer to a knock at the door. “There’s going to be no transformation to-night, Whatty. I’m tired of masquerading; I am very tired of life; I was born too serious. I can’t live in the passing hour, and enjoy it; I think of yesterday, and of to-morrow. Why can’t I fling all care to the winds and make merry, with the other Mary’s beautiful face, and all it brings me!”


  Miss Whateley put her hands on my shoulder, and I turned to her, and wept.


  I did not answer Gerald’s letter; nor did I see him till a few days later, when he strolled into Lady Harman’s study in his usual careless way.


  “I’m out of sorts, Mary,” said he. “Let me sit here, while you talk to me. I like the sound of your voice.”


  I knew why he liked the sound of my voice, and it hardened me against him.


  “Why out of sorts?” said I. “Haven’t you eaten, drunk, and been merry? What more does a man want?”


  “I’ve eaten less, drunk considerably more, and not been in the least ·17· merry,” he answered. “Just now I wish that I might die—to-morrow, or even to-day.”


  I looked at him with a sudden pity mixed with my anger—that pity which is at once the root and the flower of love.


  “You are unhappy, really?” I asked, knowing that Mary Hatherley had not answered his letter.


  “I’m miserable!” he cried out.


  Then he began walking up and down the room, and I felt, with a quickening of fear and interest, that he was going to speak to me of her. I yielded then to a strange impulse, which was almost like jealousy of myself.


  “What has Bella Sturgis been doing?” said I.


  He stopped dead.


  “Bella … she seems to have drifted a thousand miles away. She belongs to the old life, from which I am cut off: there’s a gulf opened between me and it; she is on the other side.”


  “I don’t understand, then,” said I.


  “O Mary,” Gerald cried, “I’m very hard hit this time! Haven’t you heard of Mary Hatherley?”


  “Tell me about her,” I said.


  There was a great fire in the room, and I sat close to it; but my hands were like ice. Gerald leant against the mantelpiece, and looked down on me. He was full of that intoxicating spirit of youth and enthusiasm, which carries such an irresistible appeal to those whose own youth is clouded, and who cannot rise above a resigned cheerfulness. Even now, when he declared himself to be miserable, there was an ardour in his discouragement which made it almost a desirable emotion.


  “Mary Hatherley,” he began, “reminds me in some strange way of you: she says things so like what you say, and the very voice is like.”


  “But she’s very lovely,” I interposed. “And you’ve fallen seriously in love at last?”


  He did not resent my remark.


  “Seriously—at last,” he answered, with a smile.


  “Why have you never fallen in love with me?” I asked then.


  He began to laugh, with genuine amusement.


  “You’re an amazing person,” said he; “I shall, if you’re not careful.”


  “Well, but why not?” I persisted. “It’s true that I am only your mother’s secretary, but you say I’m like Miss Hatherley in my ideas and way of talking. Is it the face that makes the difference?”


  ·18· “I know you are following up something infernally abstruse,” said he, “that has no relation to the facts of life; that’s so like you. I daresay the face does make a difference: it make a difference in the whole personality.”


  “I wanted to find out the facts,” said I. “And you have given me a fairly direct answer, which can serve as a premise from which I shall draw my conclusions.”


  “And your conclusions are——?”


  “That justice is an ironical goddess, whose eyes are never really bandaged.”


  “Your vein is too deep for me to-day. I wanted to tell you all my troubles, and you talk to me as though I were a professor.”


  “I didn’t mean to be unkind,” said I. “If you are really serious, I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry, why sorry?” he asked, quickly.


  “It’s such an old story. You fall in love with a girl’s beautiful face—it’s not the first time you’ve done it; you endow her with all sorts of qualities; you make her into an idol; and the whole thing only means that your æsthetic sense is gratified. That’s a poor way of loving.”


  “It’s a very real way,” said Gerald, with some warmth. “I think you are horribly unsympathetic.”


  “I am in earnest,” I answered. “A very short while ago you were quite taken up with Bella Sturgis; you don’t care the least for her feelings; you simply follow your impulses, and desert her for a more attractive woman.”


  I do not know what made me espouse Bella’s cause; perhaps I was hurt, more than I had time to realize, and seized on the first weapon to my hand.


  “You don’t spare my feelings,” Gerald said, in a low voice. “All I can say is, that if Mary Hatherley won’t have anything to do with me, I shall go away; I shall go and shoot big game—anything to get out of this horrible place. I am in earnest. I wasn’t in earnest about Bella; I admired her very much, and all that, and mother is always urging me to marry; I should probably have drifted into marrying her——,” he broke off.


  I felt an unreasoning anger against him.


  “Poor Bella!” I cried. “You may drift into marrying her yet.”


  That finished our conversation. He went away without another word, leaving me alone with my anger and my heartache.


  ·19· CHAPTER VII


  I CONFESS that about this time I was led astray and over-mastered by conflicting emotions. My work, and my battles with Lady Harman’s peculiarities, became unutterably irksome. I forgot how to efface myself; I spoke at the wrong moment, and on the wrong subject: I did not remember to be sympathetic, and I expected sympathy; in fact, I confused what was permitted to Mary Hatherley, with what was permitted to Mary Gower, with the result that I drank the cup of bitterness each day, the cup of triumph each night.


  At this time I was much sought after; my devotion to art was supposed to denote genius, though it was hardly respectable, and wholly unnecessary; but people forgave me my persistent refusal to see anyone, or to go anywhere during the day, and asked me to their houses in the evening.


  I was often chaperoned by Lady Harman, sometimes by Dr. Trefusis himself. I had many admirers, but I only remember them vaguely, like figures in a dream. The golden key that opened their hearts led me into strange places; some had never been tenanted, and were so cold and bare that I felt they could never be really warm or pleasant; others had been swept and garnished, and I was asked to believe that all traces of their former occupants were gone; others were full of rust and cobwebs, and old toys broken and thrust away; there was no room even for a new plaything. The key unlocked no sanctuary, with altar-lights and incense burning, waiting for the one divinity that was to fill its empty shrine. Those who loved me had loved before, and would love again.


  Women, whose idol is success, worshipped me too, in their curious fashion; it became desirable in their eyes to be known as the friend of Mary Hatherley; a note of distinction was thus sounded: they were proud to demonstrate the fact that they were above jealousy, or fear of rivalry.


  I liked many of them, with a liking tempered by amusement. I am glad to think now that I did not interfere wantonly with their lovers, their husbands, or their sons. I was discreet, to the verge of being disagreeable: indeed, had it not been for my face, I think they might almost have resented my indifference to their male belongings; and taken it as a personal affront.


  I saw a great deal of Gerald, in the character of Mary Hatherley: the frost held, and he remained in London without a murmur; he was not much at home during the day; and Mary Gower had no speech with him alone.


  ·20· “Something has happened to Gerald,” Betty said one day. “I mean besides this business about Mary.” They called her Mary by this time. “He wanders about picture galleries, I’ve found out; and some one saw him the other day in the British Museum. Isn’t that somewhere in the city?”


  “Not quite so bad,” said I. The city had been Betty’s terror, ever since she had been taken to the Tower as a child. “But isn’t Mr. Harman merely improving his mind?”


  “Yes, but why?” cried his sister. “He’s done very well all these years without it. It isn’t as though he were the sort of man who could do nothing else. He can ride and shoot better than any man I know. Why should he want to improve his mind?”


  Her somewhat incoherent speech amused me; and it was true: a superficial culture would have sat oddly on Gerald Harman; whose charm lay in his simplicity, and a certain gallant bearing that might have fitted him to be the hero of a romance of the Elizabethan age; in which men were either knights or shepherds; full of a natural bravery, and keenly susceptible to the influence of women’s beauty.


  “Miss Hatherley is an artist,” I suggested, in answer to Betty’s remarks. She shrugged her shoulders.


  “Mary Hatherley’s just flirting with him,” said she.


  This was true: I had answered his letter; not in writing, nor indeed by any explicit word of mouth; but I had been kind, and had let him see that the letter had not displeased me; I had also led him to understand that the time was not yet come for any more open speech on his part. I was capricious: I used my power with but little mercy: these were days when I made him miserable; and days when I knew the world was re-created for him by my kindness.


  Yet I was more wretched than I had ever been when I was only Mary Gower: I grew to hate the other Mary’s beautiful face; her smile; the gracious turn of her head; her shapely hands: I grew to hate all this with a passionate intensity that frightened me. I seemed to have realized Mary Hatherley in a strange, objective way, as distinct from myself: she was the woman Gerald Harman loved; she was the woman I should have been, and was not; and then came a heart-stricken moment when I knew she was the woman who had done both Gerald and another a wrong that might never be undone.


  It happened in this wise: I had gone down one day to the girls’ sitting-room to fetch a book I had left there, when I met Gerald on the stairs. He ·21· passed me by with the briefest possible word; and with a look of annoyance on his face, that I was at a loss to account for, till I reached the sitting-room, and found Bella Sturgis there.


  She was sitting with her face on her arms, by the writing-table, and I could see that she was crying. My instinct was to leave her; but I was not quick enough to escape her notice, and she turned upon me with an angry movement.


  “Why didn’t you knock?” said she.


  In her confusion and distress she mistook me for a servant: I should have laughed, had I not been overcome by the conviction that Gerald had just left her; and that something had passed between them, which was connected with Mary Hatherley.


  “I am sorry if I disturbed you,” said I. “I have come for a book I left here.”


  Then she saw her mistake, and flushed red.


  “I beg your pardon; I really didn’t see—” she said; and then, as though bowed down by the weight of her own distress, she dropped her head again on her hands.


  I did not know what to do: it seemed an intrusion to remain; and impossible to go.


  “Forgive me,” I said, at last. “You are in some trouble. I have intruded upon you unknowingly; I can’t go away without saying I wish I could do something for you.”


  She looked up at me, with manifest surprise; tears shone still upon her face, and in her eyes: I wondered that Gerald had left her, even for Mary Hatherley.


  “Why should you care?” she asked.


  “I’m always sorry for another woman,” I said.


  She looked at me again, with a miserable, uncertain air; her haughty self-confidence had gone from her, and I felt emboldened to speak again.


  “You may not know that I am Lady Harman’s secretary. I have been in the house all day for a long while; and I can’t help seeing a great deal of what goes on in it. I know your trouble, Miss Sturgis.”


  She got up at that; and looked for a moment as though she would have struck me; then she suddenly lost her self-control, and burst into tears. Those tears were dreadful to me: I took her hand, and soothed her as though she had been a child; and presently she sat down beside me.


  “How do you know?” she said. “You can’t know.”


  ·22· “I’ve heard them talk of Mary Hatherley,” said I.


  “And I suppose they say I’m breaking my heart?” cried she, with a desperate attempt at scorn.


  “They would not be far wrong,” I answered.


  She gave a long sigh.


  “It hurts,” she said, quite simply.


  Shame and an aching remorse seized me. I had taken him from her; and had roused in him a love which must be always barren. I had surely put a knife into Bella’s heart; and her simple words stabbed me back. Did I not know it hurt! I carried the self-same wound.


  “Do you care for him so much?” I said.


  At first she would not answer, and frowned, while the tears came into her eyes; then she said, brokenly.


  “Yes—but we used to quarrel, and now it’s all over.”


  “Do you think,” I went on, “that if Mary Hatherley were to go away you could win him back?”


  She pondered: I watched her beautiful face, and thought that I had hitherto misjudged her: her pride, the insolence of her beauty, her caprices, had been but the superficial manifestation of a passionate spirit; led astray by a world which cared only for the outer woman. Now that these things had been flung back in her face, her heart spoke: she lost the sense of her beauty, and its rights; and was more lovely than she had ever been, and did not know it.


  “He used to love me, I’m sure,” she said. “I believe he would again—I would not be so unkind—Oh, but what’s the use of talking!”


  I hardly heard the sound of my own voice as I answered her; there was a singing in my ears.


  “I think he has been led away by a pretty face. I daresay he does not care for the real Mary Hatherley; he may return; be kind to him when he does.”


  “Oh, I will, I will,” said she. “You have made me feel happier—I was so unhappy.”


  She bent forward impulsively, and kissed me. I kissed her back. “I am so glad,” I said, and left the room hurriedly, to hide my emotion.


  On my way home I went to see Dr. Trefusis. I found him alone, sitting over a pile of great folio volumes. His study, where I had so often found a refuge from the ills of life, looked warm and cheerful, with its shelves of books ·23· from floor to ceiling, and great, open hearth. He appeared to rouse himself with some difficulty, and I noticed he looked older, and very wearied.


  “I’m not come to disturb you,” said I. “Let me sit by the fire whilst you read. I have something I want to think out.”


  “It will do me good to talk, child,” he answered. “I’ve been poring over these books for too long. What is it you have to think over, Mary?”


  “Only the old thing.”


  He looked at me with a quickened attention.


  “I’ve been thinking over it too,” he said.


  Then he sat down on the other side of the fire-place; the room was aglow with the flames, and the bright light of two lamps; there seemed also to be a strange light on Dr. Trefusis’ face.


  “You know, Mary,” he began solemnly, “that this case of yours has led me into strange studies, and strange speculations. They are all wicked; I am going to put away my books, for I begin to fear lest they should take me into places where madness lies, outside the phenomenal, where we were never meant to penetrate. You have shown me how human longing, if it be powerful enough, is nearly omnipotent, for evil as well as for good. Here, in these old books, in the Magia Naturalis of Johannes Faust, in this old Latin of Cornelius Agrippa, and many others, I learn how spirits ‘can be dragged out of the air’; how alchemy can turn metal to gold: these things have a terrible fascination; but it is of the devil; I shall put them all away. Your longing turned Mary Gower, whom God made, into Mary Hatherley in whom He has no part.”


  He looked at me, with a shudder.


  “The church put the alchemists to death for a less sin,” he said. “This power you have brings you nothing but trouble: it may bring trouble to those you do not wish to injure. Mary, I implore you to stop, before it is too late.”


  All this in the mouth of Dr. Trefusis; the keen scientist, the ardent advocate of materialism; surprised me much. The gravity of his tone, so far removed from his ordinary carelessness, carried authority. All he said was my own inward, but unformulated conviction, put into words.


  I asked him why he thought it might bring trouble to others.


  “I have seen enough,” he answered, “to understand your relations with the Harmans. It won’t do, Mary. That young Harman ought not to be sacrificed to your love of experimentalizing.”


  At that I got up, and walked about the room.


  “You do me injustice,” said I. “I may have given way to a curiosity ·24· which, taken alone, would not be legitimate, but my heart was concerned in this matter.”


  “Ah,” said he. “I feared so.”


  I sat down on a stool at his feet, and gave him all my confidence. He did not interrupt me; and when I had finished, we were both silent for a long while.


  “Do you not feel yourself, that such a state of things cannot go on?” he said, at last.


  “I am determined to give it up,” I answered. “To-morrow night shall be Mary Hatherley’s last appearance.”


  “Why let her appear again at all?” he asked.


  “Because I’m a woman: and I want to say good-bye to Gerald Harman.”


  The doctor laughed; I think to cover some emotion.


  “Well, well, well,” he said. “Have it so if you will. But be done with the thing: it’s unholy: it’s a work of the devil. There are more things in heaven and earth than ever I dreamt of in my philosophy; things I dare not tamper with. Now, Mary, will you climb to the top of the ladder, and put away Faustus, and Agrippa, and the rest? I’ve had enough of them.”


  We spent some time putting away the books: strange volumes; full of odd, symbolical drawings, and with wonderful titles, such as: “The Golden Tripod”: “The Glory of the World, or the Gate of Paradise”: “The All-Wise Doorkeeper.”


  The doctor crossed himself, as I put the last one in its place; and I laughed, in spite of my trouble.


  “I’ve one thing more to say,” he cried, turning suddenly on me. “I’m getting old, Mary, and I want a housekeeper, and a daughter. You refused me these once; you shall not refuse again. You and Miss Whateley must come and take charge of me. I promise you I’ll age rapidly, and then you’ll feel you are fulfilling a duty—a sensation dear to the soul of woman, I know.”


  We sat there over the fire for another hour. Before I left him, my promise had been given.


  ·25· CHAPTER VIII


  I woke the next morning with something of that indifference to life, which is the secret of so many peaceful deaths.


  Mary Hatherley was condemned; she had but a brief hour left, and I knew not how she was to spend it: I only knew that she had to bid good-bye to Gerald Harman. The present hung before me like a veil; I could see the dim future moving behind it; a spectral army of figures all in gray; but they marched, this colourless procession of the years, with a monotony that grew into peace.


  The thought of Mary Hatherley hardly troubled me; I did not care; I had passed through many deaths since that night when she had been born in all her beauty; for is not, “every step we take in life a death in the imagination”? I had held Beauty’s sceptre, and had seen men slaves beneath it: I knew the isolation, the penalty of this greatness. Yet I owned that it was an empire for which it might well be worth paying: I held no theories based on mere sentiment; I owned that beauty might not possess all things; yet the woman who has not beauty neither has, nor pays. To this philosophy, or cynicism, I know not which to call it, had Mary Hatherley’s experiences brought me.


  I spent a strange day at Lady Harman’s: the familiar place seemed unreal: in a week or two I should be gone, and all my days there would fade into the past; for I knew that I had no real hold on the lives of any of them; having come only as it were by accident into their midst; when they had treated me with as much kindness as was consistent with their education, their traditions, and the world in which they lived. Betty would marry one of her many lovers; and Clara some one who fed her intellectual vanity. And Gerald? I held my heart in check at the thought of Gerald.


  I had met him first, as Mary Hatherley, in a crowd: it seemed like the logic of fate that I should take leave of him in a crowd; for our relations belonged to no world of peace and quietness, but to an order of life where Beauty, with her attendant pomp and circumstance, moved to the sound of music, and under the glare of a revealing light.


  That evening we did not dance: there was singing, and stringed instruments; we moved about white stately rooms, where the music followed us like a memory. I spoke to many people, and knew nothing of what I said: at my ·26· heart was torture, in my soul peace. The rest of the world was blotted out when I saw Gerald coming to me.


  At first he spoke but little; he had the desperate air of a man who is determined to know his fate—and his silence was charged with suggestion. We stood for a long while near the musicians, and the aching sweetness of one of Schubert’s melodies pierced me with the sword of pain and pleasure wherewith music wounds her lovers. The whole measure of my grief seemed contained in that searching, divine air; in the human, passionate note of the strings; in the purer, more radiant tone of the flutes and hautboys.


  Then Gerald looked into my eyes, and said, “Let us come away”; and I went blindly with him through the rooms, till we reached a door that opened into a garden.


  The night was hardly cold, and very still; only a faint throbbing from the far-away streets lay at the heart of the silence, and troubled it. I could see the outline of Gerald’s face in the starlight; he said nothing, but took me suddenly in his arms and kissed me; and in that moment I tasted the essence of life. Then he let me go. “Now send me from you if you can—if you dare,” said he.


  “’Tis I who am going,” I said.


  “I am in earnest,” answered he, “and I must have your answer.”


  “Oh, my answer,” I cried, “is easily given. I do not love you. I can add something to that which you will not acknowledge. You have never loved me; you loved my face, but of my heart and soul you have known nothing.”


  I had not meant to say such words to him; I had meant to let him go with something like a benediction; but my bitterness rose up and made me speak.


  “It is true I love your face,” he said, quite gently. “But more than that. Why are you so unkind to me?”


  Then there came a wild moment in which I was near telling him all; and asking him if he could not love the soul of me, and take no thought for my body: but I paused, and remembered I had resolved never to let him know.


  “I am not as unkind as I seem,” I said. “It is kinder to tell you the truth. I am not made for love, or to be happy, and have children. I must live apart: do not ask me why; I cannot tell you. I shall not forget you; I hope you will forget me—at least, think of me without pain. And now, good-bye.” I moved away.


  “Is this your last word? Are you going to leave me so?” he cried out.


  ·27· I stopped then, and looked back at him: the notes of a violin came through the silence like a shaft, and struck at my heart; they mingled with a woman’s voice, in a love-song. I went to his side.


  “I have one last word to leave you,” I said to him. “You will forget me. When I am only a memory, go back to Bella; for you loved her.”


  He said nothing, and I was glad of the darkness, which covered my face. I turned back into the house, leaving him standing there; and went away, bidding no farewells.


  I sat through that long night, and waited for the dawn; and when the dawn came, I kissed the wonderful reflected face of Mary Hatherley, and wished her a long good-bye.


  “O face of my dreams,” I said, “it is well that you should go back into nothingness; your hour is over; each moment held a possible joy; a surer pain: a brief triumph; a long regret. Let me decline into the lesser ways of life, where Beauty’s flying feet have never passed; but where Peace may be seen stealing, a shadowy figure, with eyes looking towards the sun.”


  O. Shakespear.


  {·  ·}


  FROM THE FRENCH OF JEAN MORÉAS


  
    “O petites fées.”

  


  
    [image: O]TINY fays with the long gold hair,


    You sang, as I slept, with a tender grace;


    O tiny fays with the long gold hair,


    In a spell-bound forest, a charmèd place.

  


  
    In a forest enchanted with spells untold


    Compassionate gnomes as I slept the while


    Offer’d me gently a sceptre of gold,


    A sceptre of gold as I slept the while.

  


  
    I know they are dreams and deceits of sleep


    The sceptres of gold and the forest songs;


    Yet still like a credulous child I weep,


    And my heart for the rest of the woodland longs:


    And I care not now tho’ I know the songs


    Are only the dreams and deceits of sleep.

  


  Gabriel Gillett.


  {·  ·}
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  WILLIAM BLAKE AND HIS ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE DIVINE COMEDY


  III. THE ILLUSTRATIONS OF DANTE


  [image: T]HE late Mr. John Addington Symonds wrote; in a preface to certain Dante illustrations by Stradanus, a sixteenth century artist of no great excellence, published in phototype by Mr. Unwin in 1892; that the illustrations of Gustave Doré, “in spite of glaring artistic defects, must, I think, be reckoned first among numerous attempts to translate Dante’s conceptions into terms of plastic art.” One can only account for this praise of a noisy and demagogic art, an art heavy as with the rank breath of the mob, by supposing that a temperament, strong enough to explore with unfailing alertness the countless schools and influences of the Renaissance in Italy is of necessity a little lacking in delicacy of judgment and in the finer substances of emotion. It is more difficult to account for so admirable a scholar not only preferring these illustrations to the work of what he called “the graceful and affected Botticelli” although “Doré was fitted for his task, not by dramatic vigour, by feeling for pure beauty, or by anything sternly in sympathy with the supreme poet’s soul, but by a very effective sense of luminosity and gloom,” but preferring them because “he created a fanciful world, which makes the movement of Dante’s dramatis personæ conceivable, introducing the ordinary intelligence into those vast regions thronged with destinies of souls and creeds and empires.” When the ordinary student finds this ordinary intelligence in an illustrator, he thinks, because it is his own intelligence, that it is an accurate interpretation of the text, while the work of extraordinary intelligences is merely an expression of their own ideas and feelings. Doré and Stradanus, he will tell you, have given us something of the world of Dante, but Blake and Botticelli have builded worlds of their own and called them Dante’s: as if Dante’s world were more than a mass of symbols of colour and form and sound which put on humanity, when they arouse some mind to an intense and romantic life that is not ·32· theirs; as if it was not one’s own sorrows and angers and regrets and terrors and hopes that awaken to condemnation or repentance while Dante treads his eternal pilgrimage; as if any poet or painter or musician could be other than an enchanter calling with a persuasive or compelling ritual, creatures, noble or ignoble, divine or dæmonic, covered with scales or in shining raiment, that he never imagined, out of the bottomless deeps of imaginations he never foresaw; as if the noblest achievement of art was not when the artist enfolds himself in darkness, while he casts over his readers a light as of a wild and terrible dawn.


  Let us therefore put away the designs to “The Divine Comedy,” in which there is “an ordinary intelligence,” and consider only the designs in which the magical ritual has called up extraordinary shapes, the magical light glimmered upon a world, different from the Dantesque world of our own intelligence in its ordinary and daily moods, upon a difficult and distinguished world. Most of the series of designs to Dante, and there are a good number, need not busy anyone for a moment. Genelli has done a copious series, which is very able in the “formal” “generalized” way which Blake hated, and which is spiritually ridiculous. Penelli has transformed the Inferno into a vulgar Walpurgis night, and a certain Schuler, whom I do not find in the biographical dictionaries, but who was apparently a German, has prefaced certain flaccid designs with some excellent charts; while Stradanus has made a series for “The Inferno” which has so many of the more material and unessential powers of art, and is so extremely undistinguished in conception, that one supposes him to have touched in the sixteenth century the same public Doré has touched in the nineteenth.


  Though with many doubts, I am tempted to value Flaxman’s designs to the “Inferno,” the “Purgatorio,” and the “Paradiso,” only a little above the best of these; because he does not seem to have ever been really moved by Dante, and so to have sunk into a formal manner, which is a reflection of the vital manner of his Homer and Hesiod. His designs to “The Divine Comedy” will be laid, one imagines, with some ceremony in that immortal waste paper basket in which Time carries with many sighs the failures of great men. I am perhaps wrong, however, because Flaxman even at his best has not yet touched me very deeply, and I hardly ever hope to escape this limitation of my ruling stars. That Signorelli does not seem greatly more interesting, except here and there, as in the drawing of the Angel, full of innocence and energy, coming from the boat which has carried so many souls to the foot of the mountain of purgation, can only be because one knows him through poor reproductions from frescoes half mouldered away with damp. A little known series, drawn by Adolph ·35· Stürler, an artist of German extraction, who was settled in Florence in the first half of this century, are very poor in drawing, very pathetic and powerful in invention, and full of most interesting pre-Raphaelitic detail. Certain groups of figures, who, having set love above reason, listen in the last abandonment of despair to the judgment of Minos, or walk with a poignant melancholy to the foot of his throne through a land where owls and strange beasts move hither and thither with the sterile content of the evil that neither loves nor hates; and a Cerberus full of patient cruelty; are admirable and moving in the extreme. All Stürler’s designs have, however, the languor of a mind that does its work by a succession of delicate critical perceptions rather than the decision and energy of true creation, and are more a curious contribution to artistic methods than an imaginative force.


  [image: ]


  The only series that compete with Blake’s are those of Botticelli and Giulio Clovio, and these contrast rather than compete; for Blake did not live to carry his “Paradiso” beyond the first faint pencillings, the first thin washes of colour, while Botticelli only, as I think, became supremely imaginative in his “Paradiso,” and Clovio never attempted the “Inferno” and “Purgatorio” at all. The imaginations of Botticelli and Clovio were overshadowed by the cloister, and it was only when they passed beyond the world or into some noble peace which is not the world’s peace, that they won a perfect freedom. Blake had not such mastery over figure and drapery as had Botticelli; but he could sympathize with the persons, and delight in the scenery of “The Inferno” and “The Purgatorio” as Botticelli could not, and could fill them with a mysterious and spiritual significance born perhaps of a mystical pantheism. The flames of Botticelli give one no emotion, and his car of Beatrice is no symbolic chariot of the church led by the gryphon, half eagle, half lion, of Christ’s dual nature, but is a fragment of some mediæval pageant pictured with a merely technical inspiration. Clovio, working in the manner of the illuminators of missals, has created a marvellous vision, a paradise of serene air reflected in a little mirror, a heaven of sociability and humility and prettiness, the heaven of children and of monks; but one cannot imagine him deeply moved, as the modern world is moved, by the symbolism of bird and beast, of tree and mountain, of flame and darkness. It was a profound understanding of all creatures and things; a profound sympathy with passionate and lost souls; made possible in their extreme intensity by his revolt against corporeal law, and corporeal reason; which made Blake the one perfectly fit illustrator for the Inferno and the Purgatorio: in the serene and rapturous emptiness of Dante’s Paradise he would find no symbols but a few abstract emblems; and he had no love for the abstract; ·36· and with the drapery and the gestures of Beatrice and Virgil, he would have prospered less than did Clovio and Botticelli.


  The drawing of the car of Beatrice, following the seven candlesticks in slow procession along the borders of Lethe, is from a tracing made many years ago by the late John Linnell and his son, John Linnell also, from a drawing which is too faint for reproduction. The Botticelli is reproduced with the permission of Messrs. Lawrence and Bullen from their admirable edition of his designs to “The Divine Comedy.”


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  A SONG


  
    [image: A]LL that a man may pray,


    Have I not prayed to thee?


    What were praise left to say,


    Has not been said by me,


    O ma mie?

  


  
    Yet thine eyes and thine heart,


    Always were dumb to me:


    Only to be my part,


    Sorrow has come from thee,


    O ma mie!

  


  
    Where shall I seek and hide


    My grief away with me?


    Lest my bitter tears should chide,


    Bring brief dismay to thee,


    O ma mie!

  


  
    More than a man may pray


    Have I not prayed to thee?


    What were praise left to say,


    Has not been said by me,


    O ma mie?

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}
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  MUTABILITY


  I


  [image: T]HE strong sweet south-wester, fresh and vigorous as a god, after its journey across the Channel which flashed blue and white to the horizon and broke in chalky waves at the foot of the down, flung the girl’s hair, loose and wet from the sea, across her chin and throat, fluttering its straggling gold into her eyes. The man who lay at her feet watched her with admiration and desire as she stood sideways to the wind that threatened to blow the sailor-cap on her head, a hundred yards down the grassy slope into the discoloured breakers. They had been together a good deal since the day when Algernon Deepdale—a young man well known to exist only on his expectations and an aunt—came to the hotel at which the Grays had been staying, and had recognized her as the partner of a dance some weeks back. Her friendship had made the time go rapidly, and he had thrown up an invitation in order to stay longer in the seaside town which her presence alone made endurable. Hers was an exceptional beauty, but it was not her only charm. She was possessed of an intelligence not very common among women, nor was ever at a loss for ideas or words. She talked with her eyes and hands as well as her lips, as if the momentary thought that she expressed moved her body to the cadence of her words, her gestures giving strength to the phrase. She was a living being, thought Deepdale, contrasting her mentally with the lack of animation and ideas which is the portion of the majority. Moreover, she was fond of being well dressed, as even the French muslin blouse tied at throat and waist with an unobtainable vieux-rose-colour ribbon attested. His eyes followed her every movement, and a little tempest of desire went through him, as his gaze at last unconsciously attracted her and she turned with a smile.


  “The wind is too strong,” she said, as she sat down, throwing her hair from her face and pulling her skirts over her ankles.


  “Helen, will you marry me?” he said, taking his cigarette out of his mouth, and looking up into her eyes.


  “Apropos of what? How dreadfully abrupt you are!” she replied.


  ·40· “Apropos of my thoughts and in logical sequence. May I have an answer?”


  “Why do you ask me that?” she answered, somewhat awkwardly.


  “For several reasons,” he replied. “First, because I am going away this afternoon: then because I should like you to be my wife; and the third reason I think you have known for some time.”


  “I am so sorry,” she said, gently. “It is quite impossible.”


  “I don’t see why,” he answered.


  “It is quite impossible,” she continued. “My people would be dead against it, and I am much too extravagant for you. Besides, I don’t want to marry anyone.”


  “Do you not care for me at all, Helen?” he asked.


  “I like you very well,” she replied, “but how long have I known you? Three months? In another three you will have forgotten me.”


  “You mean you don’t like me enough to marry me? Is that it?”


  She was silent. Then suddenly she said:


  “Why cannot you be patient? You have only known me for this little time and yet you want everything or nothing, at once.”


  “Oh no, not at once. I would wait for you, if there was any chance. Is there, Helen?”


  She shook her head.


  “How can I tell? There is none now,” she said.


  “But if there was?” he persisted.


  “I can’t say. Forget me. It will be much better. There can be no use in looking forward for a year.”


  “I think there would be—for me,” he answered.


  She laughed lightly.


  “How long have you thought of me like this?” she asked.


  “Since the first time I saw you,” he said, “that afternoon, when it was so dark I could barely make out your face, but I fell in love with your mouth, the loveliest mouth in the world.”


  A smile came back to her face. The flag on the coastguard’s cottage flapped in the wind, and, far below, the blue waves curled silently into innumerable points of foam. A steamer, infinitesimal though it seemed, left a track of pale smoke behind it, and the sun shone joyously over all.


  “How sweet it is,” he said, yielding himself up to the sensuous delight of summer centering in the beauty of the girl at his side. “Let me look at it all once more, since I must leave it all to-day. How you are to be envied, you ·41· who remain. And I have to go back to that intolerable, dusty, sultry, horrible town!”


  He turned to look at the downs behind, and turned back again.


  “No, there is nothing like the sea,” he continued. “Oh, Helen, if I could take back some hope of you!”


  “You are so impatient!” she said. “You must wait and see if there is a chance. I don’t suppose there will be. You had better forget me altogether. You can easily.”


  “Will you decide which I shall do?” he asked.


  “No, it is for you to decide.”


  “I shall wait then,” he answered. “You will not promise, Helen?”


  “No,” she said, shaking her head. “We must go back,” she added, abruptly. “Are you ready?”


  “Yes,” he said, springing up and stretching his hands to her. She took them and rose.


  “We are good friends,” he asked, still holding her hands. She smiled in his eyes with a “Yes.”


  “You are not angry?” she asked. “You won’t be bitter against me, will you? I should be so sorry.”


  “Bitter?” he repeated. “No, certainly not. How could I be?”


  “Don’t be bitter about it,” she continued, “I should hate to think that you could be angry with me.”


  “I can well promise you that,” he said, bending his face towards hers. How beautiful she was, with her little round face, her exquisite mouth and her eyes! “And I shall not forget you. I shall wait.”


  She smiled, and then added more seriously:


  “Don’t wait for me. It would be foolish of you to give up anything for my sake. I can promise you nothing.”


  “You cannot prevent my hoping, can you?” he asked.


  “I suppose not,” she answered, as they turned down the hillside and rejoined their party without more delay.


  II


  The chalky downs faded behind the train, and Deepdale found himself back again in the town which he imagined that he hated so much. In fact, it was desolate—with that lamentably seedy desolation which London wears for three months out of the twelve. Piccadilly without a well-dressed man or woman is ·42· not a pleasant sight, and Deepdale reached his rooms near that thoroughfare in an exceedingly bad temper. His letters—including several bills and a note from Mrs. Westham to warn him that she was coming to see him immediately on his arrival—also displeased him.


  Mrs. Westham was the only woman out of the innumerable women with whom he had had relations of some kind who was utterly devoted to him, and who therefore bored him beyond all others. Though their relationship was of long standing he hesitated to break it off, partly from the vanity of being so able to dominate her, and partly from the desire of causing her as little pain as possible. So long as he could keep her at a distance he was content, but when a meeting became inevitable it was for him an unpleasant experience. Fortunately she had her house to attend to, and he managed to arrange that his spare hours as a rule should not coincide with hers. Her husband was abroad for six months out of the year or her movements would have been even more restrained. But at last he found himself at the end of his patience. Let come what would, with the receipt of her note he determined to break off the affair altogether.


  With his return to the everyday world of London, on the other hand, his attraction towards Helen Gray had speedily faded. He had almost forgotten the incident of the morning. At the bottom, he had been insincere in professing love for her. She was certainly beautiful, she would in all probability, as an only child, be fairly rich, and she was a woman he would be proud to have for his wife, for purposes of display at Ascot or the opera. Moreover, the gracious beauty of her form and face were a promise of deeper happiness to the man whom she could love. But he was not very deeply hurt, he thought, by her refusal, which, after all, was extremely sensible. His income of nine hundred a year would be mere poverty in marriage, and it was doubtful if he would have more for several years.


  His man announcing Mrs. Westham disturbed his thoughts.


  She came in hesitatingly. When the door had closed he kissed her, and drew a chair to the window. She turned up her veil.


  “Good God!” he exclaimed, “how ill you look! What is the matter?”


  Her face, which once had had a certain charm for him, was drawn and yellow. He would hardly have recognized her.


  “I am ill,” she said, “but never mind that now. Are you glad to see me?” she asked, kissing his hands.


  “Of course I am,” he answered.


  “How changed you are, Algy,” she answered. “But you can’t help not ·43· being as fond of me now as you were a year ago! I wonder why you have changed?”


  It was the same scene he had been through before, over and over again. She always asked the same questions and he always made the same replies. She had very little tact, he thought! He was prepared for another unpleasant quarter of an hour, but he hoped that it would result in his being able to prevent its recurrence in the future.


  “Who were the people you saw so much of while you were away?” she asked. “You never told me their names.”


  “The Grays,” he answered, briefly.


  “Oh!” she said. “It was that Gray girl who was talked about in connection with you. To think that I didn’t know. I suppose you are engaged to her now?”


  “I am not,” he replied, coldly.


  “Did you propose to her?”


  “No.”


  “I don’t believe you,” she said. “Well, I am going, you don’t want me. I will not bore you again.” She choked a little. “You are not worth my love. I wonder if you will ever find a woman to love you as I have done. But I won’t bore you again.”


  “Don’t be a fool, Milly,” he said. “Sit down.”


  “I told you that I would give you up when you found another woman,” she continued, standing. “When I heard you talked about with that Gray girl I did not even feel jealous. I was so sure of you. But you are quite changed. Oh, God help me! Algy, how can I live without you?” she cried, as she sank back into the chair.


  He leaned forward and stroked her hand.


  “You don’t even kiss me now!” she exclaimed, passionately, throwing back his caress. “And I had so much to tell you! Are you tired of me? Is that the truth?”


  “No,” he said, indifferently.


  “It is,” she retorted. “Yet even now I cannot see it. I love you too much to believe it. Tell me and let me know. Are you tired of me?”


  At all events, it was his duty to hurt her as little as possible. “Of course, I am not,” he answered. Then a thought struck him which made him look curiously at her. The same thought at that moment came uppermost in her mind, crushing out her misery for the time. She lay back in the chair and half closed her eyelids.


  ·44· “There is one thing I wanted to tell you,” she said, “I have a child!”


  The announcement was not unforeseen, but it was a shock. To conceal the fact he flicked the end of his cigarette carefully into the grate before answering. Then he said:


  “Are you quite sure now?”


  She nodded. Her heart was beating a tattoo and she could barely speak.


  “What an infernal complication!” he exclaimed, frowning, although a vague feeling of pride which appeared to him to be wholly stupid, but which he could not check, rose in him. “What are you going to do?”


  “I shall have to kill myself,” she replied. Why did he not throw himself at her feet, she thought, beseeching her not to do such a thing? He did not answer, but stared hard at the end of the cigarette, still frowning.


  “I believe you would be glad if I did!” she exclaimed. Then as her excitement grew, she continued, “Algy, you are not so brutal as to wish that, are you?”


  “Don’t be absurd. I was thinking what on earth is to be done. When is he coming back?”


  “Not for three months.”


  Abruptly and without tangible cause, the whole story of their relationship unfolded itself before him, bare of the imagined beauty with which his thought had once bedecked it, in its plain and squalid ugliness. He was filled in spite of himself with horror of the woman before him. It seemed—in this crisis of his nerves—as if he could not tolerate her presence for a moment longer. Though his face did not show his feeling, she seemed to grasp his thought. She felt that there was no mercy to be expected from him, no hope for her to cling to. She rose bravely.


  “Good-bye, Algy,” she said. “We shall not meet again. Don’t speak to me. Let me go. Good-bye.”


  He took her hand for a moment and then opened the door. As she went out he called his servant to open the street door for her and returned to his room.


  “Thank God that is finished,” he muttered, as he moved about, nervously touching things on the tables or the mantelpiece. Then, after a time, he went out. At his club he found the only man he looked on as a friend, Lord Reggie Cork, a philosophical young man whose eternal tranquillity of temper was extremely pleasing to the nervous temperament of Deepdale.


  ·45· “Hullo, Deepdale,” he said, “come and dine with me. What are you doing in town at this time? Do you feel inclined to go to Norway?”


  “Norway? Are you going?”


  “To-morrow, ten-thirty. Come with me, there’s a good chap!”


  Deepdale thought for a moment. Then he answered:


  “Right! I will come with you. I shall not come back here till next year. I am sick of town and of England too. I have been getting into trouble.”


  Deepdale proceeded to expound matters to his friend and to ask his advice.


  Whatever Lord Reggie’s opinion may have been, the two men left England on the morrow, Deepdale having arranged to let his chambers during his absence.


  III


  He kept his word and did not return till the following year. When he did the season was well under weigh. It was an exceptionally beautiful spring, and London was—in Deepdale’s eyes at least—its central and most perfect flower. To one who had been away from it so long, the city seemed to give a promise of new life, and, as his cab flashed down Piccadilly, the sight of the crush of carriages, the crowd at Hyde Park Corner, lifted his heart like a draught of wine. Lady Audley, on whom he called, was delighted to see him. She reproached him for his long disappearance and his tardy return.


  “You haven’t seen the new beauty,” she said, laughing. In answer to his inquiry, she continued—


  “She’s an old friend of yours, I hear. In society? No; she used not to be, but Lady Rivers, people say, met her somewhere or other in the winter, and was so fascinated that she has had her under her wing for the last three weeks. We are all raving about her.”


  “You say I know her?” he asked.


  “If that isn’t like you men!” she laughed. “You have met this girl, fallen in love with her, I believe, and have forgotten all about it. Well, you will fall in love with her again. That is my prophecy.”


  “When am I likely to see her?” he asked.


  “If you like to bore yourself by coming here to-night you are sure to see her. Come any time after eleven.”


  “Won’t you tell me who she is?” he said.


  ·46· “No. She will surprise you; and you will have to be grateful to me for giving you an emotion.”


  He took his leave presently, and made his way into the Park. The subject slipped out of his mind, and he did not mention it to any of the numberless acquaintances he met. Most of them seemed glad to see him, but a few appeared to his sensitive egoism to be somewhat strange in manner. He was wondering at this, a little annoyed, when he ran up against Lord Reggie, whom he had not seen for several months.


  “Hullo, Deepdale!” he exclaimed. “Just back? I say, you’ve come at a bad time.”


  “How’s that?” asked Deepdale.


  “Haven’t you heard, or are you trying to play deep?” he answered.


  “I have heard nothing,” was the answer.


  “Good Lord! I’ll have to tell you then. Come and sit down.”


  Deepdale obeyed.


  “It’s pretty serious, old chap,” Cork continued. “It’s all over the place, or it wouldn’t matter so much. You remember a woman I saw at your place once or twice—Mrs. Westham—the woman you told me about?”


  Deepdale nodded.


  “Well, she poisoned herself a month ago,” said the other, lowering his voice. “But that isn’t all. These women are so confoundedly theatrical. She couldn’t make her exit from this world without letting people know why. I dare say she didn’t mean to harm you, but it looks as if she wanted a little revenge at the last moment. She wrote a letter to you and left it on her table before drinking the stuff. It came out at the inquest; I’ve a paper at my rooms, but I daresay you can guess what it was.”


  Deepdale, with his head bent, was gazing at the point of his stick in the gravel.


  “Damn her,” he said, in a low voice, choking with anger, yet stunned with the shock. He had nearly forgotten her, but the news of her death was like a violent blow. “How far has it gone?”


  “Everywhere, naturally. You can’t prevent people reading newspapers.”


  “I saw Lady Audley just now,” he muttered. “She said nothing.”


  “Very likely she hadn’t heard. But she won’t be nice when she does.”


  “Let us go to your rooms,” he said, standing up a little shakily. It cost him an effort not to break down altogether. His knees seemed to have lost all sensation: he could hardly steady himself, his hands shook, and his face had gone suddenly white.


  ·47· Lord Reggie drew his arm through his own.


  “Steady, old man,” said he, as they crossed the Row. “It’s no good showing ’em how you’ve been hit. Get into this cab,” he added as they emerged from the archway.


  “No, we’ll walk!” exclaimed Deepdale, with an oath. “Damn the woman! I thought I was going to have a good time of it this season. You know my aunt is dead? No? she died a week ago and left me nearly everything. I’ve been scraping along all this time on a few beggarly hundreds a year, and now that it’s thousands, this infernal woman steps in and spoils all my hand! Damn her!”


  “You needn’t swear,” said Cork. “You were pretty well gone on her once, weren’t you?”


  Deepdale made no answer as his thoughts went back into the past. He walked with his head bent down. Suddenly he exclaimed:


  “My God, what a thing to happen to a man!”


  His first feeling of anger had passed. He was overwhelmed now with remorse. Why had he not stayed and helped her? He forgot how weary of her presence he had been, and reproached himself only for his leaving her to her trouble. What misery she must have endured! What a beast he was! Would he have to go through life with the consciousness of having committed the most callous of murders, of having caused the death of the one woman who had really loved him, wearisome though she was!


  “What am I to do, Reggie?” he asked, to break the silence.


  “Wait and see what happens,” replied Cork philosophically. He was a believer in Fate.


  “What an infernal scandal it will be,” Deepdale murmured under his breath. He was too fond of society to be as unconventional as he wished, and he by no means wished to give up his season.


  When they reached Lord Reggie’s chambers, he sank into a chair.


  “Give me the paper and get me a drink—brandy and soda,” he said.


  The lines were a misty blur, and he could not read at first. After a time some of the sentences became legible. He was reading her letter; the letter that was meant only for him, and yet was printed for everyone’s eyes; trying to skip the details of her death, though they forced themselves under his notice and burnt themselves on his mind. It was a much saner and less effusive letter than he expected, and was both dignified and pathetic.


  Lord Reggie sat opposite his friend, dreading an outburst of frantic grief. He was relieved when Deepdale lifted his head and merely remarked,


  ·48· “I don’t believe the thing has gone or will go as far as you try to make out. Haven’t you exaggerated?”


  A sudden revulsion of feeling had come upon him. The sober sentences had calmed him, and he had recovered his nerve. After all, what did it matter? He was not responsible for her death. He had tired of her and left her. That was nothing unusual. Her foolishness was no fault of his. So far he satisfied himself: and as to the scandal, he would have to live it down or go away if it became necessary.


  Deepdale’s temperament was one that is not rare. He could take things easily or badly, almost as he chose. Though the catastrophe might, if he had allowed it to do so, have broken him down, yet by an effort of will he managed to throw it on one side. The shock remained, like a wound that annoys when the first pain has gone by, but he had determined to let it gain no ascendancy over him. He was able to forget very easily, and he relied on this ability to preserve him from any future outbreaks of conscience.


  Instead of answering, Lord Reggie, relieved to find that there was to be no scene, proceeded to discourse with some warmth to his friend on his callousness and brutality. Deepdale listened meekly, and when Lord Reggie had come to the end of his disquisition, they arranged to dine and pass the evening together. It was not far from midnight when they appeared at Lady Audley’s party. Deepdale was relieved to find that there was no change towards him in any of the people to whom he spoke. A weight seemed lifted from his heart.


  “Where is your new beauty?” he asked his hostess, when there was a momentary cessation of arrivals.


  “She’s here. That is all I know,” she answered, glancing with pretended dismay into the hopelessly crowded room. “Oh, there she is,” she exclaimed, as some movement opened a momentary space in the crush. His eyes followed the direction of hers, and lighted on a tall fair girl with blonde hair and enormous pale yellow sleeves.


  “What? Miss Gray?” he asked.


  “Go and talk to her,” she replied. “I am a confirmed match-maker, you know,” she added, good humouredly, as she turned to smile on some new guests.


  Deepdale edged his way towards his old acquaintance. He made slow progress, but at last he succeeded in reaching her. Her welcome was more cordial than he could have hoped, and the man to whom she had been speaking moved away unwillingly.


  ·49· “Where have you been all this time?” she said. “You ought to be punished. You look ever so much older, and you don’t look well.”


  “No,” he answered, “I’m rather seedy. But you are more beautiful than ever,” he added, lowering his voice.


  She laughed. “You have not forgotten your old sin of paying untrue compliments!”


  “Untrue?” he replied. “Will you never believe me? Can’t we get out of this crowd? Shall we go on the balcony?”


  The balcony was large, and by good luck they found two chairs.


  “Tell me all about yourself,” she said as she sat down. He obeyed as far as he could, and did not omit to mention the death of his aunt and his consequent increase of fortune.


  “How delightful for you,” she said. “And now you are perfectly happy, I suppose.”


  “Do you think I am so inconstant?” he asked. “Or have you forgotten the downs?”


  “No, I don’t forget. It is you who forget, and go away for three-quarters of a year without a word.”


  “It was an unpardonable sin,” he replied; “but will you forgive me? It was really very necessary, and perhaps, perhaps you remember why it was of no use for me to come back sooner?”


  “I forgive you,” she said softly.


  “Are you any happier now that you have achieved success?” he asked. “You used to long for success.”


  “No, I think not,” she answered. “It seems only natural. And then everything appears just as stupid as before. There is always something wanting to my life. I don’t know what.”


  “It is the same with me,” he said, “with a difference. I know what I want.”


  “I should have thought you had everything you wanted,” she answered.


  “No, there is always one thing,” he said, touching her hand. She withdrew it gently, and stood up.


  “Let us go in,” she said; “I am cooler now, and I am afraid of catching cold.”


  “When may I come and see you?” he asked, as he rose.


  She thought for a moment.


  “On Friday,” she answered.


  “And to-day is Monday!” he exclaimed.


  ·50· “Friday is the only possible day this week. I am staying with Lady Rivers, you know, and I have to go out with her. But I can be in on Friday, about four, if you like.”


  “On Friday, then,” he answered. “I want to ask you a question I asked you once before,” he added, as they re-entered the room, and further talk became impossible.


  She turned away with a smile.


  “Who was that you were on the balcony with?” asked Lady Rivers an hour later, as they were driving home.


  “A Mr. Deepdale,” Helen answered, “an old friend. I have asked him to come on Friday to tea.”


  “My dear Helen!” exclaimed Lady Rivers, “he is quite impossible. You ought not to know such a man.”


  “Why not?” she queried.


  “Haven’t you heard about his wickedness? It is really too dreadful.”


  “No, I have heard nothing against him,” she answered frigidly, while some strange fear made her tremble. “I believe he is going to ask me to marry him.”


  “Helen! You must not think of it,” said Lady Rivers in an agonizing tone. “It would be very wrong of you. I don’t know the whole tale, but my husband told me a good deal of it.”


  “I wish to hear nothing,” she replied, coldly.


  “Oh, yes, you must, and I shall tell you.”


  IV


  The three following days were like nightmares to Helen. She had listened to the story without the least change of expression, but in her own room she had broken into a passion of tears. Until that moment she had scarcely realized that she loved the man at all. She knew it at last, conquered by jealousy of the woman he had killed. To her own despair, she was not overwhelmed with horror for his crime. It did not seem unnatural. She only hated the woman who had come between them. But her own state of mind seemed like dishonour, and she suffered all the tortures of remorse for what she could not help.


  Before Friday, however, she had regained some tranquillity. She would refuse, if he proposed to her, and would forget him. When Deepdale called, she therefore welcomed him very frigidly. But she was alone, and he had determined not to let the opportunity slip.


  ·51· “Why are you so changed, so cold?” he asked, after a time. The truth suddenly flashed upon him, and he swiftly decided on his course of action. “Have people been telling you tales about me?” he added.


  “Tales that are true, I am afraid,” she answered.


  “I would have told you myself,” he said, gently. “It is too dreadful for words, isn’t it? You should pity me, rather than blame me; my life is quite ruined. I have nothing left me now on earth.”


  “Don’t say that,” she murmured. “You will forget, and so will others. But it is very sad.”


  “It is much more; it is my ruin. But you, at least, may pity me. My life is hard enough to bear, without losing you even as a friend—for you were my friend once, were you not?”


  She did not answer, but her lips moved inaudibly.


  “You know now why I went away. Can you not guess what I suffered all the time, knowing that I had lost you, you who were ever like a star in my dark heaven? Think now what my life will be, without the one hope that filled me for so long, the one thing that made me live. I have lost that—and I have lost everything. It is my own fault—and yet not so much my fault as perhaps you think. It was my sin, and I must pay for it. In these days there is no Elizabeth to forgive Tannhauser.”


  She listened immovably, but her eyes were moist, and her lips parted, as she breathed rapidly.


  “I will go,” he said, rising. “Shall I ever see you again, I wonder? Oh, Helen,” he cried, taking her hands as she stood before him, “I could have loved you so well!”


  She did not move away, and he bent his head to cover her hands with kisses.


  “Helen,” he said, looking into her eyes, “is it all over? Will not your forgiveness cover even me? Cannot the past be the past? I am broken-hearted for my crime. You and you only can give me new life. Will you forgive me? Will you not love me as I love you?”


  He placed his arm round her neck, tentatively. She did not resist, and as he drew nearer, her head sank on his shoulder, and she uttered a little sigh of content.


  He smiled to himself in triumph; then he bent his head and kissed her on the mouth.


  Theodore Wratislaw.


  {·  ·}


  O’SULLIVAN RUA TO THE SECRET ROSE


  
    [image: F]AR off, most secret, and inviolate Rose,


    Enfold me in my hour of hours; where those


    Who sought thee at the Holy Sepulchre,


    Or in the wine vat, dwell beyond the stir


    And tumult of defeated dreams; and deep


    Among pale eyelids, heavy with the sleep


    Men have named beauty. Your heavy leaves enfold


    The ancient beards, the helms of ruby and gold


    Of the crowned Magi; and the Hound of Cu


    Who met Fand walking among flaming dew,


    And lost the world and Emer for a kiss;


    And him who drove the gods out of their liss,


    And till a hundred morns had flowered red


    Feasted and wept the barrows of his dead;


    And the proud dreaming king who flung the crown


    And sorrow away, and calling bard and clown


    Dwelt among wine-stained wanderers in deep woods;


    And him who sold tillage, and house, and goods,


    And sought through lands and islands numberless years,


    Until he found, with laughter and with tears,


    A woman, of so shining loveliness,


    That men threshed corn at midnight by a tress,


    A little stolen tress.


    I, too, await


    The hour of thy great wind of love and hate.


    When shall the stars be blown about the sky,


    Like the sparks blown out of a smithy, and die?


    Surely thine hour has come, thy great wind blows,


    Far off, most secret, and inviolate Rose?

  


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  THE OLD WOMEN


  
    [image: T]HEY pass upon their old, tremulous feet,


    Creeping with little satchels down the street,


    And they remember, many years ago,


    Passing that way in silks. They wander, slow


    And solitary, through the city ways,


    And they alone remember those old days


    Men have forgotten. In their shaking heads


    A dancer of old carnivals yet treads


    The measure of past waltzes, and they see


    The candles lit again, the patchouli


    Sweeten the air, and the warm cloud of musk


    Enchant the passing of the passionate dusk.


    Then you will see a light begin to creep


    Under the earthen eyelids, dimmed with sleep,


    And a new tremor, happy and uncouth,


    Jerking about the corners of the mouth.


    Then the old head drops down again, and shakes,


    Muttering.


    Sometimes, when the swift gaslight wakes


    The dreams and fever of the sleepless town,


    A shaking huddled thing in a black gown


    Will steal at midnight, carrying with her


    Violet little bags of lavender,


    Into the tap-room full of noisy light;


    Or, at the crowded earlier hour of night,


    Sidle, with matches, up to some who stand


    About a stage-door, and, with furtive hand,


    Appealing: “I too was a dancer, when


    Your fathers would have been young gentlemen!”


    And sometimes, out of some lean ancient throat,


    A broken voice, with here and there a note


    ·56· Of unspoilt crystal, suddenly will arise


    Into the night, while a cracked fiddle cries


    Pantingly after; and you know she sings


    The passing of light, famous, passing things.


    And sometimes, in the hours past midnight, reels


    Out of an alley upon staggering heels,


    Or into the dark keeping of the stones


    About a doorway, a vague thing of bones


    And draggled hair.


    And all these have been loved,


    And not one ruinous body has not moved


    The heart of man’s desire, nor has not seemed


    Immortal in the eyes of one who dreamed


    The dream that men call love. This is the end


    Of much fair flesh; it is for this you tend


    Your delicate bodies many careful years,


    To be this thing of laughter and of tears,


    To be this living judgment of the dead,


    An old grey woman with a shaking head.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  A ROMANCE OF THREE FOOLS


  [image: I]T was the year when Marie Barrone sang for a season at the “Folly,” never to be forgotten by those who heard her; when London, or the idler part of it, was very much in love with her, and her spirit of waywardness and all mischief. It was a year of romances; and of them all, that in which Marie played the part of amused heroine and our famous three were the heroes, was quite the most entertaining.


  At this time, the leader of the three, Jack Barry, or as most of us knew him, “Jack Momus,” that being the name under which he wrote the little comedies and lyrical burlesques chiefly associated with him,—was at the height of his singular career. The success of his latest work, “Sweet Cinderella,” at the “Folly,” thanks to Marie’s delightful singing and dancing, had for once filled his pockets to overflowing; and it must be said they overflowed excessively. He was reckless in his extravagance of good-luck now, as he had been reckless before from ill-luck; and he showed his quality in nothing more than in the choice of his two companions, who did not tend, on the whole, to restrain him.


  Young Pavier—the Hon. Tom Pavier—was certainly not the kind of young man to be an economical factor in anybody’s equation. A thrice mortgaged peer’s third son, who has been disowned by his noble father, who has compromised more than his purse because of his infatuation for the turf, and who has taken, half out of bravado, to driving a hansom for a living before he is thirty, is not likely to be over much in love with respectability, and the social virtues, for their own sake. His name, in truth, was by this become something of a byword with the latest incarnation of Mrs. Grundy—Lady Kyo: “Like young Pavier!” she would say, and close her eyes. As for the third of the three, “Sinister” Smith,—him we know better now as John Smith, R.A.; but at this time he chiefly drew comic pictures for that short-lived paper, the “Babbler,” besides occasionally painting extraordinary portraits of modern people in a mediæval manner.


  A more excellent trio for the amusement of a spirited heroine could not ·58· well be imagined. All three were of accord in their devotion to Miss Marie. Almost every other night, for Jack Momus, to call him so, was never tired of hearing his jokes in their histrionic setting, they arrived, sooner or later, at the theatre. They usually came in the hansom which Momus had purchased in the exuberance of his pockets, and had leased to Tom Pavier on very un-businesslike terms. This remarkable vehicle was suggested by that which appeared nightly on the stage in “Sweet Cinderella,” and like that, was always at Marie’s service; she greatly appreciated it, and often drove home in it to her lodgings in Westminster, after theatre. It was not, indeed, until she had twice running experienced the sensation of a street collision, under Tom Pavier’s reckless driving, that she showed any hesitation about it. Thereafter, one night, when Tom drove Barry to the stage-door to meet her, they found a suspicious private brougham waiting there. When Miss Marie at length tripped out, she gave an odd little glance at the two vehicles, and at Barry bowing at her elbow; and then turning towards the brougham, she stammered out a naïve explanation that she felt it was not at all right, “you know, to be always taking your hansom; though, to be sure, a hansom was better fun than anything!”


  This was the beginning of disaster. She had always been rather mysterious in her comings and goings; but after this she became more and more elusive, while the attentions of other admirers were nightly more obvious. The brougham itself did not long remain a mystery: it was only one of many attentions from the same admirer, Lord Merthen; while the bouquets of Captain Jolywell made it like a pot-pourri on wheels. So time went, and the pleasant early summer began to lose its greenness in London, while Marie Barrone still drew tears by her song of the country flowers which, in a state of nature, her audience might have cared for much less. One evening, late in June, Momus, who grew more dejected as Marie grew more elusive, made a desperate effort to get her to come to a little supper at Fantochetti’s. But no! not even that; though as she said “No!” her voice had the sympathetic thrill which was so effective in “Sweet Cinderella,” and her eyes looked sorrowfully at him where he stood, hat off, his cherubic visage absurdly wrinkled in his wistful anxiety. However, on the following Saturday, after performance, when Sinister was present, she seemed to relent. Momus and Sinister had been driven up by Tom, and stood at the brougham step a moment, while Tom looked on from his driver’s perch, a few yards off.


  “I’m going to have two days’ holiday,” said Marie. “I’m rather tired; my voice was like a crow’s to-night. Didn’t you notice in my ·59· primrose song? My doctor says I may have to give up singing, if I don’t take care!”


  “You never sang better, I swear!” responded Momus, and Sinister corroborated with his lips. But she went on gaily:


  “I’m so sorry I can’t come to Fantochetti’s! Ah, you’ve been so kind, all of you,”—here her voice had that little quiver again. “Well, I suppose Thomas,—my Thomas I mean, not yours,” she explained, with a mischievous smile at Tom Pavier,—“is impatient, and wants to be off. You know, I never like to say good-bye, even only for a day or two. Au revoir is better!”


  “À Demain is better still,” ingeniously interposed Momus. She shook her pretty head.


  “No, I’m afraid it will have to be good-bye London to-morrow, for a while at least.”


  “And Olva’s fête?” asked Momus. The fête was a fancy dress ball, at Count Olva’s, which among certain less particular sections of frivolous society was to be a great event in its way.


  “Ah, Olva’s fête,” said Marie, adjusting her flowers, “I had forgotten: it will be fun to meet there. But in case——;” she hesitated, putting the flowers to her face, as it might be to hide a furtive smile, “in case my voice is still hoarse?”


  “No, no,” interposed Momus, “you must come! So au revoir!”


  “Au revoir!” she echoed. And the brougham drove off.


  Some days later Momus heard from Mrs. Harriet at the Folly—Mrs. Harriet being Miss Marie’s tire-woman—that Marie was likely to resume her part on the very evening of the fête, and was having a new frock, very pretty and fantastic, in white and blue and gold, no doubt for the Olva occasion. At this, he decided to give her a bouquet, simple and costly; which he ordered forthwith at Centifiori’s. His plans were, to see the last act of “Cinderella” that evening, present Marie with the bouquet as she left the theatre, humbly begging her to bear it to Count Olva’s; then don his own fancy-dress—a clown’s motley, very carefully copied from an old Italian print—and so meet Marie at the fête at midnight. The chief lion of the occasion, it should be explained, was an African one,—the black Prince of Xula. It struck him as an ingenious idea, which Marie would appreciate, that they should make the Prince himself the point of assignation in the crowd at Olva’s.


  “The Prince at midnight!” He was so pleased with the idea, that he kept repeating the words to himself in his excitement.


