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PREFACE



T. S. Eliot, along with a great number of his fellow Britons, anticipated the outbreak of the Second World War by many months: that is, at least since the dismayingly disingenuous Munich Agreement of 1938. In the face of Nazi Germany’s threats and aggressions, he determined – as an inveterate foe of Fascism and Communism (both antagonists of Christianity) – that he would support the just war of defence that was in the offing. He deplored unwarranted pacifism, and felt disappointed when W. H. Auden quit England for the USA: he was not to know that the younger poet did not cross the Atlantic merely to escape the gathering storm, but his misgivings about Auden’s emigration were widely shared in the literary and journalistic community.


‘Certainly,’ Eliot insisted to an American correspondent, ‘I would say that resistance to Germany’s ideology cannot be carried out by men who are unwilling to die, or to sacrifice everything individually dear to them, including social privileges.’ Although he readily confessed that he was no hero – nor was meant to be – nor even a particularly brave man, he determined to stay in the UK and do whatever work he could for the war effort. Nor did he see any particular reason why a writer (even such a prominent and influential figure as he himself had become) should be excused from the duty of enlistment or conscription – though he was prepared to recommend that others might be spared for reserved occupations.


Among the young writers he identified as showing most important prospects, he named for example William Empson – ‘because he is capable of being the best poet’ of his generation. Indeed, Eliot exhibited an exceptional degree of empathy in characterising that particularly eccentric, vagabondish poet – ‘I don’t think I at all agree with you about Empson,’ he declared in a letter to A. L. Rowse; ‘I don’t think that his tiresome metaphysicality . . . is just “cerebral”, or due to a desire to impress with cleverness, but that it springs from a peculiarly twisted and tormented, but very painfully suffering soul’ – that may well be taken as telling us much about Eliot himself too. On the other hand, Eliot had to admit, he did not know whether Dylan Thomas was genuinely a conscientious objector, as he claimed to be; but Eliot would say – by way of perfect equivocation – that he ‘had not the slightest reason to doubt the genuineness of his convictions’.


*


January 1939 saw the last issue of the Criterion, the literary magazine that Eliot had edited since the early 1920s (initially with backing from Lady Rothermere, and in recent years with the support of his own employer, Faber & Faber Ltd). The prospect of war, throughout the autumn of 1938, convinced him that the periodical had to be suspended without delay; but even more, as he explained in an editorial headed ‘Last Words’, he had lost enthusiasm for going on with it. The political, spiritual and literary dislocations of the time weighed heavily upon him, as he explained further:


The ‘European mind’, which one had mistakenly thought might be renewed and fortified, disappeared from view: there were fewer writers in any country who seemed to have anything to say to the intellectual public of another. Divisions of political theory became more important; alien minds took alien ways, and Britain and France appeared to be progressing nowhere. Here in England, a definitely post-war generation began to speak. At this stage, our efforts turned to what was possible in a situation of enforced insularity . . . As the state of arts and letters is a symptom of decline, so it might be a symptom of true revival. But in any case, the immediate future is not bright . . .


In the present state of public affairs – which has induced in myself a depression of spirits so different from any other experience of fifty years as to be a new emotion – I no longer feel the necessary enthusiasm necessary to make a literary review what it should be. This is not to suggest that I consider literature to be at this time, or at any time, a matter of indifference. On the contrary, I feel that it is all the more essential that authors who are concerned with that small part of ‘literature’ which is really creative – and seldom immediately popular – should apply themselves sedulously to their work, without abatement or sacrifice of their artistic standards on any pretext whatsoever.


For want of being called up to work in a government ministry – he was now in his fifties, and was in any case disqualified from active service by weak eyesight and a congenital hernia – Eliot was to concentrate on his primary professions as publisher and author. In 1939 alone he put out four notable productions. The first was his play in verse, his first drama set in the contemporary world, albeit inspired by Greek tragedy – The Family Reunion – which was staged in Spring 1939 for a disappointingly short run, starring the young Michael Redgrave, at the Westminster Theatre. J. B. Priestley, whose Mask Theatre sponsored the production, admired aspects of Eliot’s drama, including ‘that very elastic blank verse medium of yours’, but he had no hesitation in paying the author the compliment of some honest adverse criticism: he pointed out that the apparition of the Eumenides in a contemporary setting was not successful. A better ‘device’, Priestley went on, might have been to have made the Furies ‘people, sinister folk that Harry saw everywhere and who called on him the moment he arrived home.’ (In such terms, Eliot’s play may even have done something to prod Priestley towards the writing of An Inspector Calls in 1945.)


Other spectators and readers did enjoy the play – admirers included Eliot’s colleague Geoffrey Faber, who found himself ‘stirred’ by the performance (‘It was certainly fitted to my mood’); and his secretary Anne Ridler – but Eliot candidly acknowledged to himself, and to certain correspondents in a number of these letters, what he considered to be the faults of his first dramatic effort in a contemporary setting. He was pleased with his development of an accessible, flexible verse idiom – a form that could serve to articulate the small change of naturalistic conversation but also rise to intense metaphorical and symbolical heights – but he disliked the failings of structure and pace, and the obscure denouement. Where is Harry, the hounded hero, going off to at the end? Is he about to turn missionary? Is he expecting to die soon? While wary of reducing a play to a theological thesis, Eliot was equally aware that he had not contrived a satisfying moral and artistic conclusion: his audience, as he was quick to admit, might well go away feeling puzzled and possibly even antagonistic.


Eliot resolved to do better next time, but the long distracting years of the war meant that he had to park his plans for the duration. He took to heart the knowledge, as he told a correspondent, that writing ‘a good play requires devotion of a lifetime’.


*


This volume covers too the publication of The Idea of a Christian Society (‘I was trying only to give an impression of what such a society would be like,’ Eliot told Leonard Woolf), and the delicious, joyous versifying of Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats. ‘I had more unadulterated pleasure out of Cats than anything else I’ve ever written,’ he wrote to a friend. And he added, with remarkable prescience: ‘My financial future seems to depend upon Cats.’ The edition sold very well from the off; but within a few months, Richard de la Mare, production editor at Faber, came to feel that the drawings that Eliot himself had made for the jacket alone were not enough: he commissioned the illustrator Nicolas Bentley (for the generous fee of £100) to produce fourteen full-page drawings, along with tailpieces where required, for a second edition. Eliot, who had once hoped that his dear friend, the poet Ralph Hodgson, would come up with the illustrations, admitted in a letter that he was not happy with the outcome: ‘I am glad you can speak so favourably of the Bentley drawings: they were rather a shock to me at first, but I am beginning to get used to them. Bentley’s intuition of the feline is not mine; but the only distinct failures now seem to me to be Macavity and Gus. He is hardly the perfect Tenniel for my purpose.’


The final work of this pre-war period was the delightful but too little known Noctes Binanianae: Being such Satyrical and Complimentary Verses as were lately Exchang’d between several of the choicest Wits of London – a collection of joshing comic verses by Geoffrey Faber, John Hayward, Frank Morley, and primarily Eliot himself – which was privately printed, in just 25 copies, in 1939. Eliot reported: ‘we exercised our gifts of reciprocal insult in humorous verse . . . I do think our efforts were pretty good.’ Eliot’s contributions have all been recovered, along with passages from some verses by the other hands, in The Poems of T. S. Eliot, ed. Christopher Ricks and Jim McCue (2015), but the complete collection, in all its richly rewarding reciprocity, has not been reprinted.


*


In the summer of 1940 Eliot got involved in Home Defence by applying to become an Air Raid Precautions (ARP) Warden in his dormitory district of South Kensington. He took his training seriously, and duly passed the viva ‘for the lowest grade of . . . Wardenship’: striving to become skilful with stirrup pumps, briefing locals and marshalling evacuations, and making basic first aid interventions and blackout inspections. The bleakest part of the task was the unavoidable necessity to stay up all night while on patrol. ‘I don’t experience much of the inside of a pair of pyjamas,’ he lamented. But still he joked about it: ‘Spoiling a moderately good poet and churchwarden to make an incompetent air warden.’ As the war darkened into the autumn of 1940 he felt worn out by his efforts. For convenience, he moved from the clergy-house just a street away to the Belvedere Hotel on Grenville Place, Kensington, which served as the local ARP headquarters. But even though he was assigned a first-floor room, he reported that he never actually got to bed. ‘But for weekends I should go dotty for lack of sleep,’ he admitted to a correspondent.


He was rescued by his friend Hope Mirrlees and her widowed mother Emily Lina (‘Mappie’) Mirrlees (aged eighty-two), who occupied a large detached house on a hill at Shamley Green, a village a few miles from Guildford in Surrey. To begin with, Mappie and Hope invited him for the occasional weekend break; but taking note of the exhausted figure dragging himself to and from the metropolis, they presently offered him permanent out-of-town quarters. For herself, Mappie Mirrlees, a Scot of independent means, did not expect to receive any rent in return, but Eliot insisted on paying for his board and lodging; the relation, he felt, gave him the right to set out some specifics for the period of his residency: ‘The terms I propose include beer at meals, but not wine except when you have other guests to whom you would normally offer it; and I should like to arrange to have say a half dozen bottles of whisky in at my expense for my nightcap: or perhaps it would be better to order whiskey and then I should know whether I was drinking mine or yours.’


He noted too, for his landlady’s benefit, ‘If you should at any time feel disposed to leave Shamley Wood please remember that I have at least one other possible asylum out of London.’ It did not seem to occur to him that Mrs Mirrlees might at some point wish to terminate the arrangement for something other than circumstantial, external reasons: she might even become tired of his courteous and congenial but unfailingly polite company. What he dubbed, ambiguously and dubiously, an ‘asylum’, was for them a desirable, comfortable home, complete with domestic servants and a handyman-gardener. But Eliot soon came to realise that the main house accommodated no fewer than nineteen women and children (along with outliers such as the occasional airman who had been carousing at one of the pubs on the village green and who wandered up to the house late of a pie-eyed evening), and that it was rarely a peaceful retreat. The elderly Mrs Mirrlees shouted a great deal; so did Hope Mirrlees, who also owned a yappy dog, which was indulged to the point that he led human companions by his own nose wherever it so attracted him, such that a short outing could quickly become a long, lost tramp through woods.


Geoffrey Faber was to note in his diary, at the close of October 1940 – with thankful relief perhaps not unmixed with a touch of envy – ‘An excellent life for [Tom Eliot] – breakfast by himself; no contacts till lunch; privacy for writing; & domestic comfort & peace from ARP. It was doing him no good, being an ARP warden in Kensington.’ Eliot himself willingly admitted to Anne Ridler, of his cosseted life in the country (which came with a garden and beautiful views): ‘I live in absolute luxury.’ He would help out with errands, and on occasion mowed the lawn and cleared up rubbish.


*


For the remainder of the war, from the close of 1940, Eliot would routinely spend at least four nights a week at Shamley Green, going down by train from Waterloo to Guildford – where he would either be met by car or make his own way by local bus out to the village (for each trip, he would load himself down with books and manuscripts and other working materials – including the drafts of the poems that would emerge as Four Quartets – with the consequence that the journey by bus would become an additional strain) – and two or three nights lodging in London with Geoffrey Faber and his wife Enid in Hampstead. The Fabers had fortified a basement room as an air-raid shelter which also did duty as a comfy guest room. ‘It has been pleasant staying with the Fabers,’ Eliot reported in one letter (December 1940). ‘In the ordinary business course I see very little of Geoffrey, except to discuss business matters; and the weekly evening with them in Hampstead . . . helps towards an intimacy which is difficult to establish with so reserved and diffident a man, even after fifteen years friendship.’ They would eat and drink and enjoy playing records on Faber’s very grand gramophone; in normal times, the Fabers retained one or two servants, but since the servants had left London when the bombings began, Enid Faber now did most of the cooking – and Eliot would try to help out in the kitchen. It was at the Fabers’ that he learned to make ‘bread sauce, and apple sauce (the latter is very easy, the former takes some learning) and [I] hope to acquire some new culinary accomplishment every week’. When the Fabers were away, Eliot would lodge with another colleague, Richard de la Mare, at his grand old manor house to the north of London, at Much Hadham in Hertfordshire.


Dick de la Mare had a wife and four children, and Eliot was good with children. He enjoyed their company, and observed how they responded, and what might genuinely benefit them and what might even sadly hurt their feelings. For a shy, childless, avuncular figure he noticed more than might otherwise be imagined – ‘I don’t hold with giving children presents that they cannot play with by themselves’ – and cared deeply about their educational and spiritual development. It is not surprising – given his integrity and moral decency, as well as his love of mischief – to learn that quite a few of the good friends who delighted in his company and admired his spiritual exemplariness approached him to become a godfather to their children. But he was not falsely flattered by such requests: he took the responsibility very seriously, not only in the way of remembering to give presents on birthdays, high days and holidays, and a Bible on their Confirmation Day, but above all because he was conscientious about setting an example, and monitoring the conduct of both children and parents. When Anne Ridler thought to ask him in 1941 to stand as godfather to her firstborn, he responded with authentic regret: ‘It was kind of you to have thought of me as a possible godparent; but in any case I should have had to secure something like a dispensation for that! My spiritual director told me several years ago that the proper limit was four, and I have just acquired my fourth: Janet Roberts’ youngest.’ Janet Roberts’ youngest was Adam Roberts – the future Professor of International Relations at Oxford University and President of the British Academy (he was knighted in 2002) – who was to recall for Valerie Eliot, in 1986: ‘Tom was a wonderful godfather. Always attentive, taking a real interest in my education, and never forgetting his ritual Xmas gift of a crisp copper-plate £5 note. I will never forget the sheer enjoyment of his readings of Practical Cats.’


