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      Note on the Author and Editor

      
       ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH (1819–61) was the son of a Liverpool cotton merchant who moved the family to South Carolina when he was four. He returned
         to attend Rugby School under Thomas Arnold and then Balliol College, Oxford. At Oxford the influence of W. G. Ward and Newman
         destroyed his Anglican faith without providing a substitute. He was elected to a Fellowship at Oriel College in 1842 where
         his tutorial activities included vacation reading-parties such as the one in The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich. In 1849 he resigned his tutorship on religious grounds and spent the subsequent year in Paris and then Rome, scene of the
         warfare in Amours de Voyage. After two years as head of University Hall in London he visited the USA, returning to an examinership in the Education Office.
         He later wrote a number of short verses and his long poem Dipsychus, but worked increasingly for his relation Florence Nightingale. He died after a fever and is buried in Florence.
      

      
       JOHN BEER is Professor Emeritus of English Literature at the University of Cambridge. His work includes an edition of Coleridge’s Poems for Everyman’s Library and studies of Blake, Coleridge and Wordsworth. His latest books are Romantic Influences: Contemporary –Victorian–Modern and Love and Providence: Studies in Wordsworth, Channing, F. W. H. Myers, George Eliot and Ruskin.

   
Chronology of Clough’s Life







	
Year


	Life




	1819

	1 Jan.: Clough born in Liverpool, the second son of James Butler Clough, a cotton merchant, and Anne Perfect




	1822–3

	Moves with family to Charleston, S. Carolina




	1828

	Oct.: Returns to England to attend school, first at Chester




	1829

	To Rugby School





	 
	 




	1836

	Nov.: Wins Balliol Scholarship




	1837

	Oct.: Goes up to Balliol College, Oxford




	 
	 



	1841

	June: Fails to obtain expected first-class degree




	 
	 



	1842

	March: Elected Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford




	 

	June.: Death of Dr Arnold, Head Master of Rugby




	1844

	Oct.: Death of Clough’s father




	 
	 



	1846

	Letters on political economy to The Balance




	1847

	Nov.: Beginning of acquaintance with Ralph Waldo Emerson




	 

	Begins negotiations with Edward Hawkins, Provost of Oriel,
about resigning his post





	1848

	Feb.: Outbreak of revolution in France




	 

	May–June: Visits Paris with Emerson to see its progress




	 

	Oct.: Resigns Fellowship





	 

	Nov.: Publication of The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich in first version




	 
	 



	1849

	Jan.: Publication of Ambarvalia, poems by Clough and Thomas Burbidge




	 

	April–Aug.: Visits Italy; stays during period of siege and occupation of the Roman Republic by French Forces under General Oudinot




	
 


	Oct.: Takes up post as Principal of University Hall, London




	 

	Nov.: Sends first draft of Amours de Voyage to J. C. Shairp




	1850

	Aug–Sep.: Visits Venice; composition of the earliest draft of 
Dipsychus




	 

	Dec.: Named Professor of English Language and Literature at University College, London




	 
	 



	1851

	June (?): Meets Blanche Smith, his future wife




	 
	 



	1852

	Jan.: Resigns his post at University Hall




	1852–3

	Oct–June: Visits New England; stays first with Emerson, then at Cambridge and Boston; begins revision of Dryden’s Plutarch




	1853

	July: Returns to England; begins work as an Examiner in the Education Office




	1854

	June: Marries Blanche Smith




	1854–5

	Likely date of composition of only surviving complete draft of ‘Dipsychus and The Spirit’




	 
	 



	1857

	Begins heavy work for Florence Nightingale




	1858

	Feb–May: First publication of Amours de Voyage in the American magazine Atlantic Monthly




	 
	 



	1860

	Death of Clough’s mother




	1861

	13 Nov.: Death of Clough in Florence after lengthy period of ill-health




	 
	 



	1862

	Publication of Clough’s Poems in London and Boston




	1865

	First publication of ‘Dipsychus and The Spirit’ (as Dipsychus)