  ·60· Finding on reflection that he would barely have time to prepare for the fête after theatre, he decided, when the evening in question came, to attire himself in advance, hide his Italian motley under his great-coat, hear a little of Marie’s singing from the back of the first circle, and then go round and intercept her with his bouquet. At a little after ten-thirty, Tom Pavier drove him to the “Folly”—a box containing the precious bouquet by his side—through a slow downpour of rain. The hansom drew up at the main entrance with a characteristic dash, just as Sinister was alighting from another cab. It was the hour of Marie’s best song, and Momus, in his haste and excitement, after briefly exchanging a friendly word with Sinister, ran upstairs eagerly. From within, the familiar noise of the violins and oboe, playing the opening strains of Marie’s song, reached his ears seductively. Another second, and to this boyish access of expectancy there ensued a cold thrill of dismay. On the corridor wall, a square placard, red-lettered, was fastened, which ran thus:


  “In consequence of continued indisposition, Miss Marie Barrone is again unable to appear this evening. Miss Nelly Cavotte has consented to take the part of Cinderella in her unavoidable absence.”


  He did not wait to see more, not having the heart to look at the stage itself, where Marie’s pretty figure and bright eyes usually faced him. He pointed out the placard to Sinister (who had followed), with a grotesque grimace and an indescribable air of disappointment.


  “I wish I may die!” he began, with an hysterical little laugh. But Sinister, whose emotions never showed on his colourless, expressionless face, interposed gently:


  “If I were you, I’d go behind and see Mrs. Harriet, my boy! It’s only a cold she has got. You will hear her sing on many a night to come!” Sinister further consoled him by seizing his arm and conducting him round the house until they found Mrs. Harriet, who was hastily putting on a black bonnet over her black curls with the aid of a cracked looking-glass, as she stood at the door of Miss Barrone’s dressing room. She told them that Marie had arrived at the theatre half an hour before performance, and had had an interview with the stage-manager, who had been in a rage ever since.


  “Too bad to sing; not too bad to dance at that what-d’ye-call it to-night, I know!” said Mrs. Harriet, shaking her curls. “I daresay she has a cold; but cold or not, she cares for nobody—not she, when she takes it into her head!” This was all Mrs. Harriet had to say.


  They did not wait to see the angry manager, or inquire further. Momus ·61· took the wild resolution of driving off straightway to her rooms, to make sure of her. So he resumed the hansom, parting with Sinister, who did not like these undignified flights. By this time there were other reasons for haste than the fact of their being late. A heavy rain began to come down with great determination. They careered through Palace Yard in a perfect deluge, and Tom turned into the narrow street where Marie lived, half-blinded by the storm. But here his sense of vision might well be quickened. Under the rainy gas-light, one thing he saw clearly: Marie’s familiar brougham! which was being driven rapidly out of the turning at the other end of the street, an ominous brace of trunks on top. He drew up, and cried through the slit to Momus:


  “There she goes—her blessed brougham’s just turned the corner.”


  “Nonsense, man!” screamed Momus. “It’s not—it can’t be! Drive on to the door!”


  Tom drove on, and stopped at Marie’s door. Momus leapt out, and knocked furiously. After a delay, that seemed hours, a grimy little housemaid opened the door.


  “Miss Barrone?” he cried.


  The maid blinked her eyes at him, and drew back: “She’ve gone aw’y, sir!”


  Momus could have wept. “Why, she said she would be in;—has she just gone?” He fumbled out half-a-crown.


  The child, who knew him of old, smiled sagaciously. She probably thought him an actor from the “Folly.” “Miss Berewn didn’t be at the theeayter to-night——” she was beginning to explain.


  “The devil!” ejaculated he, “I know that,—but see;” he put the coin in her dirty little hand: “Was—that—her—carriage?”


  She nodded reluctantly, and Momus turned and leapt back into the hansom. “You’re right—’twas the brougham,” he cried to Tom. “After it, man! Go it, Peg!”


  The hansom whirled off furiously in the direction of Whitehall, causing consternation there in the stream of buses and cabs. At the top of Whitehall Tom thought he caught a glimpse at last of the vanished brougham, and whipped up Peg to a still hotter pace. So following along Pall Mall, at the foot of the Haymarket he made it out distinctly, half way up that thoroughfare At Piccadilly Circus he was almost within hail, and Momus was chuckling as he saw; when, lo! another hansom, crossing at right angles, was surprised by Tom’s wild and irresponsible irruption, so that the two vehicles cannoned ·62· with astonishing effect. Peg went down as if she was shot, while the other horse pawed the footboard for a moment in front of Momus, and then, recoiling, went down in turn. Momus, for his part leapt out, slipped, pitched headlong; while his hat flew one way, the precious box with the flowers another, where it was hurled under Peg’s lively heels, as she lay a-kicking, and there speedily yielded up its little golden orchids and other rare blossoms to a muddy doom. It was a cruel stroke, which might have upset the quest of a less devoted, or a less mercurial, knight errant. But not so Momus. He still, in all this wreck, had his eye on the brougham, now rapidly disappearing down Piccadilly, all unconscious of the confusions it had wrought behind it. Mopping hastily the mud off his coat and doublet, picking up his volatile crush-hat, he hailed another hansom, and retook the pursuit, leaving Tom to his fate. As he was now whirled along Piccadilly, to add to his misfortunes, a drop that fell from somewhere on his nose, suddenly connected itself with a peculiar sensation in his head and hair, which, he remembered, he had first noticed after his fall. Putting his hand up, he found his well-arranged locks disturbed by a very pretty stream of crimson, which had been all this while slowly trickling through them, and was now combining with the mud to add a new and original adornment to his piebald doublet. But little he cared in his mad pre-occupation, so long as he did not lose Marie too. Once, at the foot of Bond Street, a block of carriages cost him a profane expense of breath, but he had again come within hailing distance of the fugitives by the time they had reached the top and emerged in Oxford Street. So the pursuit was maintained along Oxford Street, and up Edgware Road, until the brougham turned towards Paddington Station. Here another small delay, caused by two passing omnibuses, allowed the gap between the two to widen again. However, in the end, Momus dashed up, just as Marie, having dismounted, was seen disappearing through the portico of the station, a dark blue travelling dress and a veil proving a very transparent disguise. Momus hurled himself, in his mud and motley, a startling figure enough, out of his hansom, and was rushing through after her, intent only on overtaking her, when a strong hand caught his arm, and stopped him violently. He wriggled and turned as if on a pivot, and as he did so, in turning, saw the impassive good-natured face of a Herculean railway policeman.


  “Pardon, sir!” said this amiable, irresistible giant. “Afraid you are hurt, sir! Not so fast!”


  “Now, by all that’s wicked,” screamed his captive, “let me go! See—wait—wait! That lady, see! O Lord!”


  ·63· With this, Momus fainted.


  Next day, about noon, Sinister was roused from a profound sleep, proper to a man who had been up till four that morning, by a loud knocking at his door. This door, it should be said, gave entrance to two small rooms and a large studio at the top of a house in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. The knocking proved to be from the vigorous fist of Tom Pavier, who explained last night’s pursuit, the upset, and the disappearance of our hero-in-chief after it. Finally, as Tom discovered at Paddington, poor Momus had been conveyed from the station in a state of collapse to a hospital near by. There, suffering from the effects of his accident in Piccadilly Circus, and the excitement of Miss Marie’s disappearance under his very eyes, he had spent the night in a fine fever. Sinister lost no time now in getting into his clothes, and making his way there.


  He found his friend sitting up in bed in an accident ward, between two much more seriously damaged fellow-patients. When Momus saw him, he held out his hand with a deprecatory gesture.


  “We lost her after all, old chap!” he cried, with a half-sob, “A damned railway bobby collared me in the station. I must have been a pretty sight. I don’t know how I came here!”


  After a little comforting philosophy from Sinister, he grew calmer; and that evening they were allowed to take him home, with one arm in bandages, and some sticking-plaster on his head. Indeed, his condition was not serious, his excitement growing less feverish. Half that night, however, Sinister sat by his bedside, and humoured him when he talked, still half-deliriously, of following Marie—to the world’s end if need be.


  This idea was still dominant when Momus had recovered sufficiently to resume his usual ways. The very first thing he did was to set out in quest of Miss Marie’s address, which at last he was lucky enough to procure from her landlady in Westminster, in consideration of a certain bribe. The address ran:


  
    “Aberduly Arms,


    Aberduly,


    North Wales.”

  


  Procuring next a guide to North Wales, he discovered that Aberduly was a rising seaside place. He discovered, moreover, what he thought significant, that Marie’s friend, Lord Merthen, had a seat in the same county. Revolving these things in his inventive mind, he presently evolved a delightful scheme; ·64· nothing more nor less than a driving tour across country, and in the hansom itself, into Wales (à la Jack Mytton, who was one of Momus’s favourite heroes), ending with a descent upon Aberduly and Miss Marie.


  It was in pursuance of this scheme, that three days later, at the impossible hour of seven in the morning, the early milkmen in Chelsea were startled by an unusual spectacle. This was the arrival at Mr. Barry’s door of the hansom, resplendent in black and yellow, drawn tandem by Tom Pavier’s mare “Peg,” and a well-matched bay horse, while Tom himself, in an amazing suit of light check, a red rose in his button-hole, handled the reins to masterly effect. All this Momus, already up and in the act of shaving his pink cheeks, saw from his window; and he found the sight inspiring. Meanwhile Tom might have been observed dismounting, when, having found two delighted loafers to hold his horses, he made his way into the house, humming the familiar hunting ditty from “Jack Straw”:


  
    “I hear the horn a blowin’,


    And off they’ll soon be throwin’,


    But first of all I’m goin’


    To taste the hunting cup:


    A cup ’tis, well compounded,


    As I have always found it,


    That many a care have drownded—


    But Yoicks! the hunt is up!”

  


  On arriving upstairs, he found a breakfast table laid for three in Barry’s room, but as that hero did not at once appear, he threw up the window, and lighting a pipe, sat himself down on the window-sill. From this point of vantage he regarded with great satisfaction the inspiring sight below, where Peg and her leader stood pawing and fretting to be off, their bright harness and bay coats agleam in the early sun. He was still absorbed in this satisfying contemplation, when Momus, descending, found him there; whereupon, as Sinister delayed to appear, they proceeded to breakfast. Ere they finished, another hansom rattled up, and their party was complete; and as the clock struck eight, they started on their journey, the hansom and its team deploying gracefully on the embankment, ere it went off at a smart pace westward. How their journey thereafter startled Oxford one day, Leamington another, and Shrewsbury on a third, may be better imagined than described. On the fourth day, however, when they had crossed the Welsh border, there befell a climacteric adventure which is essential to their history.


  On that afternoon, it was a Saturday, the last in July, Tom was whipping up his dusty horses with every intention of reaching the village of Croeslwyd ·65· in time for dinner. There had been a great fair in the village on the day before, and various waggons of roundabouts, and other such rural amusements, met our adventurers from time to time. They had successfully passed several of these vehicles—a matter of some difficulty in a narrow country by-road—when, turning a corner, Tom found before him a steep descent of a quarter of a mile or less, ending at a narrow bridge over a small stream in the hollow. Down this Tom drove, with an insufficient brake, at a somewhat exciting pace, and about half-way down the hill, he and his two companions were startled by a rattle of wheels on the opposite bank, where the road turned sharply and disappeared amid some trees in the middle distance. At this turn now suddenly appeared a descending vehicle, which in colour far outshone the hansom, and in reckless speed quite equalled it. An ungainly chariot, with tarnished gold and green and red decorations, and of fantastic shape—evidently some part of a travelling show! Drawn by a wildly galloping white horse, of a gaunt appearance, it was driven by a little rubicund man, in a grey overcoat, with another smaller man, in the grotesque attire and white paint of a circus clown, and an immense negro, clad in irreproachable black, at his side. Thus accoutred, the chariot-in-advance of Mr. Hopkins’ “Combination Zoological Circus and Panopticon,” dawned on our three heroes in its ungainly descent as a very doubtful apparition indeed. For, obviously, something had gone wrong. The clown was distorting his white paint by his cries, while the grey man tugged desperately at the reins as the caravan charged the bridge. Tom Pavier, for his part, as the hansom, too, neared the bottom of the hill, and the bridge grew imminent, waved them aside with wild gestures. All in vain. He might as well have waved the wayside trees out of the way.


  In another second, as the two vehicles made desperate assay together of the narrow bridge, there was a frightful crash, and circus-chariot and hansom, men and horses, were chaos under a cloud of dust. At the collision, Tom’s leader had swerved, broken the traces, and leapt into the stream below. Peg had gone down heavily, and the hansom, after a wild twirl, had fallen over on its side against the parapet. As for the chariot, it fell into a grotesque rattling ruin of plank and pasteboard, wheel and shaft, amid which the grey, white, and black figures of the unfortunate Mr. Hopkins, the clown, and the gentleman of colour, sprawled disastrously. It was not a dignified catastrophe; as Sinister felt when, rescuing himself, and feeling his left arm ruefully, he looked round. Except the clown, however, everybody was good-humoured; he alone fell to a furious vituperation of Tom Pavier, who took no notice as he first liberated ·66· his hapless mare from the ruins, and got her on to her feet, and then ran to his other horse, which lay half in the stream below with a broken leg.


  “What’s to be done?” he cried out to the party above.


  Whereupon the gentleman of colour, who had been bandaging a damaged knee with a great unconcern, limped down from the bridge, and drew a Colt’s revolver from his breast-pocket. This he discharged, on a nod from Tom, into the poor beast’s brain. In other ways, and in spite of his bandaged and seriously damaged leg, he proved the most capable man of the six. He directed the operation of drawing the cracked shell of the hansom, which was an irretrievable ruin, off the bridge, and then set to, to throw the ruins of the circus chariot over the parapet on to the grass below. He, too, it was who intervened when the dispute over the rights and wrongs of the catastrophe had made Momus all but hysterical, and the little grey man irreligious; and arranged a small transaction by which Momus paid out five yellow coins to the credit of the “Combination Zoological Circus and Panopticon.” When, within an hour, Momus and Sinister were setting off as a relief party for Croeslwyd, to further arrange for the disposition of the wreckage, he presented a card to Momus with some ceremony. This card Momus carefully treasured up for possible future use, in case he might come to require such a functionary some day in some spectacular way. It was inscribed:


  ——————————


  Professor Charlie Jonson,


  LION-KING.


  [Hopkins’ Circus.]


  ——————————


  Momus and Sinister made a sorry-looking couple enough as they limped up painfully at last to the Castle Inn. When they had repaired their costumes and their nerves a little under its hospitable roof, they must needs, with returning energy, fall to quarrelling over their predicament. Sinister, long-suffering as he was, felt mortified for once. Like other humorists, used to serving up other people in a comic dish, he disliked extremely to be made comic himself. A hundred times he confounded himself for having given the fates that make for ridicule such an absurd opportunity. As it was, his precious top-hat, smashed out of all dignity, that had barely served to cover his head on the way from the scene of accident, might well serve as a symbol of his state of mind ·67· Momus was unfeeling enough to chuckle over it as he played a dusty tattoo with his fingers on its indented crown. This was the finishing stroke. When now Momus went on to carol forth, with provoking light-heartedness, a favourite stave from “Cinderella”:


  
    “The world is full of girls, I know,


    But only one’s the perfect girl,


    To set the sorry world aglow


    With a laughing eye and a golden curl—


    Ah, Cinderella!”

  


  Sinister lost patience altogether.


  “Damn Cinderella!” he exclaimed, and announced with some spleen that he did not mean to go on any further with the adventure; in fact, he proposed to go back to town forthwith. Momus scorned the idea. The late catastrophe had only served to excite him, and his blood was up.


  “Do as you like!” he said, with a certain impudence of tone, and a characteristic grimace and roll of the head, “I’m going on!” And he sang again, turning Sinister’s unfortunate hat over contemptuously on the table:


  
    “With a laughing eye and a golden curl—


    Ah, Cinderella!”

  


  When Tom arrived at the Castle Inn, a couple of hours later, conveyed thither, together with sundry relics of the hansom, in an old chaise which had been sent after him, behind which the hapless Peg painfully limped, it was to find Sinister alone. Momus had disappeared, incontinently gone on to Aberduly, without a doubt. Sinister was still sulky; for the idea of a Sunday alone with Tom in this uninspiring inn did not tend to restore his equanimity. As for the rest of the actors lately figuring on the highway—the circus proprietor and his two collaborateurs—they had gone off in an opposite direction, to appear no more in these pages.


  Sunday broke dull and wet, to add to Sinister’s disgust and ennui, and his bruised shoulder had grown painful. But there was no possible escape, and his only solace lay in an old punch-bowl, which Tom had discovered and filled. But even this proved unsatisfying, and both were in the depths of a profound boredom, listening to the melancholy drip of the rain, when as the clock struck ten, the sound of a horse’s hoofs without announced a late arrival.


  A few seconds more, and in walked Momus, streaming from the rain. His usual jaunty step was stiff, and his face, beneath its round comic lines, had an expression of utter weariness.


  ·68· “You’d be tired if you were me!” he said, as they exclaimed at his plight. “I’ve ridden fifty miles in the rain, on a beast bewitched, since breakfast!”


  Since his knowledge of the horse as a beast of burden had been confined hitherto to that gained inside a London hansom, this ride of Momus might, in fact, be considered a remarkable performance.


  “Oh, poor Momus! Give him some punch!” cried Sinister.


  Tom administered a rousing tumbler, and they set the exhausted hero to steam by the fire.


  The ride was, in truth, only one of many singular incidents through which fate had been educating him since he left this room and Sinister yesterday. While he sat there, with the consciousness that his two companions were waiting to hear his story, these incidents revived themselves, and formed a fantastic jumble in his head. As he had gone out singing, with “Ah Cinderella!” for refrain, unabashed by accident, still following fast on the heels of romance; so he had kept his way to the end, though the fates declared against him at every turn. He had taken train, the train was blocked for an hour. That delay over, he had hired a pony for the next stage of his journey, although he did not know how to ride. The pony, in turn, proved an incorrigible malingerer, and deceived its perplexed rider by pretending to go dead lame. Then, hating walking, Momus had walked ten miles, along mountain roads and through mountain solitudes, which, sublime as they really were, seemed to him only dreary. Thus that fate which, he had been used to say, had learnt something of humour at last from observing his antics, had played pranks with him all the way, without breaking for a moment his romantic spirit of adventure. He went through with his romance, it must be owned, in a more than comic heroism. It came to an end at last, however, when he reached on the previous evening the “Aberduly Arms,” a huge and preposterous modern erection on the seashore at Aberduly, once one of the shyest watering-places on the Welsh coast. At the “Aberduly Arms,” you may find, if you will, the famous, the lyrical and loquacious, Mr. John Jones, proprietor of the establishment, formerly, as everyone knows, the leading tenor in the “Imperial English Comic Opera Company,” in which, as Momus could not fail to remember, Miss Marie Barrone had made her début in the provinces some years before the time of our story.


  The first thing that caught Momus’s eye, in fact, in the entrance-hall of the hotel, was a great red-and-blue placard, announcing “A Grand Concert,” in the Aberduly Assembly Rooms, on the following evening. On this poster, the name of the distinguished Mr. John Jones figured conspicuously in large ·69· red capitals. In still larger blue letters, betokening an even greater musical fame, was blazoned forth a name that gave Momus a thrill,—the name of Miss Marie Barrone: The Celebrated London Soprano, from the Folly Theatre!!


  * * * * * * *


  It was a copy of this poster which Momus, recollecting himself as he sipped his punch, while Sinister and Tom Pavier looked on inquiringly, drew from his pocket. As he unfolded it, he smiled ruefully.


  “I’ve got a little tale to tell you!” he said; “but first of all I want you to drink the health of——”


  “Mrs. Momus!” promptly interrupted Tom Pavier, rising and preparing to drink the toast with unselfish fervour.


  But Momus shook his head, and smiled a significant smile.


  “Lady Merthen!” said Sinister, then, in his turn, with an accent of inevitable conviction, as he caught up his glass.


  “No!” said Momus with a grimace, “Mrs. John Jones!”


  Ernest Rhys.


  {·  ·}


  IN SCITUATE


  
    [image: U]NDER a hill in Scituate,


    Where sleep four hundred men of Kent,


    My friend one bobolincolned June


    Set up his rooftree of content.

  


  
    Content for not too long, of course;


    Since painter’s eye makes rover’s heart,


    And the next turning of the road


    May cheapen the last touch of art.

  


  
    Yet also, since the world is wide,


    And noon’s face never twice the same,


    Why not sit down and let the sun,


    That artist careless of his fame,

  


  
    Exhibit to our eyes, offhand,


    As mood may dictate and time serve,


    His precious perishable scraps


    Of fleeting colour, melting curve?

  


  
    And while he shifts them all too soon,


    Make vivid note of this and that,


    Careful of nothing but to keep


    The beauties we most marvel at.

  


  
    Selective merely, bent to save


    The sheer delirium of the eye,


    Which best may solace or rejoice


    Some fellow-rover by and by;

  


  
    ·71· That stumbling on it, he exclaim,


    “What mounting sea-smoke! What a blue!”


    And at the glory we beheld,


    His smouldering joy may kindle too.

  


  
    Merely selective? Bring me back,


    Verbatim from the lecture hall,


    Your notes of So-and-so’s discourse;


    The gist and substance are not all.

  


  
    The unconscious hand betrays to me


    What listener it was took heed,


    Eager or slovenly or prim;


    A written character indeed!

  


  
    Much more in painting; every stroke


    That weaves the very sunset’s ply,


    Luminous, palpitant, reveals


    How throbbed the heart behind the eye;

  


  
    How hand was but the cunning dwarf


    Of spirit, his triumphant lord


    Marching in Nature’s pageantry,


    Elated in the vast accord.

  


  
    Art is a rubric for the soul,


    Man’s comment on the book of earth,


    The little human summary


    Which gives that common volume worth.

  


  
    And coming on some painter’s work,—


    His marginal remarks, as ’twere,—


    You cry not only, “What a blue!”


    But, “What a human heart beat here!”

  


  
    Here is the little sloping field,


    Where billow upon billow rolls


    The sea of daisies in the sun,


    When June brings back the orioles.

  


  
    ·72· All summer here the crooning winds


    Are cradled in the rocking dunes,


    Till they, full height and burly grown,


    Go seaward and forget their croons.

  


  
    And out of the Canadian north


    Comes winter like a huge gray gnome,


    To blanket the red dunes with snow


    And muffle the green sea with foam.

  


  
    I could sit here all day and watch


    The seas at battle smoke and wade,


    And in the cold night wake to hear


    The booming of their cannonade.

  


  
    Then smiling turn to sleep and say,


    “In vain dark’s banners are unfurled;


    That ceaseless roll is God’s tattoo


    Upon the round drum of the world.”

  


  
    And waking find without surprise


    The first sun in a week of storm.


    The southward eaves begin to drip,


    And the faint Marshfield hills look warm;

  


  
    The brushwood all a purple mist;


    The blue sea creaming on the shore;


    As if the year in his last days


    Had not a sorrow to deplore.

  


  
    Then evening by the fire of logs,


    With some old song or some new book;


    Our Lady Nicotine to share


    Our single bliss; while seaward, look,—

  


  
    Orion mounting peaceful guard


    Over our brother’s new-made tent,


    Beside a hill in Scituate


    Where sleep so sound those men of Kent.

  


  Bliss Carman.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  AT THE ALHAMBRA


  IMPRESSIONS AND SENSATIONS


  I


  [image: A]T the Alhambra I can never sit anywhere but in the front row of the stalls. As a point of view, the point of view considered in the abstract, I admit that the position has its disadvantages. Certainly, the most magical glimpse I ever caught of an Alhambra ballet was from the road in front, from the other side of the road, one night when two doors were suddenly flung open just as I was passing. In the moment’s interval before the doors closed again, I saw, in that odd, unexpected way, over the heads of the audience, far off in a sort of blue mist, the whole stage, its brilliant crowd drawn up in the last pose, just as the curtain was beginning to descend. It stamped itself in my brain, an impression caught just at the perfect moment, by some rare felicity of chance. But that is not an impression that can be repeated. In the general way I prefer to see my illusions very clearly, recognizing them as illusions, and yet, to my own perverse and decadent way of thinking, losing none of their charm. I have been reproved, before now, for singing “the charm of rouge on fragile cheeks,” but it is a charm that I fully appreciate. Maquillage, to be attractive, must of course be unnecessary. As a disguise for age or misfortune, it has no interest for me. But, of all places, on the stage, and of all people, on the cheeks of young people: there, it seems to me that make-up is intensely fascinating, and its recognition is of the essence of my delight in a stage performance. I do not for a moment want really to believe in what I see before me; to believe that those wigs are hair, that grease-paint a blush; any more than I want really to believe that the actor whom I have just been shaking hands with has turned into a real live emperor since I left him. I know that a delightful imposition is being practised upon me; that I am to see fairyland for a while; and to me all that glitters shall be gold. But I would have no pretence of reality: I do not, for my part, find that the discovery of a stage-trick lessens my ·76· appreciation of what that trick effects. There is this charming person, for instance, at the Alhambra: in the street she is handsome rather than pretty; on the stage she is pretty rather than handsome. I know exactly how she will look in her different wigs, exactly what her make-up will bring out in her and conceal; I can allow, when I see her on the stage, for every hair’s-breadth of change: yet does my knowledge of all this interfere with my sensation of pleasure as I see her dancing on the other side of the footlights? Quite the contrary; and I will go further, and admit that there is a special charm to me in a yet nearer view of these beautiful illusions. That is why I like to alternate the point of view of the front row of the stalls with the point of view of behind the scenes.


  There, one sees one’s illusions in the making; but how exquisite in their frank artificiality, are these painted faces, all these tawdry ornaments, decorations, which are as yet only “properties”! I have never been disappointed, as so many are disappointed, by what there is to be seen in that debatable land “behind the scenes.” For one thing, I never expected to find an Arabian Nights’ Entertainment of delightful splendour and delightful wickedness, and so I was never chagrined at not finding it. The coulisses of the Alhambra are, in themselves, quite prosaic. They form, of course, the three sides of a square, the outer rim; the fourth side being the footlights. On the prompt side is the stage-manager’s chair, the row of brass handles which regulate the lights and ring down the curtain, and the little mirror, with a ledge running along below it, which (with the addition of a movable screen) constitute the dressing-room accommodation of the “turns” who have to make a change of costume. Layer after layer of scenery is piled up against the wall at the side, and nearly the whole time there is a bustling of scene-shifters shoving along some great tottering framework, of which one sees only the canvas back and the narrow rim of wood. Turn to the right, pass under that archway, and the stone staircase going down leads to the canteen; that going up leads to the dressing-rooms of the corps de ballet. Another staircase on the other side of the stage leads to the dressing-rooms of the principals, the extra ladies, and the children. Downstairs are some more dressing-rooms for the supers and the male “turns.” The back of the stage is merely a passage: it is occasionally a refuge from the stampede of scenery in a quick change.


  It is ten minutes before the ballet is to commence. Some clowning comic people are doing their show in front of a drop-scene; behind, on the vacant space in the middle of the stage, the ladies of the ballet are beginning to assemble. They come down in twos and threes, tying a few final bows, ·77· buttoning a few overlooked buttons, drawing on their gloves, adjusting one another’s coats and wigs. As I shake hands with one after another, my hands get quite white and rough with the chalk-powder they have been rubbing over their skin. Is not even this a charming sensation, a sensation in which one seems actually to partake of the beautiful artificiality of the place? All around me are the young faces that I know so well, both as they are and as the footlights show them. Now I see them in all the undisguise of make-up: the exact line of red paint along the lips, every shading of black under the eyes, the pink of the ears and cheeks, and just where it ends under the chin and along the rim of throat. In a plain girl make-up only seems to intensify her plainness; for make-up does but give colour and piquancy to what is already in a face, it adds nothing new. But in a pretty girl how exquisitely becoming all this is, what a new kind of exciting savour it gives to her real charm! It has, to the remnant of Puritan conscience or consciousness that is the heritage of us all, a certain sense of dangerous wickedness, the delight of forbidden fruit. The very phrase, painted women, has come to have an association of sin; and to have put paint on her cheeks, though for the innocent necessities of her profession, gives to a woman a sort of symbolic corruption. At once she seems to typify the sorceries and entanglements of what is most deliberately enticing in her sex—


  
    “Femina dulce malum, pariter favus atque venenum”—

  


  with all that is most subtle, and least like nature, in her power to charm. Then there is the indiscretion of the costumes, meant to appeal to the senses, and now thronging one with the unconcern of long use; these girls travestied as boys, so boyish sometimes, in their slim youth; the feminine contours now escaping, now accentuated. All are jumbled together, in a brilliant confusion; the hot faces, the shirt-sleeves of scene-shifters, striking rapidly through a group of princes, peasants, and fairies. In a corner some of the children are doing a dance; now and again an older girl, in a sudden access of gaiety, will try a few whimsical steps; there is a chatter of conversation, a coming and going; some one is hunting everywhere for a missing “property”; some one else has lost a shoe, or a glove, or is calling for a pin to repair the loss of a button. And now three girls, from opposite directions, will make a simultaneous rush at the stage-manager. “Mr. Forde, I can’t get on my wig!” “Please, Mr. Forde, may I have a sheet of notepaper?” “Oh, Mr. Forde, may Miss —— stay off? she has such a bad headache she can hardly stand.” Meanwhile, the overture has commenced; and now a warning clap is heard, ·78· and all but those who appear in the first scene retreat hurriedly to the wings. The curtain is about to rise on the ballet.


  To watch a ballet from the wings is to lose all sense of proportion, all knowledge of the piece as a whole; but, in return, it is fruitful in happy accidents, in momentary points of view, in chance felicities of light and shade and movement. It is almost to be in the performance oneself, and yet passive, a spectator, with the leisure to look about one. You see the reverse of the picture: the girls at the back lounging against the set scenes, turning to talk with someone at the side; you see how lazily the lazy girls are moving, and how mechanical and irregular are the motions that flow into rhythm when seen from the front. Now one is in the centre of a jostling crowd, hurrying past one on to the stage; now the same crowd returns, charging at full speed between the scenery, everyone trying to reach the dressing-room stairs first. And there is the constant shifting of scenery, from which one has a series of escapes, as it bears down unexpectedly, in some new direction. The ballet, half seen in the centre of the stage, seen in sections, has, in the glimpses that can be caught of it, a contradictory appearance of mere nature and of absolute unreality. And beyond the footlights, on the other side of the orchestra, one can see the boxes near the stalls, the men standing by the bar, an angle cut sharply off from the stalls, with the light full on the faces, the intent eyes, the gray smoke curling up from the cigarettes. It is all a bewilderment; but to me, certainly, a bewilderment that is always delightful.


  II


  To the amateur of what is more artificial in the art of illusion, there is nothing so interesting as a stage rehearsal, and there is no stage rehearsal so interesting as the rehearsal of a ballet. Coming suddenly out of the clear cold of a winter morning into the comparative warmth of the dimly-lighted Alhambra (it must have been three years ago, now, I think), I found that one of the rehearsals of a ballet named after “Aladdin” was about to begin; and, standing at the far end of the hall, I saw the stage gradually filling with half-dressed figures, a few men in overcoats moving rapidly to and fro in their midst. Lit only by a T-light, these odd, disconcerting figures strolled about the stage, some arm in arm, some busily knitting; they formed into groups of twos and threes and half dozens, from which came the sound of a pleasant chatter, a brisk feminine laughter. I found my way between the lonely-looking stalls, disturbing the housekeeper at her work, and mounted to ·79· the stage. The stalls were covered in their white sheeting; white sheeting hung in long strips from boxes and balcony; here and there a black coat and hat stood out from the dingy monotony of white, or a figure flitted rapidly, a sudden silhouette, against the light of a window high up in the gallery. The T-light flickered unsteadily; a little chill light found its way through roof and windows, intensifying, by even so faint a suggestion of the outside world, all that curious unreality which is never so unreal as at the prosaic moments of a rehearsal.


  I had the honour to know a good many ladies of the ballet, and there was no little news, of public and private interest, to be communicated and discussed. Thus I gathered that no one knew anything about the plot of the ballet which was being rehearsed, and that many were uncertain whether it was their fate to be a boy or a girl; that this one was to be a juggler, though she knew not how to juggle; and that one a fisher-boy, and that other a fisher-girl; and that Miss A had been put in a new place, and was disgusted; and Miss B, having also been put in a new place, was delighted; together with much information in no way bearing on the subject of the ballet. All at once the stage-manager clapped his hands; the ladies rushed to their places; I retreated to a corner of the stage, behind the piano, at which sat a pianist and a violinist; and the ballet-master came forward, staff in hand, and took up his position on a large square piece of board, which had been provided for the protection of “the boards” (technically speaking) against the incessant thump-thump of that formidable staff as it pounds away in time with the music. The rehearsal had begun.


  Rehearsal costume, to the casual outside spectator, is rather curious. There is a bodice, which may be of any kind; there is a short petticoat, generally of white, with discreet linen drawers to match; the stockings are for the most part black. But a practising dress leaves room, in its many exceptions, for every variety of individual taste. A lively fancy sometimes expends itself on something wonderful in stockings, wonderful coloured things, clocked and patterned. Then there are petticoats plain and ornamented, limp and starched, setting tightly and flapping loosely; petticoats with frillings and edgings, petticoats of blue, of pink, of salmon colour, of bright red. But it is the bodice that gives most scope for the decorative instinct. Many have evidently been designed for the occasion; they are elaborately elegant, showy even. There are prints and stuffs and fancy arrangements in the way of blouses and jerseys and zouaves and Swiss bodices; with white shawls and outdoor jackets for the cold, and ribbons and ·80· bright ties for show. The walking-ladies are in their walking-dresses; and it is with the oddest effect of contrast that they mingle, marching sedately, in their hats and cloaks, with these skipping figures in the undress of the dancing-school. Those who are not wanted cluster together at the sides, sitting on any available seats and benches, or squatting on the floor; or they make a dash to the dressing-rooms upstairs or to the canteen downstairs. One industrious lady has brought her knitting. It is stowed away for safety in some unused nook of the piano, which is rattling away by my side; presently it is hunted out, and I see her absorbed in the attempt to knit without looking at the stitches. Another has brought woolwork, which is getting almost too big to bring; several have brought books: the works of Miss Braddon, penny novelettes, and, yes, some one has actually brought the “Story of an African Farm.” Occasionally a stage-carpenter or scene-shifter or limelight-man passes in the background; some of the new scenery is lying about, very Chinese in its brilliant red and blue lattice-work. And all the while the whole centre of the stage is in movement; the lines and circles cross and curve, hands lifted, feet lifted; and all the while, in time with the music, the ballet-master pounds away with his stout staff, already the worse for wear, and shouts, in every language but English, orders which it is a little difficult to follow.


  As the bright, trickling music is beaten out on the perfunctory piano and violin, the composer himself appears, a keen profile rising sharply out of a mountainous furred overcoat. It was just then that the ballet-master had left his place, and was tripping lightly round the stage, taking the place of the absent première danseuse. It was only for a moment; then, after a rush at some misbehaving lady, a tempest of Italian, a growl of good-humoured fury, he was back on his board, and the staff pounded away once more. The coryphées, holding bent canes in their hands, turned and twirled in the middle of the stage; the corps de ballet, the children, the extra ladies, formed around them, a semicircle first, then a racing circle; they passed, re-passed, dissolved, reformed, bewilderingly; with disconcerting rushes and dashes; turning upon themselves, turning round one another, advancing and retreating, in waves of movement, as the music scattered itself in waves of sound. Aimless, unintelligible it looked, this tripping, posturing crowd of oddly-dressed figures; these bright outdoor faces looked strange in a place where I was so used to see rouged cheeks and lips, powdered chins, painted eye-lashes, yellow wigs. In this fantastic return to nature I found the last charm of the artificial.


  ·81· III


  The front row of the stalls, on a first night, has a character of its own. It is entirely filled by men, and the men who fill it have not come simply from an abstract æsthetic interest in the ballet. They have friends on the other side of the footlights, and their friends on the other side of the footlights will look down, the moment they come on the stage, to see who are in the front row, and who are standing by the bar on either side. The standing-room by the bar is the resource of the first-nighter with friends who cannot get a seat in the front row. On such a night the air is electrical. A running fire of glances crosses and re-crosses, above the indifferent, accustomed heads of the gentlemen of the orchestra; whom it amuses, none the less, to intercept an occasional smile, to trace it home. On the faces of the men in the front row, what difference in expression! Here is the eager, undisguised enthusiasm of the novice, all eyes, and all eyes on one; here is the wary, practised attention of the man who has seen many first nights, and whose scarcely perceptible smile reveals nothing, compromises nobody, rests on all. And there is the shy, self-conscious air of embarrassed absorption, typical of that queer type, the friend who is not a friend of the ballet, and who shrinks somewhat painfully into his seat, as the dancers advance, retreat, turn, and turn again.


  Let me recall a first night that I still, I suppose, remember: the first night of “Aladdin.” I have had to miss the dress rehearsal, so I am in all the freshness of curiosity as to the dresses, the effects, the general aspect of things. I have been to so many undress rehearsals that I know already most of the music by heart. I know all the dances, I know all the movements of masses. But the ballet, how that will look; but my friends, how they will look; it is these things that are the serious, the important things. And now the baton rises, and the drip, drip of the trickling music dances among the fiddles before the curtain has gone up on the fisherman’s hut, and those dancing feet for which I am waiting. Already I see how some of my friends are going to look; and I remember now the musical phrase which I came to associate with that fisher dress, the passing of those slim figures. The Princess flashes upon us in a vision, twining mysteriously in what was then the fashion of the moment, the serpentine dance; and this dance transforms, by what she adds and by what she omits, a series of decorative poses into a real dance, for it is the incomparable Legnani. Then the fisherman’s hut, and all mortal things, vanish suddenly; and Aladdin comes down into a vast cave of ·82· livid green, set with stalactites, and peopled with brown demons, winged and crowned with fire; reminding one of the scene where Orfeo, in the opera of Gluck, goes down into hell. Robed in white, the spirit of the Lamp leads on the coryphées, her genii; and they are here, they run forward, they dance in lines and circles, creatures with bat-like wings of pale green, shading into a green so dark as to be almost black. The Princess enters: it is “a wave of the sea” that dances! And then, the scenery turning suddenly over and round, the cave suddenly changes into a palace. There is a dancing march, led by the children, with their toppling helmets, and soon, with banners, fans, gilt staves, a dancing crowd moves and circles, in beautiful white and gold, in purple and yellow, in terra-cotta, in robes that flower into chrysanthemums, and with bent garlands of leaves. I search through this bewildering crowd, finding and losing, losing and finding, the faces for which I search. The Princess is borne on in a palanquin; she descends, runs forward (Simeon Solomon’s “Lady in a Chinese Dress”), and in the quaintest little costume, a costume of a willow-pattern plate, does the quaintest little trotting and tripping dance, in what might be the Chinese manner. There is another transformation: a demon forest, with wickedly tangled trees, horrible creatures of the woods, like human artichokes, shimmering green human bats, delightful demons. The Princess, the Magician, Aladdin, meet: the Magician has the enchantment of his art, the Princess the enchantment of her beauty, Aladdin only the enchantment of his love. Spells are woven and broken, to bewitching motion: it is the triumph of love and beauty. There is another transformation: the diamond garden, with its flowers that are jewels, its living flowers. Colours race past, butterflies in pale blue, curious morbid blues, drowsy browns and pale greens, more white and gold, a strange note of abrupt black. The crystal curtain, a veil of diamonds, falls, dividing the stage, a dancing crowd before it and behind it, a rain of crystals around. An electric angel has an apotheosis; and as the curtain falls upon the last grouping, I try, vainly, to see everyone at once, everyone whom I want to see. The whole front row applauds violently; and, if one observed closely, it would be seen that every man, as he applauds, is looking in a different direction.


  IV


  Why is it that one can see a ballet fifty times, always with the same sense of pleasure, while the most absorbing play becomes a little tedious after the third ·83· time of seeing? For one thing, because the difference between seeing a play and seeing a ballet is just the difference between reading a book and looking at a picture. One returns to a picture as one returns to nature, for a delight which, being purely of the senses, never tires, never distresses, never varies. To read a book, even for the first time, requires a certain effort. The book must indeed be exceptional that can be read three or four times; and no book ever was written that could be read three or four times in succession. A ballet is simply a picture in movement. It is a picture where the imitation of nature is given by nature itself; where the figures of the composition are real, and yet, by a very paradox of travesty, have a delightful, deliberate air of unreality. It is a picture where the colours change, recombine, before one’s eyes; where the outlines melt into one another, emerge, and are again lost, in the kaleidoscopic movement of the dance. Here we need tease ourselves with no philosophies, need endeavour to read none of the riddles of existence; may indeed give thanks to be spared for one hour the imbecility of human speech. After the tedium of the theatre, where we are called on to interest ourselves in the improbable fortunes of uninteresting people, how welcome is the relief of a spectacle which professes to be no more than merely beautiful; which gives us, in accomplished dancing, the most beautiful sight that we can see; which provides, in short, the one escape into fairy-land which is permitted by that tyranny of the real which is the worst tyranny of modern life.


  And then there is another reason why one can see a ballet fifty times, a reason which is not in the least an æsthetic one, but on the contrary very human. I once took a well-known writer, who is one of the most remarkable women of our time, to see a ballet. She had never seen one, and I was delighted with her intense absorption in what was passing before her eyes. At last I said something about the beauty of a certain line of dancers, some effect of colour and order. She turned on me a half-laughing face: “But it is the people I am looking at,” she said, “not the artistic effect!” Since then I have had the courage to admit that with me too it is the people, and not only the artistic effect, that I like to look at.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  EASTERN DANCERS


  
    [image: E]YES ravished with rapture, celestially panting, what passionate spirits aflaming with fire


    Drink deep of the hush of the hyacinth heavens that glimmer around them in fountains of light?


    O wild and entrancing the strain of keen music that cleaveth the stars like a wail of desire,


    And beautiful dancers with Houri-like faces bewitch the voluptuous watches of Night.

  


  
    The scents of red roses and sandalwood flutter and die in the maze of their gem-tangled hair,


    And smiles are entwining like magical serpents the poppies of lips that are opiate-sweet,


    Their glittering garments of purple are burning like tremulous dawns in the quivering air,


    And exquisite, subtle and slow are the tinkle and tread of their rhythmical slumber-soft feet.

  


  
    Now silent, now singing and swaying and swinging, like blossoms that bend to the breezes or showers,


    Now wantonly winding, they flash, now they falter, and lingering languish in radiant choir,


    Their jewel-bright arms and warm, wavering, lily-long fingers enchant thro’ the summer-swift hours,


    Eyes ravished with rapture, celestially panting, their passionate spirits aflaming with fire.

  


  Sarojini Chattopâdhyây.


  {·  ·}


  A LITERARY CAUSERIE


  ON EDMOND DE GONCOURT


  [image: M]Y first visit to Edmond de Goncourt was in May, 1892. I remember my immense curiosity about that “House Beautiful,” at Auteuil, of which I had heard so much, and my excitement as I rang the bell, and was shown at once into the garden, where Goncourt was just saying good-bye to some friends. He was carelessly dressed, without a collar, and with the usual loosely-knotted large white scarf rolled round his neck. He was wearing a straw hat, and it was only afterwards that I could see the fine sweep of the white hair, falling across the forehead. I thought him the most distinguished-looking man of letters I had ever seen; for he had at once the distinction of race, of fine breeding, and of that delicate artistic genius which, with him, was so intimately a part of things beautiful and distinguished. He had the eyes of an old eagle; a general air of dignified collectedness; a rare, and a rarely charming, smile, which came out, like a ray of sunshine, in the instinctive pleasure of having said a witty or graceful thing to which one’s response had been immediate. When he took me indoors, into that house which was a museum, I noticed the delicacy of his hands, and the tenderness with which he handled his treasures, touching them as if he loved them, with little, unconscious murmurs: “Quel goût; quel goût!” These rose-coloured rooms, with their embroidered ceilings, were filled with cabinets of beautiful things, Japanese carvings, and prints (the miraculous “Plongeuses”!), always in perfect condition (“Je cherche le beau”); albums had been made for him in Japan, and in these he inserted prints, mounting others upon silver and gold paper, which formed a sort of frame. He showed me his eighteenth century designs, among which I remember his pointing out one (a Chardin, I think) as the first he had ever bought; he had been sixteen at the time, and he bought it for twelve francs.


  When we came to the study, the room in which he worked, he showed me all his own first editions, carefully bound, and first editions of Flaubert, ·86· Baudelaire, Gautier, with those, less interesting to me, of the men of later generations. He spoke of himself and his brother with a serene pride, which seemed to me perfectly dignified and appropriate; and I remember his speaking (with a parenthetic disdain of the “brouillard scandinave,” in which it seemed to him that France was trying to envelop herself; at the best it would be but “un mauvais brouillard”) of the endeavour which he and his brother had made to represent the only thing worth representing, “la vie vécue, la vraie verité.” As in painting, he said, all depends on the way of seeing, “l’optique”: out of twenty-four men who will describe what they have all seen, it is only the twenty-fourth who will find the right way of expressing it. “There is a true thing I have said in my journal,” he went on. “The thing is, to find a lorgnette” (and he put up his hands to his eyes, adjusting them carefully), “through which to see things. My brother and I invented a lorgnette, and the young men have taken it from us.”


  How true that is, and how significantly it states just what is most essential in the work of the Goncourts! It is a new way of seeing, literally a new way of seeing, which they have invented; and it is in the invention of this that they have invented that “new language” of which purists have so long, so vainly, and so thanklessly, complained. You remember that saying of Masson, the mask of Gautier, in “Charles Demailly”: “I am a man for whom the visible world exists.” Well, that is true, also, of the Goncourts; but in a different way. As I once wrote, and I cannot improve upon what I said then: “The Goncourts’ vision of reality might almost be called an exaggerated sense of the truth of things; such a sense as diseased nerves inflict upon one, sharpening the acuteness of every sensation; or somewhat such a sense as one derives from haschisch, which simply intensifies, yet in a veiled and fragrant way, the charm or the disagreeableness of outward things, the notion of time, the notion of space. Compare the descriptions, which form so large a part of their work, with those of Théophile Gautier, who may reasonably be said to have introduced the practice of eloquent writing about places, and also the exact description of them. Gautier describes miraculously, but it is, after all, the ordinary observation carried to perfection, or, rather, the ordinary pictorial observation. The Goncourts only tell you the things that Gautier leaves out; they find new, fantastic, points of view, discover secrets in things, curiosities of beauty, often acute, distressing, in the aspects of quite ordinary places. They see things as an artist, an ultra-subtle artist of the impressionist kind, might see them; seeing them, indeed, always very consciously, with a deliberate attempt upon them, in just that partial, selecting, creative way in ·87· which an artist looks at things for the purpose of painting a picture. In order to arrive at their effects, they shrink from no sacrifice, from no excess; slang, neologism, archaism, forced construction, barbarous epithet, nothing comes amiss to them, so long as it tends to render a sensation. Their unique care is that the phrase should live, should palpitate, should be alert, exactly expressive, super-subtle in expression; and they prefer indeed a certain perversity in their relations with language, which they would have not merely a passionate and sensuous thing, but complex with all the curiosities of a delicately depraved instinct.”


  “The delicacies of fine literature,” that phrase of Pater always comes into my mind when I think of the Goncourts; and indeed Pater seems to me the only English writer who has ever handled language at all in their manner or spirit. I frequently heard Pater refer to certain of their books, to “Madame Gervaisais,” to “L’Art du XVIIIe Siècle,” to “Chérie”; with a passing objection to what he called the “immodesty” of this last book, and a strong emphasis in the assertion that “that was how it seemed to him a book should be written.” I repeated this once to Goncourt, trying to give him some idea of what Pater’s work was like; and he lamented that his ignorance of English prevented him from what he instinctively realized would be so intimate an enjoyment. Pater was of course far more scrupulous, more limited, in his choice of epithet, less feverish in his variations of cadence; and naturally so, for he dealt with another subject-matter and was careful of another kind of truth. But with both there was that passionately intent pre-occupation with “the delicacies of fine literature”; both achieved a style of the most personal sincerity: “tout grand écrivain de tout les temps,” said Goncourt, “ne se reconnaît absolument qu’à cela, c’est qu’il a une langue personnelle, une langue dont chaque page, chaque ligne, est signée, pour le lecteur lettré, comme si son nom était au bas de cette page, de cette ligne”: and this style, in both, was accused, by the “literary” criticism of its generation, of being insincere, artificial, and therefore reprehensible.


  I have no intention, now, of discussing the place of the Goncourts in literature, or of analyzing the various characteristics of their work. That I shall hope to do some other time, in a more elaborate study than I can write just at present. Let me state only my own conviction, that their work is more worthy of the attention of those who care, not merely for the “delicacies,” but for all the subtler qualities, of fine literature, than that of any contemporary writer of French prose.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}
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  THE IDIOTS


  [image: W]E were driving along the road from Treguier to Kervanda. We passed at a smart trot between the hedges topping an earth wall on each side of the road; then at the foot of the steep ascent before Ploumar the horse dropped into a walk, and the driver jumped down heavily from the box. He flicked his whip and climbed the incline, stepping clumsily uphill by the side of the carriage, one hand on the footboard, his eyes on the ground. After a while he lifted his head, pointed up the road with the end of the whip, and said—


  “The idiot!”


  The sun was shining violently upon the undulating surface of the land. The rises were topped by clumps of meagre trees, with their branches showing high on the sky as if they had been perched upon stilts. The small fields, cut up by hedges and stone walls that zigzagged over the slopes, lay in rectangular patches of vivid greens and yellows, resembling the unskilful daubs of a naïve picture. And the landscape was divided in two by the white streak of a road stretching in long loops far away, like a river of dust crawling out of the hills on its way to the sea.


  “Here he is,” said the driver, again.


  In the long grass bordering the road a face glided past the carriage at the level of the wheels as we drove slowly by. The imbecile face was red, and the bullet head with close-cropped hair seemed to lie alone, its chin in the dust. The body was lost in the bushes growing thick along the bottom of the deep ditch.


  It was a boy’s face. He might have been sixteen, judging from the size—perhaps less, perhaps more. Such creatures are forgotten by time, and live untouched by years till death gathers them up into its compassionate bosom: the faithful death that never forgets in the press of work the most insignificant of its children.


  “Ah! There’s another,” said the man, with a certain satisfaction in his tone, as if he had caught sight of something expected.


  ·12· There was another. That one stood nearly in the middle of the road in the blaze of sunshine at the end of his own short shadow. And he stood with hands pushed into the opposite sleeves of his long coat, his head sunk between the shoulders, all hunched up in the flood of heat. From a distance he had the aspect of one suffering from intense cold.


  “Those are twins,” explained the driver.


  The idiot shuffled two paces out of the way and looked at us over his shoulder when we brushed past him. The glance was unseeing and staring, a fascinated glance; but he did not turn to look after us. Probably the image passed before the eyes without leaving any trace on the misshapen brain of the creature. When we had topped the ascent I looked over the hood. He stood in the road just where we had left him.


  The driver clambered into his seat, clicked his tongue, and we went down hill. The brake squeaked horribly from time to time. At the foot he eased off the noisy mechanism and said, turning half round on his box:


  “We shall see some more of them by-and-by.”


  “More idiots? How many of them are there, then?” I asked.


  “There ’s four of them—children of a farmer near Ploumar here…. The parents are dead now,” he added, after a while. “The grandmother lives on the farm. In the daytime they knock about on this road, and they come home at dusk along with the cattle…. It’s a good farm.”


  We saw the other two: a boy and a girl, as the driver said. They were dressed exactly alike, in shapeless garments with petticoat-like skirts. The imperfect thing that lived within them moved those beings to howl at us from the top of the bank, where they sprawled amongst the tough stalks of furze. Their cropped black heads stuck out from the bright yellow wall of countless small blossoms. The faces were purple with the strain of yelling; the voices sounded blank and cracked like a mechanical imitation of old people’s voices; and suddenly ceased when we turned into a lane.


  I saw them many times in my wanderings about the country. They lived on that road, drifting along its length here and there, according to the inexplicable impulses of their monstrous darkness. They were an offence to the sunshine, a reproach to empty heaven, a blight on the concentrated and purposeful vigour of the wild landscape. In time the story of their parents shaped itself before me out of the listless answers to my questions, out of the indifferent words heard in wayside inns or on the very road those idiots haunted. Some of it was told by an emaciated and sceptical old fellow with a tremendous whip, while we trudged together over the sands by the side of a two-wheeled cart ·13· loaded with dripping seaweed. Then at other times other people confirmed and completed the story: till it stood at last before me, a tale formidable and simple, as they always are, those disclosures of obscure trials endured by ignorant hearts.


  When he returned from his military service Jean Pierre Bacadou found the old people very much aged. He remarked with pain that the work of the farm was not satisfactorily done. The father had not the energy of old days. The hands did not feel over them the eye of the master. Jean-Pierre noted with sorrow that the heap of manure in the courtyard before the only entrance to the house was not so large as it should have been. The fences were out of repair, and the cattle suffered from neglect. At home the mother was practically bedridden, and the girls chattered loudly in the big kitchen, unrebuked, from morning to night. He said to himself: “We must change all this.” He talked the matter over with his father one evening when the rays of the setting sun entering the yard between the outhouses ruled the heavy shadows with luminous streaks. Over the manure heap floated a mist, opal-tinted and odorous, and the marauding hens would stop in their scratching to examine with a sudden glance of their round eye the two men, both lean and tall, talking together in hoarse tones. The old man, all twisted with rheumatism and bowed with years of work, the younger bony and straight, spoke without gestures in the indifferent manner of peasants, grave and slow. But before the sun had set the father had submitted to the sensible arguments of the son. “It is not for me that I am speaking,” insisted Jean-Pierre. “It is for the land. It’s a pity to see it badly used. I am not impatient for myself.” The old fellow nodded over his stick. “I dare say; I dare say,” he muttered. “You may be right. Do what you like. It’s the mother that will be pleased.”


  The mother was pleased with her daughter-in-law. Jean-Pierre brought the two-wheeled spring-cart with a rush into the yard. The grey horse galloped clumsily, and the bride and bridegroom, sitting side by side, were jerked backwards and forwards by the up and down motion of the shafts, in a manner regular and brusque. On the road the distanced wedding guests straggled in pairs and groups. The men advanced with heavy steps, swinging their idle arms. They were clad in town clothes: jackets cut with clumsy smartness, hard black hats, immense boots, polished highly. Their women all in simple black, with white caps and shawls of faded tints folded triangularly on the back, strolled lightly by their side. In front the violin sang a strident tune, and the biniou snored and hummed, while the player capered solemnly, lifting high his heavy clogs. The sombre procession drifted in and out of the ·14· narrow lanes, through sunshine and through shade, between fields and hedgerows, scaring the little birds that darted away in troops right and left. In the yard of Bacadou’s farm the dark ribbon wound itself up into a mass of men and women pushing at the door with cries and greetings. The wedding dinner was remembered for months. It was a splendid feast in the orchard. Farmers of considerable means and excellent repute were to be found sleeping in ditches, all along the road to Treguier, even as late as the afternoon of the next day. All the countryside participated in the happiness of Jean-Pierre. He remained sober, and, together with his quiet wife, kept out of the way, letting father and mother reap their due of honour and thanks. But the next day he took hold strongly, and the old folks felt a shadow—precursor of the grave—fall upon them finally. The world is to the young.


  When the twins were born there was plenty of room in the house, for the mother of Jean-Pierre had gone away to dwell under a heavy stone in the cemetery of Ploumar. On that day, for the first time since his son’s marriage, the elder Bacadou, neglected by the cackling lot of strange women who thronged the kitchen, left in the morning his seat under the mantel of the fireplace, and went into the empty cow-house, shaking his white locks dismally. Grandsons were all very well, but he wanted his soup at midday. When shown the babies, he stared at them with a fixed gaze, and muttered something like: “It’s too much.” Whether he meant too much happiness, or simply commented upon the number of his descendants, it is impossible to say. He looked offended—as far as his old wooden face could express anything; and for days afterwards could be seen, almost any time of the day, sitting at the gate, with his nose over his knees, a pipe between his gums, and gathered up into a kind of raging concentrated sulkiness. Once he spoke to his son, alluding to the newcomers with a groan: “They will quarrel over the land.” “Don’t bother about that, father,” answered Jean-Pierre, stolidly, and passed, bent double, towing a recalcitrant cow over his shoulder.


  He was happy, and so was Susan, his wife. It was not an ethereal joy welcoming new souls to struggle, perchance to victory. In fourteen years both boys would be a help; and, later on, Jean-Pierre pictured two big sons striding over the land from patch to patch, wringing tribute from the earth beloved and fruitful. Susan was happy too, for she did not want to be spoken of as the unfortunate woman, and now she had children no one could call her that. Both herself and her husband had seen something of the larger world—he during the time of his service; while she had spent a year or so in Paris with a Breton family; but had been too home-sick to remain longer away ·15· from the hilly and green country, set in a barren circle of rocks and sands, where she had been born. She thought that one of the boys ought perhaps to be a priest, but said nothing to her husband, who was a republican, and hated the “crows,” as he called the ministers of religion. The christening was a splendid affair. All the commune came to it, for the Bacadous were rich and influential, and, now and then, did not mind the expense. The grandfather had a new coat.


  Some months afterwards, one evening when the kitchen had been swept, and the door locked, Jean-Pierre, looking at the cot, asked his wife: “What’s the matter with those children?” And, as if these words, spoken calmly, had been the portent of misfortune, she answered with a loud wail that must have been heard across the yard in the pig-sty; for the pigs (the Bacadous had the finest pigs in the country), stirred and grunted complainingly in the night. The husband went on grinding his bread and butter slowly, gazing at the wall, the soup-plate smoking under his chin. He had returned late from the market, where he had overheard (not for the first time) whispers behind his back. He revolved the words in his mind as he drove back. “Simple! Both of them…. Never any use! … Well! May be, may be. One must see. Would ask his wife.” This was her answer. He felt like a blow on his chest, but said only: “Go, draw me some cider. I am thirsty!”


  She went out moaning, an empty jug in her hand. Then he rose, took up the light, and moved slowly towards the cradle. They slept. He looked at them sideways, finished his mouthful there, went back heavily, and sat down before his plate. When his wife returned he never looked up, but swallowed a couple of spoonfuls noisily, and remarked, in a dull manner:


  “When they sleep they are like other people’s children.”


  She sat down suddenly on a stool near by, and shook with a silent tempest of sobs, unable to speak. He finished his meal, and remained idly thrown back in his chair, his eyes lost amongst the black rafters of the ceiling. Before him the tallow candle flared red and straight, sending up a slender thread of smoke. The light lay on the rough, sunburnt skin of his throat; the sunk cheeks were like patches of darkness, and his aspect was mournfully stolid, as if he had ruminated with difficulty endless ideas. Then he said, deliberately:


  “We must see … consult people. Don’t cry…. They won’t be all like that … surely! We must sleep now.”


  After the third child, also a boy, was born, Jean-Pierre went about his work with tense hopefulness. His lips seemed more narrow, more tightly compressed than before; as if for fear of letting the earth he tilled hear the ·16· voice of hope that murmured within his breast. He watched the child, stepping up to the cot with a heavy clang of sabots on the stone floor, and glanced in, along his shoulder, with that indifference which is like a deformity of peasant humanity. Like the earth they master and serve, those men, slow of eye and speech, do not show the inner fire; so that, at last, it becomes a question with them as with the earth, what there is in the core: heat, violence, a force mysterious and terrible—or nothing but a clod, a mass fertile and inert, cold and unfeeling, ready to bear a crop of plants that sustain life or give death.


  The mother watched with other eyes; listened with otherwise expectant ears. Under the high hanging shelves supporting great sides of bacon overhead, her body was busy by the great fireplace, attentive to the pot swinging on iron gallows, scrubbing the long table where the field hands would sit down directly to their evening meal. Her mind remained by the cradle, night and day on the watch, to hope and suffer. That child, like the other two, never smiled, never stretched its hands to her, never spoke; never had a glance of recognition for her in its big black eyes, which could only stare fixedly at any glitter, but failed hopelessly to follow the brilliance of a sun-ray slipping slowly along the floor. When the men were at work she spent long days between her three idiot children and the childish grandfather, who sat grim, angular, and immovable, with his feet near the warm ashes of the fire. The feeble old fellow seemed to suspect that there was something wrong with his grandsons. Only once, moved either by affection or by the sense of proprieties, he attempted to nurse the youngest. He took the boy up from the floor, clicked his tongue at him, and essayed a shaky gallop of his bony knees. Then he looked closely with his misty eyes at the child’s face and deposited him down gently on the floor again. And he sat, his lean shanks crossed, nodding at the steam escaping from the cooking-pot with a gaze senile and worried.


  Then mute affliction dwelt in Bacadou’s farmhouse, sharing the breath and the bread of its inhabitants; and the priest of the Ploumar parish had great cause for congratulation. He called upon the rich landowner, the Marquis de Chavanes, on purpose to deliver himself with joyful unction of solemn platitudes about the inscrutable ways of Providence. In the vast dimness of the curtained drawing-room, the little man, resembling a black bolster, leaned towards a couch, his hat on his knees, and gesticulated with a fat hand at the elongated, gracefully-flowing lines of the clear Parisian toilette from within which the half-amused, half-bored marquise listened with gracious languor. He was exulting and humble, proud and awed. The impossible had come to pass. Jean-Pierre Bacadou, the enraged republican farmer, had been to mass ·17· last Sunday—had proposed to entertain the visiting priests at the next festival of Ploumar! It was a triumph for the Church and for the good cause. “I thought I would come at once to tell Monsieur le Marquis. I know how anxious he is for the welfare of our country,” declared the priest, wiping his face. He was asked to stay to dinner.


  The Chavanes returning that evening, after seeing their guest to the main gate of the park, discussed the matter while they strolled in the moonlight, trailing their elongated shadows up the straight avenue of chestnuts. The marquis, a royalist of course, had been mayor of the commune that includes Ploumar, the scattered hamlets of the coast, and the stony islands that fringe the yellow flatness of the sands. He had felt his position insecure, for there was a strong republican element in that part of the country; but now the conversion of Jean-Pierre made him safe. He was very pleased. “You have no idea how influential those people are,” he explained to his wife. “Now, I am sure, the next communal election will go all right. I shall be re-elected.” “Your ambition is perfectly insatiable, Charles,” exclaimed the marquise, gaily. “But, ma chère amie,” argued the husband, seriously, “it ’s most important that the right man should be mayor this year, because of the elections to the Chamber. If you think it amuses me ….”