*


In the face of the bombardment of London by the Luftwaffe, and the disruption of transport and other services, still Eliot put himself through a remarkably peripatetic war – a ‘compromise life’, as he called it in one letter. He spent much time in travelling in and about London, commuting at first from his top-floor quarters in South Kensington (the clerical bedsitting-room that he occupied at Flat 3, 11 Emperor’s Gate, London S.W.7, ninety steps up from the front door) to the offices of Faber & Faber in Bloomsbury, central London. The journey was not without risk, but he endeavoured at all events to be stalwart and stoical. ‘Every week,’ he remarked on a day in October 1940 – during the unremitting onslaught of the London Blitz – ‘produces a fresh deposit of time bombs or aerial torpedoes or land mines in the vicinity, but so far, I hope to attend the Wednesday committee tomorrow as usual.’ Moreover, he was constantly issuing forth for dinners and lunches: to advise authors or to meet up with friends including the journalist and bibliophile Richard Jennings. The universal blackout of London meant that on winter evenings he had to grope his way to and from the underground stations, and he could easily miss his way even to the doors with which he was normally familiar.


Despite the fact that railway services – on which he exclusively depended, having no car – were often disrupted or cancelled, he even made it a habit to journey out of town for weekends with friends, including the Tandy family, who were lodging in a cottage in Dorset, Sir Bruce Richmond (retired editor of the TLS) and his wife outside Salisbury, and Herbert Read and his wife Ludo in Buckinghamshire, as well as to various points much further west and north. In London, he managed even to go to the ‘flicks’ with his friend and sometime pupil John Betjeman at the Films Division of the Ministry of Information (where Betjeman was working): they saw Ninotchka, starring Greta Garbo, before it went on general release. Above all, Eliot enjoyed his several visits to Cambridge, where he would stay at a variety of lodgings including Magdalene College (of which he was made an honorary Fellow in the summer of 1939) and Corpus Christi College, where he regarded the Master, the classicist Sir Richard Livingstone, as ‘very charming’. The grinding problem of keeping warm in bleak college rooms, and the vain hope of being blessed with access to hot water and a convenient lavatory, were everyday anxieties during the freezing nights of war. There was too the constant fear of being bombed, but he managed even to jest about the threat: ‘I woke suddenly at 6.30 this morning with an unmistakable attack of emerods [sic], very surprising, and was just dozing off again when I came to with a cramp in my leg. Fifteen minutes later came an air raid warning, which goes to show that it is emerods that cause air raid warnings and not vice versa.’


After exhausting himself through nights of fire-watching in the streets close to his Kensington lodgings – he was naturally fearful as to whether he would be able to cope with dead bodies, or maimings and other horrors, and was candidly relieved to note that the bombs fell mainly to the north and the south of his patch (he heard them crumping at Earls Court, along the Cromwell Road to the west) – he travelled the country, being very actively involved, among other ventures, with the small cadre of advisors helping J. H. Oldham to edit the Christian News-Letter (which meant a weekly round trip by train for editorial conferences in Oxford). In addition, he contributed articles to the periodical New English Weekly, attended meetings of a high-powered religious discussion group called ‘The Moot’ (which gathered at a variety of conference centres for symposia lasting for days at a time), and meetings of the All Souls Club, and of the Chandos Group (‘my serious political-economic friends’), as well as church conferences including the Archbishop of York’s Commission on Christian Doctrine. He contributed talks and poetry readings to the BBC. He gave lectures and informal talks, and made prize-day visitations to schools including Raynes Park County School in Surrey. His unremitting sense of duty meant that he would contribute in every way possible to keep going through the war with a near-normal life.


In the early months of 1940, he worked additionally hard on a group of lectures that he undertook to deliver for the British Council in the course of a planned tour of Italy (he angled to gain an audience with the Pope; and he expected to be able to pass a few days with Ezra and Dorothy Pound at Rapallo). He was extremely apprehensive about the venture, but he resolved to carry out the undertaking and to go to Italy unless told categorically not to. But at the last minute, on the very brink of Italy’s declaration of war, he was advised by Sir Robert Vansittart (Chief Diplomatic Advisor to the Government) to pull out of that potentially perilous excursion: he would otherwise have run close to being detained in Italy as an enemy alien.


However, in June 1940 he did journey to Dublin – it was his first experience of travelling by aircraft – to deliver the first W. B. Yeats Memorial Lecture (Yeats had died in France on 28 January 1939), entitled ‘The Poetry of W. B. Yeats’, under the auspices of the Irish Academy of Letters; he also delivered a broadcast talk for Irish radio on ‘Poetic Drama To-Day and To-Morrow’. ‘Dublin, as you will understand, was fatiguing,’ he wrote to a friend immediately afterwards. ‘You would hardly recognise my usually reticent self there: all the Curzon-like aloofness which has been so useful in other contexts, is dropped and a mask of playful blarney is assumed; so I took eleven hours in bed last night to recover.’


He also made working visits to places as far apart as Newcastle, Durham, Bath and Wells. When at home in London, he continued with his time-consuming and worrying duties as churchwarden of St Stephen’s, Gloucester Road. Furthermore, for the period 1941–2 he served too, though against his instinctive initial judgement, as President of the Classical Association. A deep knowledge and appreciation of the classics had always been of cardinal importance to him; in October 1939 he had recommended the young Louis MacNeice – whom he called ‘distinguished’ – for the Chair of English Literature at Trinity College Dublin on this genuine basis: ‘he is a classical scholar (his translation of the Agamemnon is a very remarkable achievement) and has hitherto been engaged in teaching the classics. This (in combination with his own contributions to English Literature) is to my mind a much more important, as well as more unusual equipment for teaching English, than any other that could be offered.’ And in the midst of his other timeconsuming labours, Eliot somehow found time to sit for a bust by a Portuguese artist named Agostinho Rodrigues – an inveterate sculptor of sharks – though he was at once taken aback and deeply amused to note how the artist had made him look ‘lecherous and rapacious’.


As a further contribution to his war effort, as he saw it, he undertook to make a timely representative selection of the poems of Rudyard Kipling, with an introduction, to be published in November 1941 as A Choice of Kipling’s Verse.


*


The work of publishing went on, and on, through every day of the war. The influential centrality of Eliot’s place in the firm of Faber & Faber was underlined when his exuberant and charismatic American colleague and fellow director Frank Morley decided in the summer of 1939 to leave England with his young family in order to take up the offer of becoming publishing director of the firm of Harcourt, Brace in New York. Eliot advised a fresh generation of writers including Cyril Connolly, Keith Douglas (whose poetry he found ‘extremely promising’), Ronald Duncan, Christopher Fry, Kathleen Raine, Henry Treece and Vernon Watkins. (Less fortunately, authors whom he adjudged to be not yet mature enough to add to the Faber list included Nikos Kazantzakis and Mervyn Peake. Of David Gascoyne too, he remarked to Herbert Read: ‘I think too well of him, and also not well enough.’) He went out of his way to secure gainful employment for authors on his list, and among his acquaintance. Beneficiaries of his tactful interventions included Louis MacNeice (whom he helped to arrange a lecture tour in the USA) and Dylan Thomas: in August 1941, for example, he wrote with feeling to the BBC producer Christopher Salmon, of Thomas: ‘He tells me that he is wholly exempted on physical grounds (I believe he has a bad lung) and he seems to be on his beam ends, with a wife and child. He is a good poet, but does not pretend to have any special qualifications for anything. But we cannot afford to neglect people like him.’ He helped out too with securing the necessary permissions for enabling P. L. Travers, author of the hugely successful Mary Poppins (1934) – he got to know her through the Moot, but he had not read her works – to travel to the USA for a wartime lecture tour. He even discovered new prose writers whom he took pains to foster: they included a teacher and soldier from Yorkshire named Dan Billany who submitted in 1940 a very promising detective fiction that he had provisionally and rather lamely entitled Opera is Such Fun. Eliot worked hard to bring out the best in the book, and it was published later in the year with the much more fetchingly intriguing title The Opera House Murders. (Eliot nurtured hopes that Billany would go on to produce many more detective novels of high quality, but sadly Billany was to be killed in the Italian campaign of 1943/44: the details of his death remain obscure.) Eliot was also closely involved in the editing of the autobiography of the Spanish journalist Arturo Barea, translated and published as The Forge (1944). For want of many examples of the details of his editorial work on the poems and collections that Eliot coaxed into print at Faber, it is instructive and amusing to note in a number of the letters how ingeniously he wheedles an author away from their first thoughts as to titles towards less obscure and more exactly fetching ones. Indeed, his eye for titles was as finely tuned as his ear for the music of poetry, and for expressive clarity. Authors whose works came by their final titles under his kindly but persistent guidance included Charles Williams, Michael Roberts, Henry Treece and Vernon Watkins.


*


Anthony Julius has maintained in his influential work T. S. Eliot: Anti-Semitism and Literary Form (1995): ‘Anti-Semites are not all the same. Some break Jewish bones, others wound Jewish sensibilities. Eliot falls into the second category. He was civil to Jews he knew, offensive to those who merely knew him from his work.’ This is not the place to offer a conspectus and thoroughgoing assessment of the poet’s ‘supposed anti-Semitism’ (Eliot’s phrase). But it is notable that some of the letters in this volume do provide evidence that challenge the notion that he was merely ‘civil’ to the Jews with whom he worked or socialised. He conceived an extremely high personal regard for many of the Jews he knew. For example, among those with whom he became closely acquainted through the meetings of the Moot were the distinguished German Jewish economist and sociologist Adolf Lowe, who had fled from Germany in 1933, and the Hungarian Jewish sociologist Karl Mannheim, also an exile – both of whom Eliot embraced with genuine warmth of feeling as his ‘valued friends’ and ‘pals’ (his own terms); and he did whatever he could to foster his friendship with them, as well as to promote them personally and professionally. There are other instances in these letters of Eliot’s positive helpfulness towards Jews whom he came to meet and know. In May 1940, when he was eager to commission a book from Kurt Hahn, the German Jewish educationalist and founder of Gordonstoun School, Eliot affirmed: ‘I know Hahn and have a very deep respect for him.’ In 1941, he wrote in support of Léonie Cohn, a gifted young German who had migrated to London in 1938, in order to secure her a post with the External Services of the BBC: she was to go on from there to become one of the most resourceful and distinguished producers at the BBC. Also in 1941 he encouraged Lily Montagu – pioneer of the Jewish Religious Union and the World Union for Progressive Judaism, and co-founder of the Jewish League for Woman Suffrage – to submit to Faber & Faber an autobiography that she had just written (there was, she believed, ‘a great need . . . for an expression of a living Jewish faith’). Such a work, Eliot eagerly agreed, ‘ought to be of considerable public interest . . . I should be very glad if you would let me see your book’; and he would speak of his personal disappointment when the Faber Book Committee ultimately decided, for reasons unknown, not to proceed to publication.


With regard to the more substantive aspect of his perceived anti-Semitism – that is to say, the charge that he had expressed specifically and purposefully anti-Semitic views in his earlier writings – he took the opportunity at this time to try to explain himself. Prominently in question was this breath-taking formulation, in After Strange Gods (1934): ‘The population should be homogeneous; where two or more cultures exist in the same place they are likely either to be fiercely self-conscious or both to become adulterate. What is still more important is unity of religious background; and reasons of race and religion combine to make any large number of free-thinking Jews undesirable.’ Eliot was tipped off at an early date by many friends, notably including W. H. Auden and Stephen Spender, that his most inappropriate way of putting the proposition could readily be construed as anti-Semitic. And when a man named J. V. Healy, with whom Eliot had become acquainted at Harvard in 1932, wrote out of the blue in April 1940 to question the implications of such a wording – ‘What reasons of race? That phrase makes me uneasy’ – Eliot expatiated, not in extenuation but in explanation, in this reply of 10 May 1940:


By free-thinking Jews I mean Jews who have given up the practice and belief of their own religion, without having become Christians or attached themselves to any other dogmatic religion. It should be obvious that I think a large number of free-thinkers of any race to be undesirable, and the free-thinking Jews are only a special case. The Jewish religion is unfortunately not a very portable one, and shorn of its traditional practices, observances and Messianism, it tends to become a mild and colourless form of Unitarianism. The free-thinking European, or American of European race, retains for the most part a good many of the moral habits and conventions of Christianity. If he does not retain them individually, still these habits survive to some extent in the community. The Jew who is separated from his religious faith is much more deracinated thereby than the descendant of Christians, and it is this deracination that I think dangerous and tending to irresponsibility. But my view does not imply any prejudice on the ground of race, but merely a recognition of what seems to me an historical social situation.