Chronology of his Times








	
Year


	Cultural Context

	Historical Events





	 
	 
	 



	1819

	Byron begins Don Juan

	Peterloo Massacre




	 
	George Eliot born

	Birth of Victoria




	1822

	Death of Shelley

	




	1833

	Carlyle, Sartor Resartus

	Oxford Movement begun




	1836

	Dickens, Sketches by Boz

	




	1837

	Carlyle, French Revolution

	Accession of Queen Victoria




	 
	Dickens, Oliver Twist

	 



	1841

	Carlyle, Heroes and Hero Worship

	Peel PM




	 
	Emerson, Essays

	Newman’s Tract 90 condemned




	1842

	Tennyson, Poems

	Chartist riots




	 
	 
	 



	1844

	Disraeli, Coningsby

	Factory Act




	 
	G. M. Hopkins born

	Royal Health Commission





	1846

	Brontës, Poems

	Repeal of Corn Laws




	1847

	Emily Brontë, Wuthering Heights

	 



	 
	Charlotte Brontë, Jane Eyre

	 



	1848

	Death of Emily Brontë

	Revolutions in Europe




	 
	Mrs Gaskell, Mary Barton

	Communist Manifesto




	 
	Newman, Loss and Gain

	 



	 
	Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood

	 



	1849

	Charlotte Brontë, Shirley

	Christian Socialism of F. D.




	 
	Froude, Nemesis of Faith

	Maurice and Charles Kingsley




	 
	Arnold, The Strayed Reveller etc.

	 



	
1850


	Death of Wordsworth, The Prelude

	 



	 
	Tennyson Poet Laureate, In Memoriam

	 



	1851

	Ruskin, Stones of Venice

	Great Exhibition in London




	 
	 
	 



	1852

	Arnold, Empedocles on Etna

	Death of Wellington




	 
	 
	 



	 
	 
	 



	1853

	Arnold, Poems

	Crimean War (1853–6)




	 
	 
	 



	1854

	Dickens, Hard Times

	Florence Nightingale at Scutari




	 
	 
	 



	 
	 
	 



	1855

	Whitman, Leaves of Grass

	Fall of Sebastopol




	1857

	Hughes, Tom Brown’s Schooldays

	National Portrait Gallery




	1858

	Carlyle, Frederick the Great

	Indian Mutiny suppressed




	1859

	Darwin, Origin of Species Nightingale, Notes on Hospitals, etc.

	Franco-Austrian War




	1860

	Burckhardt, Essays and Reviews

	Italian Unification




	1861

	Death of E. B. Browning Arnold, On Translating Homer

	American Civil War Death of Prince Consort




	1862

	Meredith, Modern Love

	Colenso controversy






      
      Introduction

      
      Arthur Hugh Clough inherited problems that had beset thoughtful people since the end of the eighteenth century and the French
         Revolution, when the disillusionment that followed early idealism made it hard to continue in the path of revolutionary thought
         with any ease. The admonitions of writers such as Burke prompted a new sense of the good to be found in the previously existing
         order of Church and State; yet any return to the former state of things was equally difficult. Too many issues had been raised
         in the course of eighteenth-century sceptical writing, too many questions asked by the French philosophers, to make for an
         easy return to straightforward belief in Church and State as previously established.
      

      
      Clough, who was born in 1819, came to these matters freshly, through an unusual upbringing. When he was a small child the
         family was taken by his father, a Liverpool cotton merchant, to live in South Carolina; he returned for his education to England
         in 1828 and shortly afterwards entered Rugby School, then under the dynamic headmastership of Thomas Arnold, who had begun
         reforming the education given there.
      