  Jean-Pierre had surrendered to his wife’s mother. Madame Levaille was a woman of business known and respected within a radius of at least fifteen miles. Thickset and stout, she was seen about the country, on foot or in an acquaintance’s cart, perpetually moving, in spite of her fifty-eight years, in steady pursuit of business. She had houses in all the hamlets, she worked quarries of granite, she freighted coasters with stone—even traded with the Channel Islands. She was broad-cheeked, wide-eyed, persuasive in speech: carrying her point with the placid and invincible obstinacy of an old woman who knows her own mind. She very seldom slept for two nights together in the same house; and the wayside inns were the best places to inquire in as to her whereabouts. She had either passed, or was expected to pass there at six; or somebody, coming in, had seen her in the morning, or expected to meet her that evening. After the inns that command the roads, the churches were the buildings she frequented most. Men of liberal opinions would induce small children to run into sacred edifices to see whether Madame Levaille was there, and to tell her that so-and-so was in the road waiting to speak to her—about potatoes, or flour, or stones, or houses; and she would curtail her devotions, come out blinking and crossing herself into the sunshine; ready to discuss business matters in a calm sensible way across a table in the kitchen of the ·18· inn opposite. Latterly she had stayed for a few days several times with her son-in-law; arguing against sorrow and misfortune with composed face and gentle tones. Jean-Pierre felt the convictions imbibed in the regiment torn out of his breast—not by arguments, but by facts. Striding over his fields he thought it over. There were three of them. Three! All alike! Why? Such things did not happen to everybody—to nobody he ever heard of. One yet—it might pass. But three! All three. For ever useless, to be fed while he lived and …. What would become of the land when he died? This must be seen to. He would sacrifice his convictions. One day he told his wife:


  “See what your God will do for us. Pay for some masses.”


  Susan embraced her man. He stood unbending, then turned on his heels and went out. But afterwards when a black soutane darkened his doorway he did not object; even offered some cider himself to the priest. He listened to the talk meekly; went to mass between the two women; accomplished what the priest called “his religious duties” at Easter. That morning he felt like a man who had sold his soul. In the afternoon he fought ferociously with an old friend and neighbour who had remarked that the priests had the best of it and were going now to eat the priest-eater. He came home dishevelled and bleeding, and happening to catch sight of his children (they were kept generally out of the way), cursed and swore incoherently, banging the table. Susan wept. Madame Levaille sat serenely unmoved. She assured her daughter that “It will pass;” and taking up her thick umbrella, departed in haste to see after a schooner she was going to load with granite from her quarry.


  A year or so afterwards the girl was born. A girl! Jean-Pierre heard of it in the fields, and was so upset by the news that he sat down on the boundary wall and remained there till the evening, instead of going home as he was urged to do. A girl! He felt half cheated. However, when he got home he was partly reconciled to his fate. One could marry her to a good fellow—not a good for nothing, but to a fellow with some understanding and a good pair of arms. Besides, the next may be a boy, he thought. Of course they would be all right. His new credulity knew of no doubt. The ill luck was broken. He spoke cheerily to his wife. She was also hopeful. Three priests came to that christening, and Madame Levaille was godmother. The child turned out an idiot too.


  Then on market days Jean-Pierre was seen bargaining bitterly, quarrelsome and greedy; then getting drunk with taciturn earnestness; then driving ·19· home in the dusk at a rate fit for a wedding, but with a face gloomy enough for a funeral. Sometimes he would insist for his wife to come with him; and they would drive in the early morning, shaking side by side on the narrow seat above the helpless pig, that, with tied legs, grunted a melancholy sigh at every rut. The morning drives were silent; but in the evening, coming home, Jean-Pierre, tipsy, was viciously muttering, and growled at the confounded woman who could not rear children that were like anybody else’s. Susan, holding on against the erratic swayings of the cart, pretended not to hear. Once, as they were driving through Ploumar, some obscure and drunken impulse caused him to pull up sharply opposite the church. The moon swam amongst light white clouds. The tombstones gleamed pale under the fretted shadows of the trees in the churchyard. Even the village dogs slept. Only the nightingales, awake, spun out the thrill of their song above the silence of graves. Jean-Pierre said thickly to his wife:


  “What do you think is there?”


  He pointed his whip at the tower—in which the big dial of the clock appeared high in the moonlight like a pallid face without eyes—and getting out carefully, fell down at once by the wheel. He picked himself up and climbed one by one the few steps to the iron gate of the churchyard. He put his face to the bars and called out indistinctly:


  “Hey there! Come out!”


  “Jean! Return! Return!” entreated his wife in low tones.


  He took no notice, and seemed to wait there. The song of nightingales beat on all sides against the high walls of the church, and flowed back between stone crosses and flat grey slabs, engraved with words of hope and sorrow.


  “Hey! Come out!” shouted Jean-Pierre loudly.


  The nightingales ceased to sing.


  “Nobody?” went on Jean-Pierre. “Nobody there. A swindle of the crows. That’s what this is. Nobody anywhere. I despise it. Allez! Houp!”


  He shook the gate with all his strength, and the iron bars rattled with a frightful clanging, like a chain dragged over stone steps. A dog near-by barked hurriedly. Jean-Pierre staggered back, and after three successive dashes got into his cart. Susan sat very quiet and still. He said to her with drunken severity:


  “See? Nobody. I’ve been made a fool! Malheur! Somebody will pay for it. The next one I see near the house I will lay my whip on … on the ·20· black spine … I will. I don’t want him in there … he only helps the carrion crows to rob poor folk. I am a man…. We will see if I can’t have children like anybody else … now you mind…. They won’t be all … all … we see….”


  She burst out through the fingers that hid her face:


  “Don’t say that, Jean; don’t say that, my man!”


  He struck her a swinging blow on the head with the back of his hand and knocked her into the bottom of the cart, where she crouched, thrown about lamentably by every jolt. He drove furiously, standing up, brandishing his whip, shaking the reins over the grey horse that gallopped ponderously, making the heavy harness leap upon his broad quarters. The country rang clamorous in the night with the irritated barking of farm dogs, that followed the rattle of wheels all along the road. A couple of belated wayfarers had only just time to step into the ditch. At his own gate he caught the post and was shot out of the cart head first. The horse went on slowly to the door. At Susan’s piercing cries the farm hands rushed out. She thought him dead, but he was only sleeping where he fell, and cursed his men who hastened to him for disturbing his slumbers.


  Autumn came. The clouded sky descended low upon the black contours of the hills; and the dead leaves danced in spiral whirls under naked trees till the wind, sighing profoundly, laid them to rest in the hollows of bare valleys. And from morning till night one could see all over the land black denuded boughs, the boughs gnarled and twisted, as if contorted with pain, swaying sadly between the wet clouds and the soaked earth. The clear and gentle streams of summer days rushed discoloured and raging at the stones that barred the way to the sea, with the fury of madness bent upon suicide. From horizon to horizon the great road to the sands lay between the hills in a dull glitter of empty curves, resembling an unnavigable river of mud.


  Jean-Pierre went from field to field, moving blurred and tall in the drizzle, or striding on the crests of rises, lonely and high upon the grey curtain of drifting clouds, as if he had been pacing along the very edge of the universe. He looked at the black earth, at the earth mute and promising, at the mysterious earth doing its work of life in death-like stillness under the veiled sorrow of the sky. And it seemed to him that to a man worse than childless there was no promise in the fertility of fields, that from him the earth escaped, defied him, frowned at him like the clouds, sombre and hurried above his head. Having to face alone his own fields, he felt the inferiority of man who passes away before the clod that remains. Must he give up the hope of having by ·21· his side a son who would look at the turned-up sods with a master’s eye? A man that would think as he thought, that would feel as he felt; a man who would be part of himself, and yet remain to trample masterfully on that earth when he was gone! He thought of some distant relations, and felt savage enough to curse them aloud. They! Never! He turned homewards, going straight at the roof of his dwelling visible between the enlaced skeletons of trees. As he swung his legs over the stile a cawing flock of birds settled slowly on the field; dropped down, behind his back, noiseless and fluttering, like flakes of soot.


  That day Madame Levaille had gone early in the afternoon to the house she had near Kervanion. She had to pay some of the men who worked in her granite quarry there, and she went in good time because her little house contained a shop where the workmen could spend their wages without the trouble of going to town. The house stood alone amongst rocks. A lane of mud and stones ended at the door. The sea-winds coming ashore on Stonecutter’s point, fresh from the fierce turmoil of the waves, howled violently at the unmoved heaps of black boulders holding up steadily short-armed, high crosses against the tremendous rush of the invisible. In the sweep of gales the sheltered dwelling stood in a calm resonant and disquieting, like the calm in the centre of a hurricane. On stormy nights, when the tide was out, the bay of Fougère, fifty feet below the house, resembled an immense black pit, from which ascended mutterings and sighs as if the sands down there had been alive and complaining. At high tide the returning water assaulted the ledges of rock in short rushes, ending in bursts of livid light and columns of spray, that flew inland, stinging to death the grass of pastures.


  The darkness came from the hills, flowed over the coast, put out the red fires of sunset, and went on to seaward pursuing the retiring tide. The wind dropped with the sun, leaving a maddened sea and a devastated sky. The heavens above the house seemed to be draped in black rags, held up here and there by pins of fire. Madame Levaille, for this evening the servant of her own workmen, tried to induce them to depart. “An old woman like me ought to be in bed at this late hour,” she good-humouredly repeated. The quarrymen drank, asked for more. They shouted over the table as if they had been talking across a field. At one end four of them played cards, banging the wood with their hard knuckles, and swearing at every lead. One sat with a lost gaze, humming a bar of some song, which he repeated endlessly. Two others, in a corner, were quarrelling confidentially and fiercely over some woman, looking close into one another’s eyes as if they had wanted to tear ·22· them out, but speaking in whispers that promised violence and murder discreetly, in a venomous sibillation of subdued words. The atmosphere in there was thick enough to slice with a knife. Three candles burning about the long room glowed red and dull like sparks expiring in ashes.


  The slight click of the iron latch was at that late hour as unexpected and startling as a thunder-clap. Madame Levaille put down a bottle she held above a liqueur glass; the players turned their heads; the whispered quarrel ceased; only the singer, after darting a glance at the door, went on humming with a stolid face. Susan appeared in the doorway, stepped in, flung the door to, and put her back against it, saying, half aloud:


  “Mother!”


  Madame Levaille, taking up the bottle again, said calmly: “Here you are, my girl. What a state you are in!” The neck of the bottle rang on the rim of the glass, for the old woman was startled, and the idea that the farm had caught fire had entered her head. She could think of no other cause for her daughter’s appearance.


  Susan, soaked and muddy, stared the whole length of the room towards the men at the far end. Her mother asked:


  “What has happened? God guard us from misfortune!”


  Susan moved her lips. No sound came. Madame Levaille stepped up to her daughter, took her by the arm, looked into her face.


  “In God’s name,” she said shakily, “what’s the matter? You have been rolling in mud…. Why did you come? … Where’s Jean?”


  The men had all got up and approached slowly, staring with dull surprise. Madame Levaille jerked her daughter away from the door, swung her round upon a seat close to the wall. Then she turned fiercely to the men:


  “Enough of this! Out you go—you others! I close.”


  One of them observed, looking down at Susan collapsed on the seat: “She is—one may say—half dead.”


  Madame Levaille flung the door open.


  “Get out! March!” she cried, shaking nervously.


  They dropped out into the night, laughing stupidly. Outside, the two Lotharios broke out into loud shouts. The others tried to soothe them, all talking at once. The noise went away up the lane with the men, who staggered together in a tight knot, remonstrating with one another foolishly.


  “Speak, Susan. What is it? Speak!” entreated Madame Levaille, as soon as the door was shut.


  Susan pronounced some incomprehensible words, glaring at the table. ·23· The old woman clapped her hands above her head, let them drop, and stood looking at her daughter with disconsolate eyes. Her husband had been “deranged in his head” for a few years before he died, and now she began to suspect her daughter was going mad. She asked, pressingly:


  “Does Jean know where you are? Where is Jean?”


  Susan pronounced with difficulty:


  “He knows … he is dead.”


  “What!” cried the old woman. She came up near, and peering at her daughter, repeated three times: “What do you say? What do you say? What do you say?”


  Susan sat dry-eyed and stony before Madame Levaille, who contemplated her, feeling a strange sense of inexplicable horror creep into the silence of the house. She had hardly realized the news, further than to understand that she had been brought in one short moment face to face with something unexpected and final. It did not even occur to her to ask for any explanation. She thought: accident—terrible accident—blood to the head—fell down a trap door in the loft….. She remained there, distracted and mute, blinking her old eyes.


  Suddenly, Susan said:


  “I have killed him.”


  For a moment the mother stood still, almost unbreathing, but with composed face. The next second, she burst out into a shout:


  “You miserable madwoman … they will cut your neck ….”


  She fancied the gendarmes entering the house, saying to her: “We want your daughter; give her up:” the gendarmes with the severe, hard faces of men on duty. She knew the brigadier well—an old friend, familiar and respectful, saying heartily, “To your good health, madame!” before lifting to his lips the small glass of cognac—out of the special bottle she kept for friends. And now! …. She was losing her head. She rushed here and there, as if looking for something urgently needed—gave that up, stood stock still in the middle of the room, and screamed at her daughter:


  “Why? Say! Say! Why?”


  The other seemed to leap out of her strange apathy.


  “Do you think I am made of stone?” she shouted back, striding towards her mother.


  “No! It ’s impossible…..” said Madame Levaille, in a convinced tone.


  “You go and see, mother,” retorted Susan, looking at her with blazing ·24· eyes. “There ’s no mercy in heaven—no justice. No! …. I did not know …. Do you think I have no heart? Do you think I have never heard people jeering at me, pitying me, wondering at me? Do you know how some of them were calling me? The mother of idiots—that was my nickname! And my children never would know me, never speak to me. They would know nothing; neither men—nor God. Haven’t I prayed! But the Mother of God herself would not hear me. A mother! …. Who is accursed—I, or the man who is dead? Eh? Tell me. I took care of myself. Do you think I would defy the anger of God and have my house full of those things—that are worse than animals who know the hand that feeds them? Who blasphemed in the night at the very church door? Was it I? …. I only wept and prayed for mercy …. and I feel the curse at every moment of the day—I see it round me from morning to night … I’ve got to keep them alive—to take care of my misfortune and shame. And he would come. I begged him and Heaven for mercy…. No! … Then we shall see…. He came this evening. I thought to myself: ‘Ah! again!’ … I had my long scissors. I heard him shouting…. I saw him near…. I must—must I? … Then take! … And I struck him in the throat above the breast-bone…. I never heard him even sigh…. I left him standing…. It was a minute ago…. How did I come here?”


  Madame Levaille shivered. A wave of cold ran down her back, down her fat arms under her tight sleeves, made her stamp gently where she stood. Quivers ran over the broad cheeks, across the thin lips, ran amongst the wrinkles at the corners of her steady old eyes. She stammered:


  “You wicked woman—you disgrace me. But there! You always resembled your father. What do you think will become of you … in the other world? In this … Oh misery!”


  She was very hot now. She felt burning inside. She wrung her perspiring hands—and suddenly, starting in great haste, began to look for her big shawl and umbrella, feverishly, never once glancing at her daughter, who stood in the middle of the room following her with a gaze distracted and cold.


  “Nothing worse than in this,” said Susan.


  Her mother, umbrella in hand and trailing the shawl over the floor, groaned profoundly.


  “I must go to the priest,” she burst out passionately. “I do not know whether you even speak the truth! You are a horrible woman. They will find you anywhere. You may stay here—or go. There is no room for you in this world.”


  ·25· Ready now to depart, she yet wandered aimlessly about the room, putting the bottles on the shelf, trying to fit with trembling hands the covers on cardboard boxes. Whenever the real sense of what she had heard emerged for a second from the haze of her thoughts she would fancy that something had exploded in her brain without, unfortunately, bursting her head to pieces—which would have been a relief. She blew the candles out one by one without knowing it, and was horribly startled by the darkness. She fell on a bench and began to whimper. After a while she ceased, and sat listening to the breathing of her daughter, whom she could hardly see, still and upright, giving no other sign of life. She was becoming old rapidly at last, during those minutes. She spoke in tones unsteady, cut about by the rattle of teeth, like one shaken by a deadly cold fit of ague.


  “I wish you had died little. I will never dare to show my old head in the sunshine again. There are worse misfortunes than idiot children. I wish you had been born to me simple—like your own….”


  She saw the figure of her daughter pass before the faint and livid clearness of a window. Then it appeared in the doorway for a second, and the door swung to with a clang. Madame Levaille, as if awakened by the noise from a long nightmare, rushed out.


  “Susan!” she shouted from the doorstep.


  She heard a stone roll a long time down the declivity of the rocky beach above the sands. She stepped forward cautiously, one hand on the wall of the house, and peered down into the smooth darkness of the empty bay. Once again she cried:


  “Susan! You will kill yourself there.”


  The stone had taken its last leap in the dark, and she heard nothing now. A sudden thought seemed to strangle her, and she called no more. She turned her back upon the black silence of the pit and went up the lane towards Ploumar, stumbling along with sombre determination, as if she had started on a desperate journey that would last, perhaps, to the end of her life. A sullen and periodic clamour of waves rolling over reefs followed her far inland between the high hedges sheltering the gloomy solitude of the fields.


  Susan had run out, swerving sharp to the left at the door, and on the edge of the slope crouched down behind a boulder. A dislodged stone went on downwards, rattling as it leaped. When Madame Levaille called out, Susan could have, by stretching her hand, touched her mother’s skirt, had she had the courage to move a limb. She saw the old woman go away, and she remained still, closing her eyes and pressing her side to the hard and rugged ·26· surface of the rock. After a while a familiar face with fixed eyes and an open mouth became visible in the intense obscurity amongst the boulders. She uttered a low cry and stood up. The face vanished, leaving her to gasp and shiver alone in the wilderness of stone heaps. But as soon as she had crouched down again to rest, with her head against the rock, the face returned, came very near, appeared eager to finish the speech that had been cut short by death, only a moment ago. She scrambled quickly to her feet and said: “Go away, or I will do it again.” The thing wavered, swung to the right, to the left. She moved this way and that, stepped back, fancied herself screaming at it, and was appalled by the unbroken stillness of the night. She tottered on the brink, felt the steep declivity under her feet, and rushed down blindly to save herself from a headlong fall. The shingle seemed to wake up; the pebbles began to roll before her, pursued her from above, raced down with her on both sides, rolling past with an increasing clatter. In the peace of the night the noise grew, deepening to a rumour, continuous and violent, as if the whole semicircle of the stony beach had started to tumble down into the bay. Susan’s feet hardly touched the slope that seemed to run down with her. At the bottom she stumbled, shot forward, throwing her arms out, and fell heavily. She jumped up at once and turned swiftly to look back, her clenched hands full of sand she had clutched in her fall. The face was there, keeping its distance, visible in its own sheen that made a pale stain in the night. She shouted, “Go away”—she shouted at it with pain, with fear, with all the rage of that useless stab that could not keep him quiet, keep him out of her sight. What did he want now? He was dead. Dead men have no children. Would he never leave her alone? She shrieked at it—waved her outstretched hands. She seemed to feel the breath of parted lips, and, with a long cry of discouragement, fled across the level bottom of the bay.


  She ran lightly, unaware of any effort of her body. High sharp rocks that, when the bay is full, show above the glittering plain of blue water like pointed towers of submerged churches, glided past her, rushing to the land at a tremendous pace. To the left, in the distance, she could see something shining: a broad disc of light in which narrow shadows pivoted round the centre like the spokes of a wheel. She heard a voice calling, “Hey! There!” and answered with a wild scream. So, he could call yet! He was calling after her to stop. Never! … She tore through the night, past the startled group of seaweed-gatherers who stood round their lantern paralysed with fear at the unearthly screech coming from that fleeing shadow. The men leaned on their pitchforks staring fearfully. A woman fell on her knees, and, crossing ·27· herself, began to pray aloud. A little girl with her ragged skirt full of slimy seaweed began to sob despairingly, lugging her soaked burden close to the man who carried the light. Somebody said: “The thing ran out towards the sea.” Another voice exclaimed: “And the sea is coming back! Look at the spreading puddles. Do you hear—you woman—there! Get up!” Several voices cried together. “Yes, let us be off! Let the accursed thing go to the sea!” They moved on, keeping close round the light. Suddenly a man swore loudly. He would go and see what was the matter. It had been a woman’s voice. He would go. There were shrill protests from women—but his high form detached itself from the group and went off running. They sent an unanimous call of scared voices after him. A word, insulting and mocking, came back, thrown at them through darkness. A woman moaned. An old man said gravely: “Such things ought to be left alone.” They went on slower, now shuffling in the yielding sand and whispering to one another that Millot feared nothing, having no religion, but that it would end badly some day.


  Susan met the incoming tide by the Raven islet and stopped, panting, with her feet in the water. She heard the murmur and felt the cold caress of the sea, and, calmer now, could see the sombre and confused mass of the Raven on one side and on the other the long white streak of Molène sands that are left high above the dry bottom of Fougère Bay at every ebb. She turned round and saw far away, along the starred background of the sky, the ragged outline of the coast. Above it, nearly facing her, appeared the tower of Ploumar church; a slender and tall pyramid shooting up dark and pointed into the clustered glitter of the stars. She felt strangely calm. She knew where she was, and began to remember how she came there—and why. She peered into the smooth obscurity near her. She was alone. There was nothing there; nothing near her, either living or dead.


  The tide was creeping in quietly, putting out long impatient arms of strange rivulets that ran towards the land between ridges of sand. Under the night the pools grew bigger with mysterious rapidity, while the great sea, yet far off, thundered in a regular rhythm along the indistinct line of the horizon. Suzan splashed her way back for a few yards without being able to get clear of the water that murmured tenderly all around and, suddenly, with a spiteful gurgle, nearly took her off her feet. Her heart thumped with fear. This place was too big and too empty to die in. To-morrow they would do with her what they liked. But before she died she must tell them—tell the gentleman in black clothes that there are things no woman can bear. She must explain how it happened…. She splashed through a pool, getting wet to the ·28· waist, too preoccupied to care…. She must explain. “He came in the same way as ever and said, just so: ‘Do you think I am going to leave the land to those people from Morbihan that I do not know? Do you? We shall see! Come along, you creature of mischance!’ And he put his arms out. Then, Messieurs, I said: ‘Before God—never!’ And he said, striding at me with open palms: ‘There is no God to hold me! Do you understand, you useless carcase. I will do what I like.’ And he took me by the shoulders. Then I, Messieurs, called to God for help, and next minute, while he was shaking me, I felt my long scissors in my hand. His shirt was unbuttoned, and, by the candle-light, I saw the hollow of his throat. I cried: ‘Let go!’ He was crushing my shoulders. He was strong, my man was! Then I thought: No! … Must I? … Then take!—and I struck in the hollow place. I never saw him fall. Never! Never! … Never saw him fall…. The old father never turned his head. He is deaf and childish, gentlemen…. Nobody saw him fall. I ran out…. Nobody saw….”


  She had been scrambling amongst the boulders of the Raven and now found herself, all out of breath, standing amongst the heavy shadows of the rocky islet. The Raven is connected with the main land by a natural pier of immense and slippery stones. She intended to return home that way. Was he still standing there? At home. Home! Four idiots and a corpse. She must go back and explain. Anybody would understand….


  Below her the night or the sea seemed to pronounce distinctly:


  “Aha! I see you at last!”


  She started, slipped, fell; and without attempting to rise, listened, terrified. She heard heavy breathing, a clatter of wooden clogs. It stopped.


  “Where the devil did you pass?” said an invisible man, hoarsely.


  She held her breath. She recognized the voice. She had not seen him fall. Was he pursuing her there dead, or perhaps … alive?


  She lost her head. She cried from the crevice where she lay huddled, “Never, never!”


  “Ah! You are still there. You led me a fine dance. Wait, my beauty, I must see how you look after all this. You wait….


  Millot was stumbling, laughing, swearing meaninglessly out of pure satisfaction, pleased with himself for having run down that fly-by-night. “As if there were such things as ghosts! Bah! It took an old African soldier to show those clodhoppers…. But it was curious. Who the devil was she?”


  Susan listened, crouching. He was coming for her, this dead man. There was no escape. What a noise he made amongst the stones…. She saw his ·29· head rise up, then the shoulders. He was tall—her own man! His long arms waved about, and it was his own voice sounding a little strange … because of the scissors. She scrambled out quickly, rushed to the edge of the causeway, and turned round. The man stood still on a high stone, detaching himself in dead black on the glitter of the sky.


  “Where are you going to?” he called roughly.


  She answered, “Home!” and watched him intensely. He made a striding, clumsy leap on to another boulder, and stopped again, balancing himself, then said:


  “Ha! ha! Well, I am going with you. It ’s the least I can do. Ha! ha! ha!”


  She stared at him till her eyes seemed to become glowing coals that burned deep into her brain, and yet she was in mortal fear of making out the well-known features. Below her the sea lapped softly against the rock with a splash, continuous and gentle.


  The man said, advancing another step:


  “I am coming for you. What do you think?”


  She trembled. Coming for her! There was no escape, no peace, no hope. She looked round despairingly. Suddenly the whole shadowy coast, the blurred islets, the heaven itself, swayed about twice, then came to a rest. She closed her eyes and shouted:


  “Can’t you wait till I am dead!”


  She was shaken by a furious hate for that shade that pursued her in this world, unappeased even by death in its longing for an heir that would be like other people’s children.


  “Hey! What?” said Millot, keeping his distance prudently. He was saying to himself: “Look out! Some lunatic. An accident happens soon.”


  She went on, wildly:


  “I want to live. To live alone—for a week—for a day. I must explain to them…. I would tear you to pieces, I would kill you twenty times over rather than let you touch me while I live. How many times must I kill you—you blasphemer! Satan sends you here. I am damned too!”


  “Come,” said Millot, alarmed and conciliating. I am perfectly alive! … Oh, my God!”


  She had screamed, “Alive!” and at once vanished before his eyes, as if the islet itself had swerved aside from under her feet. Millot rushed forward, and fell flat with his chin over the edge. Far below he saw the water whitened by her struggles, and heard one shrill cry for help that seemed to ·30· dart upwards along the perpendicular face of the rock, and soar past, straight into the high and impassive heaven.


  Madame Levaille sat, dry-eyed, on the short grass of the hill side, with her thick legs stretched out, and her old feet turned up in their black cloth shoes. Her clogs stood near by, and further off the umbrella lay on the withered sward like a weapon dropped from the grasp of a vanquished warrior. The Marquis of Chavanes, on horseback, one gloved hand on thigh, looked down at her as she got up laboriously, with groans. On the narrow track of the seaweed-carts four men were carrying inland Susan’s body on a hand-barrow, while several others straggled listlessly behind. Madame Levaille looked after the procession. “Yes, Monsieur le Marquis,” she said dispassionately, in her usual calm tone of a reasonable old woman. “There are unfortunate people on this earth. I had only one child. Only one! And they won’t bury her in consecrated ground!”


  Her eyes filled suddenly, and a short shower of tears rolled down the broad cheeks. She pulled the shawl close about her. The Marquis leaned slightly over in his saddle, and said:


  “It is very sad. You have all my sympathy. I shall speak to the Curé. She was unquestionably insane, and the fall was accidental. Millot says so distinctly. Good-day, Madame.”


  And he trotted off, thinking to himself: I must get this old woman appointed guardian of those idiots, and administrator of the farm. It would be much better than having here one of those other Bacadous, probably a red republican, corrupting my commune.


  Joseph Conrad.


  {·  ·}


  IN SAINT-JACQUES


  
    [image: T]IRED with the sunlight, her eyes close in prayer,


    A little heap before a waxen saint;


    Heaven above heaven, the starry hosts are there,


    The wind of odorous wings, beating, breathes faint.

  


  
    Ah, she is old, and the world’s ways are rough,


    She has grown old with sorrow, year by year;


    She is alone: yet is it not enough


    To be alone with God, as she is here?

  


  
    Here, in the shadowy chapel, where I stand,


    An alien, at the door, and see within


    Bent head and benediction of the hand,


    And may not, though I long to enter in.

  


  
    Sightless, she sees the angels thronging her,


    She sees descending on her from above


    The Blessed Vision for her comforter:


    But I can see no vision, only Love.

  


  
    I have believed in Love, and Love ’s untrue:


    Bid me believe, and bring me to your saint,


    Woman! and let me come and kneel with you! …


    But I should see only the wax and paint.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  The Death of Pierrot


  by

  Aubrey Beardsley


  “As the dawn broke, Pierrot fell into his last sleep. Then upon tip-toe, silently up the stair, noiselessly into the room, came the comedians Arlecchino, Pantaleone, il Dottore, and Columbina, who with much love carried away upon their shoulders, the white frocked clown of Bergamo; whither, we know not.”


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  CONCERNING JUDE THE OBSCURE


  [image: T]HE eighteenth century is the great period of the English novel. Defoe, Richardson, Fielding, Goldsmith, Sterne, and Jane Austen initiated or carried towards perfection nearly every variety of fiction; they had few or no rivals throughout Europe. Scott, with his incomparable genius for romance, was left to complete the evolutionary process.


  Yet it was Scott, as we too often forget, who marred everything and threw the English novel into disorganization from which it has not even to-day recovered. Those jerry-built, pseudo-mediæval structures which he raised so rapidly and so easily, still retain, I hope, some of the fascination which they possessed for us when we were children; they certainly retain it for a few of those children of a larger growth whom we call men of genius. But Scott’s prodigious facility and the conventional unreality of his view of life ruined the English novel. By means of his enormous reputation he was enabled to debase the intellectual and moral currency in this department of literature to the lowest possible limit. It is a curious illustration of our attitude towards these things that Scott’s method of paying off his debts by feverish literary production seems only to arouse our unqualified admiration. The commercial instinct in our British breasts is so highly developed that we glory in the sight of a great man prostituting his fame to make money, especially in a good cause. If he had paid off his debts at the gaming table, or even at the stock exchange, perhaps we should have been shocked. As he only flung his own genius and art on to the table to play against a credulous public his virtue remains immaculate. But a fate works through these things, however opaque the veil of insular self-satisfaction over our eyes. Scott, the earlier Scott, was a European influence, manifested in Manzoni, down through Hendrik Conscience to the drivel of Paul Féval. Since Scott no English novelist has been a force in European literature.


  This may seem too stringent a judgment of so copious a branch of literature. But it is because the literature of fiction is so copious that we need a stringent clue to guide us through its mazes. A man cannot be too ·36· keen in grasping at the things that concern himself, too relentless in flinging aside those things that for him at least have no concern. For myself, at all events, I find now little in nineteenth-century English fiction that concerns me, least of all in popular fiction. I am well content to read and ponder the novels that seem to me assuredly great. In the next century, perhaps, I shall have time to consider whether it were well to read “Robert Elsmere” or “The Heavenly Twins,” but as yet the question is scarcely pressing.


  If that is the case, I may be asked, why read Thomas Hardy? And I must confess that that question occurred to me—long a devout admirer of Mr. Hardy’s work—some fourteen years ago, and I found it unanswerable.[15] For while he still seemed to me a fine artist, I scarcely regarded him as a great artist in the sense in which I so regarded some English novelists of the last century, and some French and Russian novelists of this century. Moreover, Mr. Hardy was becoming a popular novelist. For it may be a foolish fancy, but I do not like drinking at those pools which are turbid from the hoofs of my fellow creatures; when I cannot get there before the others I like to wait until a considerable time after they have left. I could not read my Catullus in peace if I had an uneasy sense that thousands of my fellow creatures were writing to the newspapers to say what a nice girl Lesbia was, and how horrid a person Gellius, condescending to approve the poet’s fraternal sentiments, lamenting the unwholesome tone of his Atys. It is my felicity that the railroad that skirts the Lago di Garda still sets but few persons down for Sermione. Nor am I alone in this. The unequalled rapture of Lamb’s joy in the Elizabethan dramatists was due to the immensity of the solitude in which at that moment they lay enfolded. Indeed this attitude of mind is ancient and well-rooted. The saviours of mankind, with what at first sight seems an unkindly delight, have emphasized the fact that salvation belongs to the few. Yet not only is religion a sacred mystery, but love also, and art. When the profane are no longer warned away from the threshold it is a reasonable suspicion that no mystery is there.—So it was that I ceased to read Mr. Hardy’s novels.


  But since then things have somewhat changed. The crowd thickened, indeed, especially when “Tess” appeared, for that book chanced to illustrate a fashionable sentimental moral. But last year, suddenly, on the appearance of Mr. Hardy’s latest book, a great stampede was heard in the land. Noisy bands of the novelist’s readers were fleeing in every direction. Although it ·37· was still clearly premature to say that peace reigned in the Warsaw of “Tess’s” admirers, I detected at least an interesting matter for investigation.—Thus I returned to Mr. Hardy’s work.


  That work is now very considerable, remembering the brief space of twenty-five years over which it is spread. The damnosa hæreditas of Scott still afflicts nearly all our novelists with a fatal productiveness. The bigger the burden you lay on the back of Posterity the sooner he is certain to throw it off. And the creature’s instinct is right; no man, not even a Goethe, is immortally wise in fifty volumes. There are few novelists who can afford to write much. Even Balzac, the type of prolific imagination in fiction, is no exception. Content to give the merest external impression of reality, he toiled terribly in moulding the clay of his own inner consciousness to produce a vast world of half-baked images, which are immensely impressive in the mass but crumble to pieces in your fingers when you take them up. Mr. George Meredith is, perhaps, our nearest modern English counterpart to Balzac. There is a prodigious expenditure of intellectual energy in the crowd of Meredith’s huge novels. To turn from, let us say, “The Hand of Ethelberta” to “Evan Harrington,” is to feel that, intellectually, Hardy is a mere child compared to Meredith. There never was a novelist so superhumanly and obstreperously clever as Mr. Meredith. One suspects that much of the admiration expended on Meredith, as on Browning, is really the reader’s admiration of his own cleverness in being able to toddle along at the coat-tails of such a giant. Crude intellect is as much outside art as crude emotion or crude morals. One admires the splendid profusion of power, but the perfected achievement which alone holds our attention permanently is not to be found among these exuberantly brilliant marionettes. It is all very splendid, but I find no good reason for reading it, since already it scarcely belongs to our time, since it never possessed the virtues which are independent of time. Like Balzac, George Meredith has built to his own memory a great cairn in literature. No doubt it will be an inspiring spectacle for our race to gaze back at.


  There are really only two kinds of novels which are permanently interesting to men. The first contains those few which impress us by the immortal power with which they present a great story or a great human type. Such are the “Satyricon,” “Petit Jehan de Saintré,” “Don Quixote,” “Gil Bias,” “Tom Jones.” These books are always modern, always invigorating. They stand foursquare, each on its own basis, against every assault of time. The other class of novels—holding us not less closely, though it may be less masterfully—appeal by their intimate insight into the mysteries of the heart. They are ·38· the books that whisper to us secrets we half-knew yet never quite understood. They throw open doors into the soul that were only ajar. The men who write them are not always great masters of style or of literary architectonics, but by some happy inspiration they have revealed themselves as great masters of the human heart. Such books are full of the intimate charm of something that we remember, of things that chanced to us “a great while since, a long, long time ago,” and yet they have the startling audacity of the modernest things. Among them are “Manon Lescaut,” “Adolphe,” “Le Rouge et le Noir,” some of Dostoieffsky’s novels. If any of Mr. Hardy’s novels may claim to be compared with the immortals it is the books of this class which we should bear in mind.


  The real and permanent interest in Mr. Hardy’s books is not his claim to be the exponent of Wessex—a claim which has been more than abundantly recognized—but his intense preoccupation with the mysteries of women’s hearts. He is less a story-teller than an artist who has intently studied certain phases of passion, and brings us a simple and faithful report of what he has found. A certain hesitancy in the report, an occasional failure of narrative or style, only adds piquancy and a sense of veracity to the record. A mischievous troll, from time to time—more rarely in Mr. Hardy’s later work—is allowed to insert all sorts of fantastic conceits and incidents. Such interpolations merely furnish additional evidence in favour of the genuine inspiration of the whole document. We realize that we are in the presence of an artist who is wholly absorbed in the effort to catch the fleeting caprices of the external world, unsuspected and incalculable, the unexpected fluctuations of the human heart.


  The great novelists of the present century who have chiefly occupied themselves with the problems of passion and the movements of women’s hearts—I mean Paul Heyse and George Meredith, together with Goethe, who may be called their master—have all shown a reverent faith in what we call Nature as opposed to Society; they have all regarded the impulses and the duties of love in women as independent of social regulation, which may or may not impede the free play of passion and natural morality. Mr. Hardy fully shares this characteristic. It was less obvious in his earlier novels, no doubt, although Cytherea of his first book, “Desperate Remedies,” discovered the moral problems which have puzzled her youngest sisters, and Eustacia in “The Return of the Native” sank in what she called “the mire of marriage” long before Sue experienced her complicated matrimonial disasters. For Hardy, as for Goethe and Heyse, and usually for Meredith the problems of women’s hearts are mostly independent of the routine codes of men.


  ·39· The whole course of Mr. Hardy’s development, from 1871 to the present, has been natural and inevitable, with lapses and irregularities it may be, but with no real break and no new departure. He seems to have been led along the path of his art by his instincts; he was never a novelist with a programme, planning his line of march at the outset, and boldly affronting public reprobation; he has moved slowly and tentatively. In his earlier books he eluded any situation involving marked collision between Nature and Society, and thus these books failed to shock the susceptibilities of readers who had been brought up in familiarity with the unreal conventionalities which rule in the novels of Hugo, Dickens, Thackeray, and the rest. “Far from the Madding Crowd” first appeared in the “Cornhill,” from which a few years earlier Thackeray had excluded Mrs. Browning’s poem, “Lord Walter’s Wife,” as presenting an immoral situation. It was not until “Two on a Tower” appeared, in 1882, that the general public—led, if I remember rightly, by the “Spectator”—began to suspect that in reading Mr. Hardy’s books it was not treading on the firm rock of convention. The reason was, not that any fundamental change was taking place in the novelist’s work, but that there really is a large field in which the instincts of human love and human caprice can have free play without too obviously conflicting with established moral codes. Both in life and in art it is this large field which we first reach. It is thus in the most perfect and perhaps the most delightful of Mr. Hardy’s early books, “Under the Greenwood Tree.” The free play of Fancy’s vagrant heart may be followed in all its little bounds and rebounds, its fanciful ardours and repressions, because she is too young a thing to drink deep of life—and because she is not yet married. It is all very immoral, as Nature is, but it succeeds in avoiding any collision with the rigid constitution of Society. The victim finally takes the white veil and is led to the altar; then a door is closed, and the convent gate of marriage is not again opened to the intrusive novel-reader’s eye. Not by any means because it is considered that the horrors beyond are too terrible to be depicted. The matter does not appear to the novelist under this metaphor. Your wholesome-minded novelist knows that the life of a pure-natured Englishwoman after marriage is, as Taine said, mainly that of a very broody hen, a series of merely physiological processes with which he, as a novelist, has no further concern.


  But in novels, as in life, one comes at length to realize that marriage is not necessarily either a grave, or a convent gate, or a hen’s nest, that though the conditions are changed the forces at work remain largely the same. It is still quite possible to watch the passions at play, though there may now be more ·40· tragedy or more pathos in the outcome of that play. This Mr. Hardy proceeded to do, first on a small scale in short stories, and then on a larger scale. “Tess” is typical of this later unconventional way of depicting the real issues of passion. Remarkable as that book no doubt is, I confess that on the whole it has made no very strong appeal to me. I was repelled at the outset by the sub-title. It so happens that I have always regarded the conception of “purity,” when used in moral discussions, as a conception sadly in need of analysis, and almost the first time I ever saw myself in print was as the author of a discussion, carried on with the usual ethical fervour of youth, of the question: “What is Purity?” I have often seen occasion to ask the question since. It seems to me doubtful whether anyone is entitled to use the word “pure” without first defining precisely what he means, and still more doubtful whether an artist is called upon to define it at all, even in several hundred pages. I can quite conceive that the artist should take pleasure in the fact that his own creative revelation of life poured contempt on many old prejudices. But such an effect is neither powerful nor legitimate unless it is engrained in the texture of the narrative; it cannot be stuck on by a label. To me that glaring subtitle meant nothing, and I could not see what it should mean to Mr. Hardy. It seemed an indication that he was inclined to follow after George Eliot, who—for a large “consideration”—condescended to teach morality to the British public, selling her great abilities for a position of fame which has since proved somewhat insecure; because although English men and women are never so happy as when absorbing unorthodox sermons under the guise of art, the permanent vitality of sermons is considerably less than that of art.


  Thus I was not without suspicion in approaching “Jude the Obscure.” Had Mr. Hardy discovered the pernicious truth that whereas children can only take their powders in jam, the strenuous British public cannot be induced to devour their jam unless convinced that it contains some strange and nauseous powder? Was “Jude the Obscure” a sermon on marriage from the text on the title-page: “The letter killeth”? Putting aside the small failures always liable to occur in Mr. Hardy’s work, I found little to justify the suspicion. The sermon may, possibly, be there, but the spirit of art has, at all events, not been killed. In all the great qualities of literature “Jude the Obscure” seems to me the greatest novel written in England for many years.


  It is interesting to compare “Jude” with a characteristic novel of Mr. Hardy’s earlier period, with “A Pair of Blue Eyes,” or “The Return of the Native.” On going back to these, after reading “Jude,” one notes the graver and deeper tones in the later book, the more austere and restrained roads of ·41· art which Mr. Hardy has sought to follow, and the more organic and radical way in which he now grips the individuality of his creatures. The individuals themselves have not fundamentally changed. The type of womankind that Mr. Hardy chiefly loves to study, from Cytherea to Sue, has always been the same, very human, also very feminine, rarely with any marked element of virility, and so contrasting curiously with the androgynous heroines loved of Mr. Meredith. The latter, with their resolute daring and energy, are of finer calibre and more imposing; they are also very much rarer in the actual world than Mr. Hardy’s women, who represent, it seems to me, a type not uncommon in the south of England, where the heavier Teutonic and Scandinavian elements are, more than elsewhere, modified by the alert and volatile elements furnished by earlier races. But if the type remains the same the grasp of it is now much more thorough. At first Mr. Hardy took these women chiefly at their more obviously charming or pathetic moments, and sought to make the most of those moments, a little careless as to the organic connection of such moments to the underlying personality. One can well understand that many readers should prefer the romantic charm of the earlier passages, but—should it be necessary to affirm?—to grapple with complexly realized persons and to dare to face them in the tragic or sordid crises of real life is to rise to a higher plane of art. In “Jude the Obscure” there is a fine self-restraint, a complete mastery of all the elements of an exceedingly human story. There is nothing here of the distressing melodrama into which Mr. Hardy was wont to fall in his early novels. Yet in plot “Jude” might be a farce. One could imagine that Mr. Hardy had purposed to himself to take a conventional farce, in which a man and a woman leave their respective partners to make love to one another and then finally rejoin their original partners, in order to see what could be made of such a story by an artist whose sensitive vision penetrated to the tragic irony of things; just as the great novelists of old, De la Sale, Cervantes, Fielding, took the worn-out conventional stories of their time, and filled them with the immortal blood of life. Thus “Jude” has a certain symmetry of plan such as is rare in the actual world—where we do not so readily respond to our cues—but to use such a plot to produce such an effect is an achievement of the first order.


  Only at one point, it seems to me, is there a serious lapse in the art of the book, and that is when the door of the bedroom closet is sprung open on us to reveal the row of childish corpses. Up to that one admires the strength and sobriety of the narrative, its complete reliance on the interests that lie in common humanity. We feel that here are real human beings of the sort we ·42· all know, engaged in obscure struggles that are latent in the life we all know. But with the opening of that cupboard we are thrust out of the large field of common life into the small field of the police court or the lunatic asylum, among the things which for most of us are comparatively unreal. It seems an unnecessary clash in the story. Whatever failure of nervous energy may be present in the Fawley family, it is clear that Mr. Hardy was not proposing to himself a study of gross pathological degenerescence, a study of the hereditary evolution of criminality. If that were so, the story would lose the wide human significance which is not merely stated explicitly in the preface, but implicitly throughout. Nor can it be said that so wholesale a murder was required for the constructive development of the history; a much less serious catastrophe would surely have sufficed to influence the impressionable Sue. However skilful Mr. Hardy may be in the fine art of murder, it is as a master of the more tender and human passions that he is at his best. The element of bloodshed in “Tess” seems of dubious value. One is inclined to question altogether the fitness of bloodshed for the novelist’s purpose at the present period of history. As a factor in human fate bloodshed to-day is both too near and too remote for the purposes of art. It is too rare to be real and poignant to every heart, and in the days of well-equipped burglars and a “spirited” foreign policy it is too vulgar to bring with it any romance of “old unhappy far-off things.” Our great sixteenth-century dramatists could use it securely as their commonest resource because it was then a deeply-rooted fact both of artistic convention and of real life. In this century bloodshed can only be made humanly interesting by a great psychologist, living on the barbarous outskirts of civilization, a Dostoieffsky to whom the secret of every abnormal impulse has been revealed. In Mr. Hardy’s books bloodshed is one of the forms put on by the capricious troll whose business it is to lure him from his own work. But that cupboard contains the only skeleton in the house of “Jude the Obscure.” On the whole, it may be said that Mr. Hardy here leads us to a summit in art, where the air is perhaps too rare and austere for the more short-winded among his habitual readers, but, so far as can yet be seen, surely a summit.—So at least it seems to one who no longer cares to strain his vision in detecting mole-hills on the lower slopes of Parnassus, yet still finds pleasure in gazing back at the peaks.


  But I understand that the charge brought against “Jude the Obscure” is not so much that it is bad art as that it is a book with a purpose, a moral or an immoral purpose, according to the standpoint of the critic. It would not be pleasant to admit that a book you thought bad morality is good art, but ·43· the bad morality is the main point, and this book, it is said, is immoral, and indecent as well.


  So are most of our great novels. “Jane Eyre,” we know on the authority of a “Quarterly” reviewer, could not have been written by a respectable woman, while another “Quarterly” (or maybe “Edinburgh”) reviewer declared that certain scenes in “Adam Bede” are indecently suggestive. “Tom Jones” is even yet regarded as unfit to be read in an unabridged form. The echo of the horror which “Les Liaisons Dangereuses” produced more than a century ago in the cheerfully immoral society of the ancien régime has scarcely even to-day died down sufficiently to permit an impartial judgment of that powerful and saturnine book. “Madame Bovary,” which Taine regarded in later days as fit for use in Sunday schools, was thought so shocking in the austere court of Napoleon III. that there was no alternative to prosecution. Zola’s chief novels, which to-day are good enough to please Mr. Stead, the champion of British Puritanism, were yesterday bad enough to send his English publisher to prison. It seems, indeed, on a review of all the facts, that the surer a novel is of a certain immortality, the surer it is also to be regarded at first as indecent, as subversive of public morality. So that when, as in the present case, such charges are recklessly flung about in all the most influential quarters, we are simply called upon to accept them placidly as necessary incidents in the career of a great novel.


  It is no fortuitous circumstance that the greatest achievements of the novelist’s art seem to outrage morality. “Jude the Obscure” is a sufficiently great book to serve to illustrate a first principle. I have remarked that I cannot find any undue intrusion of morality in the art of this book. But I was careful to express myself cautiously, for without doubt the greatest issues of social morality are throughout at stake. So that the question arises: What is the function of the novelist as regards morals? The answer is simple, though it has sometimes been muddled. A few persons have incautiously asserted that the novel has nothing to do with morals. That we cannot assert; the utmost that can be asserted is that the novelist should never allow himself to be made the tool of a merely moral or immoral purpose. For the fact is that, so far as the moralist deals with life at all, morals is part of the very stuff of his art. That is to say, that his art lies in drawing the sinuous woof of human nature between the rigid warp of morals. Take away morals, and the novelist is in vacuo, in the region of fairy land. The more subtly and firmly he can weave these elements together the more impressive becomes the stuff of his art. The great poet may be in love with passion, but it is by heightening and strengthening ·44· the dignity of traditional moral law that he gives passion fullest play. When Wagner desired to create a typically complete picture of passion he chose the story of Tristram; no story of Paul and Virginia can ever bring out the deepest cries of human passion. Shakespeare found it impossible to picture even the pure young love of Romeo and Juliet without the aid of the violated laws of family and tradition. “The crash of broken commandments,” Mr. Hardy once wrote in a magazine article, “is as necessary an accompaniment to the catastrophe of a tragedy as the noise of drum and cymbals to a triumphal march;” and that picturesque image fails to express how essential to the dramatist is this clash of law against passion. It is the same in life as in art, and if you think of the most pathetic stories of human passion, the profoundest utterances of human love, you probably think most readily of such things as the letters of Abélard and Héloise, or of Mlle. de Lespinasse, or of the Portuguese nun, and only with difficulty of the tamer speech of happier and more legitimate emotions. Life finds her game in playing off the irresistible energy of the individual against the equally irresistible energy of the race, and the stronger each is the finer the game. So the great artist whose brain is afire with the love of passion yet magnifies the terror and force of moral law, in his heart probably hates it.


  Mr. Hardy has always been in love with Nature, with the instinctive, spontaneous, unregarded aspects of Nature, from the music of the dead heather-bells to the flutter of tremulous human hearts, all the things that are beautiful because they are uncontrolled by artificial constraint. The progress of his art has consisted in bringing this element of nature into ever closer contact with the rigid routine of life, making it more human, making it more moral or more immoral. It is an inevitable progression. That love of the spontaneous, the primitive, the unbound—which we call the love of “Nature”—must as it becomes more searching take more and more into account those things, also natural, which bind and constrain “Nature.” So that on the one side, as Mr. Hardy has himself expressed it, we have Nature and her unconsciousness of all but essential law, on the other the laws framed merely as social expedients without a basis in the heart of things, and merely expressing the triumph of the majority over the individual; which shows, as is indeed evident from Mr. Hardy’s work, that he is not much in sympathy with Society, and also shows that, like Heyse, he recognizes a moral order in Nature. This conflict reaches its highest point around women. Truly or falsely, for good or for evil, woman has always been for man the supreme priestess, or the supreme devil, of Nature. “A woman,” said Proudhon—himself the incarnation of the revolt of ·45· Nature in the heart of man—“even the most charming and virtuous woman, always contains an element of cunning, the wild beast element. She is a tamed animal that sometimes returns to her natural instinct. This cannot be said in the same degree of man.” The loving student of the elemental in Nature so becomes the loving student of women, the sensitive historian of her conflicts with “sin” and with “repentance,” the creations of man. Not, indeed, that any woman who has “sinned,” if her sin was indeed love, ever really “repents.” It is probable that a true experience of the one emotional state as of the other remains a little foreign to her, “sin” having probably been the invention of men who never really knew what love is. She may catch the phrases of the people around her when her spirit is broken, but that is all. I have never known or heard of any woman, having for one moment in her life loved and been loved, who did not count that moment as worth all other moments in life. The consciousness of the world’s professed esteem can never give to unloved virtue and respectability the pride which belongs to the woman who has once “sinned” with all her heart. One supposes that the slaves of old who never once failed in abject obedience to their master’s will mostly subdued their souls to the level of their starved virtues. But the woman who has loved is like the slave who once at least in his life has risen in rebellion with the cry: “And I, too, am a man!” Nothing that comes after can undo the fine satisfaction of that moment. It was so that a great seventeenth-century predecessor of Mr. Hardy in the knowledge of the heart, painted Annabella exultant in her sin even at the moment of discovery, for “Nature” knows no sin.


  If these things are so, it is clear how the artist who has trained himself to the finest observation of Nature cannot fail, as his art becomes more vital and profound, to paint morals. The fresher and more intimate his vision of Nature, the more startling his picture of morals. To such an extent is this the case in “Jude the Obscure,” that some people have preferred to regard the book as a study of monstrosity, of disease. Sue is neurotic, some critics say; it is fashionable to play cheerfully with terrible words you know nothing about. “Neurotic” these good people say by way of dismissing her, innocently unaware that many a charming “urban miss” of their own acquaintance would deserve the name at least as well. In representing Jude and Sue as belonging to a failing family stock, I take it that Mr. Hardy by no means wished to bring before us a mere monstrosity, a pathological “case,” but that rather, with an artist’s true instinct—the same instinct that moved so great an artist as Shakespeare when he conceived “Hamlet”—he indicates the channels of least resistance along which the forces of life most impetuously rush. Jude and Sue are represented ·46· as crushed by a civilization to which they were not born, and though civilization may in some respects be regarded as a disease and as unnatural, in others it may be said to bring out those finer vibrations of Nature which are overlaid by rough and bucolic conditions of life. The refinement of sexual sensibility with which this book largely deals is precisely such a vibration. To treat Jude, who wavers between two women, and Sue, who finds the laws of marriage too mighty for her lightly-poised organism, as shocking monstrosities, reveals a curious attitude in the critics who have committed themselves to that view. Clearly they consider human sexual relationships to be as simple as those of the farmyard. They are as shocked as a farmer would be to find that a hen had views of her own concerning the lord of the harem. If, let us say, you decide that Indian Game and Plymouth Rock make a good cross, you put your cock and hens together, and the matter is settled; and if you decide that a man and a woman are in love with each other, you marry them and the matter is likewise settled for the whole term of their natural lives. I suppose that the farmyard view really is the view of the ordinary wholesome-minded novelist—I mean of course in England—and of his ordinary critic. Indeed in Europe generally, a distinguished German anthropologist has lately declared, sensible and experienced men still often exhibit a knowledge of sexual matters such as we might expect from a milkmaid. But assuredly the farmyard view corresponds imperfectly to the facts of human life in our time. Such things as “Jude” is made of are, in our time at all events, life, and life is still worthy of her muse.


  “Yes, yes, no doubt that is so,” some critics have said in effect, “but consider how dangerous such a book is. It may be read by the young. Consider how sad it would be if the young should come to suspect, before they are themselves married, that marriage after all may not always be a box of bonbons. Remember the Young Person.” Mr. Hardy has himself seemingly, though it may only be in seeming, admitted the justice of this objection when in the preface to his book he states that it is “addressed by a man to men and women of full age.” Of course there is really only one thing that the true artist can or will remember, and that is his art. He is only writing for one person—himself. But it remains true that a picture of the moral facts of the world must arouse moral emotions in the beholder, and while it may not be legitimate to discuss what the artist ought to have done, it is perfectly legitimate to discuss the effect of what he has done.


  I must confess that to me it seems the merest cant to say that a book has been written only to be read by elderly persons. In France, where a different tradition has been established, the statement may pass, but not in England nor ·47· in America, where the Young Person has a firm grip of the novel, which she is not likely to lose. Twenty years ago one observed that one’s girl friends—the daughters of clergymen and other pillars of society—found no difficulty, when so minded, in reading en cachette the works of Ouida, then the standard-bearer of the Forbidden, and subsequent observation makes it probable that they are transmitting a similar aptitude to their daughters, the Young Persons of to-day. We may take it that a novel, especially if written in English, is open to all readers. If you wish to write exclusively for adult readers, it is difficult to say what form of literature you should adopt; even metaphysics is scarcely safe, but the novel is out of the question. Every attempt to restrict literature is open to a reductio ad absurdum. I well remember the tender-hearted remonstrance of an eminent physician concerning a proposal to publish in a medical journal a paper on some delicate point in morbid psychology: “There are always the compositors.” Who knows but that some weak-kneed suggestible compositor may by Jude Fawley’s example be thrust on the downward road to adultery and drink? With this high-strung anxiety lest we cause our brother to offend, no forward step could ever be taken in the world; for “there are always the compositors.” There would be nothing better than to sit still before the book of Ecclesiastes, leaving the compositors to starve in the odour of sanctity.


  But why should the Young Person not read “Jude the Obscure”? To me at least such a question admits of no answer when the book is the work of a genuine artist. One can understand that a work of art as art may not be altogether intelligible to the youthful mind, but if we are to regard it as an ensample or a warning, surely it is only for youth that it can have any sort of saving grace. “Jude” is an artistic picture of a dilemma such as the Young Person, in some form or another, may one day have to face. Surely, on moral grounds, she should understand and realize this beforehand. A book which pictures such things with fine perception and sympathy should be singularly fit reading. There is probably, however, much more foxiness than morality in the attitude of the Elderly Person in this matter. “Don’t trouble about traps, my little dears,” the Elderly Person seems to say; “at your age you ought not to know there are such things. And really they are too painful to talk about; no well-bred Young Person does.” When the Young Person has been duly caught, and emerges perhaps without any tail, then the Elderly Person will be willing to discuss the matter on a footing of comfortable equality. But what good will it be to the Young Person then? The Elderly Person’s solicitude in this matter springs, one fears, from no moral source, but has its origin ·48· in mists of barbarous iniquity which, to avoid bringing the blush of shame to his cheek, need not here be investigated. “Move on, Auntie!” as little Sue said to the indignant relation who had caught her wading in the pond, “this is no sight for modest eyes!”


  So that if the Young Person should care to read “Jude” we ought for her own sake, at all events, to be thankful. But our thankfulness may not be needed. The Young Person has her own tastes, which are at least as organically rooted as anyone else’s; if they are strong she will succeed in gratifying them; if they are not, they scarcely matter much. She ranks “A Pair of Blue Eyes” above “Jude the Obscure,” likes Dickens more than either, and infinitely prefers Marie Corelli to them all. Thus she puts her foot down on the whole discussion. In any case it ought to be unnecessary to labour this point; there is really little to add to Ruskin’s eloquent vindication for young girls of a wholesome freedom to follow their own instincts in the choice of books.


  To sum up, “Jude the Obscure” seems to me—in such a matter one can only give one’s own impressions for what they are worth—a singularly fine piece of art, when we remember the present position of the English novel. It is the natural outcome of Mr. Hardy’s development, along lines that are genuinely and completely English. It deals very subtly and sensitively with new and modern aspects of life, and if, in so doing, it may be said to represent Nature as often cruel to our social laws, we must remark that the strife of Nature and Society, the individual and the community, has ever been the artist’s opportunity. “Matrimony have growed to be that serious in these days,” Widow Edlin remarks, “that one really do feel afeard to move in it at all.” It is an affectation to pretend that the farmyard theory of life still rules unquestioned, and that there are no facts to justify Mrs. Edlin. If anyone will not hear her, let him turn to the Registrar-General. Such facts are in our civilisation to-day. We have no right to resent the grave and serious spirit with which Mr. Hardy, in the maturity of his genius, has devoted his best art to picture some of these facts. In “Jude the Obscure” we find for the first time in our literature the reality of marriage clearly recognized as something wholly apart from the mere ceremony with which our novelists have usually identified it. Others among our novelists may have tried to deal with the reality rather than with its shadow, but assuredly not with the audacity, purity and sincerity of an artist who is akin in spirit to the great artists of our best dramatic age, to Fletcher and Heywood and Ford, rather than to the powerful though often clumsy novelists of the eighteenth century.


  ·49· There is one other complaint often brought against this book, I understand, by critics usually regarded as intelligent, and with the mention of it I have done. “Mr. Hardy finds that marriage often leads to tragedy,” they say, “but he shows us no way out of these difficulties; he does not tell us his own plans for the improvement of marriage and the promotion of morality.” Let us try to consider this complaint with due solemnity. It is true that the artist is god in his own world; but being so he has too fine a sense of the etiquette of creation to presume to offer suggestions to the creator of the actual world, suggestions which might be resented, and would almost certainly not be adopted. An artist’s private opinions concerning the things that are good and bad in the larger world are sufficiently implicit in the structure of his own smaller world; the counsel that he should make them explicit in a code of rules and regulations for humanity at large is a counsel which, as every artist knows, can only come from the Evil One. This complaint against “Jude the Obscure” could not have arisen save among a generation which has battened on moral and immoral tracts thrown into the form of fiction by ingenious novices. The only cure for it one can suggest is a course of great European novels from “Petit Jehan de Saintré” downwards. One suggestion indeed occurs for such consolation as it may yield. Has it not been left to our century to discover that the same hand which wrote the disordered philosophy of “Hamlet” put the times into joint again in “The New Atlantis,” and may not posterity find Thomas Hardy’s hand in “Looking Backward” and “The Strike of a Sex?” Thus for these critics of “Jude” there may yet be balm in Utopia.


  Havelock Ellis.


  {·  ·}


  Two Eighteenth-Century Book-Plates


  
    1. The Book-Plate of the Bastille


    2. The Book-Plate of Marie Antoinette, by Ch. Eisen
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  {·  ·}


  A SOUL AT LETHE’S BRINK


  
    [image: A]RE ye not overfond—


    Ye who would carry memory to the shades,


    Those blessed seats in the deep meads and glades?


    For me—I have been bond


    To griefs too many and to joys too fierce;


    May neither with remembrance longer pierce!


    Lead me, caducean wand,


    Where the green turf with silent dew is wet:


    There my burnt, throbbing temples will I steep;


    I would forget.


    So let me sink in the Great Deep of Sleep!

  


  
    Why would ye beckon dreams?


    To set the thorn where never grew the thorn!


    To make sweet rest a mockery forlorn!


    To give the gliding streams


    Of that fair twilight country where ye go,


    The moaning burden that too well ye know!


    To feign the hot noon-beams


    Strike the bowed head, where noon came never yet!


    Far, far from me, the soothless dream-throng keep!


    I would forget.


    Oh, let me sink in the Great Deep of Sleep!

  


  
    Ay, bid adieu to all;


    Nor grieve that something sweetest stays behind.


    Be deaf unto his cries, and be ye blind


    To looks that would enthral;


    For Love, most far of all the clamant throng


    That held the fevered hands of Life so long,


    Follows with haunting call.


    ·56· Oh, most of all, to him the bound be set;


    Between us thrice the lustral waters creep!


    I would forget.


    Oh, let me sink in the Great Deep of Sleep.

  


  
    But ye, why doubt to drink,


    Ye spirits that from many a land and zone


    Of the wide earth, with me were hither blown?


    Why stand ye at the brink,


    A timorous band, who often have besought


    That ye might cease from toils, from strife, from thought;


    Why, therefore, do ye shrink?


    Follow—and quaff with closèd eye, and let


    The sight draw inward, while the shadows creep!


    I would forget …


    And now, I sink in the Great Deep of Sleep!

  


  Edith M. Thomas.


  {·  ·}


  THE LESSON OF MILLAIS


  [image: T]HE burial of Millais in St. Paul’s should have been an honour done to a great painter, who died at the age of thirty-five, the painter of “The Eve of St. Agnes,” of “Ophelia,” of “The Vale of Rest;” it was but an honour done to a popular painter, the painter of “Bubbles,” and other coloured supplements to Christmas numbers, who died at the age of sixty-seven. In the eulogies that have been justly given to the late President of the Royal Academy, I have looked in vain for this sentence, which should have had its place in them all: he did not make the “great refusal.” Instead of this, I have seen only: he was so English, and so fond of salmon-fishing.