Understandably, Healy was not to be satisfied with what he called Eliot’s ‘subtlety’ in his ‘exculpation’. Eliot wrote again on 19 June, standing his ground – ‘The whole tone of After Strange Gods is of a violence which I now deprecate, and I am sure that it contains many statements or assertions which I should now wish to qualify: but I do not think that the sentence which was in question is one of them. At least, having given the explanation which I have given you, I can only express regret at the possibilities of misinterpretation’ – but at least the final clause of that extract admits the possibility that his published words could be regrettably misinterpreted. It was not a great concession, not yet a revocation.


The issue surfaced again in 1941, when Eliot, in his role as advisory editor to the Christian News-Letter, was moved to criticise an article entitled ‘The Jewish Question To-Day’, by the Revd James Parkes (published in CN-L in Oct. 1940) in a letter to his associate J. H. Oldham dated 12 September 1941. Eliot in part rehearsed the argument of After Strange Gods, but rather more warily than in 1934:


In the first place, and perhaps most important, [Parkes] does not discuss the religious problem proper. This, in my view, is not the problem of those Jews who maintain their religion – the problem of the true Jews – but that of the half-Europeanised Jews who have lost their faith without adopting any other. Some of this class, of course, are among our finest citizens; but it [is] surely from among this class also that come the irresponsible Jews – capitalist or revolutionary as their circumstances dictate. This is primarily a religious, not a racial problem.


That final sentence does surely constitute a concession: he had evidently taken to his heart and conscience the force of Healy’s earlier challenge, when he had been unwilling to acknowledge the gaffe he had perpetrated at the age of forty-six. The evidence here suggests that Eliot had never intended to voice a patently anti-Semitic sentiment, even if he had grown up in a world and a class in which anti-Semitism – less the outright viciousness of Jew-hating than anti-Semitism as a snobbery – was endemic.


Eliot was assuredly appalled by the persecution of the Jews of Europe. Shocked by what he read in an article headed ‘A New Order for France: The Vichy Substitute for Democracy’ (The Times, 14 August 1941), he forthwith wrote in the Christian News-Letter (3 September 1941) this indictment of the anti-Semitic outrage proposed:


What gives us the gravest anxiety, is that Jews have been given a special status, based on the laws of Nuremberg, which makes their condition little better than that of bondsmen. Anti-semitism there has always been, among the parties of the extreme Right: but it was a very different thing, as a symptom of the disorder of French society and politics for the last hundred and fifty years, from what it is when it takes its place as a principle of reconstruction. If this is what is happening, we can only hope that there has been, or that there will be, some organised protest against such injustice, by the French ecclesiastical hierarchy . . . But unless the French Church, and the Protestant bodies in France rise to protest, we must feel serious doubts about the way in which the revival of Christian France, advertised from Vichy, is to be carried out.


The more he learned of the Holocaust, the more he felt morally galled. In a later year, when challenged by Isaiah Berlin about the supposedly desiderated undesirability of ‘free-thinking Jews’, Eliot responded honestly on 9 February 1952 in these chastened, penitent terms: ‘the sentence of which you complain (with justice) would never have appeared at all at that time [in 1934], if I had been aware of what was going to happen, indeed had already begun, in Germany . . . I still do not understand why the word “race” occurs in the sentence, because my emphasis was on the adjective “free-thinking”.’ Again, later still, when Patricia Gruber of Fact Magazine (New York) questioned Eliot’s flagrant wording as it had appeared in After Strange Gods, he likewise conceded in response (28 April 1964): ‘I did make the statement which you quote, but I have ever since regretted making it in that form, for it was not intended to be antisemitic. What I had in mind was that I hoped there would be more cooperation between practising Christians and practising Jews, but I agree that the statement as it stands is regrettable.’ Much commentary on Eliot has asserted that he was a self-professed, unabashed anti-Semite: it was not so.


It was consistent with his revulsion from anti-Semitism that he also told Healy on 19 June 1940: ‘As for Mr Pound, I have already made it clear that I do not associate myself with any of his opinions about Jews.’ He was vastly irritated by Pound’s ‘jew-baiting’, perhaps most acutely when he was obliged to overrule his old friend’s attempt to publish a contemptuous assault on the Rothschild family. Pound proposed, in Canto LII (Cantos LII to LXXI was to be brought out by Faber & Faber in February 1940), to publish a racist rant against the Rothschilds – all too thinly masked by the name ‘Stinkschuld’. In the event, Pound’s grotesqueries were to be redacted in print with a solid rule (Pound insisted that he preferred a conspicuous deletion by ‘slugs to a line of dots’). Even though Eliot and Geoffrey Faber were opposed on solid principle to any form of literary censorship, still Pound’s obvious libel could not be allowed to get into print. Eliot did his best to mollify his old friend and mentor – ‘what is just possible in ordinary times isn’t desirable now’ – but the bullish, bigoted Pound preferred to embarrass his publishers with the visual evidence of censorship rather than to accommodate any suggested rephrasing.


Eliot was profoundly conscious of the great debt of gratitude that he owed to Ezra Pound, both personal and professional – Pound had given him wholesale support and worked with energetic commitment to promote Eliot’s early works; and he had helped to shape The Waste Land – and Eliot never failed to honour that debt, even after 1945 when Pound was detained and faced treason charges for having aided the Fascist enemy through his wartime radio broadcasts attacking the USA, President Roosevelt and the Jews. Eliot’s personal loyalty to Pound was tested to the utmost by succeeding events, but he remained unwavering – even though Pound tried his patience to the limit. In December 1941, when Eliot was first apprised of Pound’s broadcasts, and was sent a transcript of one of them, he took care in a letter not to comminate his old friend and mentor, nor to compromise his own loyalty, but only to speak of his deep pity: ‘One of [Pound’s] peculiarities is an inability to explain anything to anybody . . . If it weren’t for regretting that a man of his ability should fall into such a decline, I should not worry about his broadcasts at all.’


*


Other notable correspondents in this volume include W. H. Auden, George Barker, William Empson, Geoffrey Faber, James Laughlin, Hope Mirrlees, J. B. Priestley, Michael Roberts, A. L. Rowse, Stephen Spender, M. J. Tambimuttu, Allen Tate, Michael Tippett (who calls Eliot ‘my spiritual and artistic mentor’), Charles Williams and Virginia Woolf (whose suicide in March 1941 Eliot found distressing: ‘She was to me like a member of my own family, somehow’). In the lovely, lively exchanges in these letters to colleagues and friends, Eliot throws off the ‘hilariously bleak’ feeling of wartime London by composing entertaining, candid, revealing letters.


But perhaps the most sustainedly inventive and gossipy strand among these letters is the series he wrote to his friend, the editor and bibliophile John Hayward. Hayward, chief begetter and orchestrator of Noctes Binanianae, suffered from multiple sclerosis. Confined to a wheelchair, but at all times astonishingly energetic in mind and conversation, waspish and mischievous, he was rescued from London and given shelter for the duration of the war by grace of Lord Rothschild at his home called Merton Hall (now Merton House), in Cambridge. Eliot was acutely aware that Hayward was accustomed in London to conducting a vividly networked way of life, and he feared that his spirited, sociable friend could too easily be made depressed or even desperate by the lockdown in a provincial city that he was destined to endure for months and months, and then for years and years. And so he undertook to post him a regular stream of engaging, newsy, funny letters – ‘News of the Parish,’ as he called this series – giving a detailed, impish account of the events and encounters of his life in London and on his travels. ‘It is impossible for me, quite impossible, to be always wholly serious,’ wrote Eliot. In truth, his letters contain some of the best examples of his sense of humour. This sustained comic correspondence – even despite the fact that several of the letters rely on private jokes and banter – demonstrates how very much time and effort Eliot put in to diverting and stimulating his friend.


*


It was to John Hayward, too, that Eliot turned first for constructive criticism of the emerging masterpiece of his middle years: Four Quartets (which he later called, in an interview, ‘a sort of spiritual autobiography’). Eliot trusted his friend to supply him with candid critiques of the drafts of East Coker and The Dry Salvages, and of the earliest drafts of Little Gidding, and Hayward relished his appointed role as first reader and adviser. In turn, Hayward’s criticisms prompted Eliot to entrust him further with observations about both his intentions and his misgivings. Of East Coker, he remarked for example: ‘Part IV worries me: that kind of tour de force is always dangerous, because the only good phrases may prove to be reminiscences.’ Of The Dry Salvages as a title, in response to Hayward’s initial incomprehension: ‘It happens to have just the right denotation and association for my purpose; and therefore I am the more disturbed by your comment. It doesnt matter that it should be obscure, but if it is going to lead people quite on the wrong track, then something must be done . . . Please advise.’


But it was not only to Hayward that Eliot turned for counsel: he relied too on the willing and keen critical minds of other friends, including Bonamy Dobrée, Geoffrey Faber, Philip Mairet, Frank Morley and Herbert Read. Dobrée, who was in fact the last to be recruited to the critical crew that Eliot assembled about him, was at first shy of offering penetrating and perhaps painful criticism: but Eliot was prompt to reassure Dobrée in August 1941 that he expected nothing but the toughest love:


excellent as your comment appears to me to be, I must say that I think my private critics improve with practice. John Hayward, who has had the longest training in this difficult and exacting art, has now got to the point of making quite drastic criticism; and Faber is improving. It is practice in criticising the work of a particular author in this particular way that is needed, before the mind releases itself to say what it really thinks: and I therefore allow for the leniency of the beginner. I have come to the conclusion that the first two lines of Part II are not right; that the first section of Part III is not well worked out; and that Part II needs a spark, a line or two somewhere, to set it alight. John also finds Part IV a failure: but I cannot yet see just what is wrong. However, you have given me the main assurance that I want: that the poem appears to you to have an organic relation to the others, and is not merely a wooden leg.


The happy consequence in these letters is that Eliot, in energetically inviting his valued friends to comment upon his drafts, was obliged in return to afford them an exceptionally interesting and revealing commentary on the deep feelings and purposes underpinning his verses. Of the pain that inspired The Dry Salvages, for instance, he declared frankly to Faber:


you could help me by looking through it for any musical flaws, and any incorrect or inexact words. John Hayward is pretty good at the latter, and made some useful comments on Draft 2: but I trust hardly anyone nowadays to hear a poem and criticise it from that point of view. Neither John, nor Mairet who has seen Draft 3 (this is Draft 4) seemed to be bothered by obscurity. It is impossible for me to know about that myself; for the emotional charge comes from my last visit to that coast (where we had a seaside house) [in Gloucester, Massachusetts] in 1915, after which I never saw my father again. Neither religious nor artistic treatment of past agony is, in my experience, a pain killer: they don’t let you off the rock – but they do make you get the vultures into some kind of pattern.


Moreover, just as he considered his editorial labours for the Christian News-Letter to be ‘a piece of war work’, so too the writing of Four Quartets spoke for his feelings throughout the war. In May 1940 he told Emily Hale that he had ‘never before felt so keenly, indeed as a kind of agony, the feeling for which “patriotism” is an inadequate term’. His powerful musings on time, memory and transcendence, and on the deep roots of his family history in New England, and earlier still in England; the circuit that he had completed in adopting British citizenship, and his commitment to Britain’s destiny: all brought an intense passion to this great poetic sequence. ‘It matters much to me’, he told his cousin Marguerite Caetani in 1941, ‘that what I write at this time should be good, because I think a good poem is more important now than at any previous time.’ This poem became the sign of his patriotism: it is a war work.


*


The enormous cache of Eliot’s letters to his intimate American friend Emily Hale was unbuckled at Princeton University in January 2020, at a time when this volume had already been set up in early page proof. Accordingly, none of the 1,131 letters to Hale appears in full in this volume (though an occasional brief relevant extract has been included in a few of the footnotes). The Estate of T. S. Eliot has generously decided to make the complete collection available online, without charge, on the dedicated website tseliot.com. All of the letters to Hale will be posted there in 2022.