      
      Arnold’s vision of his school, which owed much to the later ideas of Coleridge, was that it should produce positively minded
         English gentlemen combining classical ideals of manliness with a sense of righteousness gained from the Bible, particularly
         the Old Testament. In the hothouse atmosphere generated by the school an ideal of character-building flourished that was to
         become extremely influential in the development of the English public schools generally. Clough became Arnold’s star pupil
         and his friends looked forward to a brilliant career. Once he reached Oxford, however, he came briefly under the sway of W.
         G. Ward, a recent convert to the Oxford Movement, who demonstrated to him the logical path by which Newman was currently being
         led to see historical Catholicism as embodying the only true Church. Clough resisted following, but the strength of Ward’s
         arguments successfully undermined his single-minded faith in Arnold’s version of Christianity without offering an alternative,
         so that he was left searching for a view of life that would be true to the moral and spiritual demands of his own nature.
      

      
      His two finest poems, The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich and Amours de Voyage, revolve around his intellectual dilemmas. In the first the hero, Philip, an average Oxford undergraduate, joins a vacation
         reading-party in the Highlands of Scotland and finds his experience being enlarged emotionally as well as intellectually.
         In particular, he is attracted first by the naturalness of Katie, the Highland girl whom he encounters in her own home when
         he stays there, and then by the classic beauty of the stately Lady Maria. Finally (in a pattern following that of the Hegelian
         dialectic), he finds a synthesis in Elspie, whose simple integrity is complemented by an intelligence and insight that have
         been nurtured in secluded surroundings.
      

      
      The writing of the Bothie gave Clough scope for a poetic talent that is easy to overlook, given his sparing exercise of it. One may instance simply
         the skill with which he can convey all the swirl and life of a Highland dance in a single line:
      

      
      
         Swinging and flinging, and stamping and tramping, and grasping and clasping …

      

      
      Clough also enjoyed exploring the contemporary slang of his characters. In his poetic writing, meanwhile, he discovered a
         form that allowed him to appeal neatly to the epic tradition while also quietly mocking it. The hexameter, well-known to generations
         of schoolboys who encountered it in their classical education, could, he realized, be used to effect in English also. Traditionally,
         writers of English verse had used the iambic pentameter, the five-beat line developed by Shakespeare, Milton and many succeeding
         poets. But it was not the only pattern into which English poetic writing might be fitted; indeed it ran counter to the older
         tradition of the alliterative line, with its stress on emphases.
      

      
      Ideally readers coming to Clough for the first time should already be familiar with the metrical pattern involved, since Clough
         derives so many of his effects from using it as a counterpoint to the natural rhythms of English; it will be even more satisfactory
         if they know classical verse well. Only with such intimate knowledge can it be seen how subtly Clough is not only using its
         forms but drawing on conventions of the classical epic. Pleasure can be gained, for example, from reading verse that is more
         like a pedantic word-for-word English translation of Latin than like the Latin itself, as in the account of an encounter with a Cambridge reading-party of mathematicians – which also, incidentally, offers the chance of
         projecting them as grotesque barbarians, even the topics they are studying sounding monstrous:
      

      
      
         And there was told moreover, he telling, the other correcting,

         Often by word, more often by mute significant motion,

         Much of the Cambridge coach and his pupils at Inverary,

         Huge barbarian pupils, Expanded in Infinite Series …

      

      

      Using the hexameter form in his two major poems also enabled Clough to express better the kind of questioning consciousness
         he wanted to represent, since the familiar use of the iambic pentameter by now transmitted overtones of assurance with which
         he was no longer happy. The continual play instead with expected metres of a less familiar kind keeps the reader in perpetual
         suspense. It is particularly well suited to the shape of the question as it normally falls in English syntax.
      

      
      The function of conveying an English colloquial style could be carried out if anything even better. Clough showed how well
         he could use this metre to convey the slightly gushing style of the Victorian young lady:
      

      
      
         George, however, is come; did I tell you about his mustachios?

         Dear, I must really stop, for the carriage, they tell me, is waiting.