  It is not too much to say that Millais began his career with a finer promise than any artist of his time. In sheer mastery of his brush he was greater than Rossetti, greater than Holman Hunt, greater than Watts, greater than anyone but Whistler. He had the prodigal energy of genius, and painted pictures because he was born to paint pictures. It was at his studio that the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood took form, and he was the most prominent member of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood. He was elected an Associate of the Royal Academy at the age of twenty-four, a Royal Academician at the age of thirty-four. Up to then he had painted masterpiece after masterpiece, pictures in which there was temperament, intention, a noble interest. From that time to the time of his death he painted continuously, often brilliantly, whatever came before him, Mr. Gladstone or Cinderella, a bishop or a landscape. He painted them all with the same facility and the same lack of conviction; he painted whatever would bring him ready money and immediate fame; and he deliberately abandoned a career which, with labour, might have made him the greatest painter of his age, in order to become, with ease, the richest and the most popular.


  Art, let it be remembered, must always be an aristocracy; it has been so, from the days when Michel Angelo dictated terms to Popes, to the days when Rossetti cloistered his canvases in contempt of the multitude and its prying unwisdom. The appeal of every great artist has been to the few; fame, when ·58· it has come, has come by a sort of divine accident, in which the mob has done no more than add the plaudits of its irrelevant clamour to the select approval of the judges. Millais alone, since the days of that first enthusiasm in which he was a sort of fiery hand for the more slowly realizing brains of his companions in art, has made the democratic appeal. He chose his subjects in deference to the opinion of the middle classes; he painted the portraits of those who could afford to pay a great price. His pictures of pretty women and pretty children had the success, not of the technical skill which was always at his command, but of the obvious sentiment which makes them pretty. The merit of these interminable pictures varies; he was sometimes more careful, sometimes more careless. Mastery over the technicalities of painting he always possessed; but it had come to be the mastery of a hand which worked without emotion, without imagination, without intellectual passion; and without these qualities there can be no great art.


  The newspapers, in their obituary notices, have assured us that in honouring Millais, we are honouring not merely the artist, but the man; “of the Englishmen who have been the sons of Art,” said “The Times,” “scarcely one has deserved more honour than Millais.” My thoughts have turned, as I read these commendations of the good citizen, so English, so sporting, whose private virtues were so undeniably British, to a painter, also a man of genius, whose virtues were all given up to his art, and who is now living in a destitute and unhonoured obscurity. It has seemed to me that there, in that immaculate devotion to art, I find the true morality of the artist; while in the respectability of Millais I see nothing to honour, for its observance of the letter I take to have been a desecration of the spirit.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}
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  THE EPITAPH


  IN FORM OF A BALLADE

  which villon made for himself and his companions when expecting to be hanged with them


  
    [image: B]ROTHERS who yet are living, mortal men,


    Speak not of us with wrath and bitter tongue,


    Since if your souls for us are filled with pain


    The more will God’s grace fall your hearts among.


    You see us here upon the gibbets hung:


    The flesh that we too much did glorify


    Has long been putrid and devoured: and dry


    As dust and ashes now our bleached bones be.


    Let no man then our hideous shapes decry,


    But pray that God may show us all mercy.

  


  
    Brothers, speak not, we pray you, with disdain


    Of us poor five or six by law upstrung.


    It is not every man who has his brain


    Clear and well-seated, as has oft been sung.


    Make ye then intercession for our wrong


    To him whose death from Hell our souls did buy,


    Saving us from the flames that never die,


    That fresh may flow the fount of His pity.


    We are dead: let none to vex our spirits try,


    But pray that God may show us all mercy.

  


  
    Our bodies have been washed and drenched by rain,


    Dried up and blackened by the sun; a throng


    Of ravens and of crows our eyes have ta’en


    And pluckt the brows and beards whereto they clung.


    ·62· Never are we at rest, forever swung


    By every wind that shifts and passes by,


    Pecked by the sharp beaks of the crow and pye


    And dinted like a thimble, as you see,


    Have naught to say to them that with us vie,


    But pray that God may show us all mercy.

  


  
    Prince Jesus, Lord who reignest in the sky,


    Grant that to Hell’s fierce mouth we draw not nigh:


    Toward such a place no love or wish have we.


    Men, mock not us because we hang so high,


    But pray that God may show us all mercy.

  


  Theodore Wratislaw.


  {·  ·}


  ELSA


  I


  [image: T]HERE was a rosy hue all over the dinner-table, as two men sat patiently waiting; it cast its glow over the host’s ruddy features, and made his fair hair, and good-natured smile, more noticeable by its warmth.


  If his good-nature, and his perpetual smile, were sometimes a little monotonous, his wife (still in her dressing-room upstairs) never showed that she thought so. But the red glow from the curtained electric light had no power to change the pallor, or the look of ill-health, on the other man’s face; he was freshly recovered from a long illness, and there were caverns in his cheeks, and black hollows under his dark eyes.


  “Elsa is late,” said Mr. Lander, “we won’t wait. Bring the soup, Williams.”


  As the manservant obeyed, the guest looked down at his own thin long fingers.


  “I feel like a ghost,” he remarked.


  “Glad to have you here again, my boy. I know you won’t mind, though, if I run round to the club for half an hour after dinner.” Mr. Lander laughed lightly. “Poker again, Leslie. I didn’t know you were likely to drop in, or I shouldn’t have promised to go. Elsa will look after you.”


  His guest glanced up.


  “But perhaps, Mrs. Lander——”


  As he spoke, the door opened, and she came in. There was something in her manner, which was out of keeping with her face, and her smile was nervous.


  “I am sorry to have kept you waiting,——”


  “We didn’t wait,” her husband interrupted, with a giggle.


  “I hope you are better, Mr. James. You have had a very hard time lately.”


  He took her hand, which was limp and unresponsive, and dropped it.


  “I am all right now,” he answered briskly, “although I am conscious of looking a fearful wreck.”


  ·64· She glanced at him furtively, as she took her seat; and drew in her breath, so that her small full lips curled inwards for a second. Her hand, which was perfectly shaped, and laden with diamonds, touched the orchids in a vase near.


  “Are you thinking of going away?” she asked.


  “To recruit? Oh, no! I am too glad to begin the old life again, to wish to run away.”


  She lifted her eyes, till they fell on his thin fingers, and she said softly,—


  “You look as if a change of air would do you good,” and as suddenly veered round in argument, and added, “But unless your doctor thinks it needful, I should remain in town.”


  “Doctors always think it needful.”


  Mr. Lander laughed. “Awful rot, isn’t it? What’s the matter, Elsa?”


  “My soup is cold.”


  “Your own fault. You were so beastly late.”


  She looked straight at him, with a leaden expression in her gray eyes.


  “‘Beastly,’ is such an ugly word,” she said.


  He chuckled, well contented. “Elsa always quarrels with my language, when she can’t deny my argument. Don’t you, Elsa?”


  She was intent on the gold fringe, on the sleeve of her tea-gown, and did not reply.


  “What have you both been doing,” the other man asked, “during my lost two months?”


  “Oh, Elsa has been trotting about as usual. She is always very busy doing nothing. I only see her at dinner-time, and then she is usually tired or cross.”


  The woman smiled. “I am out of favour to-night,” she said gently.


  “Nonsense! Nonsense! I always speak the truth, you know I always speak the truth, but you don’t like hearing it. That’s all.”


  She sipped her wine. “A generous lie is sometimes refreshing,” she remarked.


  James broke in abruptly.


  “I hope you have been well, anyhow, Mrs. Lander.”


  “Oh, yes, thank you.”


  “And the baby?”


  “The child is quite well.”


  ·65· Her husband leant forward.


  “Let’s have him down, Elsa. Send for Mary.”


  “Oh, no, Bertie. He’s asleep by this time.”


  He shook his head. “I know better, I’ll go and see myself.”


  “I don’t want him to come down, Bertie.”


  “Why the devil not?”


  “It isn’t good for him to get so excited, just before settling to sleep. Mr. James can see him another day.”


  “The truth is, Elsa, you don’t want to bother with him yourself. But you will kindly allow me to care for the child, even if you are so beastly unnatural.”


  Their guest grew crimson for the first time, and he moistened his lips, which were dry and parched.


  The woman made no answer, nor did she look round, as her husband left the room. Her bent head, with its soft auburn curls, was immovable.


  The man watched her, with his teeth set.


  She spoke, without lifting her eyes.


  “It is a long time since we have seen you.”


  “Very long.”


  “You must have been very dull.”


  “I was dull.”


  “You heard that Aimée is going to be married.”


  “Yes, Bertie told me.”


  “I have known the man a long time.”


  “Is he a good sort?”


  “He is smart, and well-mannered.”


  “That is scant praise from you.”


  “I can express no more.”


  “Your reserve is wonderful, Mrs. Lander.”


  “Reserve! Why, you can’t complain of that, surely. I know no one so reserved as yourself,—no one.”


  “Not to the people I care for.”


  She winced, and he saw it with a kind of stupid wonder.


  “Was I rude?” he asked.


  “A little frank.” She clasped her hands tightly together, and added, nervously hilarious, “Don’t you feel delighted to be well again? Didn’t you feel out of the world when you were ill, and in a land of dreams and phantoms? I always do.”


  ·66· “Yes.” He spoke brusquely, as her husband entered with the child.


  It was four years old, small and dark-eyed; for the moment it was fretful, and inclined to be capricious.


  “Papa dressed me so badly,” he announced.


  Mrs. Lander said nothing. With a fact once accomplished, she rarely interfered.


  “May I have some ’trawberries?” he lisped.


  “Not so late at night,” his mother answered.


  “Papa will give me some.”


  “Of course, Dickie. Come over here and sit near papa.”


  “He hasn’t spoken to me yet,” James said. “Have you forgotten me, Dickie?”


  “Yes.”


  “Quite?”


  “Tite.”


  “But I am Uncle Leslie.”


  “You’re not my real uncle, nurse said so. You’re sham, like my silver watch.”


  His father interposed. “But he is papa’s friend, his greatest friend, Dickie. We were at school and college together, and I am fond of Uncle Leslie. Can’t you love a sham uncle, you little rogue, as well as a real one?”


  “Yes. P’rhaps I can. More ’trawberries.”


  “No, that is enough. Would you like a sip of my port for a great treat?”


  Elsa looked across the table, her under lip twitched.


  “That will do, Bertie. The child can go now.”


  The boy did not move.


  “Run away, Dickie, and ask nurse to put you to bed.”


  “Nonsense, Elsa. He can stay a little longer.”


  “Do you want to teach him to disobey me?” she asked.


  “Rubbish!” he giggled. “Look at his stained fingers. Oh, you dirty little boy!”


  Mrs. Lander rose and lifted the child off its chair. It screamed with rage and kicked violently, striking out with a deliberate attempt to hurt.


  The red glow was again reflected in the guest’s face, he half arose from his seat, and then refrained.


  “You had better punish him, Lander,” he said.


  “Oh, no. He’s all right. Let him alone, Elsa. Dickie, come and say ·67· good-night to papa, and don’t kick your mother. Do you hear? Come away from him, Elsa. What a fool you are.”


  She had lifted the struggling personification of ill-temper, and held it in a vice which it could not escape. Her little teeth, which were like pearls, were clenched; the burden was somewhat heavy, but she reached the door and carried it upstairs.


  The moonlight streamed in at a staircase window, and lit up the face which was capable of so much devotion and passion, but was never intended for the duties of a mother. Her lips quivered, her eyes were dry. Once in the nursery, she put the child down on its bed and stood near.


  “Hush!” she said. “We are tired of hideous screams.”


  The nurse looked on, awed and interested.


  “Are you going to stop? Or shall I tell nurse to punish you?”


  The sound ceased.


  “Sit up and look at me.”


  She was reluctantly obeyed.


  “What would you do if nurse kicked your cat?”


  “Kill her.”


  “What ought I to do to you then, as you have kicked your mother?”


  The child fidgetted.


  “I have no time to waste on you, now, and I expect you will be feeling rather sick, as you have eaten far too many strawberries; if you are ill, don’t send for me. I shall not see you all to-morrow, and little boys who kick can belong to papa if they like, but they don’t belong to me.”


  She turned without another glance at the child, and left the room. On the way downstairs she stopped to wash her hands.


  “He was very sticky,” she thought; “and he has torn my tea-gown.”


  Neither of the men had spoken much since she had left, and when she entered, both glanced up, with a nervous curiosity as to what she would do.


  She took her seat.


  “Pass me the claret, Mr. James, and you can both smoke. I think I should like a cigarette also. There are some in that silver box. Bertie, look for the matches.”


  James leant forward. “Here is a light.”


  “Thank you.” Her hand touched his, and he felt it was as cold as ice. “I have torn my tea-gown, which is tiresome,” she remarked. “But I shall order another to-morrow, so it doesn’t matter much.”


  “Another!” her husband cried.


  ·68· “Why not?”


  “How many more bills?”


  “She smiled. “Your son is extravagant, he spares neither material nor flesh. I regret that you did not interfere, it would have spared your pocket, and my wrist.” She held up her hand, and showed where a small boot heel had bruised and broken the skin.


  Her guest lost his head.


  “What a shame, Mrs. Lander!” he cried: “that must hurt you, he really ought to be well punished, the little brute; if he were a child of mine——”


  “If he were a child of yours,” she answered, “he would never have wounded me.”


  The remark slipped out. Once spoken, the scarlet colour leapt to her face, his eyes scorched her, and his lifted wineglass rattled against his teeth. The truth lay stripped of its prudery, bare and naked. Its nudity shocked them. Mr. Lander unconsciously held it up like a glass, for them to see the reflection of their souls therein.


  “Well, I’m sure Leslie hasn’t much to thank you for,” he muttered. “You never went near him, after he was on the road to recovery. I begged you to do so a score of times, but you are so deuced modest and particular.” He flung down his table-napkin and rose. “I’m off to the club,” he added. “See you again later, Leslie.”


  Neither moved till the hall door closed, then James looked at her.


  “Elsa!” he cried.


  She faltered, “Yes.”


  He rose to shut the door. She turned, as a dog turns at its master’s voice, and stood upright.


  He came back swiftly, and caught her in his arms.


  “I love you,” he said.


  She nodded, dumb.


  He kissed the lips which could not speak.


  For a short time, her feeling, and the strangeness of the clinging contact of his mouth, obliterated all else. She neither thought nor stirred; her whole form swayed to his slightest movement, her eyes blind, her senses lost, her soul throbbing to the tune of his passion. She turned faint, and drew back slowly.


  Then he looked at her, and his look gave her the knowledge of what “had been.”


  ·69· She clung to him freshly, with a sudden shame, and an idea that he, who had invoked the feeling, should aid her to hide it. He held her closely, with the second, more protecting manner of a strong passion, and then in a husky voice, which was unlike his old voice, he spoke.


  “Elsa, my darling, my darling,” he said.


  “But you must have guessed, you must have known long ago,” she murmured. “I nearly died during your illness. Oh, Leslie, if you knew,—if you could know,—” She broke off; his lips closed hers.


  “And I,” he said at length, “have had two months waiting for this.”


  “But it taught me, Leslie. I didn’t understand before.”


  They were silent again. She leant against him as if for support, overcome by a vague dread of a fuller explanation, which was sure to come.


  She pleaded, as women can.


  “Let us forget all else, Leslie. All but the one great happiness to-night. I am yours, every thought, every atom of my love, my devotion, is yours,—and you,—I know it at last,—love me. There is nothing else in the world. Just we two here, and together, and loving as we love. Leslie,—” She touched his face, so that he bent his head and looked at her again. “Let us forget all else.” She might have added, “duty, honour, and the rest,” but her woman’s tact refrained. “Let us live in the present, just for to-night. Ah, now you are angry! You don’t love me!”


  “I don’t love you! God help me! Elsa! Elsa!”


  There was silence again, and then in the hall a man’s step.


  She grew nervous and guilty. “We must go upstairs,” she said; “the servants will want to clear the table.” She drew away; he followed her silently.


  Once in the drawing-room he closed the door, and followed her to the sofa. She made him kneel, and wound her arms round his neck.


  “I—I don’t know myself,” she murmured. “Do you know me, Leslie?”


  “Yes, at last.”


  “You have dreamed of me like this?”


  “Not like this. Not half so sweet, not half what you are. Oh, Elsa, you are driving me mad!”


  She smiled indulgently, and hid, half timidly, her own madness. She held him, as a woman hugs her own danger, with a queer pathetic kind of reasoning, that it is a protection against herself. And he held her, as a man holds a woman who belongs to him by right of her heart, her brain, and all her senses; a right which is all powerful, and, like a flood which sweeps away ·70· the boundaries of a mighty river, is strong enough to break, and wash away, all the marriage ties in the world.


  * * * * * *


  When Mr. Lander came home, his guest had been gone three hours. Elsa sat in the drawing-room still.


  She forgot to say, “You are late,” she only looked up and smiled.


  He had gambled and won, and was flushed: a better and a more lenient mood had set in with his success.


  “Well, old girl! Still up?” he said.


  “Yes,” she answered.


  He went near her, and put his hand on her shoulder. “I was damned cross,” he cried.


  It came too late. She was inclined to be forgiving, because she was happy, not because her feelings were touched.


  “That’s all right,” she said. “I am going to bed, now.”


  “How’s the poor wrist?” He flushed as he spoke, as if with shame.


  “Oh! it’s nothing. You will want a whiskey and soda, you had better go down and get it. I am too tired to come with you, good-night.”


  “Good-night, old girl.”


  II


  The next day was a warm June Sunday, and Mrs. Lander expected Mr. James to call. A Sunday is a dreary day to wait for anyone, the traffic is less; her pulse throbbed to the sound of the wheels of every hansom which turned the corner of the street, while her cheek paled, and her heart sank, when it rattled past, and away, into the distance. When a cab did stop in front of the house, she sat immovable, with a nervous dread that the door might open to admit some other visitor; and each time, during all the long tedious hours of the afternoon, her terror was realized.


  The child, who had been banished, crept down unheeded, till it broke a valuable china vase, and Mr. Lander swore at his wife for not looking after it better. In the evening, her father-in-law and his wife came to dinner, which they partook of with a Sunday solemnity, not a soothing remedy for overstrained nerves. They impressed Elsa with the fact that she was a lucky woman to have married Bertie, and that Bertie’s child was the finest in the world. By the end of the evening, her cheeks each bore a bright pink spot, and her lips smiled bitterly. Before she slept, she agreed that if her mirror reflected truly, it was just as well that Leslie had not come.


  ·71· “There is always to-morrow,” she thought, and, after a sleepless night, to-morrow came.


  She rode in the morning, and looked for him in the park; the afternoon saw her sitting by the drawing-room window, waiting timidly, with a patience which was new. She went over in her mind his every action, his every word. She recalled his smile, till she was happy, and his kisses, till she blushed.


  Then Bertie came home.


  They dined out, and she again found sleep almost impossible. On Tuesday morning she took the child for a walk, till its chatter drove her mad. By the afternoon she was frightened and desperate, and she wrote to Leslie. Her letter was formal and brief, and merely asked when he was coming to see her again. She sent her maid round to his rooms, with an order to wait for an answer. After an hour the girl returned. There had been no reply. Elsa went upstairs and dressed for dinner, numb with pain. That evening at a theatre she flirted with a fair boy, who thought her the most beautiful woman in the world, and she talked more than she had ever talked before. But neither the evening, nor the excitement, caused her to forget for one minute.


  On Wednesday Bertie remarked that she was “beastly pale.” She answered that she hadn’t slept well, and mentally resolved to have an old prescription made up, which contained chloral. She went for a ride, but could hardly sit her horse. After lunch she drove down the street where Leslie lived, and passed his club, with the faint hope of meeting him. That night she slept.


  The next day she hoped no more, she settled into a kind of fixed despair. There was a maid who wanted to leave, and some bills to pay, and Dickie needed some new nightgowns, and a fresh pair of boots. Bertie told her to visit his married sister, and she could no longer make any excuse to herself for spending the whole of the afternoon indoors. She was afraid to ask the man when she returned if any one had called; she had inquired each morning, so absurdly often.


  That evening at dinner the butler approached: “I beg your pardon, Mum,” he said, “but I forgot to tell you that Mr. James called to-day. He said he was sorry to miss you, and would take his chance of finding you at home to-morrow afternoon.”


  She was dumb, and her throat was dry.


  “I want you to come to a cricket match with me to-morrow,” her husband remarked. “Send old Leslie a line to-night to put him off.”


  ·72· “I hate cricket,” she muttered. “There is no game so dull, and no sun so hot, as when I go to a cricket match.”


  “Oh, nonsense! I want you to come. You’ll like it when you get there.”


  “I can’t go. I don’t feel well enough.”


  “You aren’t looking your best. But you may be all right to-morrow. I’ll put Leslie off anyhow, he had far better come and dine some evening next week, when I shall be at home too. Do you see?”


  With a terror, born of her longing to see him, she did as Bertie desired, and she went to the match.


  The chloral gave her rest at night, by day she had none. Saturday was wet, and Bertie went to the club. She put on a peignoir when the afternoon came, and was careless of the fact that the drug and the misery had painted her eyes round with black.


  A lady came to call, who asked to see Dickie, and gushed over him; he was stuffed with cake, and became sticky and obnoxious. His mother was conscious that the noise was deafening, and that he was naughtier than usual, when amid the din and the visitor’s amused laughter a man was announced.


  Elsa rose, she went to meet him, and gave him her hand, but she never knew what he said to her, or what she answered. In a dream she regained her seat, and became aware that he was taking Dickie by the shoulders, and turning him out of the room.


  “Mamma! Mamma!” shrieked the child, “I hate Uncle Leslie, I hate him, do tell him to let me alone.”


  The appeal to her, touched her sense of humour, and she began to laugh. Her friend looked shocked, but that mattered so little after all; she laughed as a woman laughs, when she is dazed for the want of the relief of tears.


  Outside the door, a small voice was heard plaintively hoping, “that God would kill Uncle Leslie, and put him in a nasty black box.” Inside, Leslie was calmly taking a seat, and telling the astonished lady that “His good friend, Lander, was too lenient with the boy.”


  For half an hour she lingered, and casual topics were discussed. Elsa’s haggard face grew flushed, with a feverish longing to get rid of her visitor. When she did at last take leave, and Leslie had walked down to the hall with her, Elsa rose as he entered, and (with an action recalling a scene of the week before) he closed the door.


  ·73· “Why didn’t you come to see me?” She asked.


  “I am here to tell you.”


  She bit her lips, his voice was calm, although his eyes were troubled.


  “Well,” she said, “begin.”


  “Won’t you sit down?”


  She laid one hand on the mantelpiece to steady herself, and shook her head.


  “I am going away, Mrs. Lander.”


  “Going away?”


  “Yes, running away from danger.”


  Her lids drooped, and into her face crept a faint look of contempt.


  “Then, you don’t love me,” she said, and pride, which is a weapon which wounds both the owner and the onlooker, came to stab her into composure. “You don’t love me, and the other night was an acted lie.”


  He had had a week in which to rehearse the scene, and he had marvellous natural self-control, such as the world never teaches.


  “No, not a lie. I do love you. But I can’t stay to rob my best friend. I can’t creep like a coward into his house, to steal his wife’s affection. My love has not killed my sense of honour.”


  “Honour! The usual argument of men, when they want to silence a woman. Honour! Isn’t love stronger than honour? We women often sacrifice honour for you men, and never reproach you with it—but,”—she broke off with a little laugh, “I can’t fight the point. You want to go.”


  “I must go.”


  “I understand. You dreamed of me, and idealized me when you were ill, I was a pleasant remembrance in the long hours of convalescence;—but now that you are well, you are a man again, and think it more manly to keep your loyalty to your friend clean, even at the cost of sacrificing me.”


  “I cannot sacrifice Bertie. We have been like brothers.”


  She moved a step towards him.


  “Why don’t you look at me?”


  “Because I am ashamed.”


  “Oh, Leslie!” Her voice broke.


  “Child,” his own vibrated strangely, “Don’t torture me. Help me to do what is right.”


  “Why didn’t you come. Why did you wait so long?” she asked.


  “Because I was afraid of seeing you. I was a coward.”


  “Oh!” The cry was rapturous. “Then you do love me?”


  ·74· He strode towards her, and then stopped short. “I love you. I love you so much, that I dare not even touch you. Good God! can’t you help me to be a man, don’t make a blackguard of me.”


  “Oh, Leslie!” And the sweetness, and the simplicity of her manner, as she said it, thrilled him from head to foot. “If only you would touch me—only my hand.”


  He recoiled at last.


  “Oh! I know, I understand. I should not have said that, but I can’t pretend. My heart aches so.”


  There was a pause, he fancied she was crying, but she lifted her face after a time, and he was mistaken.


  “A woman,” she continued gently, “never likes a man to say all those good things, which she ought to have thought of, and said herself. I am a bad woman, I suppose, but I wasn’t bad before, at least, I hope not. Life isn’t very easy for any of us, is it, Leslie? And we are apt to be children, and try to snatch at the nice things out of reach.” She paused again. “I quite see that,—as you have said it,—you must go. Have you settled when?”


  “To-morrow. I leave for Paris first.”


  “Why not to-night? A week ago—we were so happy. Why not allow me to imagine you on the sea, when the time comes round again; where I cannot touch you, or see you, or even hear you speak?”


  “As you please. I am behaving very badly to you.”


  “To me! So you think so.” She smiled slightly. “If you really thought so, you would have acted differently. Well, it doesn’t matter. I am learning that so little matters after all.”


  He waited; and then something in her raised eyes, and piteous mouth recalled, not the pale Elsa before him, but the Elsa of a week ago, a warm living creature, responsive to his kisses.


  “Elsa, how can I leave you? I—I am half mad. Let me kiss you once,—only once again.”


  She leant forward, he bent his head, his breath touched her cheek,—then the door creaked. They drew apart, the kiss unborn, as Bertie entered.


  “You here, Leslie! That’s right. Off to Paris for a few days, aren’t you? Stay and dine? Won’t you? Then come and have a smoke in my den. I want to talk to you.”


  His listeners moved forward.


  “Good-bye, Mrs. Lander.”


  ·75· “Good-bye, Mr. James.”


  Their hands touched, he turned and went out. She stood listening to his retreating footsteps, and the future became a long cold path of pain and monotony, ready for her to tread alone.


  By the Author of “A Mere Man.”


  {·  ·}


  THE THREE WITCHES


  
    [image: A]LL the moon-shed nights are over,


    And the days of gray and dun,


    There is neither may nor clover,


    And the day and night are one.

  


  
    Not a hamlet, not a city,


    Meets our strained and tearless eyes,


    In the plain without a pity,


    Where the wan grass droops and dies.

  


  
    We shall wander through the meaning


    Of a day and see no light,


    For our lichened arms are leaning


    On the ends of endless night.

  


  
    We the children of Astarte,


    Dear abortions of the Moon,


    In a gay and silent party


    We are riding to you soon:

  


  
    Burning ramparts, ever burning!


    To the flame which never dies,


    We are yearning, yearning, yearning,


    With our gay and tearless eyes;

  


  
    In the plain without a pity


    (Not a hamlet, not a city)


    Where the wan grass droops and dies.

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  SOME NOTES ON THE STAINED GLASS WINDOWS AND DECORATIVE PAINTINGS OF THE CHURCH OF ST. MARTIN’S-ON-THE-HILL, SCARBOROUGH


  [image: T]HE Church of St. Martin’s-on-the-Hill, Scarborough, built by a clever architect, and forming, by its stained glass windows and the decorative paintings which it contains, a sort of decorative museum of pre-Raphaelite art, is but little known; as may be seen from the almost[16] complete lack of any descriptions or reproductions of the works of art which it contains. If we remember that this church, remarkable in itself, contains also stained glass windows and decorative paintings by Rossetti, Burne Jones, Ford Madox Brown, William Morris and Webb, we shall wonder that no artistic English magazine has yet given it any attention, and some interest may therefore be found in these notes, which are a kind of abridged catalogue of the works of art decorating St. Martin’s.


  Well situated in the new part of the picturesque town of Scarborough, the church was built from the plans of Mr. Bodley, A.R.A., in 1863, and the necessary funds for its construction were subscribed by a local committee, at the head of which was Miss Mary Craven, who appears to be the principal benefactress of the church. Of early Gothic style as a whole, built of Whitby stone, the Church of St. Martin’s is composed of an aisled nave, rather short chancel, north-west tower, and large choir vestry. It is, above all, the interior of the church which pleases, affording, by its simple and harmonious ·79· lines and proportions, an impression of happy peace. The red tiles agreeably replace the stone flags usually seen; and the unpleasant severity of the hideous wooden benches, which disfigure many of the Gothic cathedrals in England, has been replaced by chairs which fill the church without interfering with the development of its lines. The church is well-lighted, and when a ray of sunshine glances throngh one of the painted windows, it becomes animated with life, the whiteness of the stone takes a warmer glow, the stained glass enshrined in the Gothic windows becomes resplendent, and the reflection of its bright but velvety colouring flickers on walls and columns, and clothes in rainbow lines the pure whiteness of the Whitby stone.
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  Besides an elegant choir-screen and a brass lectern, both designed by the architects of the church, Messrs. Bodley and Garner, and a very rich organ, the panels of which are decorated with graceful figures of angels by Mr. Spencer Stanhope, the church of St. Martin’s possesses a small pulpit in wood. This pulpit, built against the choir screen, is charming and simple; it has three sides, each side being divided into distinct panels, superposed. The two panels to the left were painted by Rossetti, and represent the Annunciation. The original imagination of the painter of the “Beata Beatrix” and of “Dante’s Dream” is revealed by the poetical conception and arrangement of the subject, into which he had already found means of infusing fresh life and youthfulness in his “Ecce Ancilla Domini” of the National Gallery. This picture, one of Rossetti’s most charming pictures, does not in fact resemble any previous Annunciation. The Angel has no wings, the Virgin has not her arms crossed on her bosom, the body humbly bent forward, as is usually depicted, and yet there is no need of the inscription to assure us that it is the Annunciation which the picture represents, but an Annunciation conceived after a manner entirely new and thoroughly characteristic of the temperament of Rossetti. He was not content,however, with giving simply one new arrangement of a subject celebrated by all the great Italian painters, he gives us yet another in these two panels of the pulpit of Scarborough, here reproduced. It must be admitted that this rendering more closely resembles the traditional rendering of the subject; but it was not possible for Rossetti to depict even a traditional subject without giving at least some detail entirely characteristic of his personality, and this we see in these panels. They show, as will be seen, a high trellised hedge, set with red roses and shining lilies; at the foot of the hedge the Virgin is seated, a book of prayers on her knees, and the angel appears above her, his brown wings still half open, leaning upon the flowery trellis-work; he speaks to her, and bends towards her the tallest of the open lilies. She hears, rather ·80· than sees him, for she does not dare raise her eyes to him; but with eyes lost in an ecstasy, with hands outspread, she seems to say Fiat mihi secundum verbum tuum.


  This attitude of the Virgin is natural and charming, but what enchants me most in the composition of these panels is the exquisite gesture of the Angel bending towards the Virgin the tallest of the lilies. This gesture, so full of poetic meaning, is thoroughly new, and belongs to Rossetti. Never, before him, has the supreme purity of the Virgin been indicated by anything so admirable, as this choice of the tall flowering lily.


  It is therefore the composition I like above all, in these two panels of the Annunciation, but their colouring also is remarkable; the flowering hedge seems to embalm the air, so fresh does it appear, the brown wings of the Angel spread soft and velvety against the golden sky, the Virgin’s dress is grey, her mantle blue, and the hair of both Virgin and Angel is red, of that rich and magnificent red that Rossetti alone has been able to render after the great Venetian masters.


  Although less beautiful than those of Rossetti, the paintings which decorate the other sides of the pulpit are none the less worthy of praise. They were painted by Mr. Campfield after the designs of the late Ford Madox Brown, and of Mr. William Morris, and they represent, on the side opposite the Annunciation, decorative subjects of birds and lilies, and on the principal side, in superposed panels, the Doctors of the Church and the Four Evangelists. The Evangelists, and especially the St. John, are remarkable; these eight panels are of a warm and rich colouring; they complete harmoniously the decoration of the pulpit, and contribute to make it one of the most precious ornaments of the church.


  But if I admire the pulpit, and above all the delightful Annunciation which decorates it, I admire even more the splendid stained glass windows, which Rossetti designed for the East and West of St. Martin’s. It is these windows, and those of Ford Madox Brown, Burne Jones, and Morris, which constitute the principal wealth of the church. It is impossible to forget either their characteristic design or their magnificent and brilliant colouring. Taking them as a whole they constitute one of the best examples of this renaissance of an art which appeared to have been lost since the sixteenth century, and which Madox Brown and Rossetti first, Burne Jones and Morris afterwards, have been able to animate with fresh life, and to render one of the most brilliant and flourishing decorative arts in England. Before examining them in detail I should like to reproduce here a few lines which Madox Brown wrote ·83· in 1865, in the very interesting catalogue of his work entitled, “Cartoons for Stained Glass.” These few lines contain the general rules followed by the pre-Raphaelite painters in the design and execution of their stained glass windows, and as the catalogue of the Exhibition of 1865 has become very rare, these lines will perhaps prove interesting. Madox Brown speaks there of the series of cartoons for stained glass, the subject of which was “The Life and Death of St. Oswald,” which are now to be seen in the South Kensington Museum. And this is what he says:
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  “The following nineteen cartoons have been executed for the firm of Messrs. Morris, Marshall, Faulkner and Co., for stained glass. With its heavy lead lines surrounding every part (and no stained glass can be rational and good art without strong lead lines), stained glass does not admit of refined drawing; or else it is thrown away upon it. What it does admit of, and what above all things it imperatively requires, is fine colour: and what it can admit of, and does very much require also, is invention, expression, and good dramatic action. For this reason work by the greatest historical artists is not thrown away upon stained glass windows, because though high finish of execution is superfluous, and against the spirit of this beautiful decorative art, yet, as expression and action can be conveyed in a few strokes equally as in the most elaborate art, on this side therefore stained glass rises to the epic height. So in medals, it is well known grandeur of style arises out of the very minuteness of the work, which admits of that and little else. The cartoons of this firm are never coloured, that task devolving on Mr. Morris, the manager, who makes his colour (by selecting the glass) out of the very manufacture of the article. The revival of the mediæval art of stained glass dates back now some twenty years in the earliest established firms; nevertheless, with the public it is still little understood; a general impression prevails that bright colouring is the one thing desirable, along with the notion that the brightest colours are the most costly. In an age that has become disused to colour, the irritation produced on the retina by the discordance of bright colour, is taken as an evidence of the so coveted brightness itself. The result of this is, that the manufacturers, goaded on by their clients, and the ‘fatal facility’ of the material (for all coloured glass is bright) produce too frequently kaleidoscopic effects of the most painful description.”


  These effects, which Madox Brown had reason to fight against, and which it may not be useless to mention here that they may be definitely abolished, are not, happily, those which he has produced in the two windows at Scarborough, the subjects of which are taken from the legend of the life of St. ·84· Martin, but rather the three qualities he recommends as a principle, “invention, expression, and good dramatic action.” All these are to be found, with the somewhat strange and humorous characterization which Ford Madox Brown put into all his designs. The first window represents the episode of the “Golden Legend,” in which St. Martin cuts his cloak in two, to give half to the beggar. Half turning on his horse, bearded, helmeted, and covered with a coat of mail, the Saint is here still only the brave and courageous soldier of the Emperors Constantine and Julian; the cloak which he cuts with his sword is brilliant and magnificent, strewn with rings and stars of gold, and forms a violent contrast to the poverty of the lame beggar, nearly naked, as the legend says, who, leaning on his crutches, stupefied but delighted, looks at the Saint who is despoiling himself; in the background, a uniform blue sky, green pines clearly defined, and two soldiers talking, who appear to be ridiculing the foolish pity of the good Saint. The neighbouring window is not less attractively composed. Kneeling in a green field studded with flowers, the Saint, who wears on one shoulder the half of his glorious mantle, sees appearing above him the Saviour, seated on a rainbow, and surrounded by angels, holding spread out in front of him the other half of the cloak with which the Saint had unconsciously clothed him. Of a firm and energetic design, full of character and spirit, these two windows, charming by the unexpected but artistic strangeness of their composition, as much as by their good colouring, leave only one regret, that of not seeing other more important windows by Madox Brown in the same church.


  The interest of the notes by Madox Brown brought me quite naturally to search, and find, in this window, the qualities which he considered as being essential to good stained glass. I ought, instead of beginning with him, and with this detailed examination of the windows of St. Martin, to have first indicated the position of the different windows in the church, giving a general idea as to their arrangement. Here, then, is how they are placed, following exactly the order in which they occur. West end of St. Martin’s: two Gothic windows, Adam and Eve, by Rossetti, and above them in a rose window surrounded by nine smaller ones, “The “Annunciation” and “Angels playing Musical Instruments,” by Burne-Jones. North side aisle: stained glass windows by Campfield and Marshall, representing “Characters of the Old Testament.” Choir: in a Gothic window of three compartments, above the altar, “The Parable of the Vineyard;” in the centre “The Crucifixion” by Rossetti; in the four circular side windows “The Emblems of the Evangelists,” by Aston Webb. South side aisle: four windows representing “Saints of the New ·85· Testament and of the Catholic Church” by Campfield and Marshall, “Saint Dorothy” by Burne Jones, and “Saint Martin” by Ford Madox Brown.


  The two west stained glass windows, by Rossetti, representing Adam and Eve, are in my opinion the most beautiful and impressive windows in the church. An intense life animates them, the thought of this first existence, happy, free, without care, or possible remorse, has made Rossetti depict these two bodies radiant with strength and health. Unlike the beings consumed with love and passion who dwelt habitually in his thoughts, these are consumed and tormented by no passion, they are content to live; and the power with which this life, free from care, is rendered, is almost disconcerting. One is struck by the ingenious arrangement of the branches and leaves by which Rossetti veils the nudity of the bodies of Adam and Eve, for the rosy colours of the flesh look brighter in the violent contrast of the large leaves of a sombre green, and again by contrast with the uniform blue of the sky seen behind them; and these ingenious contrasts give to these two nude bodies a vividness of life which is rendered by no other stained glass window which I have ever seen. These two resplendent bodies of Adam and Eve animate the church, and seem to give it some of their own life. The composition is no less original and new in its details than in the beauty of its colouring. Adam is depicted standing, picturesquely leaning on a branch of a tree with large sombre leaves, a fig-tree I think; with the tip of his foot he amuses himself by tickling a small bear curled up at his feet, the blue sky is seen behind him, and sunflowers, flowering at the end of their long stems, expand at his right hand; in the branches of the tree above him a curious and familiar squirrel watches him. Standing also, Eve has stopped in the middle of a field richly studded with small flowers and red tulips; of the same fairness as the hair and beard of Adam, her unbound hair falls in an opulent stream over her shoulders. In her arms she holds, tenderly pressed to her bosom, a white dove, and in the sombre tree above, his eyes fixed and shining, an owl surveys her. The predominant colours of this admirable window are, flesh colour, dark green, and light gold. Above the windows of Adam and Eve “The Annunciation” of Burne Jones, which decorates the large rose window, and the “Angels playing Musical Instruments” of the nine smaller roses which surround it, form with the windows of Rossetti a remarkable and charming contrast. In the subject he here depicts, Burne Jones has adopted the conventional manner, dear to Fillippo Lippi and to the painters of his school. The Virgin is kneeling in the middle of a diapered field, which is surrounded by a well-cut hedge, bedecked with roses; the Angel has just alighted, and, ·86· surprised and enraptured, in a delicious gesture of astonishment, the Virgin joins her hands, hardly able to believe the “good tidings.” That which makes the charm of this window, and of the nine others surrounding it, is the virginal grace and the exquisite purity of its conception, and of its design and colour. White, azure blue, and ruby are the colours principally and almost exclusively used; they blend admirably with the white stone walls, and indeed it seems impossible to find anything more fitted to harmonize in the decoration of churches than the white Whitby stone, and the graceful and spiritual figures of Burne Jones and Morris. The windows of Adam and Eve give an impression of life, strength, and luxuriant health, those of the Annunciation and the Angels an impression of grace and purity.


  The first impression given by the window of the “Parable of the Vineyard,” which lights the choir, is an impression of colour, dazzling and magnificent, velvety and harmonious, resembling the Flemish stained glass windows decorating the Gothic cathedrals. From the point of view of stained glass, this is the one I consider to be the most perfect. It has all the qualities which we have seen were considered essential by Madox Brown, the “beauty of colour, inventive expression and good dramatic action,” and all these qualities are united in a high degree of perfection. In fact, when we approach this window and examine it in detail, we perceive that it is no less remarkable for its ingenious and original composition than for the sensation of opulent colour which it at first gave us. This astonishing Rossetti was made to succeed, and to show himself an accomplished master in everything which he undertook. He appears here to have found the secret of composition of the old Gothic masters, and the arrangement of his subjects is as clever and complicated, the drawing as powerful and precise, as characteristic and appropriate to stained glass as that of his great predecessors. For those who look at the great stained window of the choir of St. Martin’s, one subject stands out before all the others, “The Crucifixion,” which occupies the centre of the window, and which Rossetti has intentionally made larger and more apparent than the subjects of the Parable of the Vineyard, because it resumes them, and also because it is the one which ought the most vividly to impress the faithful. But little by little around the central figure the different episodes of the parable stand out in the gorgeous colours with which they are clothed, and we find that conception and arrangement of the figures peculiar to Rossetti, as the different scenes of the parable succeed one another in the seven compartments of the window. There is first the planting of the vine, then the letting it out to husbandmen, then the stoning of the servants sent to receive the ·87· first fruits, the feast of the vintage, with its delightful figure of the young woman in a white dress dancing in the midst of the husbandmen, and again the arrival of the heir, young and unarmed, in their midst, while they are already plotting against his life, and then their judgment and condemnation by the master, weary of their ingratitude. Magnificent and striking in itself, the parable of St. Matthew could not be embellished, but it could be presented under a plastic form which, while bringing out certain details, would engrave it more profoundly on the memory; and it is this which has been done by Rossetti. Sumptuous in colour, ingenious in composition, the window of the Parable appears to be of a design more entirely and peculiarly Rossetti’s than that of Adam and Eve, of which certain details seem to show the influence of Madox Brown; this statement, of which the only object is to be exact, takes, however, absolutely nothing from my admiration of the stained glass window of Adam and Eve. Rossetti, who, as is well known, was during some time the pupil of Madox Brown, was occasionally influenced by the painter of the frescoes of the Town Hall at Manchester. He on his side underwent, without suspecting it, the influence of the painter poet, who was more his friend than his pupil. This mutual influence can only be for good when brought to bear upon minds so richly endowed as were those of Madox Brown and Rossetti, and the works of both are there to testify to the fact. Perfect from every point of view, this interpretation of the Parable of the Vineyard by Rossetti does not alone embellish the choir of St. Martin’s. Four circular windows adorned with stained glass by Aston Webb decorate the side walls. The subjects represented are “The Emblems of the Four Evangelists,” and by the vigour of their drawing, as well as by the beauty of their colour, they are worthy of being mentioned at the same time as those of Madox Brown. Burne Jones, and Morris. In indicating the positions of the windows in the church, I have pointed out in the windows of the side aisles those of Madox Brown, Burne Jones, Campfield, and Marshall, and have described the St. Martin of Madox Brown. The windows of Campfield and Marshall, visibly inspired by the works of Burne Jones and Rossetti, are not unpleasant, but are only really valuable for the character of ensemble which they help to give to the decoration of the church.


  There remains, therefore, now only the window attributed to Burne Jones. It represents “St. Dorothy” and “St. Theophilus” separated by an angel carrying in a basket the “three apples,” as the “Golden Legend” describes it. We find this window mentioned by Mr. Malcolm Bell in the very complete catalogues he has drawn up of the works of Burne Jones. It is there ·88· stated to have been done in 1873, and the catalogue also mentions an Aaron, Daniel, and Stephen, which is found in the north side aisle of St. Martin’s. For my part I do not consider that an exaggerated importance ought to be attached to these windows simply from the fact that they are ascribed to Burne-Jones. I do not believe that they were done by him exclusively, as was, for example, the “Annunciation,” but, most probably, drawings of his were enlarged by Mr. Campfield for the windows at Scarborough, and in copying them, though he has not taken away all their grace and artistic character, he has nevertheless lost much. This is why, although acknowledging their graceful and decorative character, I cannot place them in the same rank as the others I have mentioned. To terminate this rapid examination of the stained glass windows of St. Martin’s, I wish to notice, from among the row of south windows above the door of entrance, one representing St. John the Baptist, designed and carried out by Mr. William Morris. It is, above all, remarkable for the richness of its colour, and in this connection I think it well to call to mind that the windows of Madox Brown, Rossetti, Webb, and Burne-Jones, of which I have spoken, were all carried out by Mr. Morris, who, at the great exhibition of 1862, gained a medal for the execution of the “Parable of the Vineyard.”[17]


  It will be seen that the artistic interest of the church of St. Martin’s consists in this, that it constitutes, not merely a handsome church, but a sort of pre-Raphaelite museum. And the collection of stained glass windows which it possesses is especially precious, for when, in a few years, a real pre-Raphaelite museum is originated at the National Gallery, when there will be (as there is now a Turner room) a Rossetti room, and in the adjoining rooms are collected the finest pictures of Ford Madox Brown, Watts, Holman Hunt, ·89· and Burne Jones; if it is acknowledged, then, that these artists have formed the most remarkable school of painting of this century, it will be regretted at the same time that we are unable to see represented in a museum certain productions connected with the branches of art which this school has rendered particularly flourishing. After their pictures, it is in stained glass windows that the pre-Raphaelite painters have best succeeded. Rossetti, Madox Brown, Burne Jones, and Morris have renewed and revived the art which appeared for a long time to be lost. When, later on, their works become classic, and are studied, it will be in the churches that we shall need to seek them. Then churches like St. Martin’s will be of a special interest on account of the ensemble of works which it contains. However, if, as I have shown, this collection of works at St. Martin’s is remarkable, it is not, from a pre-Raphaelite point of view, either complete or perfect; the two rows of clerestory windows, with the exception of one by Mr. Morris, have nothing in common with this school, nor, as we have seen, have the decorative paintings of the choir benches; while no work represents at St. Martin’s three important members of the pre-Raphaelite school, Watts, Millais, and Hunt. It is true that I am unaware if they have done painted windows, but if it was desired, as I should imagine, to represent a pre-Raphaelite ensemble, they might have been asked to paint, in default of stained windows, votive pictures or decorative paintings. In thinking what might have been the church of Scarborough if these faults and failings which I point out had been avoided, I thought, while writing these lines, that it might still be possible to build a church and to render it unique in artistic interest by decorating it with a collection, complete this time, of pre-Raphaelite pictures and stained glass windows; and surely this idea which comes to me of a pre-Raphaelite church is not, when one thinks of it, either fantastical or impossible to realize. There is in England a man whom all artists reverence for the splendid architectural work he has done. Admirer and friend of Rossetti, intimately acquainted with all the artists of the pre-Raphaelite school, Mr. Philip Webb seems the one designated to construct such a church, which, while being all that is required for public worship, would yet present under the most favourable light the stained glass windows and the religious paintings of the pre-Raphaelite school. The windows of Rossetti which can be admired at Scarborough, and which could be reproduced in this ideal church, are not the only ones he designed; there is, notably, the magnificent series of cartoons illustrating the Legend of St. George, which is possessed by Mr. Fairfax Murray, and which is one of the most finished works of Rossetti in this style of decorative painting. By Ford Madox Brown there ·90· is the characteristic series of cartoons illustrating the life and death of St. Oswald, which is now exhibited in the collection of water-colours and drawings at the South Kensington Museum. Burne Jones and Morris have done (a tremendous thing when one thinks of the enormous work they have produced in other branches of art!) more than five hundred stained glass windows; there is, therefore, in that which concerns them, but l’embarras du choix, and this difficulty even need not exist, for it is well known that Burne Jones and Morris consider as their best work in glass the “Adoration of the Shepherds” and “The Crucifixion,” which decorate the church of St. Philip at Birmingham. To the names of Rossetti, Madox Brown, Burne Jones, and Morris, I would add the less known name of Mr. Selwyn Image, who, by the poetic and religious character of his stained glass windows, and notably those which he has designed for the church of St. Luke’s at Camberwell, has revealed himself in this style of art a master as accomplished as any of his predecessors; and the interest of such a church would be complete, and as I previously said, unique, if to these windows were added decorative and votive paintings by Rossetti, Madox Brown, Watts, Millais, Holman Hunt, and Burne Jones.


  Why should this project be but the dream of an enthusiastic poet? It is not money that is wanting in England; I have proved that it is not the materials, nor yet the men; it is then nothing but the goodwill which is required, and as this goodwill would have for object the raising of a useful and durable monument, witnessing to the height to which English art has risen in this century, I do not despair of seeing this idea one day realized by some generous men justly proud of an art which has so magnificently flourished in their country.


  Olivier Georges Destrée.


  {·  ·}
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  A CAUSERIE


  FROM A CASTLE IN IRELAND


  [image: I]N the mysterious castle, lost among trees that start up suddenly around it, out of a land of green meadows and gray stones, where I have been so delightfully living through the difficult month of August, London, and the currencies of literature, and the duties of an editor, seem scarcely appreciable; too far away on the other side of this mountainous land inclosing one within the circle of its own magic. It is a castle of dreams, where, in the morning, I climb the winding staircase in the tower, creep through the secret passage, and find myself in the vast deserted room above the chapel, which is my retiring-room for meditation; or, following the winding staircase, come out on the battlements, where I can look widely across Galway, to the hills. In the evening my host plays Vittoria and Palestrina on the organ, in the half darkness of the hall, and I wander between the pillars of black marble, hearing the many voices rising into the dome: Vittoria, the many lamentable human voices, crying on the sins of the world, the vanity of pleasant sins; Palestrina, an exultation and a triumph, in which the many voices of white souls go up ardently into heaven. In the afternoon we drive through a strange land, which has the desolation of ancient and dwindling things; a gray land, into which human life comes rarely, and with a certain primitive savagery. As we drive seawards, the stone walls closing in the woods dwindle into low, roughly heaped hedges of unmortared stones, over which only an occasional cluster of trees lifts itself; and the trees strain wildly in the air, writhing away from the side of the sea, where the winds from the Atlantic have blown upon them and transfixed them in an eternity of flight from an eternal flagellation. As far as one can see, as far as the blue, barren mountains which rise up against the horizon, there are these endless tracts of harsh meadow-land, marked into squares by the stone hedges, and themselves heaped with rocks and stones, lying about like some gray fungous growth. Not a sign of human life is to be seen; at long intervals we ·94· pass a cabin, white-washed, thatched roughly, with stopped-up windows, and a half-closed door, from behind which a gray-haired old woman will gaze at you with her steady, melancholy eyes. A few peasants pass on the road, moving sombrely, without speaking; the men, for the most part, touch their hats, without change of expression; the women, drawing their shawls about their faces, merely look at you, with a slow, scrutinizing air, more indifferent than curious. The women walk bare-footed, and with the admirable grace and straightness of all who go with bare feet. I remember, in the curve of a rocky field, some little way in from the road, seeing a young woman, wearing a blue bodice, a red petticoat, and a gray shawl, carrying a tin pail on her head, with that straight, flexible movement of the body, that slow and formal grace, of Eastern women who have carried pitchers from the well. Occasionally a fierce old man on a horse, wearing the old costume, that odd, precise, kind of dress-coat, passes you with a surly scowl; or a company of tinkers (the Irish gipsies, one might call them) trail past, huddled like crouching beasts on their little, rough, open carts, driving a herd of donkeys before them. As we get nearer the village by the sea, the cabins become larger, and more frequent; and just before reaching it, we pass a ruined castle, impregnably built on a green mound, looking over the water to the quay, where the thin black masts of a few vessels rise motionless against the little white-washed houses. The road goes down a steep hill, and turns sharply, in the midst of the gray village, with its thatched and ragged roofs. The doors all stand open, the upper windows are drawn half down, and from some of them I see a dishevelled dark head, the hair and eyes of a gipsy (one could well have fancied), looking down on the road and the passers by. As the road rises again, we see the blue mountains, coming nearer to us, and the place where, one knows, is Galway Bay, lying too low for any flash of the waters. Now we are quite near the sea, and in front of the house we are to visit (you will hear all about it in M. Bourget’s next nouvelle) a brown mass of colour comes suddenly into the dull green and gray of the fields, and one smells the seaweed lying there in the pools.


  I find all this bareness, grayness, monotony, solitude, at once primitive and fantastical, curiously attractive; giving just the same kind of relief from the fat, luxurious English landscape that these gaunt, nervous, long-chinned peasants give from the red and rolling sleepiness of the English villager. And there is a quite national vivacity and variety of mood in the skies here, in the restless atmosphere, the humorous exaggerations of the sun and rain. To-day is a typical Irish day, soft, warm, gray, with intervals of rain and fine weather; I can see a sort of soft mist of rain, blown loosely about between the trees of the ·95· park, the clouds an almost luminous gray, the sun shining through them; at their darkest, scarcely darker than the Irish stone of which the castle is built. Driving, the other day, we passed a large pool among the rocks, in the midst of those meadows flowering with stones; the sky was black with the rain that was falling upon the hills, and the afternoon sun shone against the deep blackness of the sky and the shadowed blackness of the water. I have never seen such coloured darkness as this water; green passing into slate, slate into purple, purple into dead black. And it was all luminous, floating there in the harbour of the grass like a tideless sea. Then there is the infinite variety of the mountains, sloping in uneven lines around almost the whole horizon. They are as variable as the clouds, and, while you look at them, have changed from a purple darkness to a luminous and tender green, and then into a lifeless gray; and seem to float towards you and drift away from you, like the clouds.


  Among these solid and shifting things, in this castle which is at once so ancient a reality and so essential a dream, I feel myself to be in some danger of loosening the tightness of my hold upon external things, of foregoing many delectable pleasures, of forgetting many things that I have passionately learnt in cities. If I lived here too long I should forget that I am a Londoner and remember that I am a Cornishman. And that would so sadly embarrass my good friends of the Celtic Renaissance! No, decidedly I have no part among those remote idealists: I must come back to London; for I have perceived the insidious danger of idealism ever since I came into these ascetic regions.


  Arthur Symons.
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  EDITORIAL NOTE


  [image: I]HAVE to announce that with the next number, completing a year’s existence, the present issue of “The Savoy” will come to an end. It has done something of what I intended it should do: it has made warm friends and heated enemies: and I am equally content with both. It has, in the main, conquered the prejudices of the press; and I offer the most cordial thanks to those newspaper critics who have had the honesty and the courtesy to allow their prejudices to be conquered. But it has not conquered the general public, and, without the florins of the general public, no magazine such as “The Savoy,” issued at so low a price, and without the aid of advertisements, can expect to pay its way. We therefore retire from the arena, not entirely dissatisfied, if not a trifle disappointed, leaving to those who care for it our year’s work, which will be presented to you in three volumes, in a cover of Mr. Beardsley’s designing. When we come before you again, it will be in a more luxurious form, for which you shall pay more, but less often.


  Arthur Symons.


  November, 1896.
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  MORAG OF THE GLEN


  I


  [image: I]T was a black hour for Archibald Campbell of Gorromalt in Strathglas, and for his wife, and for Morag their second daughter, when the word came that Muireall had the sorrow of sorrows. What is pain, and is death a thing to fear? But there is a sorrow that no man can have and yet go free for evermore of a shadow upon his brow: and there is a sorrow that no woman can have, and keep the moonshine in her eyes. And when a woman has this sorrow, it saves or mars her: though, for sure, none of us may discern just what that saving may be, or from whom or what, or what may be that bitter or sweet ruin. We are shaped as clay in the potter’s hand: ancient wisdom, that we seldom learn till the hand is mercifully still, and the vessel, finished for good or evil, is broken.


  It is a true saying that memory is like the seaweed when the tide is in—but the tide ebbs! Each frond, each thick spray, each fillicaun or pulpy globe, lives lightly in the wave: the green water is full of strange rumour, of sea-magic and sea-music: the hither flow and thither surge give continuity and connection to what is fluid and dissolute. But when the ebb is far gone, and the wrack and the weed lie sickly in the light, there is only one confused intertangled mass. For most of us, memory is this tide-left strand: though for each there are pools, or shallows which even the ebb does not lick up in its thirsty way depthward,—narrow overshadowed channels to which we have the intangible clues. But for me there will never be any ebb-tide of memory, for one black hour, and one black day.


  A wild lone place it was where we lived: among the wet hills, in a country capped by slate-black mountains. To the stranger the whole scene must have appeared grimly desolate. We, dwellers there, and those of our clan, and the hill folk about and beyond, knew that there were three fertile straths hidden among the wilderness of rock and bracken: Strathmòr, Strathgorm, and Strathglas. It was in the last we lived. All Strathglas was farmed by Archibald Campbell, and he had Strathgorm to where the Gorromalt ·14· Water cut it off from the head of Glen Annet. The house we lived in was a long two-storied whitewashed building with two projecting flanks. There was no garden, but only a tangled potato-acre, and a large unkempt space where the kail and the bracken flourished side by side, with the kail perishing day by day under the spreading strangling roots of the usurper. The rain in Strathglas fell when most other spots were fair. It was because of the lie of the land, I have heard. The gray or black cloud would slip over Ben-Bhreac or Melbèinn, and would become blue-black while one were wondering if the wind would lift it on to Maol-Dunn, whose gloomy ridge had two thin lines of pine-trees which, from Strathglas, stood out like bristling eyebrows. But, more likely than not, it would lean slowly earthward, and sometimes lurch like a water-logged vessel, and then spill, through a rising misty vapour, a dreary downfall. Oh! the rain—the rain—the rain! how weary I grew of it, there; and of the melancholy méh’ing of the sheep, that used to fill the hills with a lamentation, terrible, at times, to endure.


  And yet, I know, and that well, too, that I am thinking this vision of Teenabrae, as the house was called, and of its dismal vicinage, in the light of tragic memory. For there were seasons when the rains suspended, or came and went like fugitive moist shadows: days when the sunlight and the wind made the mountains wonderful, and wrought the wild barren hills nearer us to take on a softness and a dear familiar beauty: hours, even, when, in the hawthorn-time, the cuckoo called joyously across the pine-girt scaurs and corries on Melbèinn, or, in summer, the swallows filled the straths as with the thridding of a myriad shuttles.


  Sure enough, I was too young to be there: though, indeed, Morag was no more than a year older, being twenty; but when my mother died, and my father went upon the seas upon one of his long whaling voyages, I was glad to leave my lonely home in the Carse o’ Gowrie and go to Teenabrae in Strathglas, and to be with my aunt, that was wife to Archibald mac Alasdair Ruadh—Archibald Campbell, as he would be called in the lowland way—or Gorromalt as he was named by courtesy, that being the name of his sheep-farm that ran into the two straths where the Gorromalt Water surged turbulently through a narrow wilderness of wave-scooped, eddy-hollowed stones and ledges.


  I suppose no place could be called lifeless that had always that sound of Gorromalt Water, that ceaseless lamentation of the sheep crying upon the hills, that hoarse croaking of the corbies which swam black in the air betwixt us and Maol-Dunn, that mournful plaining of the lapwings as they wheeled ·15· querulously for ever and ever and ever. But, to a young girl, the whole of this was an unspeakable weariness.


  Beside the servant-folk—not one of whom was to me anything, save a girl called Maisie, who had had a child and believed it had become a “pee-wit” since its death, and that all the lapwings were the offspring of the sorrow of joy—there were only Archibald Campbell, his wife, who was my aunt, Muireall the elder daughter, and Morag. These were my folk: but Morag I loved. In appearance she and I differed wholly. My cousin Muireall and I were like each other; both tall, dark-haired, dark-browed, with dusky dark eyes, though mine with no flame in them; and my face too, though comely I am glad to know, without that touch of wildness which made Muireall’s so strangely attractive, and at times so beautiful. Morag, however, was scarce over medium height. Her thick wavy hair always retained the captive gold that the sunshine had spilled there; her soft, white, delicate, wild-rose face was like none other that I have ever seen: her eyes, of that heart-lifting blue which spring mornings have, held a living light that was fair to see, and gave pain too, perhaps, because of their plaintive hillside wildness. Ah, she was a fawn, Morag! … soft and sweet, swift and dainty and exquisite as a fawn in the green fern.


  Gorromalt himself was a gaunt stern man. He was 6 feet 3 inches, but looked less, because of a stoop. It always seemed to me as if his eyes pulled him forward: brooding, sombre, obscure eyes, of a murky gloom. His hair was iron-gray and matted; blacker, but matted and tangled, his thick beard, and his face was furrowed like Ben Scorain of the Corries. I never saw him in any other garb than a gray shepherd tweed with a plaid, though no Campbell in Argyll was prouder than he, and he allowed no plaid or tunag anywhere on his land or in his house that was not of the tartan of MacCailin Mòr. He was what, there, they called a black protestant; for the people in that part held to the ancient faith. True enough, for sure, all the same: for his pity was black, and the milk of kindness in him must have been like Gorromalt Water in spate. Poor Aunt Elspeth! my heart often bled for her. I do not think Archibald Campbell was unkind to his wife, but he was harsh, and his sex was like a blank wall to her, against which her shallow waters surged or crawled alike vainly. There was to her something at once terrible and Biblical in this wall of cruel strength, this steadfast independence of love or the soft ways or the faltering speech of love. There are women who hate men with an unknowing hatred, who lie by their husband night after night, year after year; who fear and serve him; who tend him in life and minister ·16· to him in death; who die, before or after, with a slaying thirst, a consuming hunger. Of these unhappy housemates, of desolate hearts and unfrequented lips, my aunt Elspeth was one.


  It was on a dull Sunday afternoon that the dark hour came of which I have spoken. The rain fell among the hills. There was none on the north side of Strathglas, where Teenabrae stood solitary. The remembrance is on me keen just now: how I sat there, on the bench in front of the house, side by side with Morag, in the hot August damp, with the gnats pinging overhead, and not a sound else save the loud raucous surge of Gorromalt Water, thirty yards away. In a chair near us sat my aunt Elspeth. Beyond her, on a milking-stool, with his chin in his hands and his elbows on his knees, was her husband.