The letters that Eliot published in his capacity as associate editor of the Christian News-Letter, omitted in this volume, can be found in The Complete Prose of T. S. Eliot (8 volumes): https://about.muse.jhu.edu/muse/eliot-prose.
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BIOGRAPHICAL COMMENTARY, 1939–1941







	

1939




	

JANUARY – publishes ‘Last Words’ in valedictory issue of Criterion 18 (Jan. 1939). (13 Feb. – tells E. R. Curtius: ‘The extinction of the Criterion was at once the relief from a burden which grew no lighter with advancing years and receding hopes, and a cause of grief. The deterioration of culture everywhere, but especially in England, is something which I can no longer try to combat by such methods.’) His salary as Director at F&F stays at £500: ‘my emoluments are henceforth to be treated as £150 Director’s fee, and £350 for fee as literary adviser’. (His colleague Frank Morley is paid £1,000 p.a. as a Principal Director.) 6–9 JANUARY – TSE attends a meeting of the ‘Moot’ at Haywards Heath – ‘to discuss Christianity and Civilization for three nights and two days on end’. 12 JANUARY – has drinks in London with the S. African author Sarah Gertrude Millin and her husband. Recommends James Strachey Barnes for the post of Assistant Director of the British Institute of Florence. 16 JANUARY – declines invitation to become Vice President of the P.E.N. Club. 28 JANUARY – visits I. A. Richards in Cambridge; gives proof copy of FR to Richards and his wife. Death of W. B. Yeats. 29 JANUARY – attends fancy dress party thrown by Adrian Stephen, in the guise of Dr Crippen: Virginia Woolf bears witness. 31 JANUARY – dines with Philip Mairet, to discuss New English Weekly business. 6 FEBRUARY – finds the poems of Keith Douglas decidedly interesting, with promise. 7 FEBRUARY – accepts Louis MacNeice’s Autumn Journal. 8 FEBRUARY – turns down an invitation from Michael Tippett to write ‘words for a musical work’: that is, the oratorio for A Child of Our Time. ‘Don’t let the poets loose on your librettos, on anything, because they are going to do with the words what your music should do.’ Tries to help Keidrych Rhys in his efforts to get out of the army. 9 FEBRUARY – still hopes that Ralph Hodgson will be able to make illustrations for Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats – of which ‘the canon . . . has now been fixed’. Having been invited by I. A. Richards to speak on behalf of the guests at the upcoming Pepys Feast. TSE wriggles away: ‘I don’t like making speeches, and I do it very badly. I never remember a single anecdote or amusing story, whether proper or improper, and I am totally incapable of talking in a light and frivolous vein, except on occasions on which I am expected to speak very seriously.’ 14 FEBRUARY – prepares to give the Lewis Fry lectures at Bristol University – two lectures on Shakespeare’s versification. 20 FEBRUARY – rehearsals begin for The Family Reunion. LATE FEBRUARY – visits Cambridge to deliver the Boutwood Lectures. The three lectures in due course make up the substance of the volume The Idea of a Christian Society (F&F, 1939). 9 MARCH – advises the young dramatist Christopher Fry on his early choric work. Advises Vernon Watkins on early poetry. MID-MARCH – mild bronchitis keeps him off work for about two weeks. 21 MARCH – premiere of production by the London Mask Theatre of The Family Reunion at the Westminster Theatre, London; directed by E. Martin Browne, and starring Michael Redgrave as Harry, Lord Monchensey, it is largely financed by J. B. Priestley. (TSE writes to Priestley, 3 May: ‘It was extremely sporting of you to accept a play with such obvious theatrical faults . . . [Y]ou are one of the very few contemporary dramatists whose work I cordially respect.’) TSE attends with Enid Faber and her daughter Ann. John Hayward throws a first-night dinner party for TSE and the St John Hutchinsons. Publishes The Family Reunion (F&F): 6,375 copies; it comes out in New York on 30 Mar.: 2,500 copies. 23 MARCH – writes to the director Browne: ‘I hope at least that the papers will give due marks for the fine acting and for the production, about which I was completely happy. It seems to me that you have far surpassed even Murder at its best. All I want is that the play should pay for itself . . . and that it should not raise any prejudice that might make it more difficult to get the next one – which I hope to make free from some of the more obvious weaknesses of this – produced equally well.’ 28 MARCH – to George Every: ‘I think now that it was a mistake to draw attention to the Greek element . . . Of course I don’t agree with Desmond MacCarthy, followed by Ivor Brown, in their facile assumption of the incompatibility of Greek religion and Christian faith. In fact, the contrary is just my point, although I have not made it very well in the play.’ TSE dines with Leonard and Virginia Woolf, and with other guests including Kingsley Martin. APRIL – F&F publishes Finnegans Wake, by James Joyce. Eliot writes later, ‘It is true that I was responsible for the publication of FINNEGANS WAKE but I never felt any warm enthusiasm for the work . . . No one admires Joyce more than I do – but all one can say is that after Ulysses there was nothing else for him to do.’ He writes for the New English Weekly and attends meetings of the editorial committee – his first contribution being a commentary entitled ‘That Poetry is made with words’ (27 April). Cultivates the Ceylonese editor and poet M. J. Tambimuttu; advises Ronald Duncan on a verse play; and advises Norman Nicholson on his poetry. 6 APRIL – Eliot is gratified when Dorothy Sayers cites The Family Reunion in an article in the Sunday Times. 13 APRIL – Frank Morley – ‘a quite outstanding person [with a] vigorous personality and subtle mind’, as Geoffrey Faber calls him – breaks the news that he will be leaving F&F for a new job in New York: he is to be Director and Vice-President of Harcourt, Brace & Co., 1939–47. (TSE tells Emily Hale, 26 May 1939, of Morley: ‘He was invaluable, and in particular to my own designs, as he could be relied upon to support any of the books I especially wanted to publish; and we were apt to agree in opposing certain others. The chief burden that his leaving will impose upon me is that I have to take on the personal dealings with several authors whom he handled, whom no one else can handle so well – such as Ezra, a peculiarly difficult case.’) SECOND WEEK OF APRIL – the French photographer Gisèle Freund takes his portrait photograph. The Family Reunion is withdrawn from production. TSE hosts a dinner for Jacques Maritain. 14 APRIL – TSE attends the Moot for the weekend. (He makes a particular friend of the exiled Hungarian Jewish sociologist Karl Mannheim – of whom he will write in 1947: ‘I miss him very much both as a friend and as an intellectual force.’) 29 APRIL – the Governing Body of Magdalene College, Cambridge, resolves to elect TSE to an honorary fellowship: ‘that would be a very agreeable kind of honour’, he tells Hale (26 May), ‘more gratifying than any degree’. (He is duly elected on 7 June.) 2 MAY – TSE commissions a prose book from Michael Roberts that will be published as The Recovery of the West (1941). 5 MAY – lunches with Dorothy Pound at the Ivy Restaurant, London. Ralph Hodgson reports to GCF that he is not able to produce the illustrations for Cats. FIRST WEEKEND IN MAY – TSE attends a retreat in Queen’s Gate, London – ‘a good, but rather arduous retreat, with four hours meditation daily’. 11 MAY – he hosts a party for Maritain – ‘to meet some men’. TSE notes afterwards that Maritain ‘was as charming as ever’: ‘The discussion, considering that it had to be bilingual – Maritain doesn’t express himself in English, and only Mannheim and myself could talk French – went very smoothly.’ 12 MAY – The Family Reunion has sold about 2,600 copies to date. 15 MAY – TSE corresponds with a young American, James Jesus Angleton, co-editor of the undergraduate magazine Furioso. 16 MAY – visits Felsted School in Essex. ‘A couple of the junior masters expressed pleasure at my commending P. G. Wodehouse as a master of style.’ MID-MAY – spends a weekend at the country home in Surrey of Hope Mirrlees and her mother Mappie; he tells Emily Hale, 26 May: ‘The weekend . . . passed off very pleasantly: Mrs M., though a Christian Scientist, is a very hearty normal old lady, with . . . every comfort, but not the magnificence of the very rich that becomes a strain: just a simple ménage, with three or four maids indoors, a chauffeur, a large car, and two or three gardeners – simple comforts – and breakfast in one’s room (a bath to oneself) and one doesn’t make an appearance until about eleven o’clock.’ 19 MAY – encourages the poet Kathleen Raine (though he is not yet of a mind to accept her work for the Faber list). Publishes Stephen Spender’s collection The Still Centre: ‘I can’t help feeling that the work you did on Trial of a Judge has helped to widen the range or amplify the feeling, as well as to give an objectivity which makes the more personal poems more than introspective. I have enjoyed reading them very much, and I hope the critics will recognise the much stronger maturity.’ 31 MAY – invites Henri Fluchère to translate The Family Reunion into French: Fluchère accepts the undertaking. 9 JUNE – accepts for publication a collection by the Revd Bernard Walke: Plays from St Hilary. 10 JUNE – attends memorial service for Sir Hugh Walpole at St Margaret’s, Westminster. 14 JUNE – visits Mappie Mirrlees again. 19 JUNE – dines with Sydney Waterlow at the Oxford and Cambridge Club. 21 JUNE – John Hayward throws a party at Swan Court for Morley; the actress Elsa Lanchester is one of those present – sporting with ‘Thomas Aquinas’ (in Hayward’s words). LAST WEEK OF JUNE: sister Marion and niece ‘Dodo’ arrive in London. TSE takes care to arrange interesting outings for them: to the picture gallery at Dulwich, and to the ballet Coq d’Or. TSE gives a poetry reading on behalf of refugees, at Lady Astor’s home. 24/25 JUNE – meets Emily Hale off her boat, on arrival at Southampton. Works to assist a young friend named Franz Pfeiffer, a refugee from Germany, to get out of France; and to help a German exile by the name of Herman Walde. 3 JULY: TSE receives the hon. degree of D.Litt from Leeds University. Stays over with Bonamy Dobrée and his wife. 6 JULY – spends evening with the Woolfs. On another day, he dines with the de la Mares at Much Hadham, Hertfordshire, in honour of the Morleys; and dines on another day with the Mannheims in Golders Green. The Morley family finally leaves the UK. 7–20 JULY – TSE visits Emily Hale and the Revd and Mrs John Carroll Perkins at Stamford House, Chipping Campden, Gloucestershire. Attends a pageant at Kenilworth. 18 JULY – visits what he calls the ‘Scotch colony’ at Broadway, Worcestershire (including Lady Maud Bowes-Lyon). 22–31 JULY – stays at the Swan Hotel, Southwold, Suffolk, with his sister and niece – both of them being ‘shy folk’, as he says – and delights in the beauty of Lavenham. Visits Tewkesbury, to attend the festival. JULY – turns down the opportunity to publish a small work by Nikos Kazanzakis – a philosophico-religious prose poem, translated by Sydney Waterlow. 1 AUGUST – dines with his niece Charlotte (‘Chardy’) and her husband Agnew, at L’Escargot Bien Venu, London. Prepares The Idea of a Christian Society for press, telling a correspondent, ‘I have never in any piece of writing, taken more pains or felt more dissatisfied with the result.’ 7 august (August Bank Holiday) – stays at Garden Hotel, Cambridge, with Marion and Dodo. from 7 AUGUST – spends a few more days at Stamford House, Chipping Campden, visiting Emily Hale. 10 AUGUST – takes Marion and Dodo to visit the Mirrlees household in Surrey. 11 AUGUST – seeks help for a young journalist named Charles Dimont who has fallen into difficulties. by 15 AUGUST – publication of Noctes Binanianae: 25 copies privately printed: ‘It was a collection of poems by several hands, Frank Morley, Geoffrey Faber, John Hayward and myself, in which we exercised our gifts of reciprocal insult in humorous verse . . . I do think our efforts were pretty good.’ MID-AUGUST – sees Coriolanus at the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre, Stratford-upon-Avon. 14–21 AUGUST – visits the Faber family at their holiday home, Ty Glyn Aeron, in Cardiganshire, Wales: he spends so much time sunbathing that he turns ‘a rosy lobster colour’. 23 AUGUST – TSE passes another week with Emily Hale at Chipping Campden. He returns to London, as he tells her, with ‘my new happiness safely in my heart’. He tells her, too, on 1 Sept., ‘of the closeness of our response of feeling in each situation as it arose’. 31 AUGUST – lunches with Sir Bruce Richmond (former editor of the TLS). Writes an ingenious but sincere recommendation for George Barker to succeed Ralph Hodgson in his teaching post at Sendai University, Japan. (Barker gets the job and leaves for Japan in Nov.) The first air-raid rehearsal is carried out in the cellars at 24 Russell Square. EARLY SEPTEMBER – spends a quiet evening in London with Wyndham Lewis. 3 SEPTEMBER – Britain is at war with Nazi Germany. Publication by F&F of New Verse anthology, ed. Geoffrey Grigson. 4 SEPTEMBER – to Hale: ‘I was glad that you did not come to the station . . . seeing you last at the door of the house (with your face screwed up bravely and pitifully) was better. But yesterday was so wonderful, ending so, with the minutes in the garden and finally and surprisingly our standing together looking out on the moonlight and the yew tree more beautiful than ever before – those last minutes at the window are pictured in my mind with an intensity that can never disappear.’ 5 SEPTEMBER – Marion and Dodo depart, sailing from Southampton. 6 SEPTEMBER – to Hayward, regarding the blackout in force in London: ‘The darkness is rather pleasant in districts that you know like the palm of your hand, but terrifying in unfamiliar faubourgs. I think that I can dine in Bloomsbury, some of Kensington, Pall Mall; I am not sure of Soho. It is best only to dine at houses near tube stations, but you can’t see a tube station until you are in it.’ 7 SEPTEMBER – Emily Hale departs for the USA by sea from Southampton; TSE writes: ‘All that you say I reciprocate, and even now I am supported by my new happiness, which I think can never leave me.’ 13 SEPTEMBER – to John Betjeman: ‘I believe that what we are to do now is to keep our chins up (in 1914 it was our tails).’ To Eleanor Hinkley: ‘I still hope to start a play.’ 15 SEPTEMBER – Dorothy Sayers drops in to tea at Russell Square. F&F publishes Orion Marches, poems by Michael Roberts. 18 SEPTEMBER – TSE sends Betjeman (who is working at the Ministry of Information) a list of individuals who might be spared conscription: his recommendations include Michael Roberts, William Empson, Desmond Hawkins and Christopher Fry. 20 SEPTEMBER – writes to Hayward: ‘I think the wise thing [for myself] is to plod along at Fabers so long as there is anything for me to do there.’ 21 SEPTEMBER – expresses a willingness to publish MacNeice’s autobiography. Spends the evening with the journalist and book collector Richard Jennings. 22 SEPTEMBER – visits Ivor and Dorothea Richards in Cambridge. 23–24 SEPTEMBER, fifth (enlarged) meeting of the Moot, at Golders Green: ‘two days of about ten hours continuous talk each. Reinhold Niebuhr in good form . . . and very anti-German.’ First issue of the Christian News-Letter, with which TSE has become closely involved: he takes the trouble to attend weekly meetings in Oxford. (‘I regard it as a piece of war work,’ he notes.) 26 SEPTEMBER – turns down the poems of David Gascoyne – ‘[albeit] in some respects these poems mark a very considerable advance’. Writes to his old Harvard friend Conrad Aiken: ‘I am here [in England] for the duration [of the war], or until the house collapses on me.’ 29 SEPTEMBER – muses on the ‘old rumour’ of being appointed to the King Edward VII Chair at Cambridge; telling Hale: ‘I have not even any reason to suppose that [Sir Arthur] Quiller-Couch has retired; and if he had, I am by no means sure either that I am suitable for the job, or that I want it.’ 4 OCTOBER – to a composer who hoped to make an opera or oratorio of Murder in the Cathedral: ‘I must admit that the project does not particularly appeal to me, because what I value in my play is the exact words in which I have expressed it, and I have no doubt that considerable tampering would be necessary to adapt them for a musical purpose . . . I must confess that I do not particularly care to see my compositions adapted to serve other arts.’ 5 OCTOBER – salutes the launch of the magazine Horizon, ed. Cyril Connolly and Stephen Spender. Publishes Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats: 3,005 copies: ‘I was so anxious that the Cats should flourish, if at all, on their own merits, and not as a TSE curio, that I would have asked that it be published anonymously had I thought that fair to the publishers; it is intended for a NEW public, but I am afraid cannot dispense with the old one.’ (The Sales Manager of F&F reports, 1 Dec.: ‘Cats are giving general satisfaction.’ The volume sells around 4,500 copies by end of Jan. 1940. In the USA, Cats sells 3,950 by the same date.) 10 OCTOBER – TSE recommends Louis MacNeice for the Chair of English at Trinity College Dublin. 12 OCTOBER – to Hayward: ‘I have got as far as looking at the plots of Euripides to see if there is one I can pinch for a play. Alcestis seems to offer possibilities.’ 16 OCTOBER – turns down Herbert Read’s essays. 21 OCTOBER – visits the Tandy family at their cottage near Bridport, Dorset – ‘the loveliest country imaginable’. 26 OCTOBER – publishes The Idea of a Christian Society (F&F) – which TSE says he has revised very thoroughly since delivering the lectures: 2,000 copies (3,500 copies are sold by the end of Jan. 1940). Praises the young American Delmore Schwartz as critic, and says he was impressed by his volume of poetry In Dreams Begin Responsibilities. 28–29 OCTOBER – visits the House of the Sacred Mission, Kelham, Nottinghamshire, for the weekend – ‘an obligation I feel towards the dear souls that I know there’. 31 OCTOBER – dines with Alida Monro. 1 NOVEMBER – to Hayward: ‘I had a strenuous weekend [at Kelham] . . . The cooking has improved a bit, but there were no cabbages, in spite of all the ploughing up . . . Football is the curse of the English monastic life.’ EARLY NOVEMBER – visits the Woolfs in Sussex. ‘Lunch on Sunday with Virginia’s sister [Vanessa Bell] and family who live a little way off.’ 5 NOVEMBER – lunches with Geoffrey and Enid Faber, and Bill Watt. 8 NOVEMBER – lunches with Faber again, in company with Maynard Keynes and Lydia Lopokova. To Hayward: ‘it is as difficult to get any Serious Thinking done as it was in the best of times.’ 10 NOVEMBER – visits All Souls College, to see his godson Tom Faber perform in a play at the nearby Dragon School. 14 NOVEMBER – to Geoffrey Faber: ‘Why should men receive special consideration merely because they have written books? That certain men should always be spared, I feel sure; but this kind of selection seems to me on the wrong lines . . . I can’t recommend a man for exemption [from military service] solely on the ground of some minor contribution to “literature”.’ 16 NOVEMBER – lunches with Read at the Reform Club. 23 NOVEMBER – looking about for a job for his friend Mannheim. 24 NOVEMBER – lunches with Ashley Dukes; dines with the Dobrées, along with Faber. 26 NOVEMBER – passes the weekend with the Mirrleeses in Surrey. 29 NOVEMBER – confides to Hayward, ‘The last six years have been the only happy years of my life.’ F&F publishes Doctrine and Action: Internal and Foreign Policy of the New Portugal 1928–1939, by Antonio Salazar. Also publishes in this year António Ferro, Salazar: Portugal and Her Leader; Danton’s Death: A Play by Georg Buechner, trans. Stephen Spender and Goronwy Rees; The Kingis Quair, ed. W. Mackay Mackenzie. FIRST WEEK OF DECEMBER – dines with the All Souls Club; dines, in company with the Fabers, at Lady Rhondda’s home; enjoys a weekend with the Bruce Richmonds at Salisbury. 7 DECEMBER – The Queen’s Book of the Red Cross features two light poems by TSE: ‘The Marching Song of the Pollicle Dogs’ and ‘Billy M’Caw: The Remarkable Parrot’. 9 DECEMBER – reviews Charles Williams’s The Descent of the Dove, for the New Statesman. 13 DECEMBER – visits Raynes Park County School (headmaster, John Garrett). Informs Hayward: ‘I am giving myself my spring suit for a Christmas present quite munificent: a nice small Glenurquhart Angola, with a thread of blue among the grey.’ 14 DECEMBER – lunches with Herbert Read, and visits the McKnight Kauffers.