      

      
      He could also render with exactitude other effects achieved in the familiar style by a practised yet slightly naive correspondent:
         the delicacies of hinting simply by the place of emphasis or revealing the reticences of the mind by what is left unsaid.
         Thus with Mary Trevellyn, writing to her friend when she is still hoping against hope that Claude may turn up:
      

      
      
         He has not come as yet; and now I must not expect it.

         You have written, you say, to friends at Florence, to see him,

         If he perhaps should return; – but that is surely unlikely.

         Has he not written to you? – he did not know your direction.

         Oh, how strange never once to have told him where you were going!

         Yet if he only wrote to Florence, that would have reached you.

      

      
      The personality of Claude, set in relation to hers, is a telling example of the contemporary intellectual young man whom openness to doubt rendered passive by nature. Hamlet was the natural
         archetype here. Once again play against the expected rhythms of the hexameter can be subtly manipulated to render the contours
         of hesitant thinking – most evidently in lines such as
      

      
      
      I am in love, you say; I do not think so exactly.


      
      or

      
      
         Great is Fate, and is best. I believe in Providence, partly.

      

      
      Claude, however, shows further his standing as a post-Burkean intellectual who in his desire to attain the simplicity of what
         is organically based fears that his actions will produce inauthentic effects:
      

      
      
         I do not wish to be moved, but growing where I was growing,

         There more truly to grow, to live where as yet I had languished.

         I do not like being moved: for the will is excited; and action

         Is a most dangerous thing; I tremble for something factitious,

         Some malpractice of heart and illegitimate process;

         We are so prone to these things with our terrible notions of duty.

      

      
      Against this patient evaluation of possible action must be set the current of feeling that is meanwhile drawing him towards
         Mary. And the tug between intellect and feeling is in turn seen in the context of their respective social backgrounds: Mary’s
         businessman father and her would-be intellectual mother who grates with her ‘mercantile accent’. This social drama, with its
         comic potential, is played out against a situation in which Claude’s artistic interests cannot wholly cocoon him from the
         political fact that in the midst of Rome, with all its culture, a war is currently in progress. Yet awareness of this reminds
         him of different social priorities from those of intellectual snobbery:
      

      
      
         Am I prepared to lay down my life for the British female?

         Really, who knows? One has bowed and talked, till, little by little,

         All the natural heat has escaped of the chivalrous spirit.

         Oh, one conformed, of course, but one doesn’t die for good manners …

         Should I incarnadine ever this inky pacifical finger,
         

         Sooner far should it be for the vapour of Italy’s freedom,

         Sooner far by the side of the d——d and dirty plebeians.

         Ah, for a child in the street I could strike; for the full-blown lady –

         Somehow, Eustace, alas! I have not felt the vocation.

      

      
      Here again the falling away of the hexameter line suits the ironic effect perfectly. Yet Clough was by no means as nonchalant
         as this might suggest; he reflected the temper of his time more aptly, being at one and the same time sharply realistic as
         to the limits of what might be achieved yet idealistic in his attempts to honour the current aspiration towards practical
         solutions. He was much taken with the thought of Coleridge, who in his later writings had urged his readers to commit themselves
         to Christianity, maintaining that by the very act they would discover the evidences that would convince them of its truth.
         Clough, however, who was noted among his contemporaries for his strong sense of reality, remained sceptical, suspecting that
         such evidences might themselves prove factitious. When, in Amours de Voyage, the protagonist, Claude, is caught in a similar dilemma, he protests,
      

      
      
         Action will furnish belief, but will that belief be the true one?

      

      
      Clough’s most important contemporary associate was Matthew Arnold, his school-fellow and Thomas Arnold’s son, who shared many
         of his ideals, yet constantly found himself disagreeing with his methods. Arnold believed that the task of the poet was to
         elevate, everything else being subordinated to that end: his most characteristic poetry was cast on a heroic scale and involved
         grand actions. Clough, by contrast, perceived that the conditions of modern life were increasingly such as to render traditional
         heroism difficult and even irrelevant:
      

      
      
         The age of instinct has, it seems, gone by

         And will not be forced back. And to live now

         I must sluice out myself into canals

         And lose all my force in ducts. The modern Hotspur

         Shrills not his trumpet of To Horse, To Horse,

         But consults columns in a railway guide.