  There was a gloom upon all of us. The day before, as soon as Gorromalt had returned from Castle Avale, high up in Strathmòr, we had seen the black east wind in his eyes. But he had said nothing. We guessed that his visit to the Englishman at Castle Avale, who had bought the Three Straths from Sir Ewan Campbell of Drumdoon, had proved fruitless, or at least unsatisfactory. It was at the porridge on the Sabbath morning that he told us.


  “And … and … must we go, Archibald?” asked his wife, her lips white, and the deep withered creases on her neck ashy gray.


  He did not answer, but the tumbler cracked in his grip, and the splintered glass fell into his plate. The spilt milk trickled off the table on to the end of his plaid, and so to the floor. Luath, the collie, slipped forward, with her tongue lolling greedily: but her eye caught the stare of the silent man, and with a whine, and a sudden sweep of her tail, she slunk back.


  It must have been nigh an hour later, that he spoke.


  “No, Elspeth,” he said. “There will be no going away from here, for you and me, till we go feet foremost.”


  Before the afternoon we had heard all: how he had gone to see this English lord who had “usurped” Drumdoon: how he had not gained an interview, and had seen no other than Mr. Laing, the East Lothian factor. He had had to accept bitter hard terms. Sir Ewan Campbell was in Madras, with his regiment, a ruined man: he would never be home again, and, if he were, would be a stranger in the Three Straths, where he and his had lived, and where his kindred had been born and had died during six centuries back. There was no hope. This Lord Greyshott wanted more rent, and he also wanted Strathgorm for a deer-run.


  We were sitting, brooding on these things: in our ears the fierce words ·17· that Gorromalt had said, with bitter curses, upon the selling of the ancient land and the betrayal of the people.


  Morag was in one of her strange moods. I saw her, with her shining eyes, looking at the birch that overhung the small foaming linn beyond us, just as though she saw the soul of it, and the soul with strange speech to it.


  “Where is Muireall?” she said to me suddenly, in a low voice.


  “Muireall?” I repeated, “Muireall? I am not for knowing, Morag. Why do you ask? Do you want her?”


  She did not answer, but went on:


  “Have you seen him again?”


  “Him? … Whom?”


  “Jasper Morgan, this English lord’s son.”


  “No.”


  A long silence followed. Suddenly Aunt Elspeth started. Pointing to a figure coming from the peat-moss at the hither end of Strathmòr, she asked who it was, as she could not see without her spectacles. Her husband rose, staring eagerly. He gave a grunt of disappointment when he recognized Mr. Allan Stewart, the minister of Strathmòr parish.


  As the old man drew near we watched him steadfastly. I have the thought that each one of us knew he was coming to tell us evil news; though none guessed why or what, unless Morag mayhap.


  When he had shaken hands, and blessed the house and those within it, Mr. Stewart sat down on the bench beside Morag and me. I am thinking he wanted not to see the eyes of Gorromalt, nor to see the white face of Aunt Elspeth.


  I heard him whisper to my dear that he wanted her to go into the house for a little. But she would not. The birdeen knew that sorrow was upon us all. He saw “no” in her eyes, and forbore.


  “And what is the thing that is on your lips to tell, Mr. Stewart?” said Gorromalt at last, half mockingly, half sullenly.


  “And how are you for knowing that I have anything to tell, Gorromalt?”


  “Sure, man, if a kite can see the shadow of a mouse a mile away, it can see a black cloud on a hill near by!”


  “It ’s a black cloud I bring, Archibald Campbell: alas, even so. Ay, sure, it is a black cloud it is. God melt the pain of it!”


  “Speak, man!”


  “There is no good in wading in heather. Gorromalt, and you, Mrs. ·18· Campbell, and you, my poor Morag, and you too, my dear, must just be brave. It is God’s will.”


  “Speak, man, and don’t be winding the shroud all the time! Let us be hearing and seeing the thing you have brought to tell us.”


  It was at this moment that Aunt Elspeth half rose, and abruptly reseated herself, raising the while a deprecatory feeble hand.


  “Is it about Muireall?” she asked quaveringly. “She went away, to the church at Kilbrennan, at sunrise: and the water ’s in spate all down Strathgorm. Has she been drowned? Is it death upon Muireall? Is it Muireall? Is it Muireall?”


  “She is not drowned, Mrs. Campbell.”


  At that she sat back, the staring dread subsiding from her eyes. But at the minister’s words, Gorromalt slowly moved his face and body so that he fronted the speaker. Looking at Morag, I saw her face white as the canna. Her eyes swam in wet shadow.


  “It is not death, Mrs. Campbell,” the old man repeated, with a strange, uneasy, furtive look, as he put his right hand to his stiff white necktie and flutteringly fingered it.


  “In the name o’ God, man, speak out!”


  “Ay, ay, Campbell: ay, ay, I am speaking … I am for the telling … but … but, see you, Gorromalt, be pitiful … be …”


  Gorromalt rose. I never realized before how tall he was. There was height to him, like unto that of a son of Anak.


  “Well, well, well, it is just for telling you I’ll be. Sit down, Gorromalt, sit down, Mr. Campbell, sit down, man, sit down! … Ah, sure now, that is better. Well, well, God save us all from the sin that is in us: but … ah, mothering heart, it is saving you I would be if I could, but … but …”


  “But what!” thundered Gorromalt, with a voice that brought Maisie and Kirsteen out of the byre, where they were milking the kye.


  “He has the mercy: He only! And it is this, poor people: it is this. Muireall has come to sorrow.”


  “What sorrow is the sorrow that is on her?”


  “The sorrow of woman.”


  A terrible oath leapt from Gorromalt’s lips. His wife sat in a stony silence, her staring eyes filming like those of a stricken bird. Morag put her left hand to her heart.


  Suddenly Archibald Campbell turned to his daughter.


  “Morag, what is the name of that man whom Muireall came to know ·19· when she and you went to that Sodom, that Gomorrha, which men call London?”


  “His name was Jasper Morgan.”


  “Has she ever seen him since?”


  “I think so.”


  “You think? What will you be thinking for, girl! Think! There will be time enough to think while the lichen grows gray on a new-fall’n rock! Out with it! Out with it! Have they met…. Has he been here … is he the man?”


  There was silence then. A plover wheeled by, plaining aimlessly. Maisie the milk-lass ran forward, laughing.


  “Ah, ’tis my wee Seorsa,” she cried. “Seorsa! Seorsa! Seorsa!”


  Gorromalt took a stride forward, his face shadowy with anger, his eyes ablaze.


  “Get back to the kye, you wanton wench!” he shouted savagely. “Get back, or it is getting my gun I’ll be and shooting that pee-wit o’ yours, that lennavan-Seorsa!”


  Then, shaking still, he turned to Morag.


  “Out with it, girl! What do you know?”


  “I know nothing.”


  “It is a lie, and it is knowing it I am!”


  “It is no lie. I know nothing. I fear much.”


  “And what do you know, old man?” And, with that, Archibald Campbell turned like a baited bull upon Mr. Stewart.


  “She was misled, Gorromalt, she was misled, poor lass! The trouble began last May, when she went away to the south, to that evil place. And then he came after her. And it was here he came … and … and …”


  “And who will that man be?”


  “Morag has said it: Jasper Morgan.”


  “And who will Jasper Morgan be?”


  “Are you not for knowing that, Archibald Campbell, and you Gorromalt?”


  “Why, what meaning are you at?” cried the man, bewildered.


  “Who will Jasper Morgan be but the son of Stanley Morgan?”


  “Stanley Morgan! … Stanley Morgan! … I am no wiser. Do you wish to send me mad, man! Speak out! … out with it!”


  “Why, Gorromalt, what is Drumdoon’s name?”


  “Drumdoon … Why, Sir Ewan … Ah no, for sure ’tis now that ·20· English bread-taker, that southern land-snatcher, who calls himself Lord Greyshott. And what then? … will it be for …”


  “Aren’t you for knowing his name? … No? … Campbell, man, it is Morgan … Morgan.”


  All this time Aunt Elspeth had sat silent. She now gave a low cry. Her husband turned and looked at her. “Go into the house,” he said harshly; “this will not be the time for whimpering; no, by God! it is not the time for whimpering, woman.”


  She rose, and walked feebly over to Mr. Stewart.


  “Tell me all,” she said. Ah, grief to see, the pain in her old, old eyes—and no tears there at all, at all.


  “When this man Jasper Morgan, that is son to Lord Greyshott, came here, it was to track a stricken doe. And now all is over. There is this note only. It is for Morag.”


  Gorromalt leaned forward to take it. But I had seen the wild look in Morag’s eyes, and I snatched it from Mr. Stewart, and gave it to my dear, who slipped it beneath her kerchief.


  Sullenly her father drew up, scowled, but said nothing.


  “What else?” he asked, turning to the minister.


  “She is dying.”


  “Dying!”


  “Ay, alas, alas—tha cèo air a bheinn—the mist is on the hill—and she so young, too, and so fair, ay, and so sweet and——”


  “That will do, Allan Stewart! That will do! … It is dying she is, you are for telling us! Well, well, now, and she the plaything o’ Jasper Morgan, the son of the man there at Drumdoon, the man who wants to drive me away from here … this new man … this, this lord … he … to drive me away, and who have the years and years to go upon, ay, for more than six hundred weary long years——”


  “Muireall is dying, Alexander Campbell. Will you be coming to see her, who is your very own?”


  “And for why is she dying?”


  “She could not wait.”


  “Wait! Wait! She could wait to shame me and mine! No, no, no, Allan Stewart, you go back to Lord Greyshott’s son and his leannan, and say that neither Gorromalt nor any o’ Gorromalt’s kith or kin will have aught to do with that wastrel-lass. Let her death be on her! But it ’s a soon easy death it is! … she that slept here this very last night, and away this ·21· morning across the moor like a louping doe, before sunburst and an hour to that!”


  “She is at the ‘Argyll Arms’ in Kilbrennan. She met the man there. An hour after he had gone, they found her, lying on the deerskin on the hearth, and she with the death-sickness on her, and grave-white, because of the poison there beside her. And now, Archibald Campbell, it is not refusing you will be to come to your own daughter, and she with death upon her, and at the edge o’ the silence!”


  But with that Gorromalt uttered wild, savage words, and thrust the old man before him, and bade him begone, and cursed Muireall, and the child she bore within her, and the man who had done this thing, and the father that had brought him into the world, latest adder of an evil brood!


  Scarce, however, was the minister gone, and he muttering sore, and frowning darkly at that, than Gorromalt reeled and fell.


  The blood had risen to his brain, and he had had a stroke. Sure, the sudden hand of God is a terrifying thing. It was all we could do, with the help of Maisie and Kirsteen, to lift and drag him to his bed.


  But an hour after that, when the danger was over, I went to seek Morag. I could find her nowhere. Maisie had seen her last. I thought that she had taken one of the horses from the stable, and ridden towards Kilbrennan: but there was no sign of this. On the long weary moor-road that led across Strathglas to Strathgorm, no one could have walked without being seen by some one at Teenabrae. And everyone there was now going to and fro, with whispers and a dreadful awe.


  So I turned and went down by the linn. From there I could see three places where Morag loved to lie and dream: and at one of these I hoped to descry her.


  And, sure, so it was. A glimpse I caught of her, across the spray of the linn. She was far up the brown Gorromalt Water, and crouched under a rowan-tree.


  When I reached her she looked up with a start. Ah, the pain of those tear-wet May-blue eyes—deep tarns of grief to me they seemed.


  In her hand she clasped the letter that I had won for her.


  “Read it, dear,” she said, simply.


  It was in pencil, and, strangely, was in the Gaelic: strangely, for though, when with Mr. and Mrs. Campbell, Morag and I spoke the language we all loved, and that was our own, Muireall rarely did. The letter ran somewhat thus:


  ·22· “Morag-à-ghraidh,


  “When you get this I shall not be your living sister any more, but only a memory. I take the little one with me. You know my trouble. Forgive me. I have only one thing to ask. The man has not only betrayed me, he has lied to me about his love. He loves another woman. And that woman, Morag, is you: and you know it. He loved you first. And now, Morag, I will only tell you one thing. Do you remember the story that old Sheen Mclan told us—that about the twin sisters of the mother of our mother—one that was a Morag too?


  “I am thinking you do: and here—where I shall soon be lying dead, with that silence within me, where such a wild clamouring voice has been, though inaudible to other ears than mine—here, I am thinking you will be remembering, and realizing, that story!


  “If, Morag, if you do not remember—but ah, no, we are of the old race of Siol Dhiarmid, and you will remember!


  “Tell no one of this, except F.—at the end.


  “Morag, dear sister, till we meet——

  “Muireall.”


  “I do not understand, Morag-my-heart,” I said. Even now, my hand shook because of these words: “and that woman, Morag, is you: and you know it.”


  “Not now,” she answered, wearily. “I will tell you to-night: but not now.”


  And so we went back together, she too tired and stricken for tears, and I with so many in my heart that there none for my hot eyes.


  As we passed the byre we heard Kirsteen finishing a milking song, but we stopped when Maisie suddenly broke in, with her strange, wild, haunting-sweet voice.


  I felt Morag’s fingers tighten in their grasp on my arm as we stood silent, with averted eyes, listening to an old Gaelic ballad of “Morag of the Glen.”


  
    When Morag of the Glen was fëy


    They took her where the Green Folk stray:


    And there they left her, night and day,


    A day and night they left her, fëy.

  


  
    And when they brought her home again,


    Aye of the Green Folk was she fain:


    They brought her leannan, Roy McLean,


    She looked at him with proud disdain.

  


  
    ·23· “For I have killed a man,” she said,


    “A better man than you to wed:


    I slew him when he claspt my head,


    And now he sleepeth with the dead.

  


  
    “And did you see that little wren?


    My sister dear it was, flew then!


    That skull her home, that eye her den,


    Her song is, Morag o’ the Glen!

  


  
    “For when she went I did not go,


    But washed my hands in blood-red woe:


    O wren, trill out your sweet song’s flow,


    Morag is white as the driven snow!”

  


  II


  That night the wind had a dreadful soughing in its voice—a lamentable voice that came along the rain-wet face of the hills, with a prolonged moaning and sobbing.


  Down in the big room, that was kitchen and sitting-room in one, where Gorromalt sat—for he had risen from his bed, for all that he was so weak and giddy—there was semi-darkness. His wife had pleaded for the oil-lamp, because the shadows within and the wild wind without—though, I am thinking, most the shadows within her brain—filled her with dread; but he would not have it, no, not a candle even. The peats glowed, red-hot; above them the small narrow pine-logs crackled in a scarlet and yellow blaze.


  Hour after hour went by in silence. There were but the three of us. Morag? Ah, did Gorromalt think she would stay at Teenabrae, and Muireall near by, and in the clutch of the death-frost, and she, her sister dear, not go to her? He had put the ban upon us, soon as the blood was out of his brain, and he could half rise from his pillow. No one was to go to see her, no one was to send word to her, no one was to speak of her.


  At that, Aunt Elspeth had fallen on her knees beside the bed, and prayed to him to show pity. The tears rained upon the relentless heavy hand she held and kissed. “At the least,” she moaned, “at the least, let some one go to her, Archibald; at least a word, only one word!”


  “Not a word, woman, not a word. She has sinned, but that ’s the way o’ women o’ that kind. Let her be. The wind ’ll blow her soul against God’s heavy hand, this very night o’ the nights. It ’s not for you nor for me. But I’m saying this, I am: curse her, ay, curse her again and again, for that she let ·24· the son of the stranger, the son of our enemy, who would drive us out of the home we have, the home of our fathers, ay, back to the time when no English foot ever trod the heather of Argyll, that she would let him do her this shame and disgrace, her and me, an’ you too, ay, and all of our blood, and the Strath too, for that—ay, by God, and the clan, the whole clan!”


  But though Gorromalt’s word was law there, there was one who had the tide coming in at one ear and going out at the other. As soon as the rainy gloom deepened into dark, she slipped from the house; I wanted to go with her, but she whispered to me to stay. It was well I did. I was able to keep back from him, all night, the story of Morag’s going. He thought she was in her bed. So bitter on the man was his wrath, that, ill as he was, he would have risen, and ridden or driven over to Kilbrennan, had he known Morag was gone there.


  Angus Macallum, Gorromalt’s chief man, was with the horses in the stable. He tried to prevent Morag taking out Gealcas, the mare, she that went faster and surer than any there. He even put hand upon the lass, and said a rough word. But she laughed, I am told; and I am thinking that whoever heard Morag laugh, when she was “strange,” for all that she was so white and soft, she with her hair o’ sunlight, and the blue, blue eyes o’ her!—whoever heard that would not be for standing in her way.


  So Angus had stood back, sullenly giving no help, but no longer daring to interfere. She mounted Gealcas, and rode away into the dark rainy night where the wind went louping to and fro among the crags on the braes as though it were mad with fear or pain, and complaining wild, wild—the lamentable cry of the hills.


  Hour after hour we sat there. We could hear the roaring sound of Gorromalt Water as it whirled itself over the linn. The stream was in spate, and would be boiling black, with livid clots of foam flung here and there on the dripping heather overhanging the torrent. The wind’s endless sough came into the house, and wailed in the keyholes and the chinks. Rory, the blind collie, lay on a mat near the door, and the long hair of his felt was blown upward, and this way and that, by the ground-draught.


  Once or twice Aunt Elspeth rose, and stirred the porridge that seethed and bubbled in the pot. Her husband took no notice. He was in a daze, and sat in his flanked leathern armchair, with his arms laid along the sides, and his down-clasping hands catching the red gleam of the peats, and his face, white and set, like that of a dead man looking out of a grated prison.


  Once or twice, an hour or so before, when she had begun to croon some ·25· hymn, he had harshly checked her. But now when she hummed, and at last openly sang the Gaelic version of “The Lord ’s my Shepherd,” he paid no heed. He was not hearing that, or anything she did. I could make nothing of the cold bitterness that was on his face. He brooded, I doubt not, upon doom for the man, and the son of the man, who had wrought him this evil.


  His wife saw this, and so had her will at last. She took down the great Gaelic Bible, and read Christ’s words about little children. The rain slashed against the window-panes. Beyond, the wind moaned, and soughed, and moaned. From the kennel behind the byre a mournful howling rose and fell; but Gorromalt did not stir.


  Aunt Elspeth looked at me despairingly. Poor old woman; ah, the misery and pain of it, the weariness and long pain of starved hearts and barren hope. Suddenly an idea came to her. She rose again, and went over to the fire. Twice she passed in front of her husband. He made no sign.


  “He hates those things,” she muttered to me, her eyes wet with pain, and with something of shame, too, for admitting that she believed in incantations. And why not, poor old woman? Sure there are stranger things than sean or rosad, charm or spell; and who can say that the secret old wisdom is mere foam o’ thought. “He hates those things, but I am for saving my poor lass if I can. I will be saying that old ancient eolas, that is called the Eolas an t-Snaithnean.”


  “What is that, Aunt Elspeth? What are the three threads?”


  “That eolas killed the mother of my mother, dearie; she that was a woman out of the isle of Benbecula.”


  “Killed her!” I repeated, awe-struck.


  “Ay; ’tis a charm for the doing away of bewitchment, and sure it is my poor Muireall who has been bewitched. But my mother’s mother used the eolas for the taking away of a curse upon a cow that would not give milk. She was saying the incantation for the third time, and winding the triple thread round the beast’s tail, when in a moment all the ill that was in the cow came forth and settled upon her, so that she went back to her house quaking and sick with the blight, and died of it next day, because there was no one to take it from her in turn by that or any other eolas.”


  I listened in silence. The thing seemed terrible to me then; no, no, not then only, but now, too, whenever I think of it.


  “Say it then, Aunt Elspeth,” I whispered; “say it, in the name of the Holy Three.”


  ·26· With that she went on her knees, and leaned against her chair, though with her face towards her husband, because of the fear that was ever in her. Then in a low voice, choked with sobs, she said this eolas, after she had first uttered the holy words of the “Pater Noster”:


  
    “Chi suil thu,


    Labhraidh bial thu;


    Smuainichidh cridhe thu.


    Tha Fear an righthighe


    Gad’ choisreagadh,


    An t-Athair, am Mac, ’s an Spiorad Naomh.

  


  
    “Ceathrar a rinn do chron—


    Fear agus bean, />


    Gille agus nighean.


    Co tha gu sin a thilleadh?


    Tri Pearsannan na Trianaid ro-naomh,


    An t-Athair, am Mac, ’s an Spioraid Naomh.

  


  
    “Tha mi ’cur fianuis gu Moire, agus gu Brighde,


    Ma ’s e duine rinn do chron,


    Le droch run,


    No le droch shuil,


    No le droch chridhe,


    Gu’m bi thusa, Muireall gu math


    Ri linn so a chur mu ’n cuairt ort.


    An ainm an Athar, a’ Mhic, ’s an Spioraid Naoimh!”

  


  
    (“An eye will see you,


    Tongue will speak of you


    Heart will think of you


    The Man of Heaven


    Blesses you—


    The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

  


  
    “Four caused your hurt—


    Man and Wife,


    Young man, and maiden.


    Who is to frustrate that?


    The three Persons of the most Holy Trinity,


    The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

  


  
    “I call the Virgin Mary and St. Bridget to witness


    That if your hurt was caused by man,


    Through ill will,


    Or the evil eye,


    Or a wicked heart,


    That you, Muireall, my daughter, may be whole—


    And this in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost!”)

  


  ·27· Just as she finished, and as she was lingering on the line, “Gu’m bi thusa, Muireall, gu math,” Rory, the blind collie, rose, whimpered, and stood with snarling jaws.


  Strangely enough, Gorromalt heard this, though his ears had been deaf to all else, or so it seemed, at least.


  “Down, Rory! down, beast!” he exclaimed, in a voice strangely shrill and weak.


  But the dog would not be still. His sullen fear grew worse. Suddenly he sidled and lay on his belly, now snarling, now howling, his blind eyes distended, his nostrils quivering, his flanks quaking. My uncle rose and stared at the dog.


  “What ails the beast?” he asked angrily, looking now at Rory, now at us. “Has any one come in? Has any one been at the door?”


  “No one, Archibald.”


  “What have you been doing, Elspeth?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Woman, I heard your voice droning at your prayers. Ah, I see—you have been at some of your sians and eolais again. Sure, now, one would be thinking you would have less foolishness, and you with the grayness upon your years. What eolas did she say, lass?”


  I told him. “Aw, silly woman that she is, the eolas an t-Snaithnean! madness and folly … Where is Morag?”


  “In bed.” I said this with truth in my eyes. God’s forgiveness for that good lie!


  “And it ’s time you were there also, and you too, Elspeth. Come now, no more of this foolishness. We have nothing to wait for. Why are we waiting here?”


  At that moment Rory became worse than ever. I thought the poor blind beast would take some dreadful fit. Foam was on his jaws; his hair bristled. He had sidled forward, and crouched low. We saw him look again and again towards the blank space to his right, as if, blind though he was, he saw some one there, some one that gave him fear, but no longer a fierce terror. Nay, more than once we saw him swish his tail, and sniff as though longingly. But when he turned his head towards the door his sullen fury grew, and terror shook upon every limb. It was now that Gorromalt was speaking.


  Suddenly the dog made a leap forward—a terrible bristling wolf he seemed to me, though no wolf had I ever seen, or imagined any more fearsome, than Rory, now.


  ·28· He dashed himself against the door, snarling and mouthing, with his snout nosing the narrow slit at the bottom.


  Aunt Elspeth and I shook with fear. My uncle was death-white, but stood strangely brooding. He had his right elbow upon his breast, and supported it with his left arm, while with his right hand he plucked at his beard.


  “For sure,” he said at last, with an effort to seem at ease; “for sure the dog is fëy with his age and his blindness.” Then, more slowly still, “and if that were not so, it might look as though he had the fear on him, because of someone who strove to come in.”


  “It is Muireall,” I whispered, scarce above my breath.


  “No,” said Aunt Elspeth, and the voice of her now was as though it had come out of the granite all about us, cold and hard as that. “No! Muireall is already in the room.”


  We both turned and looked at her. She sat quite still, on the chair betwixt the fire and the table. Her face was rigid, ghastly, but her eyes were large and wild.


  A look first of fear, then almost of tenderness, came into her husband’s face.


  “Hush, Elspeth,” he said, “that is foolishness.”


  “It is not foolishness, Archibald,” she resumed in the same hard, unemotional voice, but with a terrible intensity. “Man, man, because ye are blind, is there no sight for those who can see?”


  “There is no one here but ourselves.”


  But now Aunt Elspeth half rose, with supplicating arms:


  “Muireall! Muireall! Muireall! O Muirnean, muirnean!”


  I saw Archibald Campbell shaking as though he were a child and no strong man. “Will you be telling us this, Elspeth,” he began in a hoarse voice—“will you be telling me this: if Muireall is in the room, beyond Rory there, who will be at the door? Who is trying to come in at the door?”


  “It’s a man. I do not know the man. It is a man. It is Death, maybe. I do not know the man. O Muirnean, mo muirnean!”


  But now the great gaunt black dog—terrible in his seeing blindness he was to me—began again his savage snarling, his bristling insensate fury. He had ceased a moment while our voices filled the room, and had sidled a little way towards the place where Aunt Elspeth saw Muireall, whining low as he did so, and swishing his tail furtively along the whitewashed flagstones.


  ·29· I know not what awful thing would have happened. It seemed to me that Death was coming to all of us.


  But at that moment we all heard the sound of a galloping horse. There was a lull in the wind, and the rain lashed no more like a streaming whistling whip. Even Rory crouched silent, his nostrils quivering, his curled snout showing his fangs.


  Gorromalt stood, listening intently.


  “By the living God,” he exclaimed suddenly, his eyes like a goaded bull’s—“I know that horse. Only one horse runs like that at the gallop. ’Tis the grey stallion I sold three months ago to the man at Drumdoon—ay, ay, for the son of the man at Drumdoon! A horse to ride for the shooting—a good horse for the hills—that was what he wanted! Ay, ay, by God, a horse for the son of the man at Drumdoon! It’s the grey stallion: no other horse in the Straths runs like that—d’ye hear? d’ye hear? Elspeth woman, is there hearing upon you for that? Hey, tlot-a-tlot, tlot-a-tlot, tlot-tlot-tlot-tlot, tlot-a-tlot, tlot-tlot-tlot! I tell you, woman, it’s the grey stallion I sold to Drumdoon: it’s that and no other! Ay, by the Sorrow, it’s Drumdoon’s son that will be riding here!”


  By this time the horse was close by. We heard his hoofs clang above the flagstones round the well at the side of the house. Then there was a noise as of scattered stones, and a long scraping sound: then silence.


  Gorromalt turned and put his hand to the door. There was murder in his eyes, for all the smile, a grim terrible smile, that had come to his lips.


  Aunt Elspeth rose and ran to him, holding him back. The door shook. Rory the hound tore at the splinters at the base of the door, his fell again bristling, his snarling savagery horrible to hear. The pine-logs had fallen into a smouldering ash. The room was full of gloom, though the red sullen eye of the peat-glow stared through the semi-darkness.


  “Don’t be opening the door! Don’t be opening the door!” she cried, in a thin screaming voice.


  “What for no, woman? Let me go! Hell upon this dog—out o’ the way, Rory—get back! Down wi’ ye!”


  “No, no, Archibald! Wait! Wait!”


  Then a strange thing happened.


  Rory ceased, sullenly listened, and then retreated, but no longer snarling and bristling.


  Gorromalt suddenly staggered.


  ·30· “Who touched me just now?” he asked in a hoarse whisper.


  No one answered.


  “Who touched me just now? Who passed? Who slid past me?” His voice rose almost to a scream.


  Then, shaking off his wife, he swung the door open.


  There was no one there. Outside could be heard a strange sniffling and whinnying. It was the grey stallion.


  Gorromalt strode across the threshold. I had time only to prevent Aunt Elspeth from falling against the lintel in a corner, but in a moment’s interval I saw that the stallion was riderless.


  “Archibald!” wailed his wife faintly out of her weakness. “Archibald, come back! Come back!”


  But there was no need to call. Archibald Campbell was not the man to fly in the face of God. He knew that no mortal rider rode that horse to its death that night. Even before he closed the door we heard the rapid, sliding, catching gallop. The horse had gone: rider or riderless I know not.


  He was ashy-grey. Suddenly he had grown quite still. He lifted his wife, and helped her to her own big leathern armchair at the other side of the ingle.


  “Light the lamp, lass,” he said to me, in a hushed strange voice. Then he stooped, and threw some small pine-logs on the peats, and stirred the blaze till it caught the dry splintered edges.


  Rory, poor blind beast, came wearily and with a low whine to his side, and then lay down before the warm blaze.


  “Bring the Book,” he said to me.


  I brought the great leather-bound Gaelic Bible, and laid it on his knees.


  He placed his hand in it, and opened at random.


  “With Himself be the word,” he said.


  “Is it Peace?” asked Aunt Elspeth in a tremulous whisper.


  “It is Peace,” he answered, his voice gentle, his face stern as a graven rock. And what he read was this, where his eye chanced upon as he opened at the place where is the Book of the Vision of Nahum the Elkoshite:


  “What do ye imagine against the Lord? He will make a full end.”


  After that there was a silence. Then he rose, and told me to go and lie down and sleep; for, on the morrow, after dawn, I was to go with him to where Muireall was.


  ·31· I saw Aunt Elspeth rise and put her arms about him. They had peace. I went to my room, but after a brief while returned, and sat, in the quietness there, by the glowing peats, till dawn.


  The greyness came at last; with it, the rain ceased. The wind still soughed and wailed among the corries and upon the rocky braes; with low moans sighing along the flanks of the near hills, and above the stony water-course where the Gorromalt surged with swirling foam and loud and louder tumult.


  My eyes had closed in my weariness, when I heard Rory give a low growl, followed by a contented whimper. Almost at the same moment the door opened. I looked up, startled.


  It was Morag.


  She was so white, it is scarce to be wondered at that I took her at first for a wraith. Then I saw how drenched she was, chilled to the bone too. She did not speak as I led her in, and made her stand before the fire, while I took off her soaked dress and shoes. In silence she made all the necessary changes, and in silence drank the tea I brewed for her.


  “Come to my room with me,” she whispered, as with quiet feet we crossed the stone flags and went up the wooden stair that led to her room.


  When she was in bed she bade me put out the light and lie down beside her. Still silent, we lay there in the darkness, for at that side of the house the hill-gloom prevailed, and moreover the blind was down-drawn. I thought the weary moaning of the wind would make my very heart sob.


  Then, suddenly, Morag put her arms about me, and the tears streamed warm about my neck.


  “Hush, Morag-aghray, hush, mo-rùn,” I whispered in her ear. “Tell me what it is, dear! Tell me what it is!”


  “Oh, and I loved him so! I loved him.”


  “I know it, dear; I knew it all along.”


  I thought her sobs would never cease till her heart was broken, so I questioned her again.


  “Yes,” she said, gaspingly, “yes, I loved him when Muireall and I were in the South together. I met him a month or more before ever she saw him. He loved me, and I promised to marry him; but I would not go away with him, as he wished: for he said his father would never agree. And then he was angry, and we quarrelled. And I—Oh! I was glad too, for I did not wish to marry an Englishman—or to live in a dreary city; but … but … and ·32· then he and Muireall met, and he gave all his thought to her; and she, her love to him.”


  “And now?”


  “Now? … Now Muireall is dead.”


  “Dead? O Morag, dead? O poor Muireall that we loved so! But did you see her? was she alive when you reached her?”


  “No; but she was alone. And now, listen. Here is a thing I have to tell you. When Ealasaid Cameron, that was my mother’s mother, was a girl, she had a cruel sorrow. She had two sisters whom she loved with all her heart. They were twins, Silis and Morag. One day an English officer at Fort William took Silis away with him as his wife; but when her child was heavy within her she discovered that she was no wife, for the man was already wedded to a woman in the south. She left him that night. It was bitter weather, and midwinter. She reached home through a wild snowdrift. It killed her; but before she died she said to Morag, ‘He has killed me and the child.’ And Morag understood. So it was that before any wind of spring blew upon that snow, the man was dead.”


  When Morag stopped here, and said no more, I did not at first realize what she meant to tell me. Then it flashed upon me.


  “O Morag, Morag!” I exclaimed, terrified. “But, Morag, you do not … you will not….”


  “Will not!” she repeated, with a strange catch in her voice.


  “Listen,” she resumed suddenly after a long, strained silence. “While I lay beside my darling Muireall, weeping and moaning over her, and she so fair, with such silence where the laughter had always been, I heard the door open. I looked up. It was Jasper Morgan.


  “‘You are too late,’ I said. I stared at the man who had brought her, and me, this sorrow. There was no light about him at all, as I had always thought. He was only a man as other men are, but with a cold selfish heart and loveless eyes.


  “‘She sent for me to come back to her,’ he answered, though I saw his face grow ashy-grey as he looked at Muireall and saw that she was dead.


  “‘She is dead, Jasper Morgan.’


  “‘Dead … Dead?’


  “‘Ay, dead. It is upon you, her death. Her you have slain, as though with your sword that you carry: her, and the child she bore within her, and that was yours.’


  “At that he bit his lip till the blood came.


  ·33· “‘It is a lie,’ he cried. ‘It is a lie, Morag. If she said that thing, she lied.’


  “I laughed.


  “‘Why do you laugh, Morag?’ he asked, in a swift anger.


  “Once more I laughed.


  “‘Why do you laugh like that, girl?’


  “But I did not answer. ‘Come,’ I said, ‘come with me. I have something to say to you. You can do no good here now. She has taken poison, because of the shame and the sorrow.’


  “‘Poison!’ he cried, in horror; and also, I could see in the poor cowardly mind of him, in a sudden sick fear.


  “But when I rose to leave the room he made ready to follow me. I kissed Muireall for the last time. The man approached, as though to do likewise. I lifted my riding-whip. He bowed his head, with a deep flush on his face, and came out behind me.


  “I told the inn-folk that my father would be over in the morning. Then I rode slowly away. Jasper Morgan followed on his horse, a grey stallion that Muireall and I had often ridden, for he was from Teenabrae farm.


  “When we left the village it was into a deep darkness. The rain and the wind made the way almost impassable at times. But at last we came to the ford. The water was in spate, and the rushing sound terrified my horse. I dismounted, and fastened Gealcas to a tree. The man did the same.


  “‘What is it, Morag?’ he asked in a quiet steady voice—‘Death?’


  “‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Death.’


  “Then he suddenly fell forward, and snatched my hand, and begged me to forgive him, swearing that he had loved me and me only, and imploring me to believe him, to love him, to … Ah, the hound!


  “But all I said was this:


  “‘Jasper Morgan, soon or late I would kill you, because of this cruel wrong you did to her. But there is one way: best for her … best for me … best for you.’


  “‘What is that?’ he said hoarsely, though I think he knew now. The roar of the Gorromalt Water filled the night.


  “‘There is one way. It is the only way … Go!’


  “He gave a deep quavering sigh. Then without a word he turned, and walked straight into the darkness.”


  Morag paused here. Then, in answer to my frightened whisper, added simply:


  ·34· “They will find his body in the shallows, down by Drumdoon. The spate will carry it there.”


  After that we lay in silence. The rain had begun to fall again, and slid with a soft stealthy sound athwart the window. A dull light grew indiscernibly into the room. Then we heard someone move downstairs. In the yard, Angus, the stableman, began to pump water. A cow lowed, and the cluttering of hens was audible.


  I moved gently from Morag’s side. As I rose, Maisie passed beneath the window on her way to the byre. As her wont was, poor wild wildered lass, she was singing fitfully. It was the same ballad again. But we heard a single verse only.


  
    “For I have killed a man,” she said,


    “A better man than you to wed:


    I slew him when he clasped my head,


    And now he sleepeth with the dead.”

  


  Then the voice was lost in the byre, and in the sweet familiar lowing of the kine. The new day was come.


  Fiona Macleod.


  {·  ·}
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  THE UNLOVED


  
    [image: T]HESE are the women whom no man has loved.


    Year after year, day after day has moved


    These hearts with many longings, and with tears,


    And with content; they have received the years


    With empty hands, expecting no good thing;


    Life has passed by their doors, not entering.


    In solitude, and without vain desire,


    They have warmed themselves beside a lonely fire;


    And, without scorn, beheld as in a glass


    The blown and painted leaves of Beauty pass.


    Their souls have been made fragrant with the spice


    Of costly virtues lit for sacrifice;


    They have accepted Life, the unpaid debt,


    And looked for no vain day of reckoning.


    Yet


    They too in certain windless summer hours


    Have felt the stir of dreams, and dreamed the powers


    And the exemptions and the miracles


    And the cruelty of Beauty. Citadels


    Of many-walled and deeply-moated hearts


    Have suddenly surrendered to the arts


    Of so compelling magic; entering,


    They have esteemed it but a little thing


    To have won so great a conquest; and with haste


    They have cast down, and utterly laid waste,


    Tower upon tower, and sapped their roots with flame;


    And passed on that eternity of shame


    Which is the way of Beauty on the earth.


    And they have shaken laughter from its mirth,


    To be a sound of trumpets and of horns


    Crying the battle-cry of those red morns


    Against a sky of triumph.

  


  
    ·38· On some nights


    Of delicate Springtide, when the hesitant lights


    Began to fade, and glimmer, and grow warm,


    And all the softening air is quick with storm,


    And the ardours of the young year, entering in,


    Flush the gray earth with buds; when trees begin


    To feel a trouble mounting from their roots,


    And all their green life blossoming into shoots,


    They too, in some obscure, unblossoming strife,


    Have felt the stirring of the sap of life.


    And they have wept, with bowed heads; in the street


    They hear the twittering of little feet,


    The rocking of the cradles in their hearts.

  


  
    This is a mood, and, as a mood, departs


    With the dried tears; and they resume the tale


    Of the dropt stitches: these must never fail


    For a dream’s sake; nor, for a memory,


    The telling of a patient rosary.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  CASANOVA


  [image: T]HERE are few more delightful books in the world than Casanova’s “Mémoires.”—That is a statement I have long vainly sought to see in print. It is true, one learns casually that various eminent literary personages have cherished a high regard for this autobiography, have even considered it the ideal autobiography, that Wendell Holmes was once heard defending Casanova, that Thackeray found him good enough to borrow from. But these eminent personages—and how many more we shall never know—locked up the secret of their admiration for this book in some remote casket of their breasts; they never confided it to the cynical world. Every properly constituted “man of letters” has always recognized that any public allusion to Casanova should begin and end with lofty moral reprobation of his unspeakable turpitude.


  No doubt whatever—and this apart from the question as to whether his autobiography should be counted as moral or immoral literature—Casanova delivered himself bound into the hands of the moralists. He may or may not have recognized this. He wrote at the end of a long and full life, in the friendly seclusion of a lonely Bohemian castle, when all things had become indifferent to him save the vivid memories of the past. It mattered little to him that the whirlwind of 1789 had just swept away the eighteenth century together with the moral maxims that passed current in that century. We have to accept this cardinal fact at the outset when we approach Casanova. And if a dweller in the highly respectable nineteenth century may be forgiven a first exclamation of horror at Casanova’s wickedness, he has wofully failed in critical insight if he allows that exclamation to be his last word concerning these “Mémoires.”


  There are at least three points of view from which Casanova’s “Mémoires” are of deep and permanent interest. In the first place they constitute a document of immense psychological value as the full and veracious presentation of a certain human type in its most complete development. In the second place, as a mere story of adventure and without reference to their veracity, the ·42· “Mémoires” have never been surpassed, and only equalled by books written on a much smaller scale. In the third place, we here possess an unrivalled picture of the eighteenth century in its most characteristic aspects throughout Europe.


  Casanova lived in an age which seems to have been favourable for the spontaneous revelation of human nature in literature. It was not only the age in which the novel reached full development; it was the age of diaries and autobiographies. Pepys, indeed, though he died in the eighteenth century, had written his diary long before; but during Casanova’s lifetime Boswell was writing that biography which is so wonderful largely because it is so nearly an autobiography. Casanova’s communicative countryman, Gozzi, was also his contemporary. Rousseau’s “Confessions” only preceded Casanova’s “Mémoires” by a few years, and a little later Restif de la Bretonne wrote “Monsieur Nicolas,” and Madame Roland her “Mémoires Particulières.” All these autobiographies are very unlike Casanova’s. They mostly seem to present the coulisses of otherwise eminent and respectable lives. The highly-placed government official of versatile intellectual tastes exhibits himself as a monster of petty weaknesses; the eloquent apostle of the return to Nature uncovers the corroding morbidities we should else never suspect; the philanthropic pioneer in social reform exposes himself in a state of almost maniacal eroticism; the austere heroine who was nourished on Plutarch confesses that she is the victim of unhappy passion. We are conscious of no such discords in Casanova’s autobiography. Partly it may be because we have no other picture of Casanova before our eyes. Moreover, he had no conventional ideals to fall short of; he was an adventurer from the first. “I am proud because I am nothing,” he used to say. He could not boast of his birth; he never held high position; for the greatest part of his active career he was an exile; at every moment of his life he was forced to rely on his own real and personal qualities. But the chief reason why we feel no disturbing discord in Casanova’s “Mémoires” lies in the admirable skill with which he has therein exploited his unquestionable sincerity. He is a consummate master in the dignified narration of undignified experiences. Fortified, it is true, by a confessed and excessive amour propre, he never loses his fine sense of equilibrium, his power of presenting his own personality broadly and harmoniously. He has done a few dubious things in his time, he seems to say, and now and again found himself in positions that were ridiculous enough; but as he looks back he feels that the like may have happened to any of us. He views these things with complete human tolerance as a necessary part of the whole picture, which it would be idle to slur over ·43· or apologize for. He records them simply, not without a sense of humour, but with no undue sense of shame. In his heart, perhaps, he is confident that he has given the world one of its greatest books, and that posterity will require of him no such rhetorical justification as Rousseau placed at the head of his “Confessions.”


  In the preface to the “Mémoires,” Casanova is sufficiently frank. He has not scrupled, he tells us, to defraud fools and rascals, “when necessary,” and he has never regretted it. But such incidents have been but episodes in his life. He is not a sensualist, he says, for he has never neglected his duty—“when I had any”—for the allurements of sense; yet the main business of his life has ever been in the world of sense; “there is none of greater importance.” “I have always loved women and have done my best to make them love me. I have also delighted in good cheer, and I have passionately followed whatever has excited my curiosity.” Now in old age he reviews the joys of his life. He has learnt to be content with one meal a day, in spite of a sound digestion, but he recalls the dishes that delighted him: Neapolitan macaroni, Spanish olla podrida, Newfoundland cod, high-flavoured game, old cheese (has he not collected material for a “Dictionnaire des Fromages?”), and without any consciousness of abrupt transition he passes on to speak of the sweetness of the women he had loved. Then with a smile of pity he turns on those who call such tastes depraved, the poor insensate fools who think the Almighty is only able to enjoy our sorrow and abstinence, and bestows upon us for nought the gift of self-respect, the love of praise, the desire to excel, energy, strength, courage, and the power to kill ourselves when we will. And with the strain of Stoicism which is ever present to give fibre to his Epicureanism, he quotes the maxim which might well belong to both philosophies: “Nemo læditur nisi a seipso.”


  The fact that Casanova was on one side a Venetian must count for something in any attempt to explain him. Not indeed that Venice ever produced more than one Casanova; I would imply no such disrespect to Venice—or to Casanova; but the racial soil was favourable to such a personality. The Venetians are a branch of a northern people—allied by race as well as in art and commerce to the full-bodied, fair-haired people of the Rhine valley—who long since settled by the southern sea to grow mellow in the sunshine. It suited them well, for they expanded into one of the finest races in Christendom, and certainly one of the least Christian races there, a solid, well-tempered race, self-controlled and self-respecting. The Venetian genius is the genius of sensuous enjoyment, of tolerant humanity, of unashamed earthliness. Whatever ·44· was sane and stable in Casanova, and his instinctive distaste for the morbid and perverse, he owes to his Venetian maternal ancestry. If it is true that he was not a mere sensualist, it was by no means because of his devotion to duty—“when I had any,”—but because the genuine sensualist is only alive on the passive side of his nature, and in Casanova’s nervous system the development of the sensory fibres is compensated and held in balance by the equal vigour of the motor fibres; what he is quick to enjoy he is strong and alert to achieve. Thus he lived the full and varied life that he created for himself at his own good pleasure out of nothing, by the sole power of his own magnificent wits. And now the self-sufficing Venetian sits down to survey his work and finds that it is good. It has not always been found so since. A “self-made” man, if ever there was one, Casanova is not beloved of those who worship self-help. The record of his life will easily outlive the largest fortune ever made in any counting house, but the life itself remains what we call a “wasted” life. Thrift, prudence, modesty, scrupulous integrity, strict attention to business—it is useless to come to Casanova for any of these virtues. They were not even in his blood; he was only half Venetian.


  The Casanova family was originally Spanish. The first Casanova on record was a certain Don Jacobo, of illegitimate birth, who in the middle of the fifteenth century became secretary to King Alfonso. He fell in love with Dona Anna Palafox, who was destined to the religious life, and the day after she had pronounced her vows he carried her off from her convent to Rome, where he finally obtained the forgiveness and benediction of the Pope. The son of this union, Don Juan, killed an officer of the King of Naples, fled from Rome, and sought fortune with Columbus, dying on the voyage. Don Juan’s son, Marcantonio, secretary to a cardinal, was noted in his day as an epigrammatic poet; but his satire was too keen, and he also had to flee from Rome. His son became a colonel, but, unlike his forefathers, he died peacefully, in extreme old age, in France. In this soldier’s grandson, Casanova’s father, the adventurous impulsiveness of the family again came out; he ran away from home at nineteen with a young actress, and himself became an actor; subsequently he left the actress and then fell in love with a young Venetian beauty of sixteen, Zanetta Farusi, a shoemaker’s daughter. But a mere actor could find no favour in a respectable family, so the young couple ran away and were married; the hero of these “Mémoires,” born on the 2nd April, 1725, was their first-born. There is probably no reason to doubt the substantial accuracy of this family history, but if one desired to invent an ancestry for Casanova one could scarcely better it.


  His race helps to account for Casanova, but the real explanation of the ·45· man can only lie in his own congenital organization. That he was a radically abnormal person is fairly clear. Not that he was morbid either in body or mind. On the contrary, he was a man of fine presence, of abounding health—always looking ten years younger than his age—of the most robust appetites, a great eater, who delighted to see others, especially women, eat heartily also, a man of indubitable sexual vigour; however great the demands he made upon his physical energy it seldom failed to respond, and his capacity for rest was equally great; he could sleep nineteen hours at a stretch. His mental health was not less sound. The most punctilious alienist, with this frank and copious history before him, could not commit Casanova to an asylum. Whatever offences against social codes he may have committed, Casanova can scarcely be said to have sinned against natural laws. He was only abnormal because so natural a person within the gates of civilization is necessarily abnormal and at war with his environment. Far from being the victim of morbidities and perversities, Casanova presents to us the natural man in excelsis. He was a man for whom the external world existed, and who reacted to all the stimuli it presents to the healthy normal organism. His intelligence was immensely keen and alert, his resourcefulness, his sagacious audacity, his presence of mind, were all of the first order. He was equally swift to feel, to conceive, and to act. His mental organization was thus singularly harmonious, and hence his success in gratifying his eager and immense appetite for the world, an appetite unsatiated and insatiable even to the last, or he would have found no pleasure in writing these “Mémoires.” Casanova has been described as a psychological type of instability. That is to view him superficially. A man who adapts himself so readily and so effectively to any change in his environment or in his desires only exhibits the instability which marks the most intensely vital protoplasm. The energy and ability which Casanova displayed in gratifying his instincts would have sufficed to make a reputation of the first importance in any department, as a popular statesman, a great judge, a merchant prince, and enabled him to die worn out by the monotonous and feverish toil of the senate, the court, or the counting-house. Casanova chose to live. A crude and barbarous choice, it seems to us with our hereditary instinct to spend our lives in wasting the reasons for living. But it is certain that Casanova never repented his choice. Assuredly we need not, for few judges, statesmen, or merchants have ever left for the joy of humanity any legacy of their toil equal to these “Mémoires.”


  But such swift energy of vital action and reaction, such ardour of deed in keeping pace with desire, are in themselves scarcely normal. Casanova’s ·46· abnormality is suggested by the tendency to abnormality which we find in his family. We have seen what men his ancestors were; in reading the “Mémoires” we gather incidentally that one of his brothers had married, though impotent, and another brother is described as a somewhat feeble-minded ne’er-do-well. All the physical and mental potency of the family was intensely concentrated in Casanova. Yet he himself in early childhood seems to have been little better than an idiot either in body or mind. He could recall nothing that happened before he was eight years of age. He was not expected to live; he suffered from prolonged haemorrhages from the nose, and the vision of blood was his earliest memory. He habitually kept his mouth open, and his face was stupid. “Thickness of the blood,” said the physicians of those days; it seems probable that he suffered from growths in the nose which, as we now know, produce such physical and mental inferiority as Casanova describes. The cure was spontaneous. He was taken to Padua, and shortly afterwards began to develop wonderfully both in stature and intelligence. In after years he had little cause to complain either of health or intellect. It is notable, however, that when, still a boy, he commenced his ecclesiastical training (against his wishes, for he had chosen to be a doctor) he failed miserably as a preacher, and broke down in the pulpit; thus the Church lost a strange ornament. Moreover, with all his swift sensation and alert response, there was in Casanova an anomalous dullness of moral sensibility. The insults to Holy Religion which seem to have brought him to that prison from which he effected his marvellous escape, were scarcely the serious protests of a convinced heretic; his deliberate trickery of Mme. d’Urfé was not only criminal but cruel. His sense of the bonds of society was always somewhat veiled, and although the veil never became thick, and might be called the natural result of an adventurer’s life, it might also, perhaps, be said that it was a certain degree of what is sometimes called moral imbecility that made Casanova an adventurer. But while we thus have to recognize that he was a man of dulled moral sensibility, we must also recognize that he possessed a vigorous moral consciousness of his own, or we misunderstand him altogether. The point to be remembered is that the threshold of his moral sensibility was not easily reached. There are some people whose tactile sensibility is so obtuse that it requires a very wide separation of the æsthesiometer to get the right response. It was so with Casanova’s moral sensitiveness. But, once aroused, his conscience responded energetically enough. It seems doubtful whether, from his own point of view, he ever fell into grave sin, and therefore he is happily free from remorse. No great credit is thus due to him; the same ·47· psychological characteristic is familiar in all criminals. It is not difficult to avoid plucking the apples of shame when so singularly few grow on your tree.


  Casanova’s moral sensibility and its limits come out, where a man’s moral sensibility will come out, in his relations with women. As in the life of the natural man generally, women played a large part in Casanova’s life. He was always in love. We may use the word “love” here in no euphemistic sense, for although Casanova’s passions grew and ripened with the rapidity born of long experience in these matters, so great is the fresh vitality of the man that there is ever a virginal bloom on every new ardour. He was as far removed from the cold-blooded libertine typified in Laclos’s Valmont, unscrupulously using women as the instruments of his own lust, as from Laura’s sonneteering lover. He had fully grasped what the latest writer on the scientific psychology of sex calls the secondary law of courting, namely, the development in the male of an imaginative attentiveness to the psychical and bodily states of the female, in place of an exclusive attentiveness to his own gratification. It is not impossible that in these matters Casanova could have given a lesson to many virtuous husbands of our own highly moral century. He never sank to the level of the vulgar maxim that “all ’s fair in love and war.” He sought his pleasure in the pleasure, and not in the complaisance, of the women he loved, and they seem to have gratefully and tenderly recognized his skill in the art of love-making. Casanova loved many women, but broke few hearts. The same women appear again and again through his pages, and for the most part no lapse of years seems to deaden the gladness with which he goes forth to meet them anew. That he knew himself well enough never to take either wife or mistress must be counted as a virtue, such as it was, in this incomparable lover of so many women. A man of finer moral fibre could scarcely have loved so many women; a man of coarser fibre could never have left so many women happy.


  This very lack of moral delicacy which shuts Casanova off from the finest human development is an advantage to the autobiographer. It insures his sincerity because he is unconscious of offence; it saves us from any wearisome self-justification, because, for all his amused self-criticism, he sees no real need for justification. In Rousseau’s “Confessions” we hear the passionate pleader against men at the tribunal of God; here we are conscious neither of opponent nor tribunal. Casanova is neither a pillar of society nor yet one of the moral Samsons who delight to pull down the pillars of society he has taken the world as it is, and he has taken himself as he is, and he has ·48· enjoyed them both hugely. So he is free to set forth the whole of himself, his achievements, his audacities, his failures, his little weaknesses and superstitions, his amours, his quarrels, his good fortune and his bad fortune in the world that on the whole he has found so interesting and happy a place to dwell in. And his book remains an unending source of delightful study of the man of impulse and action in all his moods. The self-reliant man, immensely apt for enjoyment, who plants himself solidly with his single keen wit before the mighty oyster of the world has never revealed himself so clearly before.


  What manner of man Casanova seemed to his contemporaries has only been discovered of recent years; and while the picture which we obtain of him has been furnished by his enemies, and was not meant to flatter, it admirably supports the “Mémoires.” In 1755 a spy of the Venetian Inquisition reported that Casanova united impiety, imposture, and wantonness to a degree that inspired horror. It was in that same year that Casanova was arrested, chiefly on the charge of contempt for Holy Religion, and sentenced to five years imprisonment. Fifteen months later he had effected his famous escape, and was able to pursue his career as an assured and accomplished adventurer who had brilliantly completed his apprenticeship. It is not until many years later, in 1772, when his long efforts to obtain pardon from his country still remained unsuccessful, that we obtain an admirable picture of him from the Venetian agent at Ancona. “He comes and goes where he will,” the agent reports, “with open face and haughty mien, always well equipped. He is a man of some forty years at most [really about forty-eight, thus confirming Casanova’s statement that he was always taken for some ten years younger than his years], of lofty stature, of fine and vigorous aspect, with bright eyes and very brown skin. He wears a short chestnut-coloured peruke. I am told that his character is bold and disdainful, but especially that he is full of speech, and of witty and well-instructed speech.” Two years later Casanova was at last permitted to return to Venice. He there accepted the post of secret agent of the State Inquisition for service within the city. Like Defoe and Toland, who were also secret political agents, he attempted to justify himself on grounds of public duty. In a few years, however, he was dismissed, perhaps, as Baschet suggests, on account of the fact that his reports contained too much philosophy and not enough espionage; probably it was realized that a man of such powerful individuality and independence was not fitted for servile uses. Finally, in 1782, he was banished from Venice for an offence to which the blood of the Casanovas had always been easily inclined—he published an audacious satire against a patrician. From Venice he went to ·49· Trieste, and thence to Vienna. There he met Count Waldstein, a fervent adept of Kabbalistic science, a subject in which Casanova himself was proficient; he had found it useful in certain dealings with credulous people. In 1784 the count offered him the post of librarian, with a salary of one thousand florins, at his castle of Dux, near Teplitz, in Bohemia. It is said to be a fine castle, and is still noted for its charming park. Here this prince of Bohemians spent the remainder of his life, devoting seven years to the “Mémoires,” on which he was still engaged at his death. A terra-cotta bust discovered at the castle (and etched some years ago for “Le Livre”) shows him in mature age, a handsome, energetic, and imposing head, with somewhat deep-set eyes; it is by no means the head of a scamp, but rather that of a philosopher, a philosopher with unusual experience of affairs, a successful statesman, one might say. A medallion portrait, of later date, which has also been reproduced, shows him at the age of sixty-three with lean, eager face, and lofty, though receding forehead, the type of the man of quick perception and swift action, the eagle type of man. The Prince de Ligne has also left a description of him as he appeared in old age, now grown very irritable, ready to flare up at any imagined insult, engaged in perpetual warfare with domestics, but receiving the highest consideration from those who knew how to appreciate the great qualities of the man and his unequalled experiences, and who knew also how to indulge his susceptibilities and smile at his antique fashions. Once he went off in a huff to Weimar, and was graciously received by the Duke, but he soon came back again; all the favours there were showered on a certain court favourite, one Goethe. It is clear, as we read the Prince de Ligne’s detailed description, that the restless old adventurer had need, even in the peaceful seclusion of Dux, of all the consolation yielded by Socrates, Horace, Seneca, and Boethius, his favourite philosophers. Here, at Dux, on the 4th of June, 1798, Casanova died, at the age of sixty-eight. “Bear witness that I have lived as a philosopher and die as a Christian;” that, we are told, was his last utterance after he had taken the sacraments.


  From that moment Casanova and everything that concerned him was covered by a pall of oblivion. He seems to have been carelessly cast aside, together with the century of which he was so characteristic, and, as it now appears, so memorable a child. The world in which he had lived so joyously and completely had been transformed by the Revolution. The new age of strenuous commercialism and complacent philosophy was in its vigorous youth, a sword in its right hand and a Bible in its left. The only adventurer who found favour now was he who took the glad news of salvation to the ·50· heathen, or mowed them down to make new openings for trade. Had he been born later, we may be well assured, Casanova would have known how to play his part; he would not have fallen short of Borrow, who became an agent of the Bible Society. But as it was, what had the new age to do with Casanova? No one cared, no one even yet has cared, so much as to examine the drawers and cupboards full of papers which he left behind at Dux. Only on the 13th of February, 1820, was the oblivion a little stirred. On that date a certain Carlo Angiolieri appeared at Leipzig in the office of the famous publisher, Brockhaus, bearing a voluminous manuscript in the handwriting (as we now know) of Casanova, and bearing the title, “Histoire de ma Vie jusqu’à l’an 1797.”


  But even the appearance of Carlo Angiolieri failed to dissipate the gloom. Fifty years more were to pass before the figure of Casanova again became clear. This man, so ardently alive in every fibre, had now become a myth. The sagacious world—which imparts the largest dole of contempt to the pilgrim who brings back to it the largest gifts—refused to take Casanova seriously. The shrewd critic wondered who wrote Casanova, just as he has since wondered who wrote Shakespeare. Paul Lacroix paid Stendhal the huge compliment of suggesting that he had written the “Mémoires,” a sufficiently ingenious suggestion, for in Stendhal’s Dauphiny spirit there is something of that love of adventure which is supremely illustrated in Casanova. But we now know that, as Armand Baschet first proved, Casanova himself really wrote his own “Mémoires.” Moreover, so far as investigation has yet been able to go, he wrote with strict regard to truth. Wherever it is possible to test Casanova, his essential veracity has always been vindicated. In the nature of things it is impossible to verify much that he narrates. When, however, we remember that he was telling the story of his life primarily for his own pleasure, it is clear that he had no motive for deception; and when we consider the surpassingly discreditable episodes which he has recorded, we may recall that he has given not indeed positive proof of sincerity, but certainly the best that can be given in the absence of direct proof. It remains a question how far a man is able to recollect the details of the far past—the conversations he held, the garments he wore, the meals he ate—so precisely as Casanova professes to recollect them. This is a psychological problem which has not yet been experimentally examined. There are, however, great individual differences in memory, and there is reason to believe that an organization, such as Casanova’s, for which the external world is so vivid, is associated with memory-power of high quality. ·51· That this history is narrated with absolute precision of detail Casanova himself would probably not have asserted. But there is no reason to doubt his good faith, and there is excellent reason to accept the substantial accuracy of his narrative. It remains a personal document of a value which will increase rather than diminish as time goes by. It is one of the great autobiographical revelations which the ages have left us, with Augustine’s, Cellini’s, Rousseau’s, of its own kind supreme.


  Havelock Ellis.


  {·  ·}


  CATULLUS


  Carmen CI


  
    [image: B]Y ways remote and distant waters sped,


    Brother, to thy sad grave-side am I come,


    That I may give the last gifts to the dead,


    And vainly parley with thine ashes dumb:


    Since she who now bestows and now denies


    Hath ta’en thee, hapless brother, from mine eyes.

  


  
    But lo! these gifts, the heirlooms of past years,


    Are made sad things to grace thy coffin shell,


    Take them, all drenchèd with a brother’s tears,


    And, brother, for all time, hail and farewell!

  


  Aubrey Beardsley.


  {·  ·}
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  IN SLIGO


  ROSSES POINT AND GLENCAR


  [image: R]OSSES POINT is a village of pilots and fishing people, stretching out seawards in a long thin single line of thatched and whitewashed houses along the branch of the sea which goes from the little harbour of Sligo to broaden out into the bay beyond the edge of Dorren’s or Coney Island, and the rocks of Dead Man’s Point. It is a lazy village, where no one is very rich or very poor, but all are able, without too much exertion, to make just enough not to need to work any harder. The people are slow, sturdy, contented people, with a singular dislike of doing anything for money, except that they let rooms during the summer to the people of Sligo, who make it their watering-place; going in and out daily, when needful, on the little paddle-steamer which plies backward and forward between Sligo and the Point, or on the long car which takes in their messages and their marketing-baskets. Very few people from the outer world ever find their way here; and there are peasants living at the far end of the village who have never been so far as the village of Lower Rosses, on the other side of the green lands. They know more of the coast of Spain, the River Plate, and the Barbadoes, than they know of the other side of their own mountains; for sea-faring men go far. I have just been talking with a seaman, now a pilot here, who has told me of Venice, and of the bull-fights he saw at Huelva, and of Antwerp, and the Riga, and Le Havre; and of the coast of Cornwall, and Milford Haven, and the Firth of Forth; and of America, and the West Indies. Yesterday I saw a bright green parrot on a child’s hand; they have been telling me of “the black girl” who came here from some foreign ship, and lived here, and knew better than anyone else where to find the plovers’ eggs; and I have seen the rim of a foreign ship, rising out of the sand at low tide, which was wrecked here seventy years ago, and is now turning green under the water.


  Men and women, here at the Point, loiter about all day long; there are benches outside most of the cabins, and they sit there, or on the low, rough ·56· wall which skirts the road, or on the big stones at the edge of the water, or upon the green lands. Most of the women are bare-headed, none go barefoot, and only a few of the poorer children. And the children here are very proud. They will row you about all day for nothing, but they will not bring you a can of water from the well if you pay them for it. That is a point of view they have learnt from their parents, and it seems to me a simple and sufficing one. For these people have attained comfort, a certain dignity (that dignity which comes from concerning yourself only with what concerns you), and they have the privilege of living in a beautiful, harmonious place, without any of the distractions which harass poorer or less contented people in towns, and keep them from the one thing worth living for, the leisure to know oneself. This fine laziness of theirs in the open air, with the constant, subduing sense of the sea’s peril, its hold upon their lives and fortunes, moulds them often into a self-sufficing manliness, a hardy womanhood; sometimes it makes them dreamers, and they see fairies, and hear the fairy piper calling in the caves.