	

1940




	

FIRST WEEKEND – ‘theological conference at Jordans’. Takes tireless pains to assist an exiled friend named Dr Iovetz-Tereshchenko: ‘He is a White Russian (naturalised Serb after the Revolution) who is a specialist in Adolescent Psychology, age forty-odd. He came to England some years ago with his wife and two children, and was more or less kept by the Cowley Fathers.’ 4 JANUARY – publication in New York of The Idea of a Christian Society: 3,000 copies. TSE sits for a bust by the Portuguese sculptor Agostinho Rodrigues: ‘The expression is lecherous and rapacious, so I expect he has got a touch of the shark into it. The bust is to be exhibited at the Portuguese World’s Fair in Lisboa.’ Spends a weekend in Dorset with Polly Tandy and family. Enjoys an evening with Stephen Spender – ‘who discussed [. . .] his domestic tangles . . . [T]he irregularities of that group of young people are rather more intricate than the alliances of the Bourbon-Parma, the Salm-Salm, the Guzman, or any other family in the Almanach . . . It is odd to see a younger generation living out the Bertie [Russell] creed, and making just as much of a mess of it.’ Goes to see The Marx Brothers at the Circus; and attends a production of D. H. Lawrence’s play David at the Drama League, London. 16 JANUARY – ventures out for a meal in the West India Dock Road, with Montgomery Belgion, one Major Cantlie, and two ladies: ‘a spice of romance about the East End on a moonlight night . . . the romance of Limehouse’. 17 JANUARY – ‘dinner and discussion of the Chandos Group (the inner circle of the New English Weekly)’. 20 JANUARY – to Hayward: ‘I feel more and more marooned in London . . . Is it old-fashioned of me to feel somewhat shocked by Auden’s wanting to get naturalised in America at this time?’ 23 JANUARY – dines with the Fabers in Hampstead. 24 JANUARY – dines with Robert Sencourt. 26 JANUARY – turns down the poems of the young Mervyn Peake: ‘I feel in some of the longer poems a forcing of the feeling which leads to an overloading of verbiage in which both image and rhythm get completely sunk . . . It is not necessary, in order to make a good poem, to have a very vast or sublime emotion to inspire it . . . I should like to see more of your work when your style has had a good purge.’ 31 JANUARY – dines with Mannheim and his wife, at Golders Green. In London, it is the coldest winter since 1894. 1 FEBRUARY – dines with his young American colleague Morley Kennerley and his wife (black tie). 3 FEBRUARY – contracts bronchitis; writes some clerihews. 8 FEBRUARY – tells Hayward that he wants ‘to get on with my new poem in succession to Burnt Norton – the second of the three quatuors – provisionally entitled East Coker; of which I have drafted the first two out of the five sections’. MID-FEBRUARY – lunches with William Empson (recently returned from the Far East): ‘He is dirtier and more distrait than ever. It was most refreshing to see him.’ 17 FEBRUARY, to Empson: ‘We certainly want to publish your complete poems sooner or later.’ MID-FEBRUARY – dines with the Woolfs at Mecklenburgh Square, London, with Sydney Saxon Turner; Clive Bell drops by after dinner. Lunches with F. T. Prince. 20 FEBRUARY, to Hayward – ‘I enclose a Poem [East Coker]. I don’t know whether it is worth tinkering with or not: but you might keep it to yourself.’ (Hayward to Morley, Feb. 1940: ‘this poem . . . is prodigiously fine. Just over 200 lines in five sections. It has moved me a good deal more deeply than “Burnt Norton” (of which it is a kind of sequel), one explanation of this being, perhaps, the outstanding beauty of the lyrical verses. It is also poignantly self-revealing.’) 21 FEBRUARY – dines with Spender. Thinks to get Ezra Pound to write a book on American history, in collaboration with the philosopher George Santayana. 22 FEBRUARY – lunches with Herbert Read at the Reform Club. Publishes The Waste Land and Other Poems (Sesame Books edition): 5,000 copies. Publishes Pound’s Cantos LII–LXXI (having told Pound on 14 Sept. 1939: ‘I think that the lines from “jews, real jews . . .” to “popinjays” will have to come out.’) 27 FEBRUARY – tells Cyril Connolly: ‘Enemies of Promise had some very good things in it, but didn’t seem to me so very well shaped as a whole. But I did enjoy it.’ LATE FEBRUARY – visits the Mirrleeses again. MARCH – prepares to go to Italy for a tour on behalf of the British Council: to lecture at six British Institutes – Milan, Genoa, Florence, Rome, Naples, Palermo; hopes for an audience with the Pope; later to visit Pound in Rapallo – he is due to go there in mid-May: writes two lectures – on modern poetry and on George Herbert – for the purpose: ‘When I get back a book committee will seem like a rest cure.’ 13 MARCH – publishes ‘Education in a Christian Society’, The Christian News-Letter. 14 MARCH – publishes Some Poems by Auden, in the Sesame Books imprint. Attends a conference at Lambeth, hosted by Archbishop Cosmo Lang. Sees a Greta Garbo film at the Ministry of Information, courtesy of John Betjeman. 21 MARCH – publishes ‘East Coker’ in New English Weekly; later in Partisan Review. Publishes George Barker, Lament and Triumph; Revd Claude Chavasse, The Bride of Christ: An Enquiry into the Nuptial Element of Early Christianity. APRIL – negotiates with Charles Williams to publish A History of Witchcraft. 3 APRIL – to Hayward: ‘Bill [Empson] has just sent me a sheaf [of poems] on offer, which I shall press on the Board with all my might, and I don’t think they will question my judgement on such a matter . . . You would have to pile it on about Bill’s esoteric reputation. It would be prestige stuff . . . Harcourt Brace . . . ought to grasp at this.’ 4 APRIL – admires and accepts for publication a detective novel by Dan Billany: ‘The Opera House Murders’. 5 APRIL – to Pound: ‘Some has [sic] left England for England’s good but Ole Possum is still pretty reliable.’ 12 APRIL – spends an evening with the Chandos Group, ‘discussing economics’. 21 APRIL – meets Christopher Fry, and comments on his play The Firstborn. Publishes Denis de Rougemont’s Passion and Society (a translation by Montgomery Belgion of L’Amour et l’Occident). 8 MAY – dines with the designer Stella Mary Newton and her husband Eric. 15 MAY – Sir Robert Vansittart (Foreign Office, London) advises TSE not to go to Italy. Turns down an invitation from the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford to give the Zaharoff Lecture (named for the Greek-born industrialist and arms dealer). ‘I would rather not have my name associated, even in this way, with that of the late Sir Basil Zaharoff.’ 20 MAY – compliments Mannheim on his ‘masterly’ book Man and Society (1940): for expressing ‘the operations of a mind which is so extremely well balanced and constantly avoiding the simpliste explanation of any phenomenon’. Dines with the Literary Society. 21 MAY – dines with the Woolfs and William Plomer; John Lehmann comes in after dinner – ‘a whole evening without mentioning the war at all’. 24 MAY – turns down Edmund Wilson’s To the Finland Station. ‘I doubt whether we should have wanted it even after Munich. It is very good, it is very serious, and I think it is quite outside of the frame now.’ 25 MAY – entertains the McKnight Kauffers to a meal at the Ivy Restaurant. 30 MAY – turns down an English translation of Jean-Paul Sartre’s La Nausée. Publishes ‘East Coker’ in New English Weekly. 2 JUNE – to Hayward: ‘Auden’s new book of verse [Another Time] will be out presently, but it’s not very exciting.’ 4 JUNE – to Pound: ‘Laughlin [New Directions, New York] wants to bring out all the cantoes up to date in one volume, and I dont see any reason why he shouldnt, and much better to have them assembled in one publishing firm in U.S.A.; but we think we could do better by waiting for the completion of the opus unless you can give assurance that that won’t be for another decade of years I mean.’ Confides to Hale: ‘Auden and Isherwood are not especially popular here now . . . Auden, at least, is I am told getting naturalised . . . I find it rather hard myself not to criticise these émigrés rather severely.’ TSE to Hale, ‘This country seems to have quickened into a healthier condition than at any time in the last twenty years. It is a good deal (don’t think I say this snobbishly, but in great earnest) just to have a man at the head of things [Winston Churchill] who comes of a good family – to say nothing of his other remarkable personal qualities.’ 5 JUNE – goes with Mary Hutchinson to see Asmodée, a play by François Mauriac. 8–9 JUNE – spends a weekend with the Kauffers near Henley. 15 JUNE – stays with Herbert Read and his wife, near Jordans, Buckinghamshire. 16 JUNE – spends a ‘very pleasant evening’ with John Macmurray and his wife. 19 JUNE – informs J. V. Healey: ‘As for Mr. Pound, I have already made it clear that I do not associate myself with any of his opinions about Jews.’ 20 JUNE – publishes Another Time, by Auden; and The Pattern of Freedom, an anthology by Sir Bruce Richmond. 24 JUNE – to Hale: ‘I dare not say that I should ever fail, because, as with physical courage, one does not know what strength will be given one [during the war] until the occasion for it arises; nor can one anticipate confidently how one will behave in a crisis of agony. But I know that it would be a weakness, almost of the flesh; and I know that what we are called upon to experience is something that can improve us as a nation. All that one can do is to search every event and crisis for the possibilities of action for good, and thus try to make oneself an instrument for God. The decline of Christendom is a fault for which all nations must suffer in their turn; and must try to see the suffering as a way back to God.’ 29 JUNE – takes his first journey by air, from Liverpool to Dublin, where he delivers the first Yeats Memorial Lecture – ‘The Poetry of W. B. Yeats’ – at the Abbey Theatre, and gives a radio broadcast on ‘Poetic drama today and tomorrow’. Spends time with Lennox Robinson, Mrs George Yeats, Desmond FitzGerald and Donagh MacDonagh. 2 JULY – returns to England. 3 JULY – to Hayward: ‘Dublin . . . was fatiguing . . . Apart from the fact that the Irish have a certain respect for poetry and religion, theirs is a tiring society.’ Stuart Gilbert calls on TSE at Russell Square. TSE’s secretary Anne Bradby, who has got married, leaves F&F in the first week of July. 5 JULY – to Hawkins: ‘I can’t see the exemption of writers merely for the sake of preserving them. So far as they can make a better contribution to the war (in its largest sense) in some job in which they can employ their talents, instead of being merely atoms in the ranks, I am all for finding them that sort of job . . . But I cannot see why writers should desire any exceptional immunity, qua writers.’ He ‘’lists for a Warden’ in Kensington: he receives instruction in stirrup pumps etc. and seeks to qualify as an ARP [Air Raid Precautions] Warden. He has, as he puts it, to put on ‘a kind of drugget robe marked A.R.P.’ (To Hayward, 23 Aug. 1940: ‘The first thing to do, when you hear the Syrens, or the gun fire preliminary (as last night I am sorry to say, the sirens) is to have a good Piss: after that you are ready for the Jerry.’) 9 JULY – to Bernard Iddings Bell: ‘St Thomas of Canterbury’s resistance to the ideology of Henry II was far more operative after his death than before, and something might be said about the Lacedemonians after Thermopylae. Certainly, I would say that resistance to Germany’s ideology cannot be carried out by men who are unwilling to die, or to sacrifice everything individually dear to them, including social privileges.’ 12 JULY – helps to secure an exit permit for Pamela Travers – author of Mary Poppins (and a fellow member of the board of New English Weekly) – who has been invited to give lectures in the USA. Campaigns against the government’s determination to impose Purchase Tax on books. 13–14 JULY – attends the Moot. 16 JULY – requests Anne Ridler to make a selection from the poetry of Ezra Pound for the Sesame Library. 19 JULY – recommends the poems of Donagh MacDonagh to Spender at Horizon. 31 JULY – Chandos Group meeting. AUGUST – works with Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell on translating and publishing Arturo Barea’s The Forge (which he expurgates for libel and sexual references). Enquires into ways to get some French friends, including Raïssa Maritain, out of France. Writes an article, for Leonard Woolf (Political Quarterly), on the proposed book tax; it is not published, but only because the legislation is presently repealed (thanks in good part to the efforts of Geoffrey Faber as President of the Publishers Association). Enjoys evenings with Richard Jennings, joking about Sherlock Holmes. 1 AUGUST – dines with the Hutchinsons and Hugh Walpole. 4 AUGUST – writes: ‘It is somewhat disturbing to me, to reflect that I have both the soundest constitution and the most phlegmatic temperament, in Faber and Faber’s.’ (GCF has been ill, and is breaking out in boils.) 6 AUGUST – sits for his ARP test. He is also to be issued with a whistle. 13 AUGUST – passes the test, but does not receive his uniform. Edits the Christian News-Letter for three weeks, to enable Joe Oldham to have a holiday. Lunches with Denis Saurat and Philippe Barrès (son of Maurice Barrès). 14 AUGUST – accepts a book by Francis Williams, Democracy’s Last Battle (F&F, 1941). Publishes a dystopian fiction by Douglas Brown and Christopher Serpell, Loss of Eden: A Cautionary Tale. 30 AUGUST–10 SEPTEMBER – holidays with the Faber family at their country home in Wales – ‘the scene of some of the pleasantest days of the happiest years of my life’ (as Eliot tells Enid Faber on 12 Sept. 1941). 12 SEPTEMBER – publishes East Coker (which sells 6,000 copies by Jan. 1941). 18 SEPTEMBER – moves to the Belvedere Hotel, 6 Grenville Place, Kensington, to be on call at the Wardens’ Centre – sits up ‘listening to Major Festing expound the history of the Mogul Empire’. MID-SEPTEMBER – spends a weekend with the Herbert Reads, sleeping from 11 p.m. to 4 the next afternoon. 