      

      
      Such circumstances, he believed, made the modern world better suited to anti-heroes. In one respect, however, he showed himself
         more optimistic than his friend. Perhaps Arnold’s most famous poem – it is certainly one of the most often quoted in this
         century – was ‘Dover Beach’, containing the famous image of the ebbing Sea of Faith. Once it was at the full,
      

      
      
      
         But now I only hear

         Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,

         Retreating, to the breath

         Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear

         And naked shingles of the world.

      

      

      When Clough thought of the sea, by comparison, he took comfort from the fact that its total motions were more complicated. While Arnold wrote of the slow withdrawing melancholy roar Clough was able to look on – however
         guardedly – with an optimism based on a further vision, recognizing its relationship of renewal with the land it penetrates.
         When Elspie is trying to describe her emotional hesitations to Philip she first likens herself to a mountain burn faced by
         a sea that is ‘forcing its great strong tide in over nook and inlet’; but she goes on to appreciate how his passion can be
         felt in her own inward springs, ‘Stirring, collecting, rising, upheaving, forth-outflowing’. A less complex image presents
         the positive element in the well-known poem which ends the present selection. ‘Say not the struggle nought availeth’:
      

      
      
         For while the tired waves, vainly breaking Seem here no painful inch to gain,

         Far back, through creeks and inlets making came, silent, flooding in, the main,

      

      
      For the young intellectual almost worn out by current controversies it expressed confidence that a resolute honesty would
         ultimately triumph.
      

      
      JOHN BEER
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‘Why should I say I see the things I see not’




	1




	Why should I say I see the things I see not,

	 



	Why be and be not?

	 



	Show love for that I love not, and fear for what I fear not?

	 



	And dance about to music that I hear not?

	 



	Who standeth still i’ the street

	5




	Shall be hustled and justled about;

	 



	And he that stops i’ the dance shall be spurned by the dancers’ feet, –

	 



	Shall be shoved and be twisted by all he shall meet,

	 



	And shall raise up an outcry and rout;

	 



	And the partner, too, –

	10




	What’s the partner to do?

	 



	While all the while ’tis but, perchance, an humming in mine ear,

	 



	That yet anon shall hear,

	 



	And I anon, the music in my soul,

	 



	In a moment read the whole;

	15




	The music in my heart,

	 



	Joyously take my part,

	 



	And hand in hand, and heart with heart, with these retreat, advance;

	 



	And borne on wings of wavy sound,

	 



	Whirl with these around, around,

	20




	Who here are living in the living dance!

	 



	Why forfeit that fair chance?

	 



	Till that arrive, till thou awake,

	 



	Of these, my soul, thy music make,

	 



	And keep amid the throng,

	25




	And turn as they shall turn, and bound as they are bounding, –

	 



	Alas! alas! alas! and what if all along

	 



	The music is not sounding?

	 



	 
	 



	2




	Are there not, then, two musics unto men? –

	 



	One loud and bold and coarse,

	30




	And overpowering still perforce

	 



	All tone and tune beside;

	 



	Yet in despite its pride

	 



	Only of fumes of foolish fancy bred,

	 



	And sounding solely in the sounding head:

	35




	The other, soft and low,

	 



	Stealing whence we not know,

	 



	Painfully heard, and easily forgot,

	 



	With pauses oft and many a silence strange,

	 



	(And silent oft it seems, when silent it is not)

	40




	Revivals too of unexpected change:

	 



	Haply thou think’st ’twill never be begun,

	 



	Or that ’t has come, and been, and passed away;

	 



	Yet turn to other none, –

	 



	Turn not, oh, turn not thou!

	45




	But listen, listen, listen, – if haply be heard it may;

	 



	Listen, listen, listen, – is it not sounding now?