  How, indeed, is it possible that they should not see more of the other world than most folk do, and catch dreams in their nets? For it is a place of dreams, a gray, gentle place, where the sand melts into the sea, the sea into the sky, and the mountains and the clouds drift one into the other. I have never seen so friendly a sea, nor a sea so full of the ecstasy of sleep. On one of those luminous gray days, which are the true atmosphere of the place, it is like being in an eternal morning of twilight to wander over the undulating green lands, fringed at the shore by a soft rim of bent, a pale honey-coloured green, and along the delicate gray sands, from Dead Man’s Point to the point of the Third Rosses. The sea comes in softly, rippling against the sand with a low plashing, which even on very warm days has a cool sound, and a certain gentleness even on days of rough weather. The headland of Roughley O’Byrne runs on, a wavering line of faint green, from the dark and cloudy masses of the Lissadell woods into the hesitating line of the gray waters. On the other side of the bay Dorren’s Island curves around, almost like part of the semicircle of the mainland, its sickle-point leaning out towards the white lighthouse, which rises up out of the water like a phantom, or the stone image of a wave that has risen up out of the sea on a day of storm. Faint mountains glimmer out to sea, many-coloured mountains close in upon the land, shutting it off from the world of strange cities. And if you go a little in from the sea-edge, over the green lands, you will come to a great pool, where the waters are never troubled, nor the reeds still; but there is always a sighing of wind in the reeds, as of a very gentle and melancholy peace.


  ·57· Go on a little further still, and you come to the fighting village of Magherow, where the men are red-bearded, fierce, great shouters, and not readier to row than to do battle with their oars. They come into Rosses Point, generally, at the regatta; and at that time the Point is at its liveliest, there is much whiskey drunk, and many quarrels flame up. There is a great dance, too, most years, at the time of the regatta. It is known as the cake dance, and not so long ago a cake and a bottle of whiskey were hung out of a window by green ribbons, the cake for the best woman dancer, and the bottle of whiskey for the best man dancer. Now there is no cake at all, and if there is much whiskey, it is handed over the counter in big glasses, and not hung out of the window by green ribbons. The prize now is money, and so the people of the Point, with their fine, independent objection to doing anything for money, are less ready to show off their notable powers of dancing; and the women, who, besides, are getting to prefer the waltzes and quadrilles of the towns, will not take part in the dance at all.


  The regatta this year was not too well managed, having passed out of the hands of the village pilots; and it was unwisely decided that the dance should be held the same evening, outside the door of a public-house where the crews of the losing boats had been drinking at the expense of the captains of the winning boats. It was very dark, and there was a great crowd, a great confusion. A somewhat battered door had been laid down for the dancing, and the press of people kept swaying in upon the narrow limits of the door, where only a few half-tipsy fellows pounded away, lurching into one another’s arms. Everybody swayed, and yelled, and encouraged, and expostulated, and the melodion sounded fitfully; and presently the door was pulled from under the feet of the dancers, and the police shouldered into the midst of what would soon have been a very pretty fight. The dance was postponed to Monday, when some of the boats were to race again.


  On Monday, at about half-past six, I met eight small boys carrying a large door upon their shoulders. They were coming up through the village to the green lands, where they laid down the door on the grass. About an hour afterwards, as it began to get very dark, the people came slowly up from the village, and a wide ring was made by a rope carried around stakes set in the earth, and the people gathered about the ring, in the middle of which lay the door, lit on one side by a ship’s lantern and on the other by the lamp of a bicycle. A chair was put for the judge, who was a pilot and a publican, and one of the few Gaelic speakers in the village, and a man of few words, and a man of weight; and another chair was put for the musician, who played on ·58· the melodion, an instrument which has long since replaced the fiddle as the national instrument of Ireland. A row of very small children lay along the grass inside the rope, the girls in one place, the boys in another. It was so dark that I could only vaguely distinguish, in a curve of very black shadow, the people opposite to me in the circle; and presently it began to rain a little; and still we waited. At last a man came forward, and the musician began to play a lively tune on his melodion, keeping time with his feet; and there was a great cry of “Gallagher! Gallagher!” and much shouting and whistling. It was a shepherd from Lower Rosses, a thin and solemn young man, who began to dance with great vigour and regularity, tapping heavily on the rough boards with very rough and heavy boots. He danced several step-dances, and was much applauded. Then, after a pause, an old man from the Point, Redmond Bruen by name, a pilot, who had very cunningly won the duck-hunt at the regatta, stepped forward unevenly, and began to walk about on the door, shuffling his feet, bowing to right and left, and waving a stick that he held in his hand. “When he ’s sober, he ’s a great dancer,” we were assured. He was not sober, and at first did no more than shuffle. Then he stopped, seemed to recollect himself, and the reputation he had to keep up, and with more bowing to the public, began to sing, with variations, a song popular among the Irish peasants, “On the Rocky Road to Dublin.” It is a dramatic song, and after every stanza he acted, in his dance, the fight on the road, the passage from Holyhead, and the other stirring incidents of the song. The old man swayed there in the vague light, between the two lanterns, a whimsical and pathetic figure, with his gray beard, his helpless gestures, and the random gaiety of his legs; he danced with a wonderful lightness, and one could but just hear his boots passing over the boards.


  We applauded him with enthusiasm, and he came and sat on the grass inside the ring, near the children, who were gradually creeping closer in; and his place was taken by the serious Gallagher, who was quite sober, and who pounded away like clockwork, holding his body quite stiff, and rattling his boots with great agility. The old man watched him keenly, and presently got up and made for the door again. He began to dance, stopped, flung off his coat, and set off again with a certain elaboration, variety, and even delicacy in his dancing, which would have won him the prize, I think, if he had been sober enough to make the most of his qualities. He at least thoroughly appreciated his own skill. “That ’s a good reel,” he would say, when he halted for breath and emphasis.


  Meanwhile Gallagher was looking for a partner, and one or two young ·59· fellows took the boards, and did each a single dance, in pairs or singly. Then a young man who, like Bruen, was “a grand dancer” when sober, but who was even less sober than Bruen, reeled across the grass, kicked over one of the lanterns, and began to dance opposite Gallagher. Then he pushed Gallagher off the board, and danced by himself. He was in his shirt-sleeves, and without hat or collar, and much of his dance was merely an unsteady walking. He stopped frequently, and appeared to think; and, after much thinking, it occurred to him that it was the music which would not keep time with his dancing. So he walked up to the musician, snatched the melodion away from him, and marched off with it, I suppose to find another player. He passed into the darkness; the melodion in his hands squealed out of the darkness. Then he came back dangling it, and was told to give it back again, which he did sulkily, with exactly the look and gesture of a naughty child who has been called to order. And then Gallagher came forward again, and, taking off his hat, said he would sing a song. He got through a verse or two, chanting gravely in a kind of sing-song, and then, coming to the line, “And he said to the landlord,” paused, and said, “I am not able to do any more.” There was a great laugh, and Gallagher returned to his dancing, in which he was presently joined by a new rival. Gallagher got the prize.


  I was told that so poor a dance had not been seen before at Rosses Point, and the blame was laid on new ways, and the coming of the waltzes and quadrilles, and the folly of young people who think old things not good enough for them. And the old people shook their heads that night over the turf fires in their cabins.


  Seven miles inland from Rosses Point, the mountains open; and, entering a great hollow called the Windy Gap, you come upon a small lake with green fields around it, and mountains full of woods and waterfalls rising up behind it. This is Glencar, and there is a cabin by the side of the lake where I spent a few enchanted days of rain and sunshine, wandering over the mountainside, and among the wild and delicate woods. Above the cabin there is a great mountain, and the woods climb from about the cabin to almost the summit of the mountain. Fir-trees rise up like marching banners, line upon line; between them the foliage is softer, green moss grows on the tree-trunks and ferns out of the moss; quicken-berries flame on the heights above the streams; the many-coloured green of leaves is starred with bright orange, shadowed with spectral blue, clouded with the exquisite ashen pallor of ·60· decaying heather. Rocky steps lead from height to height along the edge of chasms veiled with leafy branches, and there is always a sound of many waters, falling in torrents down black stairways of rock, and rushing swiftly along narrow passages between grass and ferns. Here and there a bridge of fallen trunks, set roughly together, and covered with the adventurous soil, which, in these parts, bears fruit wherever it has an inch to cling to, crosses a waterfall, just above the actual descent. Winding paths branch off in every direction, and in the soft earth of these narrow and precipitous ways one can see little hoof-prints, and occasionally one meets a donkey going slowly uphill, with the creels on its back, to fetch turf from the bog. And always there is the sound of water, like the cool singing voice of the rocks, above the sound of rustling leaves, and birds piping, and the flapping of great wings, which are the voices of the many-instrumented orchestra of the woods. Here one is in the heart of the mountains, and in the heart of the forest; and, wandering along a grassy path at evening, one seems to be very close to something very ancient and secret.


  The mountains here are whole regions, and when you have climbed to their summit through the woods, you find yourself on a vast plain, and this plain stretches so far that it seems to fill the horizon, and you cannot see anything on the other side of it. Looking down into the valley, which seems scooped out of the solid mountains, you can see, on the other side of the Windy Gap, the thin line of Rosses Point going out into the sea, and the sea stretches out so far before it reaches the horizon, that you can catch a yellow glimmer of sunlight, lying out beyond the horizon visible from the shore. The fields, around and beyond the polished mirror of the lake, seem, in their patchwork of greens and browns, like a little map of the world. The mountain-top, which you have fancied from below to be such solid ground, proves, if you try to cross it, to be a great yielding bog, with intervals of rock or hard soil. To walk over it is to move in short jumps, with an occasional longer leap across a dried-up water-course. I like the voluptuous softness of the bog, for one’s feet sink luxuriously into even the pale golden mounds of moss which rise between the rusty heather and starveling grasses of the sheer morass. And it has the treachery which is always one of the allurements of voluptuous things. Nor is it the bog only which is treacherous on these mountains. The mist comes down on them very suddenly, and in that white darkness even the natives sometimes lose their way, and are drawn over the sheer edge of the mountain. My host has just come in to tell me that last night there was a great brewing of poteen on Ben Bulben, and that many of ·61· the drinkers wandered all night, losing their way in the mist, and that one of them, not having the drunkard’s luck, fell over a rocky place, and is now lying dead on the mountain.


  I had been thinking of such possibilities yesterday, as I climbed, peak after peak, the mountains on the other side of the lake, Cope’s Mountain, Lugnagall, Cashlagall, Cragnamoona. They are bare and treeless, crossed by a few donkey-tracks; and I sometimes deserted these looped and coiling ways for the more hazardous directness of the dry water-courses which seam the mountains from head to foot. Once at the top, you look over almost the whole county, lying out in a green plain, ridged with hedges, clustered with woods, glittering with lakes; here and there a white cabin, a scattered village, and just below, in the hollow of the land and water, the little curving gray town of Sligo, with its few ships resting in harbour, and beyond them the long black line which is Rosses Point, and then the sea, warm with sunlight, and, as if islanded in the sea, the hills of Mayo. I have never seen anything resembling the view from these mountains; I have never seen anything, in its way, more beautiful. And when, last night, after a tossed and blood-red sunset, the white mist curdled about the heads of Ben Bulben and Knocknarea, and a faint, luminous mist filled the whole hollow of the valley, there seemed to be a mingling of all the worlds; and the world in which ships went out from the harbour of Sligo, and the poteen-makers wandered over the mountain, was not more real than the world of embodied dreams in which the fairies dance in their forts, or beat at the cabin doors, or chuckle among the reeds.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  WINDLE-STRAWS


  I. O’SULLIVAN RUA TO THE CURLEW


  
    [image: O]CURLEW, cry no more in the air,


    Or only to waters in the west;


    Because your crying brings to my mind


    Passion-dimmed eyes and long heavy hair


    That was shaken out over my breast:


    There is enough evil in the crying of wind.

  


  2. OUT OF THE OLD DAYS


  
    [image: B]E you still, be you still, trembling heart;


    Remember the wisdom out of the old days:


    Who trembles before the flame and the flood,


    And the winds blowing through the starry ways,


    And blowing us evil and good;


    Let the starry winds and the flame and the flood


    Cover over and hide, for he has no part


    With the lonely, proud, wingèd multitude.

  


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  [image: ]


  EMILE VERHAEREN


  [image: T]HE frontiers of literature, independent of political dissension or civil authority, are fixed by language alone. Indeed, it will often happen that those most divided by conditions of race, place, and government, but possessed of a common tongue, can boast a more richly-stored treasure-house of letters than their homogeneous neighbours. How continually is our broad Anglo-Saxon river nourished by widely-severed tributaries! Now it is a Celtic current, now an Anglo-Indian, now an American, which brings new wealth of observed experience to the mother-stream. France, too, may well be consoled for the loss of Alsace and Lorraine by the annexation of Belgium, since no three men among the younger writers of Paris can be named as the equals of Maeterlinck, Rodenbach, and Verhaeren. Not that Paris has shown any disposition to slight her step-children; on the contrary, it was M. Octave Mirabeau, who happily discovered (and unhappily labelled) the author of “L’Intruse” and “Tintagiles,” while George Rodenbach’s mystical “béguine” made her début in “Le Voile” at the “Comédie Française.” If Emile Verhaeren is not yet as familiarly known, it is because the playbill advertises more rapidly than the catalogue, and because a poet, whose taste is fastidious and whose themes are difficult, must wait for recognition, until the public standard has approximated to his own. Portents of recognition are at hand: brilliant and weighty appreciations by Mallarmé, de Régnier, Albert Mockel, and Vielé-Griffin, the widely-promoted banquet at Brussels and the decoration of the Order of Leopold (not to speak of simultaneous publication in the “Revue des deux Mondes” and “The Fortnightly Review”) will set people reading him, and asking themselves, whether a worthy successor has not been found to Hugo, Leconte de Lisle, and Verlaine.


  In seeking to define this poet’s genius the comparative method is peculiarly futile. One critic, with a weakness for epigram, was pleased to hail “l’enfant sauvage de Hugo,” and another was reminded of Henry de Groux, by the tumultuous and epic largeness of particular poems, but, in truth, if parallels must be sought, they are best found in the work of certain Flemish and Spanish ·66· painters, for, like these, M. Verhaeren invests monstrous or mean subjects with tragic grandeur, and appals or allures the eye with sombre magnificence. Unparalleled is his faculty of expressing intense, obscure emotion; his way of presenting a landscape or a passion is paroxysmal; the words cease to be words, that is, to veil their meaning; an almost direct appeal is made to the senses, to the nerves, even, without the intervention of intelligence. For instance, what actual glimpse of storm-tortured trees, silhouetted by a lightning-flash, could be more vivid than this?


  
    “Un supplice d’arbres écorchés vifs


    Se tord, bras convulsifs,


    En façade, sur le bois proche.”

  


  And cannot you feel a gnashing of teeth in this counsel of an obstinate sufferer agonized to frenzy?


  
    “Exaspère sinistrement ta toute exsangue


    Carcasse, et pousse au vent en des sols noirs, rougis


    De sang, ta course, et flaire et léche avec ta langue


    Ta plaie et lutte et butte et tombe—et ressurgis!”

  


  It is impossible, however, to convey by excerpt any idea of those poems, and they form the majority, which hammer, hammer, hammer, or drip, drip, drip, through a hundred lines or more of a metre, elaborately yet inevitably adapted to the repercussion of a single note, the representation of a single scene. One would suppose that an effect, based so largely on metrical artifice and protracted by however masterly skill, must repel and tire. And, in fact, to read through “Les Débâcles” or “Les Villes Tentaculaires” is like sitting out the “Meistersinger” or “Götterdämmerung.” But the reward is great for those who have the patience to follow and the intelligence to apprehend. Each poem is so enriched with gorgeous colouring, the mind is stimulated by such fine and pregnant images, that one is carried at a rush from start to finish without having occasion or desire to elude its overmastering spell.


  The potency and complexity of this rather cryptic art has passed through three stages of marked development both in chosen subject and means employed. When a political and forensic disciple of the eminent Brussels barrister, M. Edmond Picard, published “Les Flamandes” in 1883, and “Les Moines” in 1886, the critics were forced to ransack the vocabulary of the studio to appraise those pictorial revelations of Flemish peasant and monastic life. A painter with as avid an eye for colour and shape as Gautier, a realist ·67· with as keen a sense of the dismal and horrific as Zola, had co-operated, it would seem, to depict the bestialities of the kermesse, the beatitudes of the cloister. But sonnet succeeded alexandrine and four-lined stanza succeeded sonnet with academic regularity. Nor was docility of form atoned for by depth of vision. The figures were painted in with extraordinary vigour and truth; not a pose was omitted, not a possible light or shade wanting; but one felt that it was all superficial, external. It was the work of a strong and haughty colourist, whose heart and brain were all in his task, absorbed by and concentrated on execution, more concerned with efficient workmanship than moved by that intimate, humane sympathy, from which the most living art springs. More particularly was this the case with the second volume, in which the exterior aspects of the trappist life—its labour, its legend, its ceremonial—were celebrated without a pang or throb of spiritual sympathy. Neither the brutal vigour of the labourer’s struggle for life nor the ascetic rigour of a life withdrawn from struggle, struck deep enough root in the seed-plot of a soul, destined to bring forth more rare and splendid flowers in due season. The eye had been caught and the fancy fired, but that was all. Perhaps at this time “La Jeune Belgique” and “l’Art Moderne” gained what the poems lacked, the whole-hearted enthusiasm which championed and expounded with lucid force the art of Manet, Moreau, Fernand Khnopff, Odilon Redon, Van Rysselberghe. In the midst of ardent battle for his ideals, the young poet was prostrated by a shattering illness, which seems to have torn away the veils, concealing his inmost “ego” from himself. The pains were birth-pains, setting free a psychologist of relentless daring and patience, a seer of unexampled gravity and grandeur. If the psychology stopped at self-analysis, if the visions came through a gate of ebony, they are none the less authentic. Of the sombre trilogy, which appeared between 1887 and 1891, the author has been anxious to describe “Les Soirs” as “les decors du cri,” “Les Débâcles” as “le cri,” and “Les Flambeaux Noirs,” as the echoes of the cry in the thinking-chamber of his brain. What is more important for us—since the terse distinction compresses with Procrustean violence the quivering bodies of live poems—is that now Emile Verhaeren had found himself, had found the necessity and the faculty of declaring his bitterest and bravest thoughts; had found, above all, a novel instrument of surprising delicacy and strength in the warmly-abused and warmly-defended vers libre.


  The quarrels which rend foreign coteries on questions of technique must always seem a little wasteful to English spectators. Instinct prompts the skilled craftsman in selecting his tool; if he so wield it as to satisfy his ·68· judgment and accomplish his design, no amount of theoretic disputation will arrest or affect him. Baudelaire had appropriated the sonnet, Hugo had exhausted the thousand and one variations of the alexandrine, Banville had reduced rhyming to a juggler’s trick of deftly manipulated balls: it was felt that the time-honoured stricture of regular sound-recurrence and equivalent feet fettered the writer and reminded the reader too persistently of an art which lacked art to hide itself. More difficult, perhaps, but more supple, more free to catch and render the actual rhythms of life, would be the “free verse” in a master’s hand, for only a master could supply the balance, the lilt, that gratification of the ear, associated with old metres. In a letter of congratulation on the appearance of “Les Soirs,” M. Mallarmé wrote in praise of its metrical innovations, “l’ouvrier disparaît, le vers agît;” and it is not too much to say that, at its best, the verse moves with apt, active spontaneity, leaps or sinks, exalts or moans, rushes or drags, in accordance with its theme. An excellent object-lesson, consisting of two poems from the same pen on the same subject, “Les Plaines,” enables one to compare the two methods and gauge their relative value. The first poem begins thus:


  
    “Partout, d’herbes en Mai, d’orges in Juillet pleines,


    De lieue et lieue, au loin, depuis le sable ardent


    Et les marais sur la Campine s’étendant,


    Des plaines, jusqu’ aux mers du Nord, partout des plaines!


    * * * * *


    Partout, soit champ d’avoine, où sont les marjolaines,


    Coins de seigle, carrés de lins, arpents de prés,


    Partout, bien au-delà des horizons pourprés,


    La verte immensité des plaines et des plaines!”

  


  The second, written ten years later, thus:


  
    “Sous la tristesse et l’angoisse des cieux


    Les lieues


    S’en vont autour des plaines;


    Sous les cieux bas


    Dont les nuages trâinent,


    Immensement les lieues


    Marchent, là-bas.


    * * * * *


    C’est la plaine, la plaine blême,


    Interminablement toujours la même.”

  


  The intrinsic importance, however, of the poet’s “cry,” for those who had ears to hear, outweighed its extrinsic variety of modulation. It was the cry of a violent fighter, of an iron will, grappling with Death. The sick bed, which ·69· generally silences or softens the voice of a singer, braced and inspired its prisoner with an obstinate, victorious song, half dirge and half pæan, recording every incident of the long fight, every change of mood through the whole gamut of suffering, doubt, defiance, ennui, pride, dizziness, and delirium. The only other instance that occurs to me of malady so successfully transmuted to melody is furnished by James Thomson’s “In the Room,” and “To our Ladies of Death,” apart from exercises in hymnology, which seldom rise to the level of literature. The resultant emotion, in one reader, at least, of this melancholy and sometimes maniacal verse, is not compassion with the racked body, though the flesh ache and the nerves tingle to read, but rather exultant sympathy with a valorous spirit, which, scorning the cheap virtues of humility and faith, meets and beats the leagued mysteries of dissolution and eternity, as though conscious of an immortality, equal to theirs. It must be noted, too, that not only had proximity to destruction evoked its utmost ounce of energy from an adamantine will, but the conditions and the field of battle were exactly suited to the peculiar bent of racial imagination. The greatest art of the Netherlands has ever been haunted by the sombre, the saturnine, the macabre; if we cannot read Van Vondel’s “Lucifer” we have all observed this trait in certain pictures of Rubens, Jordaens, Gerard David, Jan Bosch, Jan Luijken, and Wiertz. Small wonder, then, that a black-wanded Prospero, in temporary servitude to powers of darkness, turned their very terrors to artistic account and twisted their sharpest thorns into a crown. To characterize concisely the three phases of disorder, the three facets of a gem, bearing the carver’s portrait, which diversify and justify the triune design of the whole, one might hazard the assertion, that in “Les Soirs” a sick poet draws from nature the evening-coloured pictures which are in keeping with his state, desolate country, decadent town, the fall of the year; that, in “Les Debâcles,” a sick hero draws from disease its sting; that, in “Flambeaux Noirs,” a sick thinker draws from pitifully naked premisses his negative conclusions about the universe. It is always a sick man who speaks, a détraqué; but this détraqué has a strange power of clothing general ideas, abstractions, with vivid, plausible words, so that his ebbing philosophy wakes in us as much concern as his ebbing life. And this brings me to the last stage of development in the writer, whose line of work I am endeavouring to trace.


  The highest quality, perceptible in “Les Flamandes,” and brought to greater perfection in each subsequent volume, is the result of inner, not outer, vision, betokening less the painter’s eye for difference than the seer’s eye for analogy; indeed, for as keen a sense of the applicability of symbol, for such ·70· striking co-ordination of pictorial and psychical terms one must go back to Shelley, perhaps to Plato. Not that Verhaeren ever uses verse as a vehicle for philosophic or political doctrine; he tries to translate the sacred works, which we call by the names of Nature, Mind, Society, without editorial interpolation. Above all, when striking the stars, he is careful not to lose his head in the clouds. To quote his own wise words: “You can never dispense entirely with the real for the same reason that you can never escape entirely from what lies beyond. Art is a two-faced unity; as the catholic divinity consists of three persons, art consists of two. You must feel your footing from time to time, and use the ground as a spring-board. The vague is as dangerous as the terre-à-terre is lugubrious.” Disregard of this danger has swamped many a French poet’s fragile barque in floods of incomprehensible metaphor, and brought discredit on the Symbolist movement.


  This is not the place to assign respective measures of merit to the first Symbolists, to Mallarmé, to Arthur Rimbaud, or to Gustave Kahn; but I cannot refrain from quoting at some length the clear statement of what Symbolism seeks to achieve, on the testimony of its most gifted exponent. Speaking of the Naturalism, which preceded it, M. Verhaeren writes: “This was descriptive decomposition, a microscopic and minute analysis, without résumé, without an attempt to concentrate or generalize. You studied a corner, an anecdote, an individual, and the whole school was based on the science of the day, and, consequently, on positive philosophy. Symbolism will do the opposite. It follows the German philosophy of Kant and Fichte, as Naturalism followed the French philosophy of Comte and Littré. And this is perfectly logical. With us, the fact and the world serve simply as pretext for the idea; they are treated as phenomena, condemned to perpetual variation, and they appear to be, in fine, merely the figments of our brain. It is the idea which determines them by adaptation or evocation. If Naturalism accorded so much space to objectivity in art, Symbolism will restore as much and more to subjectivity. We enthrone the idea in absolute sovereignty. Our art, then, is one of thought, reflection, combination, will. In it is no place for improvisation, for that sort of literary fever, which carried the pen across enormous and inextricable subjects. Every word, every sound must be weighed, examined, willed. Every phrase must be regarded as a thing, endowed with life of its own, independent, owing its existence to the words, its movement to their subtle, artful, sensitive juxtaposition.” Elsewhere he contrasts modern with Greek Symbolism. The Greek sought to materialize the abstract, to incarnate force in Zeus, love in Aphrodite, wisdom in Athene; ·71· the modern aims at abstracting the idea from matter, at evoking the soul and suggesting the whole by electric, quintessential phrase. Here there is a warning of what we shall find in the poet’s mature work: not “a substitute for a glass of wine and a cigarette,” not an excuse for sentimental reverie, not empty rhetoric or “sensual caterwauling,” but a strenuous attempt to make the empire of poetry conterminous with the empire of modern thought, to turn the lyric muse from a mistress to a priestess.


  Ambitious as it is, this scheme of establishing platonic friendship between platonic foes, mimicry and philosophy, has enriched French literature with at least three noteworthy books, “Les Campagnes Hallucinées,” “Les Villes Tentaculaires,” and “Les Villages Illusoires.” I might describe the first two as the obverse and reverse sides of a gold coin, that being the fittest token of a money-making age, of the capitalistic era. In no country has the crushing pressure of industrial competition been felt so severely as in Belgium, whose manufacturing centres absorb the densest population in Europe to the detriment and ruin of agriculture. On the one side, then, the tumultuous, teeming town, and on the other, desolate, spell-stricken country offered congenial matter to the insurgent idealist, burning to reinstate other than commercial ideals, to depict and defeat the insidious strangulation by commerce of beauty, nobility, happiness. “The absolute sovereignty of the idea” is patent in every line, but not at the expense of verisimilitude: if anything, the real is made to seem more real, the tyranny of matter more heavy and more obvious. The “Campagnes Hallucinées” are as realistically painted as a panorama by M. Philippotaux: between the stagnant marshes and waste heaths, past fireless hearths, neglected Madonnas, and mouldering mill, tramp beggars, thieves, and migratory families of homeless poor. But more ghostly and ghastly habitants than these infest the sterile acres; Fever, in gauze woven of swampy mists, the Giver of Bad Counsel, who comes at sunset in his green cart and whispers of suicide to the sullen yokel, of prostitution to the despairing wench, and Mother Death, a tipsy crone on a spavined white horse, whom neither the Blessed Virgin nor Jesus himself can propitiate. Insanity, which waits on famished body and mind, and is rendered more familiar by the Belgian custom of boarding out lunatics in cottage-homes, inspires six Chansons de Fou, almost worthy of Shakespeare. That this is not exaggerated praise, the reader may judge from the following specimen:


  
    “Le crapaud noir sur le sol blanc


    Me fixe indubitablement


    Avec des yeux plus grands que n’est grande sa tête;


    ·72· Ce sont les yeux qu’on m’a volés,


    Quand mes regards s’en sont allés


    Un soir, que je tournai la tête.

  


  
    “Mon frère il est quelqu’un qui ment,


    Avec de la farine entre ses dents;


    C’est lui, jambes et bras en croix,


    Qui tourne au loin, là-bas,


    Qui tourne au vent


    Sur ce moulin de bois.

  


  
    “Et celui-ci, c’est mon cousin,


    Qui fut curé et but si fort du vin


    Qui le soleil en devient rouge,


    J’ai su qu’il habitait un bouge


    Avec des morts dans ses armoires.

  


  
    “Car nous avons pour génitoires


    Deux Cailloux


    Et pour monnaie un sac de poux,


    Nous, les trois fous,


    Qui épousons, au clair de lune,


    Trois folles dames sur la dune.”

  


  It is in the “Villes Tentaculaires,” however, that the Symbolist poet may most directly challenge comparison with the Naturalistic novelist, for Zola alone among great writers has caught and wielded the spell of great modern institutions, of the factory, the exchange, the mine. Or take, for instance, the crowd of business men in a city street. Seven pages of Rougon-Macquart enumeration would not convey more than these seven lines:


  
    “La rue—et ses remous comme des câbles


    Noués autour des monuments—


    Fuit et revient en longs enlacements;


    Et ses foules inextricables,


    Les mains folles, les pas fiévreux,


    La haine aux yeux,


    Happent des dents le temps qui les devance.”

  


  But the power of the verse lies not so much in large delineation of movement as in perpetual suggestion of the unseen forces which sway human puppets and mould their environment. The town itself, like a giant octopus, gathers in youth, ambition, strength, with resistless tentacle. At a hundred points the individual is seen to be helpless in the coils of the corporate ·73· monster. The artisan becomes a cog in the wheel of a Juggernaut car; the investor is a counter for rogues to gamble with, the clerk and shopman mere items in bureau and bazaar. Cathedral and barrack recall the religious and military currents of tradition, persisting along with the industrial. And against the background of general reflection the particular subject of each poem stands out in sharp, vivid relief: the frenzied fighters of “La Révolte,” the debauched dancers and pleasure-seekers of “Les Spectacles,” the daring speculators of “La Bourse,” rehearse an animated rôle in the eternal “problem-play,” which is fraught with Homeric significance, for with and against the gesticulating combatants are allied invisible deities,


  
    (“On les rêve parmi les brumes, accoudées


    En des lointaines, là-haut, près du soleil,”)

  


  whom for want of better names we call Force, Justice, Pity, Beauty. You must not leave this symbolic capital without regarding its “Statues” of dead heroes. Here by a Gothic gateway the meek founder-monk clasps his cross; surrounded by civic palaces, the opportunist demagogue thunders in bronze; the soldier-autocrat dominates a square “of barracks and of abattoirs:”


  
    “Un élan fou, un bond brutal


    Jette en avant son geste et son cheval


    Vers la Victoire.”

  


  “Les Aubes,” the author’s first essay in dramatic form, is to complete the trilogy and will set forth the brighter side of his social and political creed. Its import may be guessed from the lines, which terminate the poem entitled “l’Âme de la Ville:”


  
    “Et qu’important les maux et les heures démentes,


    Et les cuves de vices, où la cité fermente,


    Si quelque jour, du fond des brouillards et des voiles,


    Surgit un nouveau Christ, en lumière sculpté,


    Qui soulève vers lui l’humanité


    Et la baptise au feu de nouvelles étoiles?”

  


  In spite of similarity of title, the “Villages Illusoires” stands by itself. The most popular and the most composite of all M. Verhaeren’s works, it is a triptych, of which the leaves might be labelled spiritual, elemental, macabre. The largest section presents familiar moral or spiritual types under the guise of humble village trades, with which for Symbolist ends they are identified. Thus we have the Idealist, a ferryman, who, hailed by a receding figure on ·74· the bank, pulls sturdily on, though oars break, rudder fail, and the current drive him ashore. Then the Rationalist carpenter, busily at work on little squares and circles, soon puts together the puzzle of existence with wooden syllogisms, from which the doctor and parson easily deduce opposite conclusions. And the grave-digger? You or I, or any man, who tries to heap oblivion on his own “multiple and fragmentary death,” on crippled pride, cowed courage, smirched purity. Space forbids a long enough citation to show how deftly æsthetic and ethical strands are interwoven, but the happiest imagery and loftiest outlook are found, perhaps, in “Les Cordiers.” While the mystic ropemakers ply their calling, they draw into their souls the utmost horizons of humanity. They look far back to man the nomad:


  
    “Jadis, c’était la vie énorme, exaspérée,


    Sauvagement pendue aux crins des étalons,


    Soudaine, avec de grands éclairs à ses talons,


    Et vers l’espace immense immensément cabrée.”

  


  They look far forward to the reconciliation of knowledge and faith:


  
    “Là-haut parmi les loins sereins et harmoniques


    Un double escalier d’or suspend ses degrés bleus,


    Le rêve et le savoir le gravissent tous deux


    Séparément partis vers un palier unique.”

  


  Turning from man to nature and from seer to singer, the author devotes four long poems to snow, rain, wind, silence: they are masterpieces of form and rhythm, though necessarily owing much of their success to these onomatopoeia effects, which are the easiest triumphs of a consummate metricist. The finest example of the macabre manner recalls Cyril Tourneur, for the theme is the adoration of a skeleton-mistress by a mad lover.


  Without forfeiting the crown of fantastic horror, which enables him, as it enabled Coleridge, Poe, and Maeterlinck to raise the abject and the abnormal to the sublime, M. Verhaeren has given his admirers the satisfaction of noting that his later work is more sane and various than they might have apprehended. The most accomplished Paganini could not continue playing on one string without tiring his audience. But if from “Les Soirs” to “Les Villes Tentaculaires” the atmosphere be most often thick with “inspissated gloom,” yet the interludes of happy light have grown in frequency and radiance. The turning-point coincides with the publication in 1891 of “Les apparus dans mes chemins” (midway between “Les Flambeaux Noirs” and “Les Campagnes ·75· Hallucinées”), a veiled record of spiritual convalescence. The dreary landscape of the détraqué, described as:


  
    “Mon pays sans un seul pli, un seul,


    C’est mon pays de grand linceul,”

  


  changes to a garden, where:


  
    “Des fleurs droites comme l’ardeur


    Extatique des âmes blanches


    Fusent en un élan de branches


    Vers leur splendeur.”

  


  The troop of spectres (“celui de l’Horizon, celui de la Fatigue, celui du Rien”), who had immolated the broken, ridiculous thinker on the altar of his “grand moi futile,” are expelled by “le Saint-Georges du haut devoir,” giving place to four angels.


  
    “L’une est le bleu pardon, l’autre la bonté blanche,


    La troisième l’amour pensif, la dernière le don


    D’être, même pour les méchants, le sacrifice;


    Chacune a bu dans le chrétien calice


    Tout l’infini.”

  


  There is nothing of mysticism nor any whining of religious remorse in the poet’s return on himself, but as the exquisite concluding poem, “Très Simplement,” implies, it was a woman’s gentleness and devotion, which turned the current of his life and of his art. Henceforward, between the peaks and chasms of his vertiginous or abysmal verse, blow many tender blossoms of delicate humanity. The “Almanach,” published last year (and beautifully “ornamented” by M. Théo van Rysselberghe) exhibits attractively the sunnier qualities of his later work: vigorous sympathy, rippling fancy, and loving scrutiny of Nature.


  It is unfortunate that so many of M. Verhaeren’s earlier writings are now inaccessible. The “Mercure de France” has indeed reprinted “Les Flamandes,” “Les Moines,” and other verse in one volume, but the “Soirs,” “Débâcles,” and “Flambeaux Noir,” enhanced by a superb frontispiece of Odilon Redon, are entombed in collectors’ libraries and the British Museum. English readers are bound to regret this, for the grandeur and squalor of London, which deeply impressed the Flemish poet, are reflected in several poems, worthy to be set beside those of Wordsworth for beauty, though Verhaeren’s convulsive vision is in violent contrast with Wordsworth’s classic ·76· calm. The sight of heaped-up lion skins in a Thames warehouse moves him to cry:


  
    “O cet orgueil des vieux déserts, vendus par blocs! …


    Hurleurs du Sahara, hurleurs du Labrador,


    Rois de la force errante, au clair des nuits australes!


    Hélas, voici pour vous, voici les pavés noirs, …


    Voici Londres, cuvant en des brouillards de bière


    Enormément son rêve d’or et son sommeil


    Suragité de fièvre et de cauchemars rouges.”

  


  This is his usual note, a cry; but it is a seer, who cries, and a thinker, not a rhetorician; he is careful so to fuse emotion and thought as to win the suffrages of truth-lovers and beauty-lovers. His pictorial minuteness tempers his passion for grandiose effect; such fertile fancy has not often been yoked with such omnipresent, architectonic reason. Discarding the facile lures of legend and romance he evokes the essential majesty of common things, with magic far from common. Studiously impersonal, he cannot hide a personality of ardent sympathy, of profound earnestness. Like Landor, he may be destined to “dine late;” but, assuredly, “the dining-room will be well-lighted, the guests few and select.”


  Osman Edwards.


  {·  ·}
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  THE TABLES OF THE LAW


  I


  [image: “W]ILL you permit me, Aherne,” I said, “to ask you a question, which I have wanted to ask you for years; and have not asked because we have grown nearly strangers. Why did you refuse the cassock and the berretta, and almost at the last moment? I never expected you, of all men, to become ‘a spoilt priest.’ When you and I lived together, you cared neither for wine, women, nor money, and were absorbed in theological and mystical studies.” I had watched through dinner for a moment to put my question, and ventured now, because he had thrown off a little of the reserve and indifference, which, ever since his last return from Italy, had taken the place of our once close friendship. He had just questioned me too, about certain private and almost sacred things, and my frankness had earned, I thought, a like frankness from him.


  When I began to speak he was lifting to his lips a glass of that old wine which he could choose so well and valued so little; and while I spoke, he set it slowly and meditatively upon the table and held it there, its deep red light dyeing his long delicate fingers. The impression of his face and form, as they were then, is still vivid with me, and is inseparable from another and fanciful impression: the impression of a man holding a flame in his naked hand. He was to me, at that moment, the supreme type of our race, which, when it has risen above, or is sunken below, the formalisms of half-education and the rationalisms of conventional affirmation and denial, turns away from practicable desires and intuitions, towards desires so unbounded that no human vessel can contain them, intuitions so immaterial that their sudden and far-off fire leaves heavy darkness about hand and foot. He had the nature, which is half alchemist, half soldier of fortune, and must needs turn action into dreaming, and dreaming into action; and for such there is no order, no finality, no contentment in this world. At the Jesuit school in Paris he had made one of ·80· the little group, which used to gather in corners of the playing field, or in remote class rooms, to hear the speculative essays which we wrote and read in secret. More orthodox in most of his beliefs than Michael Robartes, he had surpassed him in a fanciful hatred of all life, and this hatred had found expression in the curious paradox, half borrowed from some fanatical monk, half invented by himself; that the beautiful arts were sent into the world to overthrow nations, and finally life herself, by sowing everywhere unlimited desires, like torches thrown into a burning city. This idea was not at the time, I believe, more than a paradox, a plume of the pride of youth; and it was only after his leaving school that he endured the fermentation of belief which is coming upon our people with the reawakening of their imaginative life.


  Presently he stood up, saying:


  “Come, and I will show you, for you at any rate will understand,” and taking candles from the table, he lit the way into the long paved passage that led to his private chapel. We passed between the portraits of the Jesuits and priests, some of no little fame, whom his family had given to the Church; and framed photographs of the pictures which had especially moved him; and the few paintings his small fortune, eked out by an almost penurious abstinence from the things most men desire, had enabled him to buy in his travels. The photographs of pictures were from the masterpieces of many schools; but in all, the beauty, whether it was a beauty of religion, of love, or of some fantastical vision of mountain and wood, was the beauty achieved by temperaments which seek always an absolute of emotion, and have their most continual, though not most perfect expression, in the legends and music and vigils of the Celtic peoples. The certitude of a fierce or gracious fervour in the enraptured faces of Francesca’s and Crivelli’s Madonnas, and in the august faces of the sibyls of Michael Angelo; and the incertitude, as of souls trembling between the excitement of the spirit and the excitement of the flesh, in the wavering faces Sodoma made for the churches of Siena, and in the faces like thin flames, imagined by the modern symbolists and pre-Raphaelites, had often made that long, gray, dim, echoing passage seem to me like a vestibule of eternity.


  Almost every detail of the chapel, which we entered by a narrow Gothic door, whose threshold had been worn smooth by the secret worshippers of the penal times, was vivid in my memory; for it was in this chapel that I had first, and when but a boy, been moved by the mediævalism which is now, I think, the governing influence on my life. The only thing that seemed new ·81· was a square bronze box; like those made in ancient times of more precious substances to hold the sacred books; which stood before the six unlighted candles and the ebony crucifix upon the altar. Aherne made me sit down on a long oaken bench, and having bowed very low before the crucifix, took the bronze box from the altar, and sat down beside me with the box upon his knees.


  “You will perhaps have forgotten,” he said, “most of what you have read about Joachim of Flora, for he is little more than a name to even the best read. He was an abbot in Corace in the twelfth century, and is best known for his prophecy, in a book called Expositio in Apocalypsin, that the Kingdom of the Father was passed, the Kingdom of the Son passing, the Kingdom of the Spirit yet to come. The Kingdom of the Spirit was to be a complete triumph of the Spirit, the spiritualis intelligentia he called it, over the dead letter. He had many followers among the more extreme Franciscans, and these were accused of possessing a secret book of his called the Liber Inducens in Evangelium Æternum. Again and again groups of visionaries were accused of possessing this terrible book, in which the freedom of the Renaissance lay hidden, until at last Pope Alexander IV. had it found and cast into the flames. I have here the greatest treasure the world contains. I have a copy of that book, and see what great artists have made the robes in which it is wrapped. This bronze box was made by Benvenuto Cellini, who covered it with gods and demons, whose eyes are closed to signify an absorption in the inner light.” He lifted the lid and took out a book bound in old leather, covered with filigree work of tarnished silver. “And this cover bound for Canevari; while Giulio Clovio, the one artist of the later Renaissance who could give to his work the beauty of a hidden hope, tore out the beginning page of every chapter of the old copy and set in its place a page, surmounted by an elaborate letter, and a miniature of some one of the great whose example was cited in the chapter; and wherever the writing left a little space elsewhere, he put some delicate emblem or intricate pattern.”


  I took the book in my hands and began turning over the jewel-like pages, holding it close to the candle to discover the texture of the paper.


  “Where did you get this amazing book?” I said. “If genuine, and I cannot judge by this light, you have discovered one of the most precious things in the world.”


  “It is certainly genuine,” he replied. “When the original was destroyed, one copy alone remained, and was in the hands of a lute player of Florence, and from him it passed to his son, and so from generation to generation, ·80· until it came to the lute player, who was father to Benvenuto Cellini, and from him it passed to Giulio Clovio, and from Giulio Clovio to a Roman engraver; and then from generation to generation, the story of its wandering passing on with it, until it came into the possession of the family of Aretino, and so to Giulio Aretino, an artist and worker in metals, and student of the kabalistic heresies of Pico della Mirandola. He spent many nights with me at Rome discussing philosophy; and at last I won his confidence so perfectly that he showed me this, his greatest treasure; and, finding how much I valued it, and feeling that he himself was growing old and beyond the help of its mysterious teaching, he sold it me for no great sum, considering its great preciousness.”


  “What is the doctrine?” I said. “Some mediæval straw-splitting about the nature of the Trinity, which is only useful to-day to show how many things are unimportant to us, which once shook the world?”


  “I could never make you understand,” he said with a deep sigh, “that nothing is unimportant in belief, but even you will admit that this book goes to the heart. Do you see the tables on which the commandments were written in Latin?” I looked to the end of the room opposite to the altar, and saw that the two marble tablets were gone, and two large empty tablets of ivory, like large copies of the little tablets we set over our desks, had taken their place. “It has swept the commandments of the Father away,” he went on, “and displaced the commandments of the Son by the commandments of the Holy Spirit. The first book is called Fractura Tabularum. In the first chapter it mentions the names of the great artists who made them graven things and the likeness of many things, and adored them and served them; and in the second the names of the great wits who took the name of the Lord their God in vain; and that long third chapter, set with the emblems of sanctified faces, and having wings upon its borders, is the praise of breakers of the seventh day and wasters of the six days. Those two chapters tell of men and women who railed upon their parents, remembering that their god was older than the god of their parents; and that, which has the sword of Michael for an emblem, commends the kings that wrought secret murder and so won for the people a peace that was amore somnoque gravata et vestibus versicoloribus, ‘heavy with love and sleep and many-coloured raiment;’ and that with the pale star at the closing has the lives of the noble youths who loved the wives of others and were transformed into memories, which have transformed many poorer hearts into sweet flames; and that with the winged head is the history of the robbers, who lived, upon the sea or in the desert, lives which it compares ·83· to the twittering of the string of a bow, nervi stridentis instar; and those two last, that are fire and gold, are devoted to the satirists who bore false witness against their neighbours and yet illustrated eternal wrath; and to those that have coveted more than other men the house of God, and all things that are his, which no man has seen and handled, except in madness and in dreaming.


  “The second book, which is called Straminis Deflagratio, recounts the conversations Joachim of Flora held in his monastery at Corace, and afterwards in his monastery in the mountains of Sylae, with travellers and pilgrims, upon the laws of many countries; how chastity was a virtue and robbery a little thing in such a land, and robbery a crime and unchastity a little thing in such a land; and of the persons who had flung themselves upon these laws and become decussa veste dei sidera, ‘stars shaken out of the raiment of God.’


  “The third book, which is the finish, is called Lex Secreta, and describes the true inspiration of action, the only Eternal Evangel; and ends with a vision, which he saw among the mountains of Sylae, of his disciples sitting throned in the blue deep of the air and laughing aloud, with a laughter which it compares to the rustling of the wings of Time.”


  “I know little of Joachim of Flora,” I said, “except that Dante set him in Paradise among the great doctors. If he held a heresy so singular, I cannot understand how no rumours of it came to the ears of Dante; and Dante made no peace with the enemies of the Church.”


  “Joachim of Flora acknowledged openly the authority of the Church, and even asked that all his published writings, and those to be published by his desire after his death, should be submitted to the censorship of the Pope. He considered that those, whose work was to live and not to reveal, were children and that the Pope was their father; but he taught in secret that certain others, and in always increasing numbers, were elected, not for life’s sake, but to reveal that hidden substance of God which is colour and music and softness and a sweet odour; and that these have no father but the Holy Spirit. Just as poets and painters and musicians labour at their works, building them with lawless and lawful things alike so long as they embody the beauty that is beyond the grave; these children of the Holy Spirit labour at their moments with eyes upon the shining substance on which Time has heaped the refuse of creation; for the world only exists to be a tale in the ears of coming generations; and terror and content, birth and death, love and hatred and the fruit of the Tree are but instruments for that supreme art ·80· which is to win us from life and gather us into eternity like doves into their dove-cots.


  “I shall go away in a little while and travel into many lands, that I may know all accidents and destinies, and when I return, will write my secret law upon those ivory tablets, just as poets and romance writers have written the principles of their art in prefaces; and will gather pupils about me that they may discover their law in the study of my law, and the Kingdom of the Holy Spirit be more widely and firmly established.”


  He was pacing up and down, and I listened to the fervour of his words and watched the excitement of his gestures with not a little concern. I had been accustomed to welcome the most singular speculations, and had always found them as harmless as the Persian cat, who half closes her meditative eyes and stretches out her long claws, before my fire. But now I longed to battle in the interests of orthodoxy, even of the commonplace: and yet could find nothing better to say than:


  “It is not necessary to judge everyone by the law, for we have also Christ’s commandment of love.”


  He turned and said, looking at me with shining eyes:


  “Jonathan Swift made a soul for the gentlemen of this city by hating his neighbour as himself.”


  “At any rate, you cannot deny that to teach so dangerous a doctrine is to accept a terrible responsibility.”


  “Leonardo da Vinci,” he replied, “has this noble sentence, ‘The hope and desire of returning home to one’s former state, is like the moth’s desire for the light; and the man, who with constant longing awaits each new month and new year—deeming that the things he longs for are ever too late in coming—does not perceive that he is longing for his own destruction.’ How then can the pathway which will lead us into the heart of God be other than dangerous? why should you, who are no materialist, cherish the continuity and order of the world as those do who have only the world? You do not value the writers who will express nothing unless their reason understands how it will make what is called the right more easy; why then will you deny a like freedom to the supreme art, the art which is the foundation of all arts? Yes, I shall send out of this chapel saints, lovers, rebels, and prophets: souls which will surround themselves with peace, as with a nest made of grass; and perhaps others over whom I shall weep. The dust shall fall for many years over this little box; and then I shall open it; and the tumults, which are, perhaps, the flames of the last day, shall come from under the lid.”


  ·85· I did not reason with him that night, because his excitement was great and I feared to make him angry; and when I called at his house a few days later, he was gone and his house was locked up and empty. I have deeply regretted my failure both to combat his heresy and to test the genuineness of his strange book. Since my conversion I have indeed done penance for an error which I was only able to measure after some years.


  II


  I was walking along one of the Dublin quays, about ten years after our conversation, stopping from time to time to turn over the books upon an old bookstall, and thinking, curiously enough, of the destinies of the little group of fellow-students who had shared so many speculations at the school in Paris, and particularly of the terrible destiny of Michael Robartes and his disciples, when I saw a tall, bent man walking slowly in front of me. He stopped presently at a little shop, in the window of which were blue and white statues of the Virgin, and gilded statues of St. Patrick and his crozier. His face was now half turned towards me, and I recognized in the lifeless mask with dim eyes what had been the resolute, delicate face of Owen Aherne. I walked towards him, but had not gone many yards before he turned away, as though he had seen me, and went hastily down a side street.


  During the next few weeks I inquired of all who had once known him, but he had made himself known to no one, and knocked without result at the door of his old house. I had nearly persuaded myself that I was mistaken, when I saw him again, and this time in a back street behind the Four Courts, and followed him until he stopped at the door of his house.


  I laid my hand upon his arm; he turned round, and quite without surprise; and, indeed, it is possible that to him, whose inner life had soaked up the outer life, a parting of many years was a parting from forenoon to afternoon. He stood holding the door half open, as though he would keep me from entering, and would, perhaps, have parted from me with no further words had I not said:


  “Aherne, you trusted me once, will you not trust me again, and tell me what has come of the ideas we discussed ten years ago? but perhaps you have long forgotten them.”


  “You have a right to hear,” he answered; “for having told you the ideas, it is necessary that I tell you the terrible danger they contain; but when ·86· you have heard, we part for good and all: I must be hidden away, for I am lost.”


  I followed him through the paved passage, and saw that its corners were choked with dust and cobwebs; and that the pictures were shrouded with cobwebs and gray with dust; and, when he opened the door of the chapel, I saw that the dust and cobwebs which covered the ruby and sapphire of the saints in the window had made it very dim. He sat down wearily, not seeming to notice whether I was standing or sitting, and pointed to where the ivory tablets glimmered faintly in the deep gloom. I saw that they were covered with very small writing, and went up to them and began to read them. The writing was an elaborate casuistry, illustrated apparently with many examples, but whether from his own life, or from the life of others, I do not know. Before I had done more than read a sentence here and there, I turned from them, for Aherne had begun to speak in a low monotonous voice.


  “I am outside the salvation of Him who died for sinners, because I have lost the power of committing a sin. I found the secret law of my life, and, finding it, no longer desired to transgress, because it was my own law. Whatever my intellect and my soul commanded, I did, and sin passed from me, and I ceased to be among those for whom Christ died.” And at the name of Christ he crossed himself with that involuntary gesture which marks those who have crossed themselves from childhood. “At first I tried to sin by breaking my law, although without desire; but the sin without desire is shadowy, like the sins of some phantom one has not visited even in dreams. You who are not lost, who may still speak to men and women, tell them that it is necessary to make an arbitrary law that one may be among those for whom Christ has died.”


  I went over and stood beside him, and said:


  “Prayer and penance will make you like other men.”


  “Not,” he replied, “unless they can take from me my knowledge of the secret law.”


  I used some argument, which has passed out of my memory, but his strong intellect, which seemed all the stronger and more active from contrast with the weary monotony of his voice, tore my argument in pieces. I had gone on to heap argument on argument, had he not risen and led me from the chapel, repeating, “We part for good and all; for I must be hidden away.”


  I followed, intending to come to him again the next day; but as I stood in the door of the house a sudden hope came into my mind, and I said:


  ·87· “Will you lend me the Liber Inducens in Evangelium Æternum for a few days, that I may have it examined by an expert?”


  “I have burned the book and flung the box into the sea.”


  When I came the next day with a Jesuit Father from the College of St. Francis Xavier, the house was locked up and apparently empty once more.


  W. B. Yeats.


  {·  ·}


  EPILOGUE


  
    [image: L]ET us go hence: the night is now at hand;


    The day is overworn, the birds all flown,


    And we have reaped the crops the gods have sown,


    Despair and death; deep darkness o’er the land

  


  
    Broods like an owl: we cannot understand


    Laughter or tears, for we have only known


    Surpassing vanity; vain things alone


    Have driven our perverse and aimless band.

  


  
    Let us go hence somewhither strange and cold,


    To hollow lands, where just men and unjust


    Find end of labour; where ’s rest for the old,


    Freedom to all from fear and love and lust.


    Twine our torn hands! O, pray, the earth enfold


    Our life-sick hearts and turn them into dust!

  


  Ernest Dowson.


  {·  ·}


  A LITERARY CAUSERIE: ON THE “INVECTIVES” OF VERLAINE


  [image: I]NEVER read a book with more regret than this book of “Invectives,” which has appeared since the death of Verlaine. I do not see why it should not have been written, if the writing of a petulance helped to clear that petulance away. But what might have been a sort of sad or vexed amusement to Verlaine, in some sleepless hour in hospital, should never have been taken for more than what it was, and should never, certainly, have gone further than one of the best-locked cupboards in Vanier’s publishing office. I should like to think that Verlaine never intended it to go further; and I am quite sure that, in the first instance, he never did intend it to go further. But I know Vanier, and I know that whatever Vanier got hold of he was not likely to loose. Gradually the petulances would have heaped themselves one upon another, until they had come to about the size of a book. Then there would be the suggestion: why should we not make a book of them? Then jest would turn into earnest; Verlaine would be persuaded that he was a great satirist: it was so easy to persuade him of anything! And now here is the book.


  Well, the book has some admirable things in it, and, as perhaps the most admirable, I will quote a piece called “Deception”:


  
    “Satan de sort, Diable d’argent!”


    Parut le Diable


    Qui me dit: “L’homme intelligent


    Et raisonnable

  


  
    Que te voici, que me veux-tu?


    Car tu m’évoques


    Et je crois, l’homme tout vertu,


    Que tu m’invoques.

  


  
    Or je me mets, suis-je gentil?


    A ton service:


    Dis ton vœu naïf ou subtil;


    Bêtise ou vice?

  


  
    ·89· Que dois-je pour faire plaisir


    A ta sagesse?


    L’impuissance ou bien le désir


    Croissant sans cesse?

  


  
    L’indifférence ou bien l’abus?


    Parle, que puis-je?”


    Je répondis: “Tous vins sont bus,


    Plus de prestige,

  


  
    La femme trompe et l’homme aussi,


    Je suis malade,


    Je veux mourir.” Le Diable: “Si


    C’est là l’aubade

  


  
    Qu tu m’offres, je rentre. En Bas.


    Tuer m’offusque.


    Bon pour ton Dieu. Je ne suis pas


    A ce point brusque.”

  


  
    Diable d’argent et par la mort!


    Partit le Diable,


    Me laissant en proie à ce sort


    Irrémédiable.

  


  In such a poem as this we have the Verlaine of the finer parts of “Parallèlement.” But what of the little jokes for and against M. Moréas, the pointless attack on Leconte de Lisle, the unworthy rage against M. Rod, the political squibs, the complaints against doctors and magistrates, the condescension to the manner of M. Raoul Ponchon? Here is neither a devouring rage, which must flame itself out, nor a fine malice, justifying its existence, as the serpent does, by the beauty of its coils. Verlaine’s furies, which were frequent, were too brief, and too near the surface, to be of much use to him in the making of art. He was a big child, and his furies meant no more than the squalling and kicking of a baby. His nature was essentially good-humoured, finding pleasure on the smallest opportunity; often despondent, and for reasons enough, but for the most part, and in spite of everything—ill-health, poverty, interminable embarrassments—full of a brave gaiety. He often grumbled, even then with a sort of cheerfulness; and when he grumbled he used very colloquial language, some of which you will not find in the dictionaries of classical French. These poems are his grumblings; only, unfortunately, they are written down, and we can read them in print, critically, instead of listening to them in sympathetic amusement. And what injustice they do him, alike as poet and man! How impossible it will be, now that this book ·90· has appeared, to convince anyone, to whom Verlaine is but a name, that the writer of these “Invectives” was the most charming, the most lovable of men. The poet will recover from it, for, at all events, there are the “Fêtes Galantes,” the “Romances sans Paroles,” “Sagesse,” “Amour,” and the others, which one need but turn to, and which are there for all eyes. But the man!


  Well, the man will soon become a legend, and this book will, no doubt, be one of the many contradictory chapters of the legend. In a few years’ time Verlaine will have become as distant, as dubious, as distorted, as Gilles de Retz. He will once more re-enter that shadow of unknown horror from which he has but latterly emerged. People will refuse to believe that he was not always drunk, or singing “Chansons pour elle.” They will see in his sincere Catholicism only what des Esseintes, in the book of Huysmans, saw in it: “des rêveries clandestines, des fictions d’un amour occulte pour une Madone byzantine qui se muait, à un certain moment, en une Cydalise égarée dans notre siècle.” And they will see, perhaps, only a poetical licence in such lines as these, in which, years ago, Verlaine said all that need ever be said in excuse, or in explanation, of the problem of himself:


  
    Un mot encore, car je vous dois


    Quelque lueur en définitive


    Concernant la chose qui m’arrive:


    Je compte parmi les maladroits.

  


  
    J’ai perdu ma vie et je sais bien


    Que tout blâme sur moi s’en va fondre:


    A cela je ne puis que répondre


    Que je suis vraiment né Saturnien.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}
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  MUNDI VICTIMA


  I


  
    [image: H]ENCEFORTH for each of us remains the world.


    The gates have closed behind us, we are hurled


    From the fixed paradise of our content


    Into an outer world of banishment,


    And, in this anger of the garden’s Lord,


    His serene angel with the fiery sword


    Has yet more pitilessly cast us forth,


    You by the gate that looks upon the North


    And I by the gate looking on the South.


    And so the lamentations of your mouth


    I shall not hear, nor tears for this distress


    Water my hours’ unwatered barrenness.


    For love is ended, love that was to be


    Endless; nay, love endures perpetually,


    But I shall never kiss your lips again,


    Nor hold your hand, nor feel your arms enchain


    Body and soul in one extreme embrace,


    Nor find again the kingdom of your face.


    For I have lost you, you return no more.


    And I have lost in you the years before


    You gathered all my years within the glance


    Of your supreme and triumphing countenance.


    And all the years whose desultory flame


    Shall yet smoke flickeringly after them.


    Passion has burnt itself clean out for you.


    I go back empty-hearted, to renew


    The unprofitable, the vain following


    Of every vain, unprofitable thing;


    You, with all seemly wishes satisfied,


    Go forth to be the most unhappy bride


    ·14· The sun shall shine upon in rich men’s halls.


    Hearken, I hear a voice, a voice that calls;


    What shall remain for him? sadly it cries:


    Desolate years, eternal memories.


    And what for her? it cries, it cries with tears:


    Eternal memories, desolate years.

  


  II


  
    If the astrologers speak truth, who tell


    That the stars make for us our heaven and hell,


    My passionate and perverse horoscope,


    Where the intellectual forces may not cope


    With Scorpio, Herschel, Venus, and the Moon,


    Marked in my life that love in me should swoon


    Into the arms of strange affinities.


    It was myself looked at me with your eyes,


    Where Venus and the Moon with Herschel strove


    In some ambiguous paradox of love.


    When first I touched your hand I felt the thrill


    Knit heart to heart, and at the touch your will


    Became as my will, and my will became


    As your will, and an unappeasable flame


    Was lighted when your lips and mine first met


    In that long kiss my lips shall not forget


    When I am aged with eternity.


    I knew that my desire had come to me,


    And that the world was ended and begun,


    And I should never more beneath the sun


    Go lightly forth on any wayfaring.


    I knew that I should suffer for this thing,


    For this completion of the impossible,


    This mystical marriage of heaven and hell,


    With anguish and with extreme agony,


    Knowing that my desire had come to me.

  


  ·15· III


  
    I gaze upon your portrait in my hand.


    And slowly, in a dream, I see you stand


    Silent before me, with your pressing gaze


    Of enigmatic calm, and all your face


    Smiling with that ironical repose


    Which is the weariness of one who knows.


    Dare I divine, then, what your visage dreams,


    So troubled and so strangely calm it seems?


    Consuming eyes consenting to confess


    The extreme ardour of their heaviness,


    The lassitude of passionate desires


    Denied, pale smoke of unaccomplished fires;


    Ah! in those shell-curved, purple eyelids bent


    Towards some most dolorous accomplishment,


    And in the painful patience of the mouth,


    (A sundered fruit that waits, in a great drouth,


    One draught of living water from the skies)


    And in the carnal mystery of the eyes,


    And in the burning pallor of the cheeks:


    Voice of the Flesh! this is the voice that speaks,


    In agony of spirit, or in grief


    Because desire dare not desire relief.

  


  IV


  
    I have known you, I have loved you, I have lost.


    Here in one woman I have found the host


    Of women, and the woman of all these


    Who by her strangeness had the power to please


    The strangeness of my difficult desires;


    And here the only love that never tires


    Even with the monotony of love.


    It was your strangeness I was amorous of,


    Mystery of variety, that, being known, yet does


    Leave you still infinitely various,


    ·16· And leave me thirsting still, still wondering


    At your unknowable and disquieting


    Certainty of a fixed uncertainty.


    And thus I knew that you were made for me,


    For I have always hated to be sure,


    And there is nothing I could less endure


    Than a fond woman whom I understood.


    I never understood you: mood by mood


    I watched you through your changes manifold,


    As the star-gazing shepherd from his fold


    Watches the myriad changes of the moon.


    Is not love’s mystery the supreme boon?


    Ah rare, scarce hoped-for, longed-for, such a goal


    As this most secret and alluring soul!


    Your soul I never knew, I guessed at it,


    A dim abode of what indefinite


    And of what poisonous possibilities!


    Your soul has been a terror to mine eyes,


    Even as my own soul haunts me, night and day,


    With voices that I cannot drive away,


    And visions that I scarce can see and live.