26 SEPTEMBER – publishes The Testament of Immortality, an anthology by N. Gangulee, with preface by TSE. OCTOBER – arranges to spend long weekends at the Mirrleeses’ home in Surrey – as a paying guest ‘at my own insistence’ (‘Mrs M. wished to have me simply as a guest, but she is a sensible old woman and understood my point of view’) – coming up to town for two or three week-nights and lodging with the Fabers. TSE to Philip Mairet: ‘my hostess here . . . is a very intelligent, though not intellectual, Scotch lady – but distinctly high in brains as well as character’. He is ever aware of ‘the responsibilities of being a guest’ – ‘the point being that this is a lonely house on a hill and I am the only Male in a large number of women and children’ – and finds his ‘hebdomadary excursions to London’ exhausting. ‘I take pleasure (when well enough for physical activity) in such occupations as cutting bracken for the compost heap etc.’ Hope Mirrlees, as he tells Enid Faber, is a ‘good friend . . . If she does get on my nerves at times, that is as much the fault of my irritability.’ 9 OCTOBER – to Morley: ‘I want to do another quartet – provisionally entitled The Dry Salvages (accent on the vages – see chart of Cape Ann).’ Publishes Cecilia M. Ady, The English Church and How it Works. 15 OCTOBER – to Hayward: ‘If I had to be in town all the week I should just have to stop trying to use my mind altogether . . . but the life in London is both a strain and a bore.’ 22 OCTOBER – to Hayward: ‘Every week produces a fresh deposit of time bombs or aerial torpedoes or land mines in the vicinity [of Bloomsbury].’ 31 OCTOBER – advises Vernon Watkins that his poem ‘The Ballad of the Mari Lwyd’ is not enough for a single volume: best to wait for some more poems. NOVEMBER – publication of illustrated edition of Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats – ‘Nicolas Bentley drew the pictures’. (To Hayward, 25 Nov.: ‘I am glad you can speak so favourably of the Bentley drawings: they were rather a shock to me at first, but I am beginning to get used to them.’) 5 NOVEMBER – calls on Edmund Blunden at Merton College, Oxford, and on Charles Williams – ‘I always think that with the exception of Jacques Maritain he is as near a saint as anyone I know, or nearer’ – and Gerard Hopkins at the University Press; followed by drinks at the Mitre. 9 NOVEMBER – accepts for publication a study entitled ‘Traditional High Churchmanship’, by the Revd G. W. O. Addleshaw: it will be published as The High Church Tradition (1941). 14 NOVEMBER – accepts The Ocean, a novel by James Hanley: ‘I was very much impressed by the story and the writing of it. I don’t expect that a book like this which is really a long short story in form will have a very popular appeal among people who do not appreciate the grimness of the theme, the austerity of the treatment or the skill of the writing, but I cannot but believe that those who are qualified to judge it will give it high praise.’ Also accepts The Throne of David, by the Revd A. G. Hebert (1941). 19–20 NOVEMBER – meetings in Oxford. 22 NOVEMBER – does a radio broadcast, ‘The Writer as Artist: Discussion between T. S. Eliot and Desmond Hawkins’: stays overnight in London at the Langham Hotel. Meets Léon Subercaseaux, counsellor of the Chilean Embassy, and his wife Paz – ‘very agreeable’: ‘my Chilean cronies’, as he presently calls them – who are friends of his cousin Marguerite Caetani. 26 NOVEMBER – gives lunch to Rufus Noel Buxton. 29 NOVEMBER – commissions Anne Ridler to compile the Little Book of Modern Verse, for which he supplies a good deal of decisive advice. DECEMBER – publishes his address to the School of Sociology: ‘The English Tradition’, in Christendom. 9 DECEMBER – to Vernon Watkins: ‘I have now satisfied myself that I like your poems.’ 10 DECEMBER – to Hayward: ‘I have been working this morning at a poem to follow E. Coker, and on a first section dealing with Water, as the previous first section dealt with Earth, or with Autumn instead of Summer: and at this stage it seems to me very unpromising.’ 31 DECEMBER – to Geoffrey Curtis: ‘being a nervous person, with little self-confidence in my resourcefulness in emergency, I was always in an agony of apprehension of having to go out and deal with some half-mangled human being and probably do the wrong thing . . . Such worries were very exhausting; though I found to my surprise, on retiring, that the mixture of fear and excitement was a kind of drug which I missed . . . Also, I have just completed another poem [“Dry Salvages”] to go with “East Coker”, and contemplate a fourth to complete the sequence. The unwritten one is provisionally, “Little Gidding”.’
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JANUARY – publishes The Faber Book of Comic Verse, ed. Michael Roberts; Francis Williams, Democracy’s Last Battle. 7–10 JANUARY – attends Archbishop of York’s Conference at Malvern College, Worcestershire (in company with 23 bishops). ‘I found the conference exasperating . . . [A] good deal of time was spent in framing resolutions which the conference had no competence to make.’ TSE speaks on ‘The Christian Conception of Education’. (To Hale, 17 Feb.: ‘My talk at Malvern was important but dull.’) 10–13 JANUARY – attends Moot at Downe House School. Publishes The Father Found, by Charles Madge. 13 JANUARY – death of James Joyce. 14 JANUARY – TSE writes to The Times to complain about the shabby obituary of Joyce in the newspaper. 16 JANUARY – lunches with the Chandos Group (‘my serious political-economic friends’). 21 JANUARY – asks Geoffrey Faber to look out for ‘any musical flaws [in ‘The Dry Salvages’], and any incorrect or inexact words . . . [T]he emotional charge comes from my last visit to that coast (where we had a seaside house) in 1915, after which I never saw my father again. Neither religious nor artistic treatment of past agony is, in my experience, a pain killer: they don’t let you off the rock – but they do make you get the vultures into some kind of pattern . . . I also think that I am somewhat mellowed in a more personal way too: the years 1933–39 having been a period of relative serenity in my life such as I had never known before.’ MID-JANUARY – falls prey to influenza, and spends three weeks in bed (being absent from work for five ‘dismal’ weeks in all). 3 FEBRUARY – decides against vetting Hayward’s choice of passages for the forthcoming anthology of extracts from his writings in prose, Points of View: ‘I do not want to because of my distaste for re-reading the stuff, and . . . I would rather leave it entirely in John’s hands.’ He refers to the volume as ‘the Possum Encheiridion of Wit & Wisdom’. 6 FEBRUARY – to Blunden, with reference to Keith Douglas: ‘I think that [his poems] are definitely interesting, with promise, and perhaps something more than promise, and I should like to keep in touch with him. I do not think that the present collection is ripe for publication.’ To Keidrych Rhys: ‘I wish that I knew your work better than I do, and if you have anything that you care to let me see I will read it and return it to you. I do, however, know Wales as distinctly one of the more interesting younger periodicals which has published some good verse.’ 10 FEBRUARY – to Maud Bodkin, of her long essay ‘The Quest for Salvation’ (which includes critical discussion of FR): ‘so far as I am competent to judge, the best analysis of my play that I have seen’. 15 FEBRUARY – to Keith Douglas: ‘My impression so far is that you have completed one phase which begins with the very accomplished juvenilia, and that you have started on another which you have not yet mastered . . . I think you have definitely an ear.’ Accepts invitation from Glasgow University to give the W. P. Ker Memorial Lecture 1941/42. 20 FEBRUARY – publishes Burnt Norton (F&F): 4,000 copies. 27 FEBRUARY – lunches with Chandos Group. Publishes ‘The Dry Salvages’ – ‘draft no. 5 of my new poem’ – in New English Weekly. 10 MARCH – to Anne Ridler (on East Coker): ‘I find it hard to believe that a poem of mine which sells nearly 12,000 copies can be really good. (I am glad, by the way, that you like part IV, which is in a way the heart of the matter . . . But the poem . . . is an attempt to weave several quite unrelated strands together in an emotional whole . . . I am glad to have been brought up regarding my parents as superior beings and not as pals, though it went too far, and I think they made difficulties for themselves and for us by not realising that their children would be very different from themselves inevitably, and would have to live in a very different world from their own.’ To Michael Roberts (on agreeing to stand as godfather to Edward Adam, who will be his fourth godchild): ‘I try to take this function more conscientiously than most people appear to do. I say “try”, because there is in fact very little that one can do deliberately: provide a part of the reinforcing background to the Christian influence of parents, where there is any; where there is none, one may be useless . . . By the way, I rather prefer not to increase the number of children who address me as Uncle Tom. I have taught my second god-daughter to address me as Tom Possum (she seems to prefer it herself): I don’t insist on this designation, it is merely a suggestion.’ 11 MARCH – attends performance of Murder in the Cathedral at Guildford Cathedral. ‘I have got to go, to please Martin [Browne] . . . It does not occur to anybody that I regard Murder as an episode in my past life, in which I am no longer in the least interested.’ Publishes ‘A Message to the Fish’ (on James Joyce), in Horizon. 25 MARCH – to The Times (in answer to an adverse leading article): ‘It is not permissible for a publisher to give comparative figures of the sales of different authors. I may, however, allow myself to say that well over 100,000 copies have been sold of the various volumes containing the poetical work of one distinguished English “modern” poet; and that their sale, while extending over the past fifteen years, has been, and is now, a progressive and increasing sale. This figure does not include the sales of these publications in America.’ 26 MARCH – records East Coker for a BBC broadcast to India. 27 MARCH – attends All Souls Club meeting at Grosvenor House. 31 MARCH – when invited by Sir Richard Livingstone, President of Corpus Christi College, Oxford, to become President of the Classical Association, TSE protests: ‘Would not a President . . . who at this date can hardly . . . even decipher a line of Sophocles, not only be a laughingstock to the members, but the bringer of the Association itself into disrespect and contumely? Obviously. In my younger days I found it paid me to pretend discreetly to more learning than I possessed (so long as I could keep a line of retreat open) but when one is past middle age I think it is wiser to be honest.’ Notwithstanding, he is persuaded to accept the position. APRIL – proposes to publish a new play by Spender, Lieutenant Oliveiro, but the work is never completed. 2 APRIL – gives a broadcast talk in a BBC series, ‘The Church Looks Ahead’. 4 APRIL – learns of the suicide of Virginia Woolf (on 28 March). To Leonard Woolf – ‘For myself and others it is the end of a world.’ 17 APRIL – to Eric Beckett (Faber’s brother-in-law): ‘The confusion of my affairs and accumulation of arrears has almost got beyond me, and I have to struggle against a growing lethargy.’ (Elsewhere he talks about his ‘intervals of apparent health’.) 21 APRIL – to Hayward: ‘It is very hard to regain strength in these times; and the events in the Mediterranean, the bombing of London, and Virginia’s death have combined to depress me – the last more perhaps than I was aware of at the time . . . To tell the truth, I did not know her work very well, and my interest in her was almost entirely personal. In some odd way, she . . . always seemed to me like a kind of member of my own family . . . But I felt at ease with her in that kind of way, without any of the gêne which one feels with one’s family because of being aware of being more different from them than they realise.’ During the Fabers’ absence from London, he stays with the de la Mares at Much Hadham, Herts., until the end of April. 22 APRIL – advises Tambimuttu about a proposed anthology: best to wait until after the war. 24 APRIL – turns down a work on the Earl of Rochester by Ronald Duncan: thinks it also a post-war project. Turns down a manuscript by Edwin Morgan. Declines Hugh MacDiarmid’s poem on Joyce. ‘I not only enjoyed the poem but there is a great deal in it that has my sympathy and agreement as well as admiration, but in this time when we are really being starved of paper, it is works like this which must suffer.’ To Donagh MacDonagh, on a radio play he has submitted: ‘I found it extremely moving and think it a very good piece of work.’ He consults a Harley Street laryngologist and tells Hayward, 27 April – ‘and would you believe it what with his poking about and squirting cocaine I have had something remarkably like Hay Fever ever since . . . He gave me a spray which makes a horrid brown stain of handkerchiefs: that, I believe, is the argyrol (which I had always supposed to be specific for clap). Otherwise, I feel perfectly well, except for languor.’ 28 APRIL – advises Geoffrey Faber on the poems to be included in his collected volume The Buried Stream: ‘I have been as honest with you as I have with myself, and I have so far had no doubt that the book was worth publishing . . . It seems to be very difficult for critics to realise that a book was not written all at once: just as they tend to hold one responsible for one’s views of twenty years ago in exactly the same way as one’s views of today.’ Publishes Plant and Phantom, poems by Louis MacNeice, and The Ocean, by Hanley. Learns that Ezra Pound has been broadcasting propaganda over Italian short-wave radio, urging the USA to withhold food from Britain and to stay out of the war. Death of TSE’s mother-in-law Rose Esther Haigh-Wood. 6 MAY – turns down an anthology of Oxford verse compiled by Sidney Keyes. 10 MAY – is ‘impressed’ by the work of Henry Treece, writing to Read: ‘We think we ought to publish him. He suffers (as Welsh poets seem to do, when they are at all good) from plethora of imagery, and I hope he can learn to moderate his opulence and learn to treat a poem as a whole rather than as a succession of striking figures of speech.’ 16 MAY – accepts for publication a detective novel, Inspector Frost in the Background, by the Revd Canon H. Maynard Smith. 20 MAY – falls victim to another (unidentified) ailment: stays in bed for four days. 29 MAY – publishes New Year Letter, by Auden. 30 MAY – encourages the young physician and author Alex Comfort. JUNE – feels well again for the first time since the turn of the year. 3 JUNE – attends fortieth birthday party of Richard de la Mare, at Much Hadham. 