	 



	 
	 



	3




	Yea, and as thought of some beloved friend

	 



	By death or distance parted will descend,

	 



	Severing, in crowded rooms ablaze with light,

	50




	As by a magic screen, the seër from the sight

	 



	(Palsying the nerves that intervene

	 



	The eye and central sense between);

	 



	So may the ear,

	 



	Hearing, not hear,

	55




	Though drums do roll, and pipes and cymbals ring;

	 



	So the bare conscience of the better thing

	 



	Unfelt, unseen, unimaged, all unknown,

	 



	May fix the entrancèd soul ’mid multitudes alone.

	 






The Latest Decalogue1




	
Thou shalt have one God only; who


	 



	Would be at the expense of two?

	 



	No graven images may be

	 



	Worshipped, save in the currency:

	 



	Swear not at all; since for thy curse

	5




	Thine enemy is none the worse:

	 



	At church on Sunday to attend

	 



	Will serve to keep the world thy friend:

	 



	Honour thy parents; that is, all

	 



	From whom advancement may befall:

	10



  

	Thou shalt not kill; but needst not strive

	 



	Officiously to keep alive:

	 



	Do not adultery commit;

	 



	Advantage rarely comes of it:

	 



	Thou shalt not steal; an empty feat,

	15




	When ’tis as lucrative to cheat:

	 



	Bear not false witness; let the lie

	 



	Have time on its own wings to fly:

	 



	Thou shalt not covet; but tradition

	 



	Approves all forms of competition.

	20




	 
	 



	The sum of all is, thou shalt love,

	 



	If any body, God above:

	 



	At any rate shall never labour

	 



	More than yourself to love your neighbour.


	 




1 The Decalogue is another name for the biblical Ten Commandments: Exodus 20
      



The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich

A long-vacation pastoral



Nunc formosissimus annus

Ite meae felix quondam pecus, ite camenae1





	1




	SOCII CRATERA CORONANT2




	It was the afternoon; and the sports were now at the ending.

	 



	Long had the stone been put, tree cast, and thrown the hammer;

	 



	Up the perpendicular hill, Sir Hector so called it,

	 



	Eight stout gillies had run, with speed and agility wondrous;

	 



	Run too the course on the level had been; the leaping was over:

	5




	Last in the show of dress, a novelty recently added,

	 



	Noble ladies their prizes adjudged for costume that was perfect,

	 



	Turning the clansmen about, as they stood with upraised elbows,

	 



	Bowing their eye-glassed brows, and fingering kilt and sporran.

	 



	It was four of the clock, and the sports were come to the ending,

	10




	Therefore the Oxford party went off to adorn for the dinner.

	 



	  Be it recorded in song who was first, who last, in dressing.

	 



	Hope was first, black-tied, white-waistcoated, simple, His Honour;

	 



	For the postman made out he was heir to the Earldom of Ilay,

	 



	(Being the younger son of the younger brother, the Colonel,)

	15




	Treated him therefore with special respect; doffed bonnet, and ever

	 



	Called him his Honour: his Honour he therefore was at the cottage.

	 



	Always his Honour at least, sometimes the Viscount of Ilay.

	 



	 Hope was first, his Honour, and next to his Honour the Tutor.

	20




	Still more plain the Tutor, the grave man, nicknamed Adam,

	 



	White-tied, clerical, silent, with antique square-cut waistcoat

	 



	Formal, unchanged, of black cloth, but with sense and feeling beneath it;

	 



	Skilful in Ethics and Logic, in Pindar and Poets unrivalled;


	 



	Shady in Latin, said Lindsay, but topping in Plays and Aldrich.


	 



	Somewhat more splendid in dress, in a waistcoat work of a lady,

	25




	Lindsay succeeded; the lively, the cheery, cigar-loving Lindsay,

	 



	Lindsay the ready of speech, the Piper, the Dialectician,

	 



	This was his title from Adam because of the words he invented,

	 



	Who in three weeks had created a dialect new for the party;

	 



	This was his title from Adam, but mostly they called him the Piper.