    And you, from your own soul a fugitive,


    Have you not fled, did not your pride disown


    The coming of a soul so like your own,


    Eyes that you fancied read you, yet but drew


    Unknown affinities, yourself from you,


    And hands that held your destiny, because


    The power that held you in them, yours it was?


    Did you not hate me, did you not in vain


    Avoid me and repel me and refrain?


    Was not our love fatal to you and me,


    The rapture of a tragic ecstasy


    Between disaster and disaster, given


    A moment’s space, to be a hell in heaven?


    Love, being love indeed, could be no less,


    For us, than an immortal bitterness,


    A blindness and a madness, and the wave


    Of a great sea that breaks and is a grave.


    ·17· Ah, more to us than many prosperous years,


    So brief a rapture and so many tears;


    To have won, amid the tumults round about,


    The shade of a great silence from the shout


    Of the world’s battles and the idle cry


    Of those vain faiths for which men live and die!


    And have we not tasted the very peace


    So passionate an escape must needs release,


    Being from the world so strangely set apart,


    The inmost peace that is the whirlpool’s heart?

  


  V


  
    Let me remember when you loved me best.


    When the intolerable rage possessed


    The spirit of your senses, and the breath


    As of the rushing of the winds of death


    Rapt you from earth, and in a fiery trance


    Exalted your transfigured countenance


    And bade your heart be rapturously still?


    Or in the holy silence of that thrill


    Which stirs the little heart of grass, and swings


    The worlds upon their windy chariotings?


    Or in the haunted trouble of those deep


    Enchantments of your visionary sleep,


    Ardent with dreams, and the delicious strife


    Of phantoms passionate with waking life?


    Or when, as a fond mother o’er her child,


    You bent above me, and the mother smiled


    Upon the man re-born to be her own,


    Flesh of her very flesh, bone of her bone?


    Of all your kisses which supremest one


    Out of the immeasurable million?


    Or which denied, as on a certain day


    You tremulously turned your lips away,


    And I, who wronged you, thinking you unkind,


    Found it love’s penance for a troubled mind,


    Grieved it had done some little wrong to love?


    ·18· Out of your silences which most did move


    The eternal heart of silence, ancient peace?


    Or did you love me best, and then increase


    The best with better, till at last we stood,


    As he who was love’s laureate in each mood


    Of passionate communion, bids us stand,


    First among lovers when but hand in hand

  


  VI


  
    It is all over, I am left alone.


    O visiting ghost, these eyes have never known


    So cold, calm, tearless, proud, dispassionate,


    Desperate, desolate, importunate,


    Whose wrong denied you life, and rent from me


    Your love, to be this ghost of memory?


    Not yours, though you have left me; and not mine,


    Though I have bade you leave me: the divine


    Right of the world’s injustice, and that old


    Tyranny of dumb, rooted things, which hold


    The hearts of men in a hard bondage. Yet,


    Not for the world’s sake, let me not forget


    That, in the world’s eyes, I have done you wrong.


    And since to the world’s judgment must belong


    The saving and damnation of all souls


    Whom that usurped sovereignty controls,


    Indeed I have done you wrong. I loved you more


    Than your own soul. I had not loved before,


    And love possessed me, fixed my wandering mind,


    And drove me onward, heedless, deaf, and blind,


    Wrapt in the fiery whirlwind, passion, drove


    Life to annihilation upon love.


    I had not loved before: I had been love’s lord,


    I had delicately feasted at the board


    Where Folly’s guests luxuriously admire


    Each dainty waiting handmaiden desire;


    Where, when the feast is over, choice is free.


    I had feasted long, I had chosen riotously,


    ·19· Kisses, and roses, and warm scented wine,


    I had bound my forehead with the tangled vine,


    I had bound about my heart the tangled hair


    Of laughing light loves; I had found love fair,


    Of delicate aspect, and free from guile,


    And I had bartered kisses for a smile,


    And my vine-wreath for poppies twined for sleep,


    And of a sleepy bowl I had drunk deep,


    And, dreaming, never dreamed that hearts could ache,


    For over-much desire, or for love’s sake.


    And then you came. The rose of yesterday


    Petal by petal drooped, withering away,


    And all my bright flowers drooped, withering dead,


    And the vine-wreath had fallen from my head,


    And the wine-red poppies dripped to earth, and spilled


    The bowl of sleep, and all the air was filled,


    As with the fluttering voices of soft doves,


    With lamentations of the little loves.


    Then a new life was born of the last breath


    Of that which never lived; I knew that death


    Which love is, ere it is eternity.


    And then I knew that love, I had thought so fair,


    Is terrible of aspect, and heavy care


    Follows the feet of love where’er he goes,


    And lovers’ hearts, because of many woes,


    Ache sorer than all hearts most desolate,


    And dearest love works most the work of hate.

  


  VII


  
    The world has taken you, the world has won.


    In vain against the world’s dominion


    We fought the fight of love against the world.


    For since about the tree of knowledge curled


    The insidious snake, the snake’s voice whispering


    Has poisoned every fair and fruitful thing.


    Did not the world’s voice treacherously move


    Even your fixed soul? Did you not hold our love


    ·20· Guilty of its own ardour, and the immense


    Sacrifice to its own omnipotence


    A sacrilege and not a sacrifice?


    Even in our love our love could not suffice


    (Not the rapt silence whose warm wings abound


    With all the holy plenitude of sound,


    At love’s most shadowy and hushed hour of day)


    To keep the voices of the world away.


    O subtle voices, luring from the dream


    The dreamer, till love’s very vision seem


    The unruffled air that phantom feet have crossed


    In the mute march of that processional host


    Whose passing is the passing of the wind;


    Avenging voices, hurrying behind


    The souls that have escaped, and yet look back


    Reluctantly along the flaming track;


    O mighty voices of the world, I have heard


    Between our heart-beats your reiterate word,


    And I have felt our heart-beats slackening.

  


  VIII


  
    Love, to the world, is the forbidden thing;


    And rightly, for the world is to the strong,


    And the world’s honour and increase must belong


    To the few mighty triumphing through hate


    And to the many meek who humbly wait


    The grudging wage of daily drudgery.


    The world is made for hate, for apathy,


    For labouring greed that mines the earth for gold,


    And sweats to gather dust into its hold:


    Is not the world bought for a little dust?


    Kingdoms are shaken from their ancient trust,


    And kingdoms stablished upon treacheries;


    Under the temple-roof of the same skies


    The stones of altars older than their gods


    Are beaten down, and in the old abodes


    The smoke of a new incense blinds the stars;


    ·21· The rind of earth is eaten up by wars,


    As a rat, gnawing, leaves a mouldering heap;


    And the world drowses in a downy sleep,


    The world being sworn confederate with success.


    Yet will it pardon the forgetfulness


    Of laughing loves that linger but a night


    In the soft perfumed chambers of delight.


    How should it pardon love? love whose intent


    Is from the world to be in banishment,


    Love that admits but fealty to one,


    Love that is ever in rebellion.


    The world is made for dutiful restraint,


    Its martyrs are the lover and the saint,


    All whom a fine and solitary rage


    Urges on some ecstatic pilgrimage


    In search of any Holy Sepulchre.


    The lover is a lonely voyager


    Over great seas and into lonely lands,


    He speaks a tongue which no man understands,


    Much given to silence, no good citizen,


    His utmost joy to be apart from men,


    For his creating mind has given birth,


    God-like, to a new heaven and a new earth;


    Where, if he dwell apart or in the crowd,


    He talks with angels in a fiery cloud


    Upon the mount of vision all his days.


    Therefore the world, beholding in his face


    Only the radiance of reflected light


    Left by that incommunicable sight,


    Which to the dim eyes of the world may seem


    But the marsh-glimmer of a fevered dream,


    Bids love renounce love, or be cast aside.


    Has not the world’s hate ever crucified,


    From age to age, rejoicing in its loss,


    Love on the same inevitable cross,


    In every incarnation from above


    Of the redeeming mystery of love?

  


  ·22· IX


  
    The world has taken you, the world has won.


    Accursed be the world! Was it well done


    To give the world, once more, its victory?


    Was it well done to let you go from me?


    For your own sake I suffered you to go.


    Did I do right, for your sake? Say not no,


    Say not that I have left you to your fate,


    That I have made my own life desolate,


    Casting adrift upon a shoreless tide,


    While you, blind, shipwrecked, and without a guide,


    Fasting and footsore, desolately went


    Across an undiscovered continent!


    Should I have held you fast, in spite of all?


    Perchance. Yet it was well, whate’er befall,


    To have renounced love, merely for love’s sake.


    Ah, when in lonely nights I lie awake,


    And hear the windy voices of the rain,


    At least I shall not hear your voice complain


    “If you had loved me, you had let me go!”


    Have we not loved and sorrowed? and we know


    It is well to have loved and sorrowed and not striven,


    And to endure hell, having passed through heaven,


    To know what heaven is, having passed through hell.


    Love’s moment is a moment of farewell,


    Sorrow and weariness are all our years,


    And life is full of sighing, and much tears.

  


  X


  
    What shall your life be in the years to come?


    The world, that recks not of love’s martyrdom,


    Shall praise in you a weary passionate face,


    Where tears and memories have left their trace,


    Into a finer beauty fashioning


    Your beauty, ever an unquiet thing.


    ·23· You shall have riches: jewels shall be brought


    From the earth’s ends to please a wandering thought,


    And the red heart of rubies shall suspire


    To kiss your fingers, and the inner fire


    That wastes the diamond’s imprisoned soul


    Shall flame upon your brows, an aureole,


    And your white breast shall be devoutly kissed


    By the pale fasting lips of amethyst,


    And the cold purity of pearls enmesh


    Your throat that keeps my kisses in its flesh.


    Your beauty shall be clothed in raiment fit


    For the high privilege, to cover it;


    You shall be served ere any wish arise


    With more than had seemed meet in your own eyes;


    You shall be shielded lest the sun should light


    A rose too red on cheeks that blossom white;


    You shall be shielded from the wind that may


    Tangle a tress delicately astray;


    You shall be fenced about with many friends;


    You shall be brought to many journeys’ ends


    By leisured stages; what was mine of old


    Shall now be yours, cities and skies of gold,


    And golden waters, and the infinite


    Renewal of the myriad-vested night.


    Where cool stars tesselated the lagoon,


    In Venice, under some old April moon,


    Shall not some April, too, for you be lit


    By the same moon that then wept over it?


    Shall you not drive beneath the boulevard trees


    In that young Paris where I lived at ease?


    And you shall see the women I have known,


    Before your voice called me to be your own


    Out of that delicate, pale, lilac air.


    And all this you shall find, as I did, fair,


    And all this you shall find, as now I find,


    Withered as leaves a ruinous winter wind


    Casts in the face of any summer’s guest


    Revisiting some valley of old rest.


    ·24· You will remember me in all these things,


    I shall go with you in your wanderings,


    I shall be nearer to you, far away,


    Than he who holds you by him, night and day;


    Close let him hold you, close: what can he do?


    For am I not the heart that beats in you?


    And if, at night, you hear beside your bed


    The night’s slow trampling hours with ceaseless tread


    Bearing the haggard corpse of morning on,


    You shall cry in vain for sleep’s oblivion,


    Haunted by that unsleeping memory


    That wakes and watches with you ceaselessly.


    What shall your life be? Loneliness, regret,


    A weary face beside a hearthstone set,


    A weary head upon a pillow laid


    Heavier than sleep; pale lips that are afraid


    Of some betraying smile, and eyes that keep


    Their haunting memory strangled in its sleep.


    “O mother!” is it I who hear you cry?


    “O mother! mother!” is it only I?


    “O my lost lover!” shall she not, even she,


    Hear, and one moment pity you and me?


    She must not hear, only the silence must


    Share in the jealous keeping of that trust.


    And when, perchance, telling some idle thing,


    Your husband rests his finger on my ring;


    When your eye rests upon the casket where


    My letters keep the scent of days that were,


    My verses keep the perfume that was yours,


    And the key tells you how my love endures;


    When you shall read of me, shall hear my name,


    On idle lips, in idle praise or blame;


    Ah, when the world, perhaps, some day shall cry


    My name with a great shouting to the sky;


    You must be silent, though your eyes, your cheek,


    Will answer for your heart, you must not speak,


    Though you would gladly dare a thousand harms


    To cry “The joy of life was in his arms!”


    ·25· Though you would give up all to cry one cry:


    “I loved him, I shall love him till I die,


    I am the man you tell of, he is I!”

  


  XI


  
    I write this for the world’s eye, yet for one.


    When she shall hear of me, and not alone,


    Let her know always that my heart is hers,


    As it was always. If my fancy errs


    Into strange places, wildly following


    The flying track of any flitting thing,


    If I recapture any cast aside


    Garlands, or twine for roses that have died


    Fresh roses, or bid flower-soft arms entwine


    My forehead flushed with some bewildering wine,


    Then let her know that I am most forlorn.


    There is no penance harder to be borne


    Than, amid happy faces and the voice


    Of revellers who in revelling rejoice,


    To hear one’s own sad heart keep time in vain


    With some sad unforgotten old refrain.


    For me, the world’s eternal silence dwells


    Not in the peace of those ecstatic cells


    Where recollection goes the way of prayer


    Into the void, the welcoming void air,


    But here, in these bright crowds to be alone.


    Then let her know that I am most her own!


    Yet, if it might but save my soul from her,


    O come to me, Folly the Comforter,


    Fling those wild arms around me, take my hand,


    And lead me back to that once longed-for land,


    Where it is always midnight, and the light


    Of many tapers has burnt out the night,


    And swift life finds no moment set apart


    For rest, and the seclusion of the heart,


    And the return of any yesterday.


    Come to me, Folly, now, take me away;


    ·26· I will be faithful to you until death


    Puff out this wavering and unsteady breath.


    Folly, the bride of such unhappy men


    As I am, were you not my mistress, when,


    Love having not yet chosen me to be proud,


    I followed all the voices of the crowd?


    But I forsook you: I return anew,


    And for my bride I claim, I capture you.


    Folly, I will be faithful to you now.


    I will pluck all your roses for my brow,


    And, with the thorns of ruined roses crowned,


    I will drink every poison life has found


    In the enchantments that your fingers brew.


    Finally I commend myself to you,


    Multitudinous senses: carry me


    Upon your beating wings where I may see


    The world and all the glory of the world,


    And bid my soul from lust to lust be hurled,


    Endlessly, precipitously, on.


    Only in you is there oblivion,


    Multitudinous senses; in your fire


    I light and I exterminate desire.


    Though it cry all night long, shall I not steep


    My sorrow in the fever of your sleep?


    Where, if no phantom with faint fingers pale


    Beckon to me, wildly, across the veil


    Of the dim waving of her sorcerous hair,


    I may yet find your very peace, despair!


    Benignant principalities and powers


    Of evil, powers of the world’s abysmal hours,


    Take me and make me yours: I am yours: O take


    The sacrifice of soul and body, break


    The mould of this void spirit, scatter it


    Into the vague and shoreless infinite,


    Pour it upon the restless arrogant


    Winds of tumultuous spaces; grant, O grant


    That the loosed sails of this determinate soul


    Hurry it to disaster, and the goal


    ·27· Of swiftest shipwreck; that this soul descend


    The unending depths until oblivion end


    In self-oblivion, and at last be lost


    Where never any other wandering ghost,


    Voyaging from other worlds remembered not,


    May find it and remind of things forgot.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  Two Drawings by Aubrey Beardsley


  
    Don Juan, Sgnarelle, and the Beggar, from Molière’s “Don Juan.”


    Mrs. Pinchwife, from Wycherley’s “Country Wife.”
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  WALTER PATER


  SOME CHARACTERISTICS


  [image: W]ALTER PATER was a man in whom fineness and subtlety of emotion were united with an exact and profound scholarship; in whom a personality singularly unconventional, and singularly full of charm, found for its expression an absolutely personal and an absolutely novel style, which was the most carefully and curiously beautiful of all English styles. The man and his style, to those who knew him, were identical; for, as his style was unlike that of other men, concentrated upon a kind of perfection which, for the most part, they could not even distinguish, so his inner life was peculiarly his own, centred within a circle beyond which he refused to wander; his mind, to quote some words of his own, “keeping as a solitary prisoner its own dream of a world.” And he was the most lovable of men; to those who rightly apprehended him, the most fascinating; the most generous and helpful of private friends, and in literature a living counsel of perfection, whose removal seems to leave modern prose without a contemporary standard of values.


  “For it is with the delicacies of fine literature especially, its gradations of expression, its fine judgment, its pure sense of words, of vocabulary—things, alas! dying out in the English literature of the present, together with the appreciation of them in our literature of the past—that his literary mission is chiefly concerned.” These words, applied by Pater to Charles Lamb, might reasonably enough have been applied to himself; especially in that earlier part of his work, which remains to me, as I doubt not it remains to many others, the most entirely delightful. As a critic, he selected for analysis only those types of artistic character in which delicacy, an exquisite fineness, is the principal attraction; or if, as with Michel Angelo, he was drawn towards some more rugged personality, some more massive, less finished art, it was not so much from sympathy with these more obvious qualities of ruggedness and strength, but because he had divined the sweetness lying at the heart of the strength: “ex ·34· forti dulcedo.” Leonardo da Vinci, Joachim du Bellay, Coleridge, Botticelli: we find always something a little exotic, or subtle, or sought out, a certain rarity, which it requires an effort to disengage, and which appeals for its perfect appreciation to a public within the public; those fine students of what is fine in art, who take their artistic pleasures consciously, deliberately, critically, with the learned love of the amateur.


  And not as a critic only, judging others, but in his own person as a writer, both of critical and of imaginative work, Pater showed his pre-occupation with the “delicacies of fine literature.” His prose was from the first conscious, and it was from the first perfect. That earliest book of his, “Studies in the History of the Renaissance,” as it was then called, entirely individual, the revelation of a rare and special temperament, though it was, had many affinities with the poetic and pictorial art of Rossetti, Mr. Swinburne, and Burne-Jones, and seems, on its appearance in 1873, to have been taken as the manifesto of the so-called “æsthetic” school. And, indeed, it may well be compared, as artistic prose, with the poetry of Rossetti; as fine, as careful, as new a thing as that, and with something of the same exotic odour about it: a savour in this case of French soil, a Watteau grace and delicacy. Here was criticism as a fine art, written in prose which the reader lingered over as over poetry; modulated prose which made the splendour of Mr. Ruskin seem gaudy, the neatness of Matthew Arnold a mincing neatness, and the brass sound strident in the orchestra of Carlyle.


  That book of “Studies in the Renaissance,” even with the rest of Pater to choose from, seems to me sometimes to be the most beautiful book of prose in our literature. Nothing in it is left to inspiration: but it is all inspired. Here is a writer who, like Baudelaire, would better nature; and in this goldsmith’s work of his prose he too has “rêvé le miracle d’une prose poétique, musicale sans rhythme et sans rime.” An almost oppressive quiet, a quiet which seems to exhale an atmosphere heavy with the odour of tropical flowers, broods over these pages; a subdued light shadows them. The most felicitous touches come we know not whence—“a breath, a flame in the doorway, a feather in the wind;” here are the simplest words, but they take colour from each other by the cunning accident of their placing in the sentence, “the subtle spiritual fire kindling from word to word.”


  In this book prose seemed to have conquered a new province; and further, along this direction, prose could not go. Twelve years later, when “Marius the Epicurean” appeared, it was in a less coloured manner of writing that the “sensations and ideas” of that reticent, wise, and human soul were ·35· given to the world. Here and there, perhaps, the goldsmith, adding more value, as he thought, for every trace of gold that he removed, might seem to have scraped a little too assiduously. But the style of “Marius,” in its more arduous self-repression, has a graver note, and brings with it a severer kind of beauty. Writers who have paid particular attention to style have often been accused of caring little what they say, knowing how beautifully they can say anything. The accusation has generally been unjust: as if any fine beauty could be but skin-deep! The merit which, more than any other, distinguishes Pater’s prose, though it is not the merit most on the surface, is the attention to, the perfection of, the ensemble. Under the soft and musical phrases an inexorable logic hides itself, sometimes only too well. Link is added silently, but faultlessly, to link; the argument marches, carrying you with it, while you fancy you are only listening to the music with which it keeps step. Take an essay to pieces, and you will find that it is constructed with mathematical precision; every piece can be taken out and replaced in order. I do not know any contemporary writer who observes the logical requirements so scrupulously, who conducts an argument so steadily from deliberate point to point towards a determined goal. And here, in “Marius,” which is not a story, but the philosophy of a soul, this art of the ensemble is not less rigorously satisfied; though indeed “Marius” is but a sequence of scenes, woven around a sequence of moods.


  In this book and in the “Imaginary Portraits” of three years later—which seem to me to show his imaginative and artistic faculties at their point of most perfect fusion—Pater has not endeavoured to create characters, in whom the flesh and blood should seem to be that of life itself; he had not the energy of creation, and he was content with a more shadowy life than theirs for the children of his dreams. What he has done is to give a concrete form to abstract ideas; to represent certain types of character, to trace certain developments, in the picturesque form of narrative; to which, indeed, the term portrait is very happily applied; for the method is that of a very patient and elaborate brush-work, in which the touches that go to form the likeness are so fine that it is difficult to see quite their individual value, until, the end being reached, the whole picture starts out before you. Each, with perhaps one exception, is the study of a soul, or rather of a consciousness; such a study as might be made by simply looking within, and projecting now this now that side of oneself on an exterior plane. I do not mean to say that I attribute to Pater himself the philosophical theories of Sebastian van Storck, or the artistic ideals of Duke Carl of Rosenmold. I mean that the ·36· attitude of mind, the outlook, in the most general sense, is always limited and directed in a certain way, giving one always the picture of a delicate, subtle, aspiring, unsatisfied personality, open to all impressions, living chiefly by sensations, little anxious to reap any of the rich harvest of its intangible but keenly possessed gains; a personality withdrawn from action, which it despises or dreads, solitary with its ideals, in the circle of its “exquisite moments,” in the Palace of Art, where it is never quite at rest. It is somewhat such a soul, I have thought, as that which Browning has traced in “Sordello;” indeed, when reading for the first time “Marius the Epicurean,” I was struck by a certain resemblance between the record of the sensations and ideas of Marius of White-Nights and that of the sensations and events of Sordello of Goito.


  The style of the “Imaginary Portraits” is the ripest, the most varied and flawless, their art the most assured and masterly, of any of Pater’s books: it was the book that he himself preferred in his work, thinking it, to use his own phrase, more “natural” than any other. And of the four portraits the most wonderful seems to me the poem, for it is really a poem, named “Denys l’Auxerrois.” For once, it is not the study of a soul, but of a myth; a transposition (in which one hardly knows whether to admire most the learning, the ingenuity, or the subtle imagination) of that strangest myth of the Greeks, the “Pagan after-thought” of Dionysus Zagreus, into the conditions of mediæval life. Here is prose so coloured, so modulated, as to have captured, along with almost every sort of poetic richness, and in a rhythm which is essentially the rhythm of prose, even the suggestiveness of poetry, that most volatile and unseizable property, of which prose has so rarely been able to possess itself. The style of “Denys l’Auxerrois” has a subdued heat, a veiled richness of colour, which contrasts curiously with the silver-grey coolness of “A Prince of Court Painters,” the chill, more leaden grey of “Sebastian van Storck,” though it has a certain affinity, perhaps, with the more variously-tinted canvas of “Duke Carl of Rosenmold.” Watteau, Sebastian, Carl: unsatisfied seekers, all of them, this after an artistic ideal of impossible perfection, that after a chill and barren ideal of philosophic thinking and living, that other after yet another ideal, unattainable to him in his period, of life “im Ganzen, Guten, Schönen,” a beautiful and effective culture. The story of each, like that of “Marius,” is a vague tragedy, ending abruptly, after so many uncertainties, and always with some subtly ironic effect in the accident of its conclusion. The mirror is held up to Watteau while he struggles desperately or hesitatingly forward, snatching from art one after another of her reticent secrets; then, with a stroke, it is broken, and this artist ·37· in immortal things sinks out of sight, into a narrow grave of red earth. The mirror is held up to Sebastian as he moves deliberately, coldly onward in the midst of a warm life which has so little attraction for him, freeing himself one by one from all obstructions to a clear philosophic equilibrium; and the mirror is broken, with a like suddenness, and the seeker disappears from our sight; to find, perhaps, what he had sought. It is held up to Duke Carl, the seeker after the satisfying things of art and experience, the dilettante in material and spiritual enjoyment, the experimenter on life; and again it is broken, with an almost terrifying shock, just as he is come to a certain rash crisis: is it a step upward or downward? a step, certainly, towards the concrete, towards a possible material felicity.


  We see Pater as an imaginative writer, pure and simple, only in these two books, “Marius” and the “Imaginary Portraits,” in the unfinished romance of “Gaston de Latour” (in which detail had already begun to obscure the outlines of the central figure), and in those “Imaginary Portraits,” reprinted in various volumes, but originally intended to form a second series under that title: “Hippolytus Veiled,” “Apollo in Picardy,” “Emerald Uthwart;” and that early first chapter of an unwritten story of modern English life, “The Child in the House.” For the rest, he was content to be a critic: a critic of poetry and painting in the “Studies in the Renaissance” and the “Appreciations,” of sculpture and the arts of life in the “Greek Studies,” of philosophy in the volume on “Plato and Platonism.” But he was a critic as no one else ever was a critic. He had made a fine art of criticism. His criticism—abounding in the close and strenuous qualities of really earnest judgment, grappling with his subject as if there were nothing to do but that, the “fine writing” in it being largely mere conscientiousness in providing a subtle and delicate thought with words as subtle and delicate—was, in effect, written with as scrupulous a care, with as much artistic finish, as much artistic purpose, as any imaginative work whatever; being indeed, in a sense in which, perhaps, no other critical work is, imaginative work itself.


  “The æsthetic critic,” we are told in the preface to the “Studies in the Renaissance,” “regards all the objects with which he has to do, all works of art, and the fairer forms of nature and human life, as powers or forces producing pleasurable sensations, each of a more or less peculiar and unique kind. This influence he feels, and wishes to explain, analyzing it, and reducing it to its elements. To him, the picture, the landscape, the engaging personality in life or in a book, ‘La Gioconda,’ the hills of Carrara, Pico of Mirandola, are valuable for their virtues, as we say in speaking of a herb, a wine, a gem; for ·38· the property each has of affecting one with a special, a unique, impression of pleasure.” To this statement of what was always the aim of Pater in criticism, I would add, from the later essay on Wordsworth, a further statement, applying it, as he there does, to the criticism of literature. “What special sense,” he asks, “does Wordsworth exercise, and what instincts does he satisfy? What are the subjects which in him excite the imaginative faculty? What are the qualities in things and persons which he values, the impression and sense of which he can convey to others, in an extraordinary way?” How far is this ideal from that old theory, not yet extinct, which has been briefly stated, thus, by Edgar Poe: “While the critic is permitted to play, at times, the part of the mere commentator—while he is allowed, by way of merely interesting his readers, to put in the fairest light the merits of his author—his legitimate task is still, in pointing out and analyzing defects, and showing how the work might have been improved, to aid the cause of letters, without undue heed of the individual literary men.” And Poe goes on to protest, energetically, against the more merciful (and how infinitely more fruitful!) principles of Goethe, who held that what it concerns us to know about a work or a writer are the merits, not the defects, of the writer and the work. Pater certainly carried this theory to its furthest possible limits, and may almost be said never, except by implication, to condemn anything. But then the force of this implication testifies to a fastidiousness infinitely greater than that of the most destructive of the destructive critics. Is it necessary to say that one dislikes a thing? It need but be ignored; and Pater ignored whatever did not come up to his very exacting standard, finding quite enough to write about in that small residue that remained over.


  Nor did he merely ignore what was imperfect, he took the further step, the taking of which was what made him a creative artist in criticism. “It was thus,” we are told of Gaston de Latour, in one of the chapters of the unfinished romance, “it was thus Gaston understood the poetry of Ronsard, generously expanding it to the full measure of its intention.” That is precisely what Pater does in his criticisms, in which criticism is a divining-rod over hidden springs. He has a unique faculty of seeing, through every imperfection, the perfect work, the work as the artist saw it, as he strove to make it, as he failed, in his measure, quite adequately to achieve it. He goes straight to what is fundamental, the true root of the matter, leaving all the rest out of the question. The essay on Wordsworth is perhaps the best example of this, for it has fallen to the lot of Wordsworth to suffer more than most at the hands of interpreters. Here, at last, is a critic who can see in him “a poet somewhat bolder and more ·39· passionate than might at first sight be supposed, but not too bold for true poetical taste; an unimpassioned writer, you might sometimes fancy, yet thinking the chief aim, in life and art alike, to be a certain deep emotion;” one whose “words are themselves thought and feeling;” “a master, an expert, in the art of impassioned contemplation.” Reading such essays as these, it is difficult not to feel that if Lamb and Wordsworth, if Shakespeare, if Sir Thomas Browne, could but come to life again for the pleasure of reading them, that pleasure would be the sensation: “Here is someone who understands just what I meant to do, what was almost too deep in me for expression, and would have, I knew, to be divined; that something, scarcely expressed in any of my words, without which no word I ever wrote would have been written.”


  Turning from the criticisms of literature to the studies on painting, we see precisely the same qualities, but not, I think, precisely the same results. In a sentence of the essay on “The School of Giorgione,” which is perhaps the most nicely-balanced of all his essays on painting, he defines, with great precision: “In its primary aspect, a great picture has no more definite message for us than an accidental play of sunlight and shadow for a moment, on the floor: is itself in truth a space of such fallen light, caught as the colours are caught in an Eastern carpet, but refined upon, and dealt with more subtly and exquisitely than by nature itself.” But for the most part it was not in this spirit that he wrote of pictures. His criticism of pictures is indeed creative, in a fuller sense than his criticism of books; and, in the necessity of things, dealing with an art which, as he admitted, has, in its primary aspect, no more definite message for us than the sunlight on the floor, he not merely divined, but also added, out of the most sympathetic knowledge, certainly. It is one thing to interpret the meaning of a book; quite another to interpret the meaning of a picture. Take, for instance, the essay on Botticelli. That was the first sympathetic study of at that time a little-known painter which had appeared in English; and it contains some of Pater’s most exquisite writing. All that he writes, of those Madonnas “who are neither for Jehovah nor for His enemies,” of that sense in the painter of “the wistfulness of exiles,” represents, certainly, the impression made upon his own mind by these pictures, and, as such, has an interpretative value, apart from its beauty as a piece of writing. But it is after all a speculation before a canvas, a literary fantasy; a possible interpretation, if you will, of one mood in the painter, a single side of his intention; it is not a criticism, inevitable as that criticism of Wordsworth’s art, of the art of Botticelli.


  This once understood, we must admit that Pater did more than anyone of our time to bring about a more intimate sympathy with some of the subtler ·40· aspects of art; that his influence did much to rescue us from the dangerous moralities, the uncritical enthusiasms and prejudices, of Mr. Ruskin; that of no other art-critic it could be said that his taste was flawless. And in regard to his treatment of sculpture, we may say more; for here we can speak without reservations. In those essays on “The Beginnings of Greek Sculpture,” and the rest, he has made sculpture a living, intimate, thing; and, with no addition of his fancy, but in a minute, learned, intuitive piecing together of little fact by little fact, has shown its growth, its relation to life, its meaning in art. I find much of the same quality in his studies in Greek myths: that coloured, yet so scrupulous “Study of Dionysus,” the patient disentanglings of the myth of Demeter and Persephone. And, in what is the latest work, practically, that we have from his hand, the lectures on “Plato and Platonism,” we see a like scrupulous and discriminating judgment brought to bear, as upon an artistic problem, upon the problems of Greek ethics, Greek philosophy.


  “Philosophy itself indeed, as he conceives it,” Pater tells us, speaking of Plato (he might be speaking of himself), “is but the systematic appreciation of a kind of music in the very nature of things.” And philosophy, as he conceives it, is a living, dramatic thing, among personalities, and the strife of temperaments; a doctrine being seen as a vivid fragment of some very human mind, not a dry matter of words and disembodied reason. “In the discussion even of abstract truth,” he reminds us, “it is not so much what he thinks as the person who is thinking, that after all really tells.” Thus, the student’s duty, in reading Plato, “is not to take his side in a controversy, to adopt or refute Plato’s opinions, to modify, or make apology for what may seem erratic or impossible in him; still less, to furnish himself with arguments on behalf of some theory or conviction of his own. His duty is rather to follow intelligently, but with strict indifference, the mental process there, as he might witness a game of skill; better still, as in reading ‘Hamlet’ or ‘The Divine Comedy,’ so in reading ‘The Republic,’ to watch, for its dramatic interest, the spectacle of a powerful, of a sovereign intellect, translating itself, amid a complex group of conditions which can never in the nature of things occur again, at once pliant and resistant to them, into a great literary monument.” It is thus that Pater studies his subject, with an extraordinary patience and precision; a patience with ideas, not, at first sight, so clear or so interesting as he induces them to become; a precision of thinking, on his part, in which no licence is ever permitted to the fantastic side-issues of things. Here again we have criticism which, in its divination, its arrangement, its building up of ·41· many materials into a living organism, is itself creation, becomes imaginative work itself.


  We may seem to be far now, but are not in reality so far as it may seem, from those “delicacies of fine literature,” with which I began by showing Pater to be so greatly concerned. And, in considering the development by which a writer who had begun with the “Studies in the Renaissance,” ended with “Plato and Platonism,” we must remember, as Mr. Gosse has so acutely pointed out in his valuable study of Pater’s personal characteristics, that, after all, it was philosophy which attracted him before either literature or art, and that his first published essay was an essay on Coleridge, in which Coleridge the metaphysician, and not Coleridge the poet, was the interesting person to him. In his return to an early, and one might think, in a certain sense, immature interest, it need not surprise us to find a development, which I cannot but consider as technically something of a return to a primitive lengthiness and involution, towards a style which came to lose many of the rarer qualities of its perfect achievement. I remember that when he once said to me that the “Imaginary Portraits” seemed to him the best written of his books, he qualified that very just appreciation by adding: “It seems to me the most natural.” I think he was even then beginning to forget that it was not natural to him to be natural. There are in the world many kinds of beauty, and of these what is called natural beauty is but one. Pater’s temperament was at once shy and complex, languid and ascetic, sensuous and spiritual. He did not permit life to come to him without a certain ceremony; he was on his guard against the abrupt indiscretion of events; and if his whole life was a service of art, he arranged his life so that, as far as possible, it might be served by that very dedication. With this conscious ordering of things, it became a last sophistication to aim at an effect in style which should bring the touch of unpremeditation, which we seem to find in nature, into a faultlessly combined arrangement of art. The lectures on Plato, really spoken, show traces of their actual delivery in certain new, vocal effects, which had begun already to interest him as matters of style; and which we may find, more finely, here and there in “Gaston de Latour.” Perhaps all this was but a pausing-place in a progress. That it would not have been the final stage, we may be sure. But it is idle to speculate what further development awaited, at its own leisure, so incalculable a life.
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  THE CHILDHOOD OF LUCY NEWCOME


  [image: T]HE house which Lucy Newcome remembered as her home, the only home she ever had, was a small house, hardly more than a cottage, with a little, neat garden in front of it, and a large, untidy garden at the back. There was a low wooden palisade cutting it off from the road, which, in that remote suburb of the great town, had almost the appearance of a road in the country. The house had two windows, one on each side of the door, and above that three more windows, and attics above that. The windows on each side of the door were the windows of the two sitting-rooms; the kitchen, with its stone floor, its shining rows of brass things around the walls, its great dresser, was at the back. It was through the kitchen that you found your way into the big garden, where the grass was always long and weedy and ill-kept, and so all the pleasanter for lying on; and where there were a few alder-trees, a pear-tree on which the pears never seemed to thrive, for it was quite close to Lucy’s bedroom window, a flower-bed along the wall, and a great, old sun-dial, which Lucy used to ponder over when the shadows came and stretched out their long fingers across it. The garden, when she thinks of it now, comes to her often as she saw it one warm Sunday evening, walking to and fro there beside her mother, who was saying how good it was to be well again, or better: this was not long before she died; and Lucy had said to herself, what a dear little mother I have, and how young, and small, and pretty she looks in that lilac bodice with the bright belt round the waist! Lucy had been as tall as her mother when she was ten, and at twelve she could look down on her quite protectingly.


  Her father she but rarely saw; but it was her father whom she worshipped, whom she was taught to worship. The whole house, she, her mother, and Linda, the servant, who was more friend than servant (for she took no wages, and when she wanted anything, asked for it), all existed for the sake of that wonderful, impracticable father of hers; it was for him they starved, it ·52· was to him they looked for the great future which they believed in so implicitly, but scarcely knew in what shape to look for. She knew that he had come of gentlefolk, in another county, that he had been meant for the Church, and, after some vague misfortune at Cambridge, had married her mother, who was but seventeen, and of a class beneath him, against the will of his relations, who had cast him off, just as, at twenty-one, he had come into a meagre allowance from the will of his grandfather. He had been the last of eleven children, born when his mother was fifty years of age, and he had inherited the listless temperament of a dwindling stock. He had never been able to do anything seriously, or even to make up his mind quite what great thing he was going to do. First he had found a small clerkship, then he had dropped casually upon the post which he was to hold almost to the time of his death, as secretary to some Assurance Society, whose money it was his business to collect. He did the work mechanically; at first, competently enough; but his heart was in other things. Lucy was never sure whether it was the great picture he was engaged upon, or the great book, that was to make all the difference in their fortunes. She never doubted his power to do anything he liked; and it was one of her privileges sometimes to be allowed to sit in his room (the sitting-room on the left of the door, where it was always warmer and more comfortable than anywhere else in the house), watching him at his paints or his manuscripts, with great serious eyes that sometimes seemed to disquiet him a little; and then she would be told to run away and not worry mother.


  The little mother, too, she saw less of than children mostly see of their mothers; for her mother was never quite well, and she would so often be told: “You must be quiet now, and not go into your mother’s room, for she has one of her headaches,” that she gradually accustomed herself to do without anybody’s company, and then she would sit all alone, or with her doll, who was called Arabella, to whom she would chatter for hours together, in a low and familiar voice, making all manner of confidences to her, and telling her all manner of stories. Sometimes she would talk to Linda instead, sitting on the corner of the kitchen fender; but Linda was not so good a listener, and she had a way of going into the scullery, and turning on a noisy stream of water, just at what ought to have been the most absorbing moment of the narrative.


  Lucy was a curious child, one of those children of whom nurses are accustomed to say that they will not make old bones. She was always a little pale, and she would walk in her sleep; and would spend whole hours almost without moving, looking vaguely and fixedly into the air: children ought not ·53· to dream like that! She did not know herself, very often, what she was dreaming about; it seemed to her natural to sit for hours doing nothing.


  Often, however, she knew quite well what she was dreaming about; and first of all she was dreaming about herself. Really, she would explain if you asked her, she did not belong to her parents at all; she belonged to the fairies; she was a princess; there was another, a great mother, who would come some day and claim her. And this consciousness of being really a princess was one of the joys of her imagination. She had composed all the circumstances of her state, many times over, indeed, and always in a different way. It was the heightening she gave to what her mother had taught her: that she was of a better stock than the other children who lived in the other small houses all round, and must not play with them, or accept them as equals. That was to be her consolation if she had to do without many of the things she wanted, and to be shabbily dressed (out of old things of her mother’s, turned and cut and pieced together), while perhaps some of those other children, who were not her equals, had new dresses.


  And then she would make up stories about the people she knew, the ladies to whom she paid a very shifting devotion, very sincere while it lasted. One of her odd fancies was to go into the graveyard which surrounded the church, and to play about in the grass there, or, more often, gather flowers and leaves, and carry them to a low tomb, and sit there, weaving them into garlands. These garlands she used to offer to the ladies whose faces she liked, as they passed in and out of the church. The strange little girl who sat among the graves, weaving garlands, and who would run up to them so shyly, and with so serious a smile, offering them her flowers, seemed to these ladies rather a disquieting little person, as if she, like her flowers, had a churchyard air about her.


  Blonde, tall, slim, delicately-complexioned, with blue eyes and a wavering, somewhat sensuous mouth, the child took after her father; and he used to say of her sometimes, half whimsically, that she was bound to be like him altogether, bound to go to the bad. The big, brilliant man, who had made so winning a failure of life, so popular always, and the centre of a little ring of intellectual people, used sometimes to let her stay in the room of an evening, while he and his friends drank their ale and smoked pipes and talked their atheistical philosophy. These friends of her father used to pet her, because she was pretty; and it was one of them who paid her the first compliment she ever had, comparing her face to a face in a picture. She had never heard of the picture, but she was immensely flattered; for she did not think a painter ·54· would ever paint any one who was not very pretty. She listened to their conversation, much of which she could not understand, as if she understood every word of it; and she wondered very much at some of the things they said. Her mother was a Catholic, and, though religion was rarely referred to, had taught her some little prayers; and it puzzled her that all this could be true, and yet that clever people should have doubts of it. She had always learnt that cleverness (book-learning, or any disinterested journeying of the intellect) was the one important thing in the world. Her father was clever: that was why everything must bow to him. There must be something in it, then, if these clever people, if her father himself, doubted of God, of heaven and hell, of the good ordering of this world. And she announced one day to the pious servant, who had told her that God sees everything, that when she was older she meant to get the better of God, by building a room all walls and no windows, within which she would be good or bad as she pleased, without his seeing her.


  Lucy was never sent to school, like most children; that was partly because they were very poor, but more because her father had always intended to teach her himself, on a new and liberal scheme of education, which seemed to him better than the education you get in schools. And sometimes, for as much as a few weeks together, he would set her lessons day by day, and be excessively severe with her, not permitting her to make a single slip in anything he had given her to learn. He would even punish her sometimes, if she still failed to learn some lesson perfectly; and that seemed to her a mortal indignity; so that one day she rushed out into the garden, and climbed up into a tree, and then called out, tremulously but triumphantly: “If you promise not to punish me, I’ll come down; but if you don’t, I’ll throw myself down!”


  She always disliked learning lessons, and those fits of scrupulousness on his part were her great dread. They did not occur often; and between whiles he was very lenient, ready to get out of the trouble of teaching her on the slightest excuse: only too glad if she did not bother him by coming to say her lessons. Both were quite happy then; she to be allowed to sit in his room with her lesson-book on her knees, dreaming; he not to be hindered in the new sketch he was making, or the notes he was preparing for that great book of the future, perhaps out of one of those old, calf-covered books which he used to bring back from secondhand shops in the town, and which Lucy used to admire for their ancient raggedness, as they stood in shelves round the room, brown and broken-backed.


  ·55· And then if she had not her geography to learn by heart; those lists of capes and rivers and the population of countries, which she could indeed learn by heart, but which represented nothing to her of the actual world itself; she had of course all the more time for her own reading. When she had outgrown that old fancy about the fairies, and about being a princess, she cared nothing for stories of adventure; but little for the material wonders of the “Arabian Nights;” somewhat more for the “Pilgrim’s Progress,” in which she always lingered over that passage of the good people through the bright follies of Vanity Fair; but most of all for certain quiet stories of lovers, in which there was no improbable incident, and no too fantastical extravagance of passion; but a quite probable fidelity, plenty of troubles, and of course a wedding at the end. One book, “Young Mrs. Jardine,” she was never tired of reading; it was partly the name of the heroine, Silence Jardine, that fascinated her. Then there was a little book of poetical selections; she never could remember the name of it, afterwards; and there were the songs of Thomas Moore, and, above all, there was Mrs. Hemans. Those gentle and lady-like poems “of the affections,” with their nice sentiments, the faded ribbons of their secondhand romance, seemed to the child like a beautiful glimpse into the real, tender, not too passionate world, where men and women loved magnanimously, and had heroic sufferings, and died, perhaps, but for a great love, or a great cause, and always nobly. She thought that the ways of the world blossomed naturally into Casabiancas and Gertrudes and Imeldas who were faithful to death, and came into their inheritance of love or glory beyond the grave. She used to wonder if she, too, like Costanza, had a “pale Madonna brow;” and she wished nothing more fervently than to be like those saintly and affectionate creatures, always so beautiful, and so often (what did it matter?) unfortunate, who took poison from the lips of their lovers, and served God in prison, and came back afterwards, spirits, out of the angelical rapture of heaven, to be as some rare music, or subtle perfume, in the souls of those who had loved them. Many of these poems were about death, and it seemed natural to her, at that time, to think much about death, which she conceived as a quite peaceful thing, coming to you invisibly out of the sky, and which she never associated with the pale faces and more difficult breathing of those about her. She had never known her mother to be quite well; and when, on her twelfth birthday, her mother called her into her room, where she lay in bed now so often, and talked to her more solemnly than she had ever talked before, saying that if she became very ill, too ill to get up at all, Lucy was to look after her father as carefully as she herself had looked ·56· after him, always to look after him, and never let him want for anything, for anything; even then it did not seem to the child that this meant more than a little more illness; and it was so natural for people to be ill.


  And so, after all, the end came almost suddenly; and the first great event of her childhood took her by surprise. The gentle, suffering woman had been failing for many months, and when, one afternoon in early March, the doctor ordered her to take to her bed at once, life seemed to ebb out of her daily, with an almost visible haste to be gone. Whenever she was allowed to come in, Lucy would curl herself up on the foot of the bed, never taking her eyes off the face of the dying woman, who was for the most part unconscious, muttering unintelligible words sometimes, in a hoarse voice broken by coughs, and breathing, all the time, in great, heavy breaths, which made a rattle in her throat. When she was in the next room, Lucy could hear this monotonous sound going on, almost as plainly as in the room itself. It was this sound that frightened her, more than anything; for, when she was sitting on the bed, watching the face lying among the pillows (drawn, and glazed with a curious flush, as it was) it seemed, after all, only as if her mother was very, very ill, and as if she might get better, for the lips were still red, and sucked in readily all the spoonfuls of calvesfoot jelly, and brandy and water, which were really just keeping her alive from hour to hour. On Friday night, in the middle of the night, as Lucy was sleeping quietly, she felt, in her dream, as it seemed to her, two lips touch her cheek, and, starting awake, saw her father standing by the bedside. He told her to get up, put on some of her things, and come quietly into the next room. She crept in, huddled up in a shawl, very pale and trembling, and it seemed to her that her mother must be a little better, for she drew her breath more slowly and not quite so loudly. One arm was lying outside the clothes, and every now and then this arm would raise itself up, and the hand would reach out, blindly, until the nurse, or her father, took it and laid it back gently in its place. They told her to kiss her mother, and she kissed her, crying very much, but her mother did not kiss her, or open her eyes; and as she touched her hair, which was coming out from under her cap, she felt that it was all damp, but the lips were quite dry and warm. Then they told her to go back to bed, but she clung to the foot of the bed, and refused to go, and the nurse said, “I think she may stay.” The tears were running down both her cheeks, but she did not move, or take her eyes off the face on the pillow. It was very white now, and once or twice the mouth opened, with a slight gasp; once the face twitched, and half turned on the pillow; she had to wait before the next breath came; then it paused again; ·57· then, with an effort, there was another breath; then a long pause, a very slow breath, and no more. She was led round to kiss her mother again on the forehead, which was quite warm; but she knew that her mother was dead, and she sobbed wildly, inconsolably, as they led her back to her own room, where, after they had left her, and she could hear them moving quietly about the house, she lay in bed trying to think, trying not to think, wondering what it was that had really happened, and if things would all be different now.


  And with her mother’s death it seemed as if her own dream-life had come suddenly to an end, and a new, more desolate, more practical life had begun, out of which she could not look any great distance. After the black darkness of those first few days: the coming of the undertakers, the hammering down of the coffin, the slow drive to the graveside, the wreath of white flowers which she shed, white flower by white flower, upon the shining case of wood lying at the bottom of a great pit, in which her mother was to be covered up to stay there for ever; after those first days of merely dull misery, broken by a few wild outbursts of tears, she accepted this new life into which she had come, as she accepted the black clothes which Linda, the servant, now more a friend than ever, had had made for her. Her father could no longer bear to sleep in the room in which his wife had died, so Lucy gave up her own room to him, and moved into the room that had been her mother’s; and it seemed to bring her closer to her mother to sleep there. She thought of her mother very often, and very sadly, but the remembrance of those almost last words to her, those solemn words on her twelfth birthday, that she was to look after her father as her mother had looked after him, and never let him want for anything, helped her to meet every day bravely, because every day brought some definite thing for her to do. She felt years and years older, and quietly ready for whatever was now likely to happen.


  For a little while she saw more of her father, for they had their mid-day meal together now, and she used to come and sit at the table when he was having his nine o’clock meat supper, with which he had always indulged himself, even when there was very little in the house for the others. He still took it, and his claret with it, which the doctor had ordered him to take; but he took it with scantier and scantier appetite; talking less over his wine, and falling into a strange brooding listlessness. During his wife’s illness he had let his affairs drift; and the society of which he was the secretary had overlooked it, as far as they could, on account of his trouble. But now he attended to his duties less than ever; and he was reminded, a little sharply, that things could not go on like this much longer. He took no heed of the ·58· warning, though the duns were beginning to gather about him. When there was a ring at the door, Lucy used to squeeze up against the window to see who it was; and if it was one of those troublesome people whom she soon got to know by sight, she would go to the door herself, and tell them that they could not see her father, and explain to them, in her grave, childish way, that it was no use coming to her father for money, because he had no money just then, but he would have some at quarter-day, and they might call again then. Sometimes the men tried to push past her into the hall, but she would never let them; her father was not in, or he was very unwell, and no one could see him; and she spoke so calmly and so decidedly that they always finished by going away. If they swore at her, or said horrid things about her father, she did not mind much. It did not surprise her that such dreadful people used dreadful language.


  In telling the duns that her father was very unwell, she was not always inventing. For a long time there had been something vague the matter with him, and ever since her mother’s death he had sickened visibly, and nothing would rouse him from his pale and cheerless decrepitude. He would lie in bed till four, and then come downstairs and sit by the fireplace, smoking his pipe in silence, doing nothing, neither reading, nor writing, nor sketching. All his interests in life seemed to have gone out together; his very hopes had been taken from him, and without those fantastic hopes he was but the shadow of himself. It scarcely roused him when the directors of his society wrote to him that they would require his services no longer. When they sent a man to unscrew the brass plate on the door, on which there were the name of the society and the amount of its capital, he went outside and stood in the garden while it was being done. Then he gave the man a shilling for his trouble.


  Soon after that, he refused to eat or get up, and a great terror came over Lucy lest he, too, should die; and now there was no money in the house, and the duns still knocked at the door. She begged him to let her write to his relatives, but he refused flatly, saying that they would not receive her mother, and he would never see them, or take a penny of their money as long as he lived. One day a cab drove up to the door, and a hard-featured woman got out of it. Lucy, looking out of the bedroom window, recognized her aunt, Miss Marsden, her mother’s eldest sister, whom she had only seen at the funeral, and to whose grim face and rigid figure she had already taken a dislike. It appeared that Linda, unknown to them, had written to tell her into what desperate straits they had fallen; and her severe sense of duty had brought her to their help.


  ·59· And the aunt was certainly good to them in her stern, unkindly way. The first thing she did was to send for a doctor, who shook his head very gravely when he had examined the patient; and spoke of foreign travel, and other impossible, expensive remedies. That was the first time that Lucy ever began to long for money, or to realize exactly what money meant. It might mean life or death, she saw now.


  Her father now lay mostly in bed, very weak and quiet, and mostly in silence; and whether his eyes were closed or open, he seemed to be thinking, always thinking. He liked Lucy to come and sit by him; but if she chattered much he would stop her, after a while, and say that he was tired, and she must be quiet. And then sometimes he would talk to her, in his vague, disconnected way, about her mother, and of how they had met, and had found hard times together a great happiness; and he would look at her with an almost impersonal scrutiny, and say: “I think you will live happily, not with the happiness that we had, for you will never love as we loved, but you will find it easy to like people, and many people will find it easy to like you; and if you have troubles they will weigh on you lightly, for you will live always in the day that is, without too much memory of the day that was, or too much thought of the day that will be to-morrow.” And once he said: “I hardly know why it is I feel so little anxiety about your future. I seem somehow to know that you will always find people to look after you. I don’t know why they should, I don’t know why they should.” And then he added, after a pause, looking at her a little sadly: “You will never love nor be loved passionately, but you have a face that will seem to many, the first time they see you, like the face of an old and dear friend.”


  Sometimes, when he felt a little better, the sick man would come downstairs, and at times he would walk about in the garden, stooping under his great-coat and leaning upon his stick. One very bright day in early February he seemed better than he had been since his illness had come upon him, and as he stood at the window looking at the white road shining under the pale sun, he said suddenly: “I feel quite well to-day, I shall go for a little walk.” His eyes were bright, there was a slight flush on his cheek, and he seemed to move a little more easily than usual. “Lucy,” he said, “I think I should like some claret with my supper to-night, like old times. You must go into the town, and get me some: I suppose there is none in the house.” Lucy took the money gladly, for she thought: he is beginning to be better. “Get it from Allen’s,” he called after her, as she went to put on her hat and jacket; “it won’t take so very much longer to go there and back, and it will be better ·60· there.” When she came downstairs, her aunt was helping him to put on his coat. “Don’t wait for me,” he said, smiling, and tapping her cheek with his thin, chilly fingers; “I shall have to walk slowly.” She went out, and turning, as she came to the bend in the road, saw him come out of the gate, leaning on his stick, and begin to walk slowly along in the middle of the road. He did not look up, and she hurried on.


  It was the last time she ever saw him. The house, when she returned to it, after her journey into town, had an air of ominous quiet, and she saw with surprise that her father’s hat and coat were lying in a heap across the chair in the hall, instead of hanging neatly upon the hat-pegs. As she closed the door behind her, she heard the bedroom-door opened, and her aunt came quickly downstairs with a strange look on her face. She began to tremble, she knew not why, and mechanically she put the bottle of wine on the floor by the side of the chair; and her aunt, though she would always have everything put in its proper place, did not seem to notice it; but took her into the sitting-room, and said: “There has been an accident; no, you must not go upstairs;” and she said to herself, seeming to hear her own words at the back of her brain, where there was a dull ache that was like the coming-to of one who has been stunned: “He is dead, he is dead.” She felt that her aunt was shaking her, and wondered why she shook her, and why everything looked so dim, and her aunt’s face seemed to be fading away from her, and she caught at her; and then she heard her aunt say (she could hear her quite well now), “I thought you were going to faint: I’ll have no fainting, if you please; I must go up to him again.” So he was not dead, after all; and she listened, with a relief which was almost joy, while her aunt told her rapidly what had happened: how the mail-cart had turned a corner at full speed, just as he was walking along the road, more tired than he had thought, and he had not had the strength to pull himself out of the way in time, and had been knocked down, and the wheel had just missed him, but he had been terribly shaken, and one of the horse’s hoofs had struck him on the face. They hoped it was nothing serious; he seemed to feel little pain; but he had said: “Don’t let Lucy come in; she mustn’t see me like this.”


  Lucy had been so used to obey her father, his commands had always been so capricious, that she obeyed now without a murmur. She understood him; the fastidiousness which was part of his affection, and which made him refuse to be seen, by those he loved, under a disfigurement which time would probably heal, was one of the things for which she loved him, for it was part of her pride in him.


  ·61· The doctor had come and gone; he had been very serious, she had seen his grave face, and had overheard one or two of his words to her aunt; she had heard him say: “Of course, it is a question of time.” Night came on, and she sat in the unlighted room alone, and looking into the fire, in which the last dreams of her childhood seemed to flicker in little wavering tongues of flame, which throbbed, and went out, one after another, in smoke or ashes. She cried a little, quietly, and did not wipe away the tears; but sat on, looking into the fire, and thinking. She was crying when her aunt came downstairs, and told her that she must go to bed: he was resting quietly, and they hoped he would be better in the morning.


  She slept heavily, without dreams; and the hour seemed to her late when she awoke in the morning. It was Linda, not her aunt, who came into the room, and took her in her arms, and cried over her, and did not need to tell her that she had no father. He had died suddenly in his sleep, and just before he turned over on his side for that last rest, he had said to her (she thought, drowsily): “I am very tired; if anything happens, cover my face.” When Lucy crept into the room, on tip-toe, his face was covered. It was a white, shrouded thing that lay there, not her father. The terror of the dead seized hold upon her, and she shrieked, and Linda caught her up in her arms, and carried her back to her room, and soothed her, as if she had been a little, wailing child.


  At the funeral she saw, for the first time, her father’s relatives, the rich relatives who had cast him off; and she hated them for being there, for speaking to her kindly, for offering to look after her. She was rude to them, and she wished to be rude. “My father would never touch your money,” she said, “and I am sure he wouldn’t like me to, and I don’t want it. I don’t want to have anything to do with you.” She clung to the severe aunt who had been good to her father; and she tried to smile on her other uncle and aunt, and on her cousin, who was not many years older than she was: he had seemed to her so kind, and so ready to be her friend. “I will go with my aunt,” she said. The rich relatives acquiesced, not unwillingly. They did not linger in the desolate house, where this unreasonable child, as they thought her, stood away from them on the other side of the room. She seemed to herself to be doing the right thing, and what her father would have wished; and she saw them go with relief, not giving a thought to the future, only knowing that she had buried her childhood, on that day of the funeral, in the grave with her father.
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  HÉRODIADE


  (From the French of Stéphane Mallarmé.)


  
    Hérodiade.


    [image: T]O mine own self I am a wilderness.


    You know it, amethyst gardens numberless


    Enfolded in the flaming, subtle deep,


    Strange gold, that through the red earth’s heavy sleep


    Has cherished ancient brightness like a dream,


    Stones whence mine eyes, pure jewels, have their gleam


    Of icy and melodious radiance, you,


    Metals, which into my young tresses drew


    A fatal splendour and their manifold grace!


    Thou, woman, born into these evil days


    Disastrous to the cavern sibylline,


    Who speakest, prophesying not of one divine,


    But of a mortal, if from that close sheath,


    My robes, rustle the wild enchanted breath


    In the white quiver of my nakedness,


    If the warm air of summer, O prophetess,


    (And woman’s body obeys that ancient claim)


    Behold me in my shivering starry shame,


    I die!


    The horror of my virginity


    Delights me, and I would envelope me


    In the terror of my tresses, that, by night,


    Inviolate reptile, I might feel the white


    And glimmering radiance of thy frozen fire,


    Thou that art chaste and diest of desire,


    White night of ice and of the cruel snow!

  


  
    Eternal sister, thy lone sister, lo


    My dreams uplifted before thee! now, apart


    ·68· So rare a crystal is my dreaming heart


    I live in a monotonous land alone,


    And all about me lives but in mine own


    Image, the idolatrous mirror of my pride,


    Mirrowing this Hérodiade diamond-eyed.


    I am indeed alone, O charm and curse!

  


  
    Nurse.


    O lady, would you die then?

  


  
    Hérodiade.


    No, poor nurse,


    Be calm, and leave me; prithee, pardon me,


    But, ere thou go, close to the casement; see


    How the seraphical blue in the dim glass smiles,


    But I abhor the blue of the sky!


    Yet, miles


    On miles of rocking waves! Know’st not a land


    Where, in the pestilent sky, men see the hand


    Of Venus, and her shadow in dark leaves?


    Thither I go.


    Light thou the wax that grieves


    In the swift flame, and sheds an alien tear


    Over the vain gold; wilt not say in mere


    Childishness?

  


  
    Nurse.


    Now?

  


  
    Hérodiade.


    Farewell.


    You lie, O flower


    Of these chill lips!


    I wait the unknown hour,


    Or, deaf to your crying and that hour supreme,


    Utter the lamentation of the dream


    Of childhood seeing fall apart in sighs


    The icy chaplet of its reveries.

  


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  Count Valmont


  From “Les Liaisons Dangereuses.”


  by

  Aubrey Beardsley


  {·  ·}
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  THE ISLES OF ARAN


  [image: F]OR two hours and a half the fishing-boat had been running before the wind, as a greyhound runs, in long leaps; and when I set foot on shore at Ballyvaughan, and found myself in the little, neat hotel, and waited for tea in the room with the worn piano, the album of manuscript verses, and the many photographs of the young girl who had written them, first as she stands holding a violin, and then, after she has taken vows, in the white habit of the Dominican order; I seemed to have stepped out of some strange, half magical, almost real dream, through which I had been consciously moving on the other side of that gray, disturbed sea, upon those gray and peaceful islands in the Atlantic. And all that evening, as we drove for hours along the Clare coast, and inland into Galway, under a sunset of gold fire and white spray, until we reached the battlemented towers of Tillyra Castle, I had the same curious sensation of having been dreaming; and I could but vaguely remember the dream, in which I was still, however, absorbed. We passed, I believe, a fine slope of gray mountains, a ruined abbey, many castle ruins; we talked of Parnell, of the county families, of mysticism, the analogy of that old Biblical distinction of body, soul, and spirit with the symbolical realities of the lamp, the wick, and the flame; and all the time I was obsessed by the vague, persistent remembrance of those vanishing islands, which wavered somewhere in the depths of my consciousness. When I awoke next morning the dream had resolved itself into definite shape, and I remembered every detail of those last three days, during which I had been so far from civilization, so much further out of the world than I had ever been before.