6 JUNE – publishes tribute, ‘Sir Hugh Walpole’, in The Times. Offers to publish Treece’s volume of verse, Invitation and Warning. Advises Tambimuttu that F&F cannot support his magazine Poetry. 7–8 JUNE – visits Cambridge: goes for tea with ‘the very serious Leavises’; dines with the Mannheims; and takes tea the next day with the Inneses (Christina Morley’s parents). 8 JUNE – travels to Hindhead, Surrey, to spend a few days with the Mirrleeses, mother and daughter, at a hotel. 10 JUNE – attends memorial service for Hugh Walpole; dines with Richard Jennings. 12 JUNE – tells Philip Mairet that F&F can publish the collection of radio talks The Church Looks Ahead. 19 JUNE – goes to an All Souls lunch at Grosvenor House. 24 JUNE – to Keith Douglas: ‘I like the poems and I think that the one called “Song” is very nearly written. The others seem to me to need a good bit of work with special attention to ineffective adjectives.’ 26 JUNE – publishes ‘Basic Revelation’ (on Basic English), in New English Weekly. 27 JUNE – to Read, with regard to his wife Margaret Ludwig’s translation of a novel by Georges Simenon: ‘With anything one is trying to sell as Detective Fiction, I should strongly advise against the word SHIT and all words of the same class: my impression is that high class detective fiction appeals very largely to the sort of people who have never seen such words in print. With Simenon it may not matter so much: this book especially is such a grim picture of French society that I don’t think the ordinary reader of detectives can stomach it in any case.’ Certain lines by TSE – ‘Defense of the Islands’ – feature in a volume entitled Britain at War (Museum of Modern Art, NY, 1941). (To Hayward, 14 July: ‘Ted [McKnight Kauffer] had cabled briefly to ask permission to print it in some volume, which I gathered was of a propaganda kind: but I was disconcerted to find it featured as a poem . . . I shall be grateful if you will inform any American correspondents that it really is prose.’) 7 JULY – sends Hayward an early draft of Little Gidding: ‘you will understand my being worried and diffident and depressed at this writing. BUT I do not want ANY comments at this stage . . . There will also be a question of title: I have wanted to call the book Kensington Quartets, but this may not find favour.’ Seeks second opinions from Faber and Dobrée. 9 JULY – attempts to advise on ways of getting Franz Pfeiffer out of France and into Britain or Canada. 13 JULY – taken by Robert Sencourt to tea at Albury Park – he remarks upon ‘the suspicious profusion of cheese sandwiches’ – where he meets Mr and Mrs Arthur Bryant, Lady Devonshire, and Sir Eric and Lady Phipps. 14 JULY – sends further draft of Little Gidding to Hayward: ‘My suspicions about the poem are partly due to the fact that as it is written to complete a series, and not solely for itself, it may . . . show signs of flagging . . . Anyway, however doubtful of it I have been, I had to finish it somehow or it would have stuck in my crop and prevented me from turning to other tasks.’ late JULY – writes introduction to Anne Ridler’s A Little Book of Modern Verse; and requests that work by Edward Thomas be excluded from the anthology. 24 JULY – on George Barker’s ‘Pacific Sonnets’: ‘My general feeling is that the sonnets are uneven and I don’t think that they are able to stand the strain of a book to themselves.’ Has three teeth extracted in a nursing home on Bentinck Street, London; three weeks later, four more: gets dental plates fitted, both upper and lower – ‘my back teeth removed in instalments’. late JULY – meets American diplomat Robert C. Healey (a Catholic), who is ‘especially interested in literature and the theatre.’ 24 JULY – publication of Points of View – ‘the best of Eliot’, as TSE calls it in a letter – 4,000 copies. end JULY – starts work on editing A Choice of Kipling’s Verse: he will earn a fee of £250. 1–3 AUGUST – attends Moot in Oxford. 3 AUGUST – stays over with Christopher Dawson on Boars Hill. ‘I like Dawson and find his conversation profitable.’ FIRST WEEK of AUGUST – hosts lunch for a BBC producer, Z. A. Bokhari, with Read and Dobrée, at the Coquille. 4 AUGUST – takes himself to see Walt Disney’s Fantasia at the cinema: ‘It is a curious and often very ingenious adaptation of Modern Art, including surrealism, for the popolo, and makes me think that perhaps surrealism is just the kind of art for the lower middle classes, when they get used to it . . . The only really poisonous part was the picturization of the Pastoral Symphony, a real degradation of that music with comic female centaurs and baby Pegasuses, and a character called Bacchus who is really Silenus.’ 9 AUGUST – Lady Rhonnda and Theodora Bosanquet come to lunch at Shamley Green. 16–17 AUGUST – spends weekend devising an issue of the Christian News-Letter – ‘to give Oldham a holiday’. Dylan Thomas calls on Eliot ‘to explain’, as Eliot relates to Eric Gregory, ‘that he is on his beam ends and needs a job very urgently indeed. He says that he has been completely exempted from the Army on medical grounds but has no special qualifications for anything being merely a writer of verse and imaginative prose . . . It is not easy to place people who have never done anything but write poetry.’ 20 AUGUST – offers encouragement, for a second time, to Kathleen Raine: ‘The latter poems . . . give me reason to hope that it will not be five years, but perhaps at your rate of output, two years before you have written enough of the same quality to make a satisfactory book.’ 22 AUGUST – to Geoffrey Faber, whose mother has just died: ‘I know . . . that the death of one’s second parent – however old and however incapacitated – brings a sudden realisation of the pastness of the past, and of the impossibility of finding one’s way back to it, which is new and difficult to get used to. No doubt I had special causes for feeling a terrifying isolation; but also, what floods one’s mind – however appropriate the moment of death and however peaceful and right – is an awareness of the whole life of the dead person in an aspect of intolerable pathos.’ 26 AUGUST–9 SEPTEMBER – stays with the Fabers in Wales. 4 SEPTEMBER – to Hayward, ‘There have been sea bathes and humble tennis, a picnic at a ruined castle on a frowning crag, a day on the trout pools (I pulled the oars for some hours) and tomorrow there is to be a shoot in which I am to take part as an amateur beater. I hope I don’t get shot.’ Publication of pamphlet version of Dry Salvages (F&F): ‘it seems to me a much better poem than East Coker’. 5 SEPTEMBER – publication of Irving Babbitt: Man and Teacher (NY), with a memoir by Eliot. 12 SEPTEMBER – receives a petition from ‘a Capt Boris Ford, whom I do not know at all, a letter which he wishes me to sign, in the way of an appeal for exemption for the male dancers of the Sadler’s Wells Ballet’. Supports the bid, while being sceptical of success. The petition does not prevail. 26 SEPTEMBER – Eliot turns 53. To Mary Hutchinson: ‘I never can believe that my friendship means very much to people (except a few waifs and strays) or that other friends whom I don’t know don’t mean a great deal more.’ 30 SEPTEMBER – to Oxford for meetings (including one of an interdenominational character, ‘to discuss the whole problem of the supply of Christian literature, espec. in schools’). Attends ‘Mammoth Rally at the Albert Hall’ organised by Gilbert Shaw. 3–4 OCTOBER – lectures on Shakespeare’s versification in Bristol. ‘It was the first time I had seen that stricken city since the war began.’ Lodges with the Vice-Chancellor. Catches a cold: ‘I cannot move from one place in the winter without beginning hacks hawks spits sneezes blows and temperatures.’ 4 OCTOBER – travels on to Wells, where he stays with Francis Underhill, Bishop of Bath and Wells (it is his first visit to Wells, and he admires the city). ‘[I]t was pleasant to drive over Mendip in the moonlight, and get my first impression of that impressive pile of buildings in Wells under Walter Scott conditions.’ 13 OCTOBER – Vivian Ridler sends TSE some butter, and he is delighted. ‘I cannot remember when I have seen so much butter all in one piece, and self-control was needed not to indulge in an orgy of butter eating.’ MID-OCTOBER – publishes Vernon Watkins, Ballad of the Mari Lwyd and other poems. 21 OCTOBER – to the Greek Minister: ‘The Council of the Classical Association wishes to convey through us, as President and Chairman of the Association, to you, as the representative in Great Britain of the King of the Hellenes and the Greek People, a message of sympathy and admiration on this anniversary of the Italo-German assault upon your country. It is the function of our Association to promote and to sustain in Britain the study of the Greek language, the appreciation of Greek literature and philosophy, and the knowledge of the history of the Greeks. Our admiration for Greek heroism and skill in battle is that of the entire civilised world; our gratitude is that of the whole of Britain.’ 23 OCTOBER – advises Frank Prince on his poetry. Turns down translations of poems by Vladimir Mayakovsky: ‘However great Mayakovsky’s work may be, we cannot feel that enough quality is left in translation to be impressive.’ Accepts for the Faber list a work entitled Common or Garden Child, by Muriel St Clare Byrne. early NOVEMBER – travels to Newcastle for a Christendom conference – ‘Newcastle is just what you would expect,’ he tells Hale, ‘grim, northern, granite, Victorian industrial’ – catches a taxi to Durham, where he arrives at St Chad’s Theological College at 9.20 in the evening (and thereupon addresses the patiently waiting students); and then drives back to Gateshead to lodge at a Retreat House. The next morning, during a blizzard, he addresses clergymen on Christian education; travels to Penrith; and then journeys for a further two hours to Carlisle where he stays with Janet Adam Smith. 6 NOVEMBER – to Olga Levertoff: ‘I think that the devotional poems have distinct merit and it seems to me that you have got into them some of the spirit of an earlier age of devotional poetry without having recourse to archaism or affectation.’ Accepts G. Wilson Knight’s new book, The Chariot of Wrath. 7 NOVEMBER – tells Robert Speaight he has enjoyed the new radio production of Murder in the Cathedral: ‘I only wondered whether all of the emotional noises indicating Becket’s struggle with the Tempters were quite essential.’ 8 NOVEMBER – spends night at Monk’s House, Rodmell, with the recently widowed Leonard Woolf: learns about the Bloomsburies painting the church at Berwick in Sussex. ‘In the end I really enjoyed being with him very much.’ 10 NOVEMBER – feels obliged to refuse to become godfather to Desmond Hawkins’s new baby: he has four godchildren already, he pleads. 13 NOVEMBER – publication of The Buried Stream, by F&F; and The Church Looks Ahead (which includes an essay by TSE entitled ‘Towards a Christian Britain’). 16 NOVEMBER – acting on behalf of Mary Trevelyan, TSE seeks help from a Jewish friend in New York, Horace Kallen, for a Viennese refugee. ‘John Amon is a charming and cultivated man, one of the best and most interesting refugees who have come to England . . . He wants nothing for himself, but is much concerned that his daughter may not be able to keep her scholarship which she now holds at a college in North Carolina if he cannot pay for the “extras”. He is probably starving himself and is desperately lonely.’ 19 NOVEMBER – recommends Léonie Cohn for work at the BBC. ‘I have known Miss Leonie Cohn for several years, since she has been living in the household of my friends Mr and Mrs Herbert Read, and I have formed a very favourable impression of her. She . . . is a young woman of cultivation and intelligence, as well as considerable personal charm. She speaks and also writes English well . . . and my impression of her personality is such that I do not hesitate to recommend her for work in the German Department.’ 24 NOVEMBER – dines at the Fabers’, in company with the Dobrées. 25 NOVEMBER – gives a twenty-minute talk ‘The Duchess of Malfy’ for the BBC Indian Empire Service. 29 NOVEMBER – talks to Mary Trevelyan’s overseas students on ‘Cultural Values after the War’, at Student Movement House. 2 DECEMBER – does not turn up at the wedding party in Hampstead of William and Hetta Empson. 3 DECEMBER – admires an essay by the nineteen-year-old D. S. Carne-Ross. 4 DECEMBER – attends an all-day meeting of the Chandos Group in Guildford. 5 DECEMBER – writes in support of military exemption for the Sadler’s Wells dancers. 9 DECEMBER – spends a weekend with the Richmonds in Wiltshire. 10 DECEMBER – he learns more about Pound’s Italian broadcasts: ‘It is very typical of Ezra and I dare say very agreeable to some very small minority in America which share his views, but being typical Ezra, it is completely obscure to everybody else. One of his peculiarities is an inability to explain anything to anybody . . . If it wasn’t for regretting that a man of his ability should fall into such a decline, I should not worry about his broadcasts at all.’ He regrets that he has to turn down ‘Shakespeare and the Popular Dramatic Tradition’, by S. L. Bethell. Judges (with Michael Roberts) a poetry competition for the London-based Belgian review Message. 11 DECEMBER – publication of A Choice of Kipling’s Verse: 10,120 copies. A second printing of 10,000 copies is put in hand by 15 Dec. Offers to consider the poems of Edwin Muir (which he is to accept in 1942) – expresses interest in the Lisle Letters, discovered by Muriel St Clare Byrne. 12 DECEMBER – declines Samuel Lowy’s Psychological and Biological Foundation of Dream Interpretation (with an endorsement from Dr Wilhelm Stekel). Spends a weekend with the Richmonds. 18 DECEMBER – accepts The Virgin Birth in History and Faith, by the Revd Douglas Edwards. 24 DECEMBER – agrees to read The Faith of a Jewish Woman, by the Hon. Lily Montagu: ‘It seems to me that such a picture of the development of Liberal Judaism, of an autobiographical kind, ought to be of considerable public interest.’ But Montagu’s memoir is turned down by the Faber Book Committee. 26 DECEMBER – to Hayward: ‘I have been practising my complete teeth upon the usual Christmas fare: the Christmas dinner was somewhat diminished in gaity by the (not unexpected) collapse of Hong Kong.’ To Monro: ‘Yes, I should say five years: the next two years for the Americans to prepare to cope with the Japanese, find out their competent commanders etc.’
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1939