	30




	Lindsay succeeded, the lively, the cheery cigar-loving Lindsay.

	 



	Hewson and Hobbes were down at the matutine1 bathing; of course too


	 



	Arthur, the bather of bathers par excellence, Audley by surname,


	 



	Arthur they called him for love and for euphony; they had been bathing,

	 



	Where in the morning was custom, where over a ledge of granite

	 



	Into a granite basin the amber torrent descended,

	36




	Only a step from the cottage, the road and larches between them.

	 



	Hewson and Hobbes followed quick upon Adam; on them followed Arthur.

	 



	Airlie descended the last, effulgent as god of Olympus;

	 



	Blue, perceptibly blue, was the coat that had white silk facings,

	40




	Waistcoat blue, coral-buttoned, the white-tie finely adjusted,

	 



	Coral moreover the studs on a shirt as of crochet of women:

	 



	When the fourwheel for ten minutes already had stood at the gateway,

	 



	He, like a god, came leaving his ample Olympian chamber.

	 



	And in the fourwheel they drove to the place of the clansmen’s meeting.

	45




	So in the fourwheel they came; and Donald the innkeeper showed them

	 



	Up to the barn where the dinner should be. Four tables were in it;

	 



	Two at the top and the bottom, a little upraised from the level,

	 



	These for Chairman and Croupier, and gentry fit to be with them,

	 



	Two lengthways in the midst for keeper and gillie and peasant.

	50




	Here were clansmen many in kilt and bonnet assembled;

	 



	Keepers a dozen at least; the Marquis’s targeted2 gillies;


	 



	Pipers five or six, among them the young one, the drunkard;


	 



	Many with silver brooches, and some with those brilliant crystals

	 



	Found amid granite-dust on the frosty scalp of the Cairn-Gorm;

	55




	But with snuff-boxes all, and all of them using the boxes.

	 



	Here too were Catholic Priest, and Established Minister standing;

	 



	Catholic Priest; for many still clung to the Ancient Worship,

	 



	And Sir Hector’s father himself had built them a chapel;

	 



	So stood Priest and Minister, near to each other, but silent,

	60




	One to say grace before, the other after the dinner.

	 



	Hither anon too came the shrewd, ever-ciphering Factor,1

	 



	Hither anon the Attaché, the Guardsman mute and stately,

	 



	Hither from lodge and bothie in all the adjoining shootings

	 



	Members of Parliament many, forgetful of votes and blue-books,

	 



	Here, amid heathery hills, upon beast and bird of the forest

	66




	Venting the murderous spleen of the endless Railway Committee.2

	 



	Hither the Marquis of Ayr, and Dalgarnish Earl and Croupier,

	 



	And at their side, amid murmurs of welcome, long-looked for, himself too

	 



	Eager, the grey, but boy-hearted Sir Hector, the Chief and the Chairman.

	70




	Then was the dinner served, and the Minister prayed for a blessing,

	 



	And to the viands before them with knife and with fork they beset them;

	 



	Venison, the red and the roe, with mutton; and grouse succeeding;

	 



	Such was the feast, with whisky of course, and at top and bottom

	 



	Small decanters of Sherry, not overchoice, for the gentry.

	75




	So to the viands before them with laughter and chat they beset them.

	 



	And, when on flesh and on fowl had appetite duly been sated,

	 



	Up rose the Catholic Priest and returned God thanks for the dinner.

	 



	Then on all tables were set black bottles of well-mixed toddy,

	79




	And, with the bottles and glasses before them, they sat, digesting,

	 



	Talking, enjoying, but chiefly awaiting the toasts and speeches.