  It was on the morning of Wednesday, the 5th of August, 1896, that a party of four, of whom I alone was not an Irishman, got into Tom Joyce’s hooker at Cashla Bay, on the coast of Galway, and set sail for the largest of the three islands of Aran, Inishmore by name, that is, Large Island. The hooker, a half-decked, cutter-rigged fishing-boat of seventeen tons, had come over for us from Aran, and we set out with a light breeze, which presently ·74· dropped, and left us almost becalmed, under a very hot sun, for nearly an hour, where we were passed by a white butterfly that was making straight for the open sea. We were nearly four hours in crossing, and we had time to read all that needed reading of “Grania,” Miss Emily Lawless’s novel, which is supposed to be the classic of the islands; and to study our maps, and to catch one mackerel. But I found most to my mind this passage from Roderic O’Flaherty’s “Chorographical Description of West or H-Iar Connaught,” which in its quaint, minute seventeenth-century prose, told me more about what I was going to see than everything else that I read then or after on the subject of these islands. “The soile,” he tells us, “is almost paved over with stones, soe as, in some places, nothing is to be seen but large stones with wide openings between them, where cattle break their legs. Scarce any other stones there but limestones, and marble fit for tombstones, chymney mantle trees, and high crosses. Among these stones is very sweet pasture, so that beefe, veal, mutton are better and earlyer in season here, then elsewhere; and of late there is plenty of cheese, and tillage mucking, and corn is the same with the sea side tract. In some places the plow goes. On the shore grows samphire in plenty, ring-root or sea-holy, and sea-cabbage. Here are Cornish choughs, with red legs and bills. Here are ayries of hawkes, and birds which never fly but over the sea; and, therefore, are used to be eaten on fasting days: to catch which, people goe down, with ropes tyed about them, into the caves of cliffts by night, and with a candle light kill abundance of them. Here are severall wells and pooles, yet in extraordinary dry weather, people must turn their cattell out of the islands, and the corn failes. They have noe fuell but cow-dung dryed with the sun, unless they bring turf in from the western continent. They have Cloghans, a kind of building of stones layd one upon another, which are brought to a roof without any manner of mortar to cement them, some of which cabins will hold forty men on their floor; so antient that nobody knows how long ago any of them was made. Scarcity of wood and store of fit stones, without peradventure found out the first invention.” Reading of such things as these, and of how St. Albeus, Bishop of Imly, had said, “Great is that island, and it is the land of saints; for no man knows how many saints are buried there, but God alone;” and of an old saying: “Athenry was, Galway is, Aran shall be the best of the three;” we grew, after a while, impatient of delay. A good breeze sprang up at last, and as I stood in the bow, leaning against the mast, I felt the one quite perfectly satisfying sensation of movement: to race through steady water before a stiff sail, on which the reefing cords are tapping, in rhythm to those nine ·75· notes of the sailors’ chorus in “Tristan,” which always ring in my ears when I am on the sea, for they have in them all the exultation of all life that moves upon the waters.


  The butterfly, I hope, had reached land before us; but only a few sea-birds came out to welcome us as we drew near Inishmore, the Large Island, which is nine miles long, and a mile and a half broad. I gazed at the long line of the island, growing more distinct every moment; first a gray outline, flat at the sea’s edge, and rising up beyond in irregular, rocky hills, terrace above terrace; then, against this gray outline, white houses began to detach themselves, the sharp line of the pier cutting into the curve of the harbour; and then, at last, the figures of men and women moving across the land. Nothing is more mysterious, more disquieting, than one’s first glimpse of an island; and all I had heard of these islands, of their peace in the heart of the storm, was not a little mysterious and disquieting. I knew that they contained the oldest ruins, and that their life of the present was the most primitive life, of any part of Ireland; I knew that they were rarely visited by the tourist, almost never by any but the local tourist; that they were difficult to reach, sometimes more difficult to leave; for the uncertainty of weather in that uncertain region of the Atlantic had been known to detain some of the rare travellers there for days, was it not for weeks? Here one was absolutely at the mercy of the elements, which might at any moment become unfriendly, which, indeed, one seemed to have but apprehended in a pause of their eternal enmity. And we seemed also to be venturing among an unknown people, who, even if they spoke our own language, were further away from us, more foreign, than people who spoke an unknown language, and lived beyond other seas.


  As we walked along the pier towards the three whitewashed cottages which form the Atlantic Hotel, at which we were to stay, a strange being sprang towards us, with a curiously beast-like stealthiness and animation; it was a crazy man, bare-footed and blear-eyed, who held out his hand, and sang out at us in a high, chanting voice, and in what sounded rather a tone of command than of entreaty: “Give me a penny, sir! Give me a penny, sir!” We dropped something into his hat, and he went away over the rocks, laughing loudly to himself, and repeating some words that he had heard us say. We passed a few fishermen and some bare-footed children, who looked at us curiously, but without moving, and were met at the door of the middle cottage by a little, fat, old woman with a round body and a round face, wearing a white cap tied over her ears. The Atlantic Hotel is a very primitive hotel; ·76· it had last been slept in by some priests from the mainland, who had come on their holiday, with bicycles; and, before that, by a German philologist, who was learning Irish. The kitchen, which is also the old landlady’s bedroom, presents a medley of pots and pans and petticoats, as you pass its open door and climb the little staircase, diverging oddly on either side after the first five or six steps, and leading on the right to a large dining-room, where the table lounges on an inadequate number of legs, and the chairs bow over when you lean back on them. I have slept more luxuriously, but not more soundly, than in the little, musty bedroom on the other side of the stairs, with its half-made bed, its bare and unswept floor, its tiny window, of which only the lower half could be opened, and this, when open, had to be supported by a wooden catch from outside. Going to sleep in that little, uncomfortable room, was a delight in itself; for the starry water outside, which one could see through that narrow slit of window, seemed to flow softly about one in waves of delicate sleep.


  When we had had a hasty meal, and had got a little used to our hotel, and had realized, as well as we could, where we were, at the lower end of the village of Kilronan, which stretches up the hill to the north-west, on either side of the main road, we set out in the opposite direction, finding many guides by the way, who increased in number as we went on, through the smaller village of Kileaney, up to the south-eastern hill, on which are a holy well, its thorn-tree hung with votive ribbons, and the ruins of several churches, among them the church of St. Enda, the patron saint of the island. At first we were able to walk along a very tolerable road, then we branched off upon a little strip of gray sand, piled in mounds as high as if it had been drifted snow, and from that, turning a little inland, we came upon the road again, which began to get stonier as we neared the village. Our principal guide, an elderly man with long thick curls of flaxen hair, and a seaman’s beard, shaved away from the chin, talked fairly good English, with a strong accent, and he told us of the poverty of the people, the heavy rents they have to pay for soil on which no grass grows, and the difficult living they make out of their fishing, and their little tillage, and the cattle which they take over in boats to the fairs at Galway, throwing them into the sea when they get near land, and leaving them to swim ashore. He was dressed, as are almost all the peasants of Aran, in clothes woven and made on the island; loose, rough, woollen things, of drab, or dark blue, or gray, sometimes charming in colour; he had a flannel shirt, a kind of waistcoat with sleeves, very loose and shapeless trousers, worn without braces; an old and discoloured slouch hat on his head, and on his feet the usual pampooties, slippers of undressed hide, drawn together and stitched into ·77· shape, with pointed toes, and a cord across the instep. The village to which we had come was a cluster of whitewashed cabins, a little better built than those I had seen in Galway, with the brown thatch fastened down with ropes, drawn cross-wise over the roof, and tied to wooden pegs driven into the wall, for protection against the storms blowing in from the Atlantic. They had the usual two doors, facing each other at front and back, the windier of the two being kept closed in rough weather; and the doors were divided in half by the usual hatch. As we passed, a dark head would appear at the upper half of the door, and a dull glow of red would rise out of the shadow. The women of Aran almost all dress in red, the petticoat very heavily woven, the crossed shawl or bodice of a thinner texture of wool. Those whom we met on the roads wore thicker shawls over their heads, and they would sometimes draw the shawls closer about them, as women in the East draw their veils closer about their faces. As they came out to their doors to see us pass, I noticed in their manner a certain mingling of curiosity and shyness; an interest which was never quite eager. Some of the men came out, and quietly followed us as we were led along a twisting way between the cabins; and the children, boys and girls, in a varying band of from twenty to thirty, ran about our heels, stopping whenever we stopped, and staring at us with calm wonder. They were very inquisitive, but, unlike English villagers in remote places, perfectly polite; and neither resented our coming among them, nor jeered at us for being foreign to their fashions.


  The people of Aran (they are about 3,000 in all), as I then saw them for the first time, and as I saw them during the few days of my visit, seemed to me a simple, dignified, self-sufficient, sturdily primitive people, to whom Browning’s phrase of “gentle islanders” might well be applied. They could be fierce, on occasion, as I knew: for I remembered the story of their refusal to pay the county cess, and how, when the cess-collector had come over to take his dues by force, they had assembled on the sea-shore with sticks and stones, and would not allow him even to land. But they had, for the most part, mild faces, of the long Irish type, often regular in feature, but with loose and drooping mouths and discoloured teeth. Most had blue eyes, the men, oftener than the women, having fair hair. They held themselves erect, and walked nimbly, with a peculiar step, due to the rocky ways they have generally to walk on; few of them, I noticed, had large hands or feet; and all, without exception, were thin, as indeed the Irish peasant almost invariably is. The women, too, for the most part, were thin, and had the same long faces, often regular, with straight eyebrows and steady eyes, not readily changing expression; ·78· they hold themselves well, a little like men, whom, indeed, they somewhat resemble in figure. As I saw them, leaning motionless against their doors, walking with their deliberateness of step along the roads, with eyes in which there was no wonder, none of the fever of the senses; placid animals, on whom emotion has never worked, in any vivid or passionate way; I seemed to see all the pathetic contentment of those narrow lives, in which day follows day with the monotony of wave lapping on wave. I observed one young girl of twelve or thirteen, who had something of the ardency of beauty, and a few shy, impressive faces, the hair drawn back smoothly from the middle parting, appearing suddenly behind doors or over walls; almost all, even the very old women, had nobility of gesture and attitude; but in the more personal expression of faces there was for the most part but a certain quietude, seeming to reflect the gray hush, the bleak grayness, of this land of endless stone and endless sea.


  When we had got through the village, and begun to climb the hill, we were still followed, and we were followed for all the rest of the way, by about fifteen youngsters, all, except one, bare-footed, and two, though boys, wearing petticoats, as the Irish peasant children not unfrequently do, for economy, when they are young enough not to resent it. Our guide, the elderly man with the flaxen curls, led us first to the fort set up by the soldiers of Cromwell, who, coming over to keep down the Catholic rebels, ended by turning Catholic, and marrying and settling among the native people; then to Teglach Enda, a ruined church of very early masonry, made of large blocks set together with but little cement: the church of St. Enda, who came to Aran in about the year 480, and fifty-eight years later laid his bones in the cemetery which was to hold the graves of not less than a hundred and twenty saints. On our way inland to Teampull Benen, the remains of an early oratory, surrounded by cloghauns, or stone dwellings made of heaped stones, which, centuries ago, had been the cells of monks, we came upon the large puffing-hole, a great gap in the earth, going down by steps of rocks to the sea, which in stormy weather dashes foam to the height of its sixty feet, reminding me of the sounding hollows on the coast of Cornwall. The road here, as on almost the whole of the island, was through stone-walled fields of stone. Grass, or any soil, was but a rare interval between a broken and distracted outstretch of gray rock, lying in large flat slabs, in boulders of every size and shape, and in innumerable stones, wedged in the ground, or lying loose upon it, round, pointed, rough, and polished; an unending grayness, cut into squares by the walls of carefully-heaped stones, which we climbed with great insecurity, for the stones were kept ·77· in place by no more than the more or less skilful accident of their adjustment, and would turn under our feet or over in our hands as we climbed them. Occasionally a little space of pasture had been cleared, or a little artificial soil laid down, and a cow browsed on the short grass. Ferns, and occasionally maiden-hair, grew in the fissures splintered between the rocks; and I saw mallow, stone-crop, the pale blue wind-flower, the white campian, many nettles, ivy, and a few bushes. In this part of the island there were no trees, which were to be found chiefly on the north-western side, in a few small clusters about some of the better houses, and almost wholly of alder and willow. As we came to the sheer edge of the sea, and saw the Atlantic, and knew that there was nothing but the Atlantic between this last shivering remnant of Europe and the far-off continent of America, it was with no feeling of surprise that we heard from the old man who led us, that, no later than two years ago, an old woman of those parts had seen, somewhere on this side of the horizon, the blessed island of Tir-nan-Ogue, the island of immortal youth, which is held by the Irish peasants to lie somewhere in that mysterious region of the sea.


  We loitered on the cliffs for some time, leaning over them, and looking into the magic mirror that glittered there like a crystal, and with all the soft depth of a crystal in it, hesitating on the veiled threshold of visions. Since I have seen Aran and Sligo, I have never wondered that the Irish peasant still sees fairies about his path, and that the boundaries of what we call the real, and of what is for us the unseen, are vague to him. The sea on those coasts is not like the sea as I know it on any other coast; it has in it more of the twilight. And the sky seems to come down more softly, with more stealthy step, more illusive wings; and the land to come forward with a more hesitating and gradual approach; and land, and sea, and sky to mingle more absolutely than on any other coast. I have never realized less the slipping of sand through the hour-glass; I have never seemed to see with so remote an impartiality, as in the presence of brief and yet eternal things, the troubling and insignificant accidents of life. I have never believed less in the reality of the visible world, in the importance of all we are most serious about. One seems to wash off the dust of cities, the dust of beliefs, the dust of incredulities.


  It was nearly seven o’clock when we got back to Kilronan, and after dinner we sat for awhile talking, and looking out through the little windows at the night. But I could not stay indoors in this new, marvellous place; and, persuading one of my friends to come with me, I walked up through Kilronan, which I found to be a far more solid and populous village than the one we had seen; and coming out on the high ground beyond the houses, we saw the end ·80· of a pale green sunset. Getting back to our hotel, we found the others still talking; but I could not stay indoors, and after a while went out by myself to the end of the pier in the darkness, and lay there looking into the water, and into the fishing-boats lying close up against the land, where there were red lights moving, and the shadows of men, and the sound of deep-throated Irish.


  I remember no dreams that night, but I was told that I had talked in my sleep; and I was willing to believe it. In the morning, not too early, we set out on an outside car (that rocking and most comfortable vehicle, which I prefer to everything but a gondola) for the Seven Churches and Dun Ængus, along the only beaten road in the island. The weather, as we started, was gray and misty, threatening rain; and we could but just see the base-line of the Clare mountains, across the gray and discoloured waters of the bay. At the Seven Churches we were joined by a peasant, who diligently showed us the ruined walls of Teampull Brecan, with its slab inscribed, in Gaelic, with the words, “Pray for the two canons;” the stone of the “VII Romani;” St. Brecan’s headstone, carved with Gaelic letters; the carved cross and the headstone of St. Brecan’s bed. More peasants joined us, and some children, who fixed on us their usual placid and tolerant gaze, in which curiosity contended with an indolent air of contentment. In all these people I noticed the same discreet manners that had already pleased me; and once, as we were sitting on a tombstone, in the interior of one of the churches, eating the sandwiches that we had brought for luncheon, a man, who had entered the doorway, drew back instantly, seeing us taking a meal.


  The Seven Churches are rooted in long grass, spreading in billowy mounds, intertwisted here and there with brambles; but when we set out for the circular fort of Dun Onaght, which lies on the other side of the road, at no great distance up the hill, we were once more in the land of rocks; and it was through a boreen, or lane, entirely paved with loose and rattling stones, that we made our way up the ascent. At the top of the hill we found ourselves outside such a building as I had never seen before: an ancient fort, 90 feet in diameter, and on the exterior 16 feet high, made of stones placed one upon another, without mortar, in the form of two walls, set together in layers, the inner wall lower than the outer, so as to form a species of gallery, to which stone steps led at intervals. No sooner had we got inside than the rain began to fall in torrents, and it was through a blinding downpour that we hurried back to the car, scarcely stopping to notice a Druid altar that stood not far out of our way. As we drove along, the rain ceased suddenly; the wet cloud that had been steaming over the faint and chill sea, as if desolated with winter, ·81· vanished in sunshine, caught up into a glory; and the water, transfigured by so instant a magic, was at once changed from a gray wilderness of shivering mist into a warm, and flashing, and intense blueness, which gathered ardency of colour, until the whole bay burned with blue fire. The clouds had been swept behind us, and on the other side of the water, for the whole length of the horizon, the beautiful, softly curving Connemara mountains stood out against the sky as if lit by some interior illumination, blue and pearl-gray and gray-rose. Along the shore-line a trail of faint cloud drifted from kelp-fire to kelp-fire, like altar-smoke drifting into altar-smoke; and that mysterious mist floated into the lower hollows of the hills, softening their outlines and colours with a vague and fluttering and luminous veil of brightness.


  It was about four in the afternoon when we came to the village of Kilmurvey, upon the sea-shore, and, leaving our car, began to climb the hill leading to Dun Ængus. Passing two outer ramparts, now much broken, one of them seeming to end suddenly in the midst of a chevaux de frise of pillar-like stones thrust endways into the earth, we entered the central fort by a lintelled doorway, set in the side of a stone wall of the same Cyclopean architecture as Dun Onaght, 18 feet high on the outside, and with two adhering inner walls, each lower in height, 12 feet 9 inches in thickness. This fort is 150 feet north and south, and 140 feet east and west; and on the east side the circular wall ends suddenly on the very edge of a cliff going down 300 feet to the sea. It is supposed that the circle was once complete, and that the wall and the solid ground itself, which is here of bare rock, were slowly eaten away by the gnawing of centuries of waves, which have been at their task since some hundreds of years before the birth of Christ, when we know not what king, ruling over the races called “the servile,” entrenched himself on that impregnable height. The Atlantic lies endlessly out towards the sunrise, beating, on the south, upon the brown and towering rock of the cliffs of Moher, rising up nearly a sheer thousand of feet. The whole gray and desolate island, flowering into barren stone, stretches out on the other side, where the circle of the water washes from Galway Bay into the Atlantic. Looking out over all that emptiness of sea, one imagines the long-oared galleys of the ravaging kings who had lived there, some hundreds of years before the birth of Christ; and the emptiness of the fortress filled with long-haired warriors, coming back from the galleys with captured slaves, and cattle, and the spoil of citadels. We know from the Bardic writers that a civilization, similar to that of the Homeric poems, lived on in Ireland almost to the time of the coming of St. Patrick; and it was something also of the sensation of Homer—the walls ·82· of Troy, the heroes, and that “face that launched a thousand ships”—which came to me as we stood upon these unconquerable walls, to which a generation of men had been as a moth’s flight, and a hundred years as a generation of men.


  Coming back from Dun Ængus, one of our party insisted on walking; and we had not been long indoors when he came in with a singular person whom he had picked up on the way, a professional story-teller, who had for three weeks been teaching Irish to the German philologist who had preceded us on the island. He was half blind, and of wild appearance; a small and hairy man, all gesture, and as if set on springs, who spoke somewhat broken English in a roar. He lamented that we could understand no Irish, but, even in English, he had many things to tell, most of which he gave as but “talk,” making it very clear that we were not to suppose him to vouch for them. His own family, he told us, was said to be descended from the roons, or seals; but that, certainly, was “talk;” and a witch had, only nine months back, been driven out of the island by the priest; and there were many who said they had seen fairies, but for his part he had never seen them. But with this he began to swear on the name of God and the saints, rising from his chair, and lifting up his hands, that what he was going to tell us was the truth; and then he told how a man had once come into his house, and admired his young child, who was lying there in his bed, and had not said “God bless you!” (without which to admire is to envy, and to bring under the power of the fairies), and that night, and for many following nights, he had wakened and heard a sound of fighting, and one night had lit a candle, but to no avail, and another night had gathered up the blanket and tried to fling it over the head of whoever might be there, but had caught no one; only in the morning, going to a box in which fish were kept, he had found blood in the box; and at this he rose again, and again swore on the name of God and the saints that he was telling us only the truth; and true it was that the child had died; and as for the man who had ill-wished him, “I could point him out any day,” he said fiercely. And then, with many other stories of the doings of fairies, and priests (for he was very religious), and of the “Dane” who had come to the island to learn Irish (“and he knew all the languages, the Proosy, and the Roosy, and the Span, and the Grig”), he told us how Satan, being led by pride to equal himself with God, looked into the glass in which God only should look; and when Satan looked into the glass, “Hell was made in a minute.”


  Next morning we were to leave early, and at nine o’clock we were rowed out to the hooker, which lifted sail in a good breeze, and upon a somewhat ·83· pitching sea, for the second island, Inishmaan, that is, the Middle Island, which is three miles long, and a mile and a half broad. We came within easy distance of the shore, after about half an hour’s quick sailing, and a curragh came out to us, rowed by two islanders; but, finding the sea very rough in Gregory Sound, we took them on board, and, towing the boat after us, went about to the Foul Sound, on the southern side of the island, where the sea was much calmer. Here we got into the curragh, sitting motionless, for fear a slight movement on the part of any of us should upset it. The curragh is simply the coracle of the ancient Britons, made of wooden laths covered with canvas, and tarred on the outside, bent into the shape of a round-bottomed boat with a raised and pointed prow, and so light, that, when on shore, two men can carry it reversed on their heads, like an immense hat or umbrella. As the curragh touched the shore, some of the islanders, who had assembled at the edge of the sea, came into the water to meet us, and took hold of the boat, and lifted the prow of it upon land, and said, “You are welcome, you are welcome!” One of them came with us, a nimble peasant of about forty, who led the way up the terraced side of the hill, on which there was a little grass, near the sea-shore, and then scarce anything but slabs and boulders of stone, to a little ruined oratory, almost filled with an alder-tree, the only tree I saw on the island. All around it were grave-stones, half-defaced by the weather, but carved with curious armorial bearings, as it seemed, representing the sun and moon and stars about a cross formed of the Christian monogram. Among the graves were lying huge beams, that had been flung up the hillside from some wrecked vessel, in one of the storms that beat upon the island. Going on a little further, we came to the ancient stone fort of Dun Moher, an inclosure slightly larger than Dun Onaght, but smaller than Dun Ængus; and coming down on the other side, by some stone steps, we made our way, along a very rocky boreen, towards the village that twisted upon a brown zig-zag around the slope of the hill.


  In the village we were joined by some more men and children; and a number of women, wearing the same red clothes that we had seen on the larger island, and looking at us with perhaps scarcely so shy a curiosity (for they were almost too unused to strangers to have adopted a manner of shyness), came out to their doors, and looked up at us out of the darkness of many interiors, from where they sat on the ground knitting or carding wool. We passed the chapel, a very modern-looking building, made out of an ancient church; and turned in for a moment to the cottage where the priest sleeps when he comes over from Inishmore on Saturday night, to say early mass on ·84· Sunday morning, before going on to Inisheer for the second mass. We saw his little white room, very quaint and neat; and the woman of the house, speaking only Irish, motioned to us to sit down, and could hardly be prevented from laying out plates and glasses for us upon the table. As we got a little through the more populous part of the village, we saw ahead of us, down a broad lane, a very handsome girl, holding the end of a long ribbon, decorated with a green bough, across the road. Other girls, and some older women, were standing by, and, when we came up, the handsome girl, with the low forehead and the sombre blue eyes, cried out, laughingly, in her scanty English, “Cash, cash!” We paid toll, as the custom is, and got her blessing; and went on our way, leaving the path, and climbing many stone walls, until we came to the great fort of Dun Conor on the hill, the largest of the ancient forts of Aran.


  Dun Conor is 227 feet north and south, and 115 feet east and west, with walls in three sections, 20 feet high on the outside, and 18 feet 7 inches thick. We climbed to the top and walked around the wall, where the wind blowing in from the sea beat so hard upon us that we could scarcely keep our footing. From this height we could see all over the island lying out beneath us, gray, and broken into squares by the walled fields; the brown thatch of the village, the smoke coming up from the chimneys, here and there a red shawl or skirt, the gray sand by the sea, and the gray sea all round. As we stood on the wall many peasants came slowly about us, climbing up on all sides, and some stood together just inside the entrance, and two or three girls sat down on the other side of the arena, knitting. Presently an old man, scarcely leaning on the stick which he carried in his hand, came towards us, and began slowly to climb the steps. “It is my father,” said one of the men; “he is the oldest man on the island; he was born in eighteen hundred and twelve.” The old man climbed slowly up to where we stood; a mild old man, with a pale face, carefully shaved, and a firm mouth, who spoke the best English that we had heard there. “If any gentleman has committed a crime,” said the oldest man on the island, “we’ll hide him. There was a man killed his father, and he came over here, and we hid him for two months, and he got away safe to America.”


  As we came down from the fort, the old man came with us, and I and another, walking ahead, lingered for some time with the old man by a stone stile. “Have you ever seen the fairies?” said my friend, and a quaint smile flickered over the old man’s face, and with many Ohs! and grave gestures he told us that he had never seen them, but that he had heard them crying in the fort by night; and one night, as he was going along with his dog, just at the spot where we were then standing, the dog had suddenly rushed at something ·85· or someone, and had rushed round and round him, but he could see nothing, though it was bright moonlight, and so light that he could have seen a rat; and he had followed across several fields, and again the dog had rushed at the thing, and had seemed to be beaten off, and had come back covered with sweat, and panting, but he could see nothing. And there was a man once, he knew the man, and could point him out, who had been out in his boat (and he motioned with his stick to a certain spot on the water), and a sea-fairy had seized hold of his boat, and tried to come into it; but he had gone quickly on shore, and the thing, which looked like a man, had turned back into the sea. And there had been a man once on the island who used to talk with the fairies; and you could hear him going along the roads by night, swearing, and talking with the fairies. “And have you ever heard,” said my friend, “of the seals, the roons, turning into men?” “And indeed,” said the oldest man on the island, smiling, “I’m a roon, for I’m one of the family they say comes from the roons.” “And have you ever heard,” said my friend, “of men going back into the sea, and turning roons again?” “I never heard that,” said the oldest man on the island, reflectively, seeming to ponder over the probability of the occurrence; “no,” he repeated, after a pause, “I never heard that.”


  We came back to the village by the road we had come, and passed again the handsome girl who had taken toll; she was sitting by the roadside, knitting, and looked at us sidelong, as we passed, with an almost imperceptible smile in her eyes. We wandered for some time a little vaguely, the amiability of the islanders leading them to bring us in search of various ruins which we imagined to exist, and which they did not like to tell us were not in existence. I found the people on this island even more charming, because a little simpler, more untouched by civilization, than those on the larger island. They were of necessity a little lonelier, for if few people come to Inishmore, how many have ever spent a night on Inishmaan? Inishmore has its hotel, but there is no hotel on Inishmaan; there is indeed one public-house, but there is not even a policeman, so sober, so law-abiding, are these islanders. It is true that I succeeded, with some difficulty, and under cover of some mystery, in securing, what I had long wished to taste, a bottle of poteen, or illicit whisky. But the brewing of poteen is, after all, almost romantic in its way, with that queer, sophistical romance of the contraband. That was not the romance I associated with this most peaceful of islands, as we walked along the sand on the sea-shore, passing the kelp-burners, who were collecting long brown trails of sea-weed. More than anything I had ever seen, this sea-shore gave me the sensation of the mystery and the calm of all the islands one has ever ·86· dreamed of, all the fortunate islands that have ever been saved out of the disturbing sea; this delicate pearl-gray sand, the deeper gray of the stones, the more luminous gray of the water, and so consoling an air as of immortal twilight, and the peace of its dreams.


  I had been in no haste to leave Inishmore, but I was still more loth to leave Inishmaan; and I think that it was with reluctance on the part of all of us that we made our way to the curragh, which was waiting for us in the water. The islanders waved their caps, and called many good blessings after us, as we were rowed back to the hooker, which again lifted sail, and set out for the third and smallest island, Inisheer, that is, the South Island.


  We set out confidently, but when we had got out of shelter of the shore, the hooker began to rise and fall with some violence; and by the time we had come within landing distance of Inisheer, the waves were dashing upon us with so great an energy that it was impossible to drop anchor, and our skipper advised us not to try to get to land. A curragh set out from shore, and came some way towards us, riding the waves. It might have been possible, I doubt not, to drop by good luck from the rolling side of the hooker into the pitching bottom of the curragh, and without capsizing the curragh; but the chances were against it. Tom Joyce, holding on to the ropes of the main-sail, and the most seaman-like of us, in the stern, shouted at each other above the sound of the wind. We were anxious to make for Ballyline, the port nearest to Listoonvarna, on the coast of Clare; but this Joyce declared to be impossible, in such a sea and with such a wind; and advised that we should make for Ballyvaughan, round Black Head Point, where we should find a safe harbour. It was now about a quarter past one, and we set out for Ballyvaughan with the wind fair behind us. The hooker rode well, and the waves but rarely came over the windward side, as she lay over towards her sail, taking leap after leap through the white-edged furrows of the gray water. For two hours and a half we skirted the Clare coast, which came to me, and disappeared from me, as the gunwale dipped; or rose on the leeward side. The islands were blotted out behind us long before we had turned the sheer corner of Black Head, the ultimate edge of Ireland; and at last we came round the headland into quieter water, and so, after a short time, into the little harbour of Ballyvaughan, where we set foot on land again, and drove for hours along the Clare coast and inland into Galway, under that sunset of gold fire and white spray, back to Tillyra Castle, where I felt the ground once more solid under my feet.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}


  “Et in Arcadia Ego”


  By

  Aubrey Beardsley.


  {·  ·}
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  A LITERARY CAUSERIE


  BY WAY OF EPILOGUE


  [image: I]T was in the autumn of last year, that, at the request of Mr. Smithers, I undertook to form and edit a new magazine. As this magazine was to contain not only literature but illustration, I immediately went to Mr. Beardsley, whom I looked upon as the most individual and expressive draughtsman of our time, and secured his cordial co-operation. I then got together some of the writers, especially the younger writers, whose work seemed to me most personal and accomplished; deliberately choosing them from as many “schools” as possible. Out of the immense quantity of unsolicited material which came to me, very little was of any value; a few manuscripts and drawings, however, I was able to make us of. I wish here to return thanks, most gratefully, to all those writers and artists who have helped me, with such invariable kindness, and with such invaluable assistance.


  Many things that I had hoped to do I have not done; I have done a few things that I did not intend to do. For these failures I blame partly myself, partly circumstances. It is not given to anyone in this world to achieve anything entirely to his satisfaction; or only to those who aim low. I aimed high.


  Yes, I admit it, all those intentions which were expressed in my first editorial note, and which the newspapers made so merry over, were precisely my intentions; and I have come as close to them as I could. It is a little difficult now to remember the horrified outcry—the outcry for no reason in the world but the human necessity of making a noise—with which we were first greeted. I look at those old press notices sometimes, in my publisher’s scrap-book, and then at the kindly and temperate notices which the same papers are giving us now; and I find the comparison very amusing. For we have not changed in the least; we have simply gone on our own way; and now that everyone is telling us that we have “come to stay,” that we are a “welcome addition,” etc., we are obliged to retire from existence, on account ·92· of the too meagre support of our friends. Our first mistake was in giving so much for so little money; our second, in abandoning a quarterly for a monthly issue. The action of Messrs. Smith and Son in refusing to place “The Savoy” on their bookstalls, on account of the reproduction of a drawing by Blake, was another misfortune. And then, worst of all, we assumed that there were very many people in the world who really cared for art, and really for art’s sake.


  The more I consider it, the more I realize that this is not the case. Comparatively very few people care for art at all, and most of these care for it because they mistake it for something else. A street-singer, with the remains of a beautiful voice, has just been assuring me that “if you care for art you don’t get rich.” No, it is for their faults that any really artistic productions become popular: art cannot appeal to the multitude. It is wise when it does not attempt to; when it goes contentedly along a narrow path, knowing, and caring only to know, in what direction it is moving.


  Well, we were unwise in hoping, for a moment, that the happy accident of popularity was going to befall us. It was never in my original scheme to allow for such an accident. I return to the discretion of first thoughts; after an experiment, certainly, which has been full of instruction, full also of entertainment, to ourselves. And so, in saying the last words in connection with “The Savoy,” which now ends its year’s existence, I have the pleasure to announce that in our next venture we are going to make no attempt to be popular. We shall make our appearance twice only in the year; our volumes will be larger in size, better produced, and they will cost more. In this way we shall be able to appeal to that limited public which cares for the things we care for; which cares for art, really for art’s sake. We shall hope for no big success; we shall be confident of enough support to enable us to go on doing what seems to us worth doing. And, relieved as we shall be from the hurry of monthly publication, we shall have the leisure to do what seems to us worth doing, more nearly as it seems to us it should be done.


  Arthur Symons.


  {·  ·}
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  MR. LEONARD SMITHERS’


  LIST OF PUBLICATIONS.

  


  WORKS BY ARTHUR SYMONS.

  


  AMORIS VICTIMA:


  A POEM.


  I. Amoris Victima.


  II. Amoris Exsul.


  III. Amor Triumphans.


  IV. Mundi Victima.


  [Ready on Jan. 21st, 1897. Price 6s. net.

  


  STUDIES IN TWO LITERATURES.


  I. Studies in the Elizabethan Drama (Shakespeare, Massinger, Day).


  II. Studies in Contemporary Literature (Christina Rossetti, William Morris, Walter Pater, Modernity in Verse, A Note on Zola’s Method).


  III. Notes and Impressions (Richard Jefferies, James Thomson, Thomas Gordon Hake, R. L. Stevenson, J. A. Symonds, Théophile Gautier, Théodore de Banville, Henry Murger, Benjamin Constant, Guy de Maupassant, Leconte de Lisle, Catulle Mendès, Anatole France, Huysmans as a Mystic).


  [Ready on February 5th, 1897. Price 6s. net.

  


  LONDON NIGHTS.


  Second Edition, Revised, with a new Preface. [In the press.


  (A few Large Paper copies of the First Edition remain. Price One Guinea each.)

  


  SILHOUETTES.


  Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Out of print.


  (A few Large Paper copies remain. Price One Guinea each.)

  


  In Preparation.


  THE DECADENT MOVEMENT IN LITERATURE.


  
    Introduction.


    Paul Verlaine.


    The Goncourts.


    J. K. Huysmans.


    Villiers de l’Isle-Adam.


    Maurice Maeterlinck.


    Conclusion.

  


  THE SAVOY.


  EDITED BY ARTHUR SYMONS.


  No. 1. JANUARY, 1896. 170 pages, 18 full-page Illustrations, and 5 Illustrations in the Text.


  No. 1 contains literary contributions by G. Bernard Shaw, Frederick Wedmore, Paul Verlaine, Max Beerbohm, Ernest Dowson, Aubrey Beardsley, Havelock Ellis, W. B. Yeats, Rudolf Dircks, Mathilde Blind, Joseph Pennell, Humphrey James, Selwyn Image, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by Charles H. Shannon, Charles Conder, Joseph Pennell, Louis Oury, W. Rothenstein, F. Sandys, J. McNeill Whistler, Max Beerbohm, Jacques E. Blanche, J. Lemmen, and Eleven Drawings by Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 4to, bound in pictorial cover, is. 6d. net.


  No. 2. APRIL, 1896. 202 pages, and 20 full-page Illustrations.


  No. 2 includes a story entitled “A Mere Man” (by a new writer) and literary contributions by Cesare Lombroso (“A Mad Saint”), Paul Verlaine (“My Visit to London”), Edmund Gosse, W. B. Yeats, Havelock Ellis (“Friedrich Nietzsche”), Frederick Wedmore, Selwyn Image, Ernest Dowson, John Gray, Vincent O’Sullivan, Leila Macdonald, Aubrey Beardsley, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by Joseph Pennell, C. H. Shannon, W. T. Horton, W. Rothenstein, Ph. Caresme, Albert Sterner, W. Sickert, J. Lemmen, Max Beerbohm, and Aubrey Beardsley. Printed at the Chiswick Press.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial cover, 2s. 6d. net.


  No. 3. JULY, 1896. 103 pages, and 9 full-page Illustrations.


  No. 3 contains a story, “Anthony Garstin’s Courtship,” by Hubert Crackanthorpe, the first of three articles on “William Blake and his Illustrations to the Divine Comedy,” by W. B. Yeats, with important unpublished drawings by Blake, the second of three articles on Friedrich Nietzsche by Havelock Ellis, and literary contributions by George Moore, Edward Carpenter, Ernest Dowson, R. Mathieu-Wierzbinski, Edgar Prestage, Aubrey Beardsley, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by William Blake, C. H. Shannon, Max Beerbohm, and Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial wrapper, 2s.


  No. 4. AUGUST, 1896. 94 pages, 9 full-page Illustrations, and 2 Illustrations in the Text.


  No. 4 contains the first part of a phantasy, “Beauty’s Hour,” by Mrs. Shakespear, the second article on William Blake (with 4 Illustrations) by W. B. Yeats, the third article on Nietzsche, by Havelock Ellis, and literary contributions by Emile Verhaeren (translated by Osman Edwards), Ernest Dowson, George Morley, Ford Maddox Hueffer, Lionel Johnson, Rudolf Dircks, and the Editor. The Illustrations include work by Blake, Joseph Pennell, T. R. Way, Charles Conder, W. T. Horton, and Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial wrapper, is.


  No. 5. SEPTEMBER, 1896. 92 pages, and 8 full-page Illustrations.


  No. 5 contains the conclusion of the phantasy, “Beauty’s Hour,” by Mrs. Shakespear, the third and concluding article on William Blake (with 3 Illustrations) by W. B. Yeats, and literary contributions by Theodore Wratislaw, Ernest Rhys, Sarojini Chattopâdhyây, Ernest Dowson, Gabriel Gillett, Jean Moréas, Bliss Carman, and the Editor. The illustrations include work by Blake, Botticelli, Womrath, Mrs. Dearmer, and Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial wrapper, 2S.


  No. 6. OCTOBER, 1896. 95 pages, and 10 full-page Illustrations.


  No. 6 contains “The Idiots” a story by Joseph Conrad, “Concerning Jude the Obscure” by Havelock Ellis, a story by the author of “A Mere Man,” and literary contributions by Edith M. Thomas, Theodore Wratislaw, Ernest Dowson, O. G. Destrée, and the Editor. The Illustrations include work by Aubrey Beardsley, Phil May, Ch. Eisen, W. T. Horton, W. B. Macdougall, and D. G. Rossetti.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial wrapper, is.


  No. 7. NOVEMBER, 1896. 92 pages, and 9 full-page Illustrations.


  No. 7 contains “Morag of the Glen” a story by Fiona Macleod, “Casanova” an essay by Havelock Ellis, and literary contributions by Aubrey Beardsley, Osman Edwards, W. B. Yeats, Ernest Dowson, and the Editor. The Illustrations include work by Aubrey Beardsley, Jacques E. Blanche, W. T. Horton, Fred Hyland, Mrs. Percy Dearmer, and A. K. Womrath.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial wrapper, is..


  No. 8. DECEMBER, 1896. 92 pages, and 14 full-page Illustrations.


  The whole of the Literary Matter is by the Editor, and all the Illustrations are the work of Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 4to, bound in new pictorial wrapper, is.


  Artistic blue cloth cases, with elaborate cover design in gold by Aubrey Beardsley, to bind the complete set of “The Savoy,” in three volumes, can now be supplied at is. 6d. net per volume.


  The complete set of “The Savoy,” bound in three volumes, in blue cloth as above, is offered for sale at ONE GUINEA net.

  


  La Chartreuse de Parme. By Stendhal (Henri Beyle). Now first translated by E. P. Robins.


  
    Illustrated with 32 Etchings by G. Mercier, from designs by N. Foulquier, and Portrait of the Author. Now ready in Three Volumes, Post 8vo, printed on Dickinson’s Antique Paper, artistic binding, £1 1s. net per copy. Special Edition, printed on Van Gelder’s Hand-made Paper, £1 1s. net per copy; and Edition de Luxe, printed on Imperial Japanese Vellum, with“Etchings in Two States, one pulled on Japanese Vellum, and one on Pure Vellum, £5 5s. net per copy. [Now Ready.


    The Publisher feels that the production of the first English translation of this famous novel, one of the masterpieces of French literature of the present century, needs very little in the way of introduction or explanation. The author, a contemporary of Balzac—who described him as “an immense genius,” and pronounced “La Chartreuse de Parme” his masterpiece—though not generally recognized at his true value during his lifetime, could say with a confidence which has justified itself: “I shall be understood in 1880;” for, as Bourget has justly observed: “We now speak casually of Balzac and Stendhal, as we speak of Hugo and Lamartine, Ingres and Delacroix.”

  

  


  Self-Seekers. A Novel by André Raffalovich.


  [In the Press.

  


  A Book of Bargains. Stories of the Weird and Fantastic. By Vincent O’Sullivan. With Frontispiece designed by Aubrey Beardsley.


  Crown 8vo size, bound in cloth extra, 4j. net per copy. [Now Ready.
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  A Book of Fifty Drawings. By Aubrey Beardsley. With an Iconography of the Artist’s Work by Aymer Vallance.


  
    Demy 4to, bound in scarlet cloth extra, with cover design by Mr. Beardsley. Edition (500 copies) printed on Imitation Japanese Vellum, 10s. 6d. net per copy; 50 copies printed on Imperial Japanese Vellum, £2 2s. net per copy. Illustrated prospectus gratis and post-free on application. [Ready in December.


    This Album of Drawings will comprise, in addition to several hitherto unpublished designs, a selection by Mr. Beardsley of his most important published work (“Morte Darthur,” “Salome,” “Rape of the Lock,” “Yellow Book,” “Savoy,” etc.). The volume will be of additional-interest to the Artist’s many admirers from the fact that the plates will in most cases be reproduced from the original drawings, with due regard to their size and technique, thus preserving many delicate features which have been, to a great extent, lost by the treatment the drawings received on their first publication. The frontispiece is a reproduction of the latest photograph of Mr. Beardsley.


    Application for the Japanese Vellum Edition should be made at once, as the edition is already partially exhausted. The Japanese Vellum Edition of “The Rape of the Lock” is quite out of print, and selling at an advanced price.
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  Caricatures of Twenty-five Gentlemen. By Max Beerbohm. With an Introduction by L. Raven-Hill.


  
    Edition of 500 copies, printed on Art Paper, Crown 4to, bound in blue cloth extra, with special cover design by the artist. Price 10s. 6d. net per copy. There will also be a Special Issue of Twenty-five Copies with the Caricatures coloured by the hand of the Artist. Price £2 2s. net per copy, [Now Ready.


    CONTENTS.


    
      The Prince of Wales.


      The Earl of Rosebery. Paderewski.


      Henry Labouchere, M.P. A. W. Pinero.


      Richard Le Gallienne.


      A. J. Balfour, M.P.


      Frank Harris.


      Lord William Nevill.


      Rudyard Kipling.


      Sir W. Vernon Harcourt, M.P.


      Aubrey Beardsley.


      Robert S. Hichens.


      Henry Chaplin, M.P.


      Henry Harland.


      George Alexander.


      The Duke of Cambridge.


      Marquis of Queensberry.


      The Warden of Merton.


      Joseph Chamberlain, M.P.


      George Bernard Shaw.


      Sir George Lewis.


      George Moore.


      The Marquis of Granby.


      Beerbohm Tree.
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  La Fille aux Yeux d’Or. Translated from the French of Honoré de Balzac by Ernest Dowson, and Illustrated with Six Designs by Charles Conder.


  
    Five Hundred Copies, Royal 8vo size, bound in blue cloth extra, with gilt cover design. Price 12s. 6d. net per copy. [Now Ready.


    An attempt has been made to produce an edition worthy of the reputation of one of the most famous productions of Balzac. Attention is directed to the method pursued in producing the illustrations, viz., wood engraving, which it is hoped will be a welcome change from the cheap photographic processes now so much in vogue.

  

  


  ·99· In Preparation: Ready in January, 1897.


  The Novels of Honoré de Balzac. The First Issue will consist of “SCENES OF PARISIAN LIFE.” In Eleven Volumes.


  
    The Scenes of Parisian Life comprise “Splendours and Miseries,” “Cousin Bette,” “Cousin Pons,” “History of the Thirteen,” “César Birotteau,” “The Civil Service,” “House of Nucingen,” and “The Petty Bourgeois,” and are now for the first time completely translated into English by competent hands, and illustrated with a series of eighty-eight etchings after drawings by celebrated Parisian book-illustrators, viz., G. Bussière, G. Cain, Dubouchet, L. E. Fournier, A. Lynch, A. Robaudi, and M. Vidal. The volumes will be handsomely printed on deckle-edged paper, and bound in cloth extra. Price £4 4s. per set of eleven volumes.


    There will be a special Edition de Luxe, printed on Imperial Japanese Vellum, with the etchings in two states Before and After Remarqués. Price £8 8s. per set.


    This First Series will be followed at a brief interval by the remaining works of Balzac, and Subscriptions may, if desired, be given for the entire “Comédie Humaine.”

  


  “It is impossible to enter on a detailed criticism of Balzac’s novels. In them he scales every height and sounds every depth of human character,—from the purity of the mysterious Seraphitus-Seraphita, cold and strange, like the peaks of her northern Alps, to the loathsome sins of the Marneffes, whose deeds should find no calendar but that of Hell. In the great divisions of his Comédie, the scenes of private and of public life, of the provinces and of the city, in the philosophic studies, and in the Contes Drôlatiques, Balzac has built up a work of art which answers to a mediæval cathedral. There are subterranean places, haunted by the Vautrins and ‘Filles aux yeux d’or’; there are the seats of the money-changers, where the Nucingens sit at the receipt of custom; there is the broad platform of every-day life, where the journalists intrigue, where love is sold for hire, where splendours and miseries abound, where the peasants cheat their lords, where women betray their husbands; there are the shrines where pious ladies pass saintly days; there are the dizzy heights of thought and rapture, whence falls a ray from the supernatural light of Swedenborg; there are the lustful and hideous grotesques of the Contes Drôlatiques. Through all swells, like the organ-tone, the ground-note and mingled murmur of Parisian life. The qualities of Balzac are his extraordinary range of knowledge, observation, sympathy, his steadfast determination to draw every line and shadow of his subject, his keen analysis of character and conduct. Balzac holds a more distinct and supreme place in French fiction than perhaps any English author does in the same field of art.”—Encyclopædia Britannica.

  


  The Pierrot of the Minute. A Dramatic Phantasy by Ernest Dowson. Illustrated with Frontispiece, Initial Letter, Vignette, and Cul-de-Lampe by Aubrey Beardsley.


  
    Three Hundred Copies, Crown 4to, price Seven Shillings and Sixpence net per copy. Also Twenty-five Copies printed on Imperial Japanese Vellum, price One Guinea net per copy.


    Mr. Beardsley’s designs in this volume are amongst the most charming which have come from his pen. [Ready in January, 1897.

  

  


  The Rape of the Lock. By Alexander Pope. Illustrated by Aubrey Beardsley.


  Édition de Luxe of the above famous Poem, printed at the Chiswick Press, in Crown 4to size, on old style paper, illustrated with nine elaborate drawings by Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, and bound in a specially designed cloth cover. Limited edition, price Ten Shillings and Sixpence net per copy. Twenty-five copies on Japanese Vellum, at Two Guineas net per copy. [Large Paper edition out of print.]

  


  ·100· Nocturnes and Pastorals. Poems by A. Bernard Miall.


  Four Hundred copies on Large Post 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in dark green cloth, at Five Shillings net per copy. Printed at the Chiswick Press.

  


  Caprices. Poems by Theodore Wratislaw.


  One Hundred copies on Foolscap 8vo hand-made paper, bound in parchment, at Five Shillings net per copy; and 20 copies on Japanese Vellum, in similar binding, at One Guinea net per copy.

  


  Orchids. Poems by Theodore Wratislaw.


  Two Hundred and Fifty Small Paper copies on Foolscap 8vo deckle-edged paper, bound in cream-coloured art linen, at Five Shillings net per copy; and 10 copies printed on Japanese Vellum, at One Guinea net per copy. Printed at the Chiswick Press.

  


  Verses. By Ernest Dowson.


  Three Hundred Small Paper copies on hand-made paper, Imperial 16mo, bound in Japanese Vellum, with cover design by Aubrey Beardsley, at Six Shillings net per copy; and 30 Large Paper copies printed on Japanese Vellum, at One Guinea net per copy. Printed at the Chiswick Press.

  


  THE ONLY RELIABLE WORK ON THE SUBJECT IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE.


  The Life and Times of Madame Du Barry. By Robert B. Douglas.


  
    A limited edition in one volume, with a portrait of Madame Du Barry finely engraved upon wood, 394 pages, Demy 8vo, bound in blue cloth with armorial cover design by Aubrey Beardsley, at Sixteen Shillings net per copy.


    “Mr. Douglas has produced a volume every line of which I read with keen interest. It is a singularly vivid and life-like picture of what life in the old French Court was like; and the portrait of the central figure of the book is very clear and very telling.”—Mr. T. P. O’Connor in the Weekly Sun.


    “At a time when the book-market is flooded with translations of forgotten and apocryphal French Memoirs, it is something to meet with a newly-published biography of a French celebrity which is what it pretends to be …. and is a book of fascinating interest.”—Daily News.

  

  


  The Fool and his Heart; being the plainly told Story of Basil Thimm. A Novel by F. Norreys Connell, Author of “In the Green Park,” “The House of the Strange Woman,” etc.
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  FOOTNOTES


  
    Vol. 1


    [1] At the bookstall in the South Kensington Museum, any young craftsman, or other person, can turn over hundreds of photographs taken by Alinari, of Florence, from the finest work in the churches and palaces of Italy. He will not be importuned to buy, or grudged access to the portfolios, which are, fortunately, in charge of a lady who is a first-rate public servant. He can, however, purchase as many of the photographs as he wants for sixpence each. This invaluable arrangement, having been made at the public expense, is carefully kept from the public knowledge, because, if it were properly advertised, complaints might be made by English shopkeepers who object to our buying Alinari’s cheap photographs instead of their own dear photographs of the Great Wheel at Earl’s Court.


    [2] “Mes souvenirs,” he told a psychological interviewer, “ont une puissance, un relief extraordinaire; ma mémoire est énorme, prodigieuse, elle me gêne; quand j’évoque les objets que j’ai vus, je les revois tels qu’ils sont réellement avec leurs lignes, leurs formes, leurs couleurs, leurs odeurs, leurs sons; c’est une matérialisation à outrance; le soleil qui les éclairait m’éblouit presque; l’odeur me suffoque, les détails s’accrochent à moi et m’empêchent de voir l’ensemble. Aussi pour le ressaisir me faut il attendre un certain temps. Cette possibilité d’évocation ne dure pas très longtemps; le relief de l’image est d’une exactitude, d’une intensité inouïes, puis l’image s’efface, disparaît, cela s’en va.” This description suggests myopia, and it is a fact that Zola has been short-sighted from youth; he first realised it at nineteen. His other senses, especially smell, are very keen.


    Vol. 2


    [3] “Revue de l’École d’Anthropologie,” Nov. 15th, 1892.


    
      [4] “Non son donna di vani costumi,


      Son l’ ancella del nostro Signor;


      Sul mio capo ci sta una corona


      Tutta guarnita di lauro e d’ onor.


      Io son costante all’ eterno Signore,


      E niun inganno puo farmi tremar:


      E bench’ Io sia un misero fiore …


      Son Regina dell’ alto gran mar.”

    


    [5] With the migration to Basel the “Leben Nietzsche’s” at present ends; and I am, therefore, forced to rely on more fragmentary data in outlining the following years of Nietzsche’s life.


    [6] It appeared in the “New Review.”—Ed. “Savoy.”


    [7] They were Osborne biscuits.—Ed. “Savoy.”


    [8] There was no soda.—Ed. “Savoy.”


    [9] “Ascendit fumus aromatum in conspectu Domini de manu angeli.”


    [10] The chef d’œuvre, it seems to me, of an adorable and impeccable master, who more than any other landscape-painter puts us out of conceit with our cities, and makes us forget the country can be graceless and dull and tiresome. That he should ever have been compared unfavourably with Turner—the Wiertz of landscape-painting—seems almost incredible. Corot is Claude’s only worthy rival, but he does not eclipse or supplant the earlier master. A painting of Corot’s is like an exquisite lyric poem, full of love and truth; whilst one of Claude’s recalls some noble eclogue glowing with rich concentrated thought.


    [11] “At an age,” writes Dubonnet, “when girls are for the most part well confirmed in all the hateful practices of coquetry, and attend with gusto, rather than with distaste, the hideous desires and terrible satisfactions of men!”


    All who would respire the perfumes of Saint Rose’s sanctity, and enjoy the story of the adorable intimacy that subsisted between her and Our Lady, should read Mother Ursula’s “Ineffable and Miraculous Life of the Flower of Lima,” published shortly after the canonization of Rose by Pope Clement X. in 1671. “Truly,” exclaims the famous nun, “to chronicle the girlhood of this holy virgin makes as delicate a task as to trace the forms of some slim, sensitive plant, whose lightness, sweetness, and simplicity defy and trouble the most cunning pencil.” Mother Ursula certainly acquits herself of the task with wonderful delicacy and taste. A cheap reprint of the biography has lately been brought out by Chaillot and Son.


    [12] A comedy ballet in one act by Philippe Savaral and Titurel de Schentefleur. The Marquis de Vandésir, who was present at the first performance, has left us a short impression of it in his Mémoires:


    “The curtain rose upon a scene of rare beauty, a remote Arcadian valley, a delicious scrap of Tempe, gracious with cool woods and watered with a little river as fresh and pastoral as a perfect fifth. It was early morning and the re-arisen sun, like the prince in the Sleeping Beauty, woke all the earth with his lips.


    “In that golden embrace the night dews were caught up and made splendid, the trees were awakened from their obscure dreams, the slumber of the birds was broken, and all the flowers of the valley rejoiced, forgetting their fear of the darkness.


    “Suddenly to the music of pipe and horn a troop of satyrs stepped out from the recesses of the woods bearing in their hands nuts and green boughs and flowers and roots, and whatsoever the forest yielded, to heap upon the altar of the mysterious Pan that stood in the middle of the stage; and from the hills came down the shepherds and shepherdesses leading their flocks and carrying garlands upon their crooks. Then a rustic priest, white robed and venerable, came slowly across the valley followed by a choir of radiant children. The scene was admirably stage-managed and nothing could have been more varied yet harmonious than this Arcadian group. The service was quaint and simple, but with sufficient ritual to give the corps de ballet an opportunity of showing its dainty skill. The dancing of the satyrs was received with huge favour, and when the priest raised his hand in final blessing, the whole troop of worshippers made such an intricate and elegant exit, that it was generally agreed that Titurel had never before shown so fine an invention.


    “Scarcely had the stage been empty for a moment, when Sporion entered, followed by a brilliant rout of dandies and smart women. Sporion was a tall, slim, depraved young man with a slight stoop, a troubled walk, an oval impassable face with its olive skin drawn lightly over the bone, strong, scarlet lips, long Japanese eyes, and a great gilt toupet. Round his shoulders hung a high-collared satin cape of salmon pink with long black ribbands untied and floating about his body. His coat of sea green spotted muslin was caught in at the waist by a scarlet sash with scalloped edges and frilled out over the hips for about six inches. His trousers, loose and wrinkled, reached to the end of the calf, and were brocaded down the sides and ruched magnificently at the ankles. The stockings were of white kid with stalls for the toes, and had delicate red sandals strapped over them. But his little hands, peeping out from their frills, seemed quite the most insinuating things, such supple fingers tapering to the point with tiny nails stained pink, such unquenchable palms lined and mounted like Lord Fanny’s in ‘Love at all Hazards,’ and such blue-veined hairless backs! In his left hand he carried a small lace handkerchief broidered with a coronet.


    “As for his friends and followers, they made the most superb and insolent crowd imaginable, but to catalogue the clothes they had on would require a chapter as long as the famous tenth in Pénillière’s ‘History of Underlinen.’ On the whole they looked a very distinguished chorus.


    “Sporion stepped forward and explained with swift and various gesture that he and his friends were tired of the amusements, wearied with the poor pleasures offered by the civil world, and had invaded the Arcadian valley hoping to experience a new frisson in the destruction of some shepherd’s or some satyr’s naïveté, and the infusion of their venom among the dwellers of the woods.


    “The chorus assented with languid but expressive movements.


    “Curious and not a little frightened at the arrival of the worldly company, the sylvans began to peep nervously at those subtle souls through the branches of the trees, and one or two fauns and a shepherd or so crept out warily. Sporion and all the ladies and gentlemen made enticing sounds and invited the rustic creatures with all the grace in the world to come and join them. By little batches they came, lured by the strange looks, by the scents and the drugs, and by the brilliant clothes, and some ventured quite near, timorously fingering the delicious textures of the stuffs. Then Sporion and each of his friends took a satyr or a shepherdess or something by the hand and made the preliminary steps of a courtly measure, for which the most admirable combinations had been invented and the most charming music written. The pastoral folk were entirely bewildered when they saw such restrained and graceful movements, and made the most grotesque and futile efforts to imitate them. Dio mio, a pretty sight! A charming effect too, was obtained by the intermixture of stockinged calf and hairy leg, of rich brocaded bodice and plain blouse, of tortured head-dress and loose untutored locks.


    “When the dance was ended the servants of Sporion brought on champagne, and with many pirouettes poured it magnificently into slender glasses, and tripped about plying those Arcadian mouths that had never before tasted such a royal drink.


    * * * * * *


    “Then the curtain fell with a pudic rapidity.”


    [13] It is a thousand pities that concerts should only be given either in the afternoon, when you are torpid, or in the evening, when you are nervous. Surely you should assist at fine music as you assist at the Mass—before noon—when your brain and heart are not too troubled and tired with the secular influences of the growing day.


    Vol. 3


    [14] This was the first notable tragedy produced in modern Europe under the immediate influence of Greek art and methods. Its subject—the death of D. Ignez de Castro—is one that has been treated by authors of all nations since the death of Ferreira, but never so happily, if the episode in Canto III. of the Lusiads be excepted. The Chorus here translated comes from the First Act, and is a marked contrast to that in the Second. The former is a light and lovely lyric; the latter a grave and grandiose chorus in Sapphics. The one was written to be sung, while nothing but recitation could do justice to the other.


    Vol. 6


    [15] I may here mention that, in 1883, I published in the “Westminster Review” a somewhat detailed study of the whole of Mr. Hardy’s work up to that date.


    [16] There is, indeed, a pamphlet by the Rev. Newton Mant, but, interesting as it is, it is written more from a parochial than from an artistic point of view; only one chapter is devoted to the church, and that chapter contains numerous errors. The only reproductions which have appeared are two remarkable woodcuts, executed after the cartoons of the stained window by Rossetti, the subject of which is the Parable of the Vineyard. These reproductions figured in one of the first volumes of the “Hobby Horse.”


    [17] In his pamphlet on St. Martin’s the Rev. Newton Mant mentions some paintings which are harmless and insignificant in themselves, and of which I should not speak were it not that he attributes them by mistake to Burne Jones and Morris. Too many indifferent works will probably be generously attributed to these painters in the future for me to think it unnecessary to lighten their reputation at least of these works with which they have no connection. Neither Burne Jones nor William Morris has ever worked at Scarborough; they could not therefore have painted either the Adoration of the Magi or the Angels which decorate the walls above the altar, and which Mr. Mant ascribes to them. This decoration was painted originally by Mr. Campfield, a decorative painter from the firm of Mr. Morris. That Mr. Campfield used at this period drawings by Burne Jones from which to paint in distemper is possible, but in any case the original decoration fell into a ruinous state, and in 1889 this part of the church was entirely repainted by a Mr. Farren, a painter of Scarborough, assisted by his sons and daughters. Let it here be fully understood that these paintings of the East end have nothing to do with Sir Edward Burne Jones or Mr. Morris.
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    Caricature of Aubrey Beardsley† (Beerbohm)


    Caricature of Mr. Beerbohm Tree† (Beerbohm)


    Carl Maria von Weber (Beardsley)


    Chanson, Le (Womrath)


    Chloe (Rothenstein)


    Circle of Thieves, The (Blake)


    Classic London (Pennell)


    Coiffing, The (Beardsley)


    Contents Page Vol. 1 (Beardsley)


    Count Valmont (Beardsley)


    Cover Design to “A Book of Fifty Drawings by Aubrey Beardsley” (Beardsley)


    Cover of No. 1 of “The Savoy” (Beardsley)


    Cover of No. 2 of “The Savoy” (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 1 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 2 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 3 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 4 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 5 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 6 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 7 (Beardsley)


    Cover Vol. 8 (Beardsley)


    Cul-de-Lampe, A (Beardsley)


    Cul-de-Lampe, A Vol. 2 (Horton)


    Cul-de-Lampe, A Vol. 4 (Horton)


    {·  ·}


    { D – H }


    Dante and Uberti (Blake)


    Dante and Virgil Climbing the Foot of the Mountain of Purgatory (Blake)


    Dante, Virgil, and Statius (Blake)


    Death of Pierrot, The (Beardsley)


    Dive, The (Shannon)


    Don Juan, Sganarelle, and the Beggar (Beardsley)


    Drawing, A (McNeill Whistler)


    Dryad, A (Dearmer)


    Erda (Beardsley)


    Et in Arcadia Ego (Beardsley)


    Fair at Chartres, A (Pennell)


    Felix Mendelssohn Bartholdy (Beardsley)


    Flosshilde (Beardsley)


    Flying Ass, The (Rothenstein)


    Footnote, A (Beardsley)


    For the Third Tableau of “Das Rheingold” (Beardsley)


    Francesca and Paolo (Blake)


    Frontispiece to “The Comedy of the Rhinegold” (Beardsley)


    Frontispiece to Balzac’s “La Fille aux Yeux d’Or”, A (Conder)


    Fruit-Bearers, The (Beardsley)


    Harold (Sandys)


    Head, A (Lemmen)


    Holiday Joys (May)


    {·  ·}


    { L – S }


    Lady Reading, A (Womrath)


    Large Christmas Card, A (Beardsley)


    Lithograph, A (Shannon)


    Mandoline (Conder)


    Mermaid’s Cave, The (Lemmen)


    Moska, The (Beardsley)


    Mrs. Pinchwife (Beardsley)


    Novel, The (Way)


    “Now more than ever seems it rich to die, To cease upont he midnight with no pain” (Horton)


    Old Chartist, The (Sandys)


    Pan-Pipes (Dearmer)


    Parisienne, La (Oury)


    Passing of Dante and Virgil through the Portico of Hell, The (Blake)


    Pleasaunce, A (Hyland)


    Portrait of Arthur Symons (Blanche)


    Portrait of Mrs. Sterner (Sterner)


    Rape of the Lock, The (Beardsley)


    Regent Street, London (Pennell)


    Répétition of Tristan and Isolde, A (Beardsley)


    Rialto, The, Venice (Sickert)


    Salt Water (Shannon)


    Stone Bath, The (Shannon)


    {·  ·}


    { T – W }


    Tailpiece (Beardsley)


    Thaulow: The Norwegian Painter and his Family (Blanche)


    Three Musicians, The (Beardsley)


    Three Visions (Horton)


    Title Page Vol. 1 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 2 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 3 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 4 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 5 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 6 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 7 (Beardsley)


    Title Page Vol. 8 (Beardsley)


    Toilet, The (Beardsley)


    Tristan und Isolde (Beardsley)


    Two Eighteenth Century Book-Plates (Eisen)


    Two Ladies (Rothenstein)


    Vignette, A Vol. 2 (Horton)


    Vignette, A Vol. 4 (Horton)


    Woman in White, The (Beardsley)


    Woman’s Head, A (Macdougall)


    {·  ·}
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