	 



	Spare me, O great Recollection! for words to the task were unequal,

	 



	Spare me, O mistress of Song! nor bid me remember minutely

	 



	All that was said and done o’er the well-mixed tempting toddy;1

	 



	How were healths proposed and drunk ‘with all the honours,’

	85




	Glasses and bonnets waving, and three-times-three thrice over,

	 



	Queen, and Prince,2 and Army, and Landlords all, and Keepers;

	 



	Bid me not, grammar defying, repeat from grammar-defiers

	 



	Long constructions strange and plusquam-thucydidëan,3

	 



	Tell how, as sudden torrent in time of speat4 in the mountain

	90




	Hurries six ways at once, and takes at last to the roughest,

	 



	Or as the practised rider at Astley’s or Franconi’s5

	 



	Skilfully, boldly bestrides many steeds at once in the gallop,

	 



	Crossing from this to that, with one leg here, one yonder,

	 



	So, less skilful, but equally bold, and wild as the torrent,

	95




	All through sentences six at a time, unsuspecting of syntax,

	 



	Hurried the lively good-will and garrulous tale of Sir Hector.

	 



	Left to oblivion be it, the memory, faithful as ever,

	 



	How the Marquis of Ayr, with wonderful gesticulation,

	 



	Floundering on through game and mess-room recollections,

	100




	Gossip of neighbouring forest, praise of targeted gillies,

	 



	Anticipation of royal visit, skits at pedestrians,

	 



	Swore he would never abandon his country, nor give up deer-stalking;

	 



	How, too, more brief, and plainer in spite of their Gaelic accent,

	 



	Highland peasants gave courteous answer to flattering nobles.

	105




	Two orations alone the memorial song will render;

	 



	For at the banquet’s close spake thus the lively Sir Hector,

	 



	Somewhat husky with praises exuberant, often repeated,

	 



	Pleasant to him and to them, of the gallant Highland soldiers

	 



	Whom he erst led in the fight; – something husky, but ready, though weary,

	110




	Up to them rose and spoke the grey but gladsome chieftain: –

	 



	Fill up your glasses, my friends, once more, – With all the honours!

	 



	There was a toast I forgot, which our gallant Highland homes have


	 



	Always welcomed the stranger, delighted, I may say, to see such

	 



	Fine young men at my table – My friends! are you ready? the Strangers.

	115




	Gentlemen, here are you healths, – and I wish you – With all the honours!

	 



	So he said, and the cheers ensued, and all the honours,

	 



	All our Collegians were bowed to, the Attaché detecting His Honour,

	 



	Guardsman moving to Arthur, and Marquis sidling to Airlie,

	 



	And the small Piper below getting up and nodding to Lindsay.

	120




	But, while the healths were being drunk, was much tribulation and trouble,

	 



	Nodding and beckoning across, observed of Attaché and Guardsman:

	 



	Adam wouldn’t speak, – indeed it was certain he couldn’t;

	 



	Hewson could, and would if they wished; Philip Hewson a poet,

	 



	Hewson a radical hot, hating lords and scorning ladies,

	125




	Silent mostly, but often reviling in fire and fury

	 



	Feudal tenures, mercantile lords, competition and bishops,

	 



	Liveries, armorial bearings, amongst other matters the Game-laws:

	 



	He could speak, and was asked-to by Adam, but Lindsay aloud cried

	 



	(Whisky was hot in his brain), Confound it, no, not Hewson,

	130




	A’nt he cock-sure to bring in his eternal political humbug?

	 



	However, so it must be, and after due pause of silence,

	 



	Waving a hand to Lindsay, and smiling oddly to Adam,

	 



	Up to them rose and spoke the poet and radical Hewson.

	 



	I am, I think, perhaps the most perfect stranger present.

	135




	I have not, as have some of my friends, in my veins some tincture,

	 



	Some few ounces of Scottish blood; no, nothing like it.

	 



	I am therefore perhaps the fittest to answer and thank you.

	 



	So I thank you, sir, for myself and for my companions,

	 



	Heartily thank you all for this unexpected greeting,

	140




	All the more welcome as showing you do not account us intruders,
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