TO Alison Tandy1



TS Alison Tandy


2 January 1939


The Criterion, 24 Russell Square,


London W.C.1


Dear Alison,


Well what a SURPRISE! After Christmas was all over and I had received one Present consisting of Powder Soap Bear’s Grease or Macassar Oil for my untidy Hair and also a Razor that doesn’t shave but squirts water – well, as I say, after all That, to receive a Beautiful calendar calander kalendar with a pixture of ships to remind me of my young days as a sailor (did you know I was a sailor?) except that I sailed in sloops and schooners not in ketches, well and above and beyond all that, a LOVELY PHOTOGRAPH of Alison herself looking like I won’t say what because it would make you Vain, but anyway I have that Photograph on my mantel Piece and I treasure it so will close hoping to see you very soon with much Love from your fexnate


Possum



TO George Every2



TS Every


2 January 1939


Faber & Faber Ltd,


24 Russell Square, London W.C.1


Dear George,


As the enclosed essay on Scrutiny is the top copy, and I imagine is the one which you want to send to Theology, I am returning it without delay.3 I think it will do very well, and is just the thing that the readers of Theology need. As for your criticisms of myself, I think you have treated me very generously. I feel very differently, I must say, about my possible delinquencies in the case of Lawrence, and those in the case of Coleridge. In the latter case you may perhaps remember, and anyway it is worth repeating, that I am thoroughly ashamed of the whole set of lectures, in one of which are found all of my remarks about Coleridge which you would rightly criticize. The lectures themselves were, owing to the necessity of circumstances, no better than pot boilers, and I hope some day to make partial reparation. But as for Lawrence, it is just a question of various stages in my own evolution, and I cannot promise that I shall ever come to the point in criticizing him at which you would like to see me arrive.


Yours affectionately,


T. S.



TO Anne Ridler1



TS BL


2 January 1939


The Vestry, St Stephen’s Church,


Gloucester Road, S.W.7


Dear Mrs Ridler,


I quite forgot that Wednesday is Mr Morley’s Birthday2 and I shall want a Cake for him for Tea as well as Florio’s Montaigne which I have seen to. So could you order a cake somewhere? It must be big enough for say ten persons to eat, and also several candles. If it is possible to arrange the design on the top of the Cake I should like it to bear the inscription:


OH YOU ORIOLE1


but anyway a Cake.


Yours sincerely,


T. S. Eliot



TO M. C. D’Arcy2



CC


5 January 1939


[The Criterion]


My dear D’Arcy,


Thank you for your kind note of the 2nd.3 The news which you read in the Sunday paper is quite true. I kept the matter a secret until the current number should be available in which I have set forth my reasons for coming to this decision.4 I am sending you a copy, as to one of my oldest and most valued contributors.


I should be very glad if you could lunch with me again before term begins, as we have not met for such a very long time. If it is possible for you to lunch with me, would you let me know when you have to go up to Oxford again, so that I may suggest a date or two.


With best wishes for the New Year,


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO George Every



TS Every


5 January 1939


The Criterion


My dear George,


Thank you very much for your kind message.1 I have cared in the past, and still care, much more what the contributors have thought of the Criterion, and have cared much more that it should be of use to the contributors whom I valued, than I have cared about the public. Indeed, beyond the contributors, I don’t know what the public was.


God grant that Theology, and perhaps a few other periodicals, may carry on the work for the next generation, better than I could do it!


Affectionately and gratefully


T. S.



TO John Hayward1



TS King’s


5 January 1939


The Criterion


Dear John,


I did not see Autolycus’ note until Tuesday afternoon, but meant to thank you for it more formally than by passing mention on the telephone. Admirably phrased and to me particularly pleasing by its last sentence.2


There are several things afoot which might interest Autolycus: such as the curious suggestion of the Holborn Borough Council,3 the singular case of Mr F. C. G. Larkworthy,4 and the problem of Mu Twoo the Burmese Student and his abominable wife – but alas! each of these is, to use the Master’s words, ‘a story for which the world is not yet prepared’.5


Till next week then.


Yrs etc.


TP.



TO Edward J. Macdonald1



CC


5 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Mr Macdonald,


I have your letter of the 4th.2 I had been intending to go to one of the performances in any case. I am honoured by your wishing me to speak, but would advise you in your own interest to try to secure a more efficient speaker than myself for such an important purpose as introducing an auction for the benefit of the Refugee Fund. I dislike speaking, and feel that I should do it badly. But yet I feel that I should hold myself at your disposal for such a worthy purpose. In any case, I should be glad if you would let me know the times of the performances, as Wednesday afternoon is impossible for me, and I could only come either that evening or on the Thursday.


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Derek Verschoyle3



CC


6 January 1939


[The Criterion]


My dear Verschoyle,


Thank you for your kind letter of the 5th, and for your expression of approval, which I value, about the accomplishment of the Criterion.4


Charles Smyth5 is an honorary canon of Derby, and Fellow and Dean of Corpus Christi College, Cambridge. He won his original fellowship in that College by what I am told was a very brilliant piece of work on Cranmer, and he ranks as a considerable authority on the history, and of course especially the ecclesiastical history, of the Tudor period. He has been at various times a curate in Cambridge and in London, before returning to Corpus, and has the reputation of a very successful preacher. I cannot speak on this point, as I have never heard him preach. He would be particularly useful on subjects of Church history, or indeed on any current Church controversies. I think he would be a most desirable contributor, and hope that you may be able to persuade him to write for you. It is best to address him: Canon Charles Smyth, at Corpus Christi College, Cambridge. I should think he was now somewhere about the age of 35.


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Geoffrey Grigson1



CC


6 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Grigson,


I had been counting on having an Introduction from you, so that we could begin setting up the New Verse anthology after Christmas. May I therefore bother you to let me know what is the present situation, and how soon we may expect to go to press?2


With best wishes for the New Year,


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO W. H. Auden1



CC


6 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Wystan,


I have heard nothing of you since I saw you in Cambridge, and am wondering whether your plans for visiting America are settled. Incidentally, I should like to remind you about the anthology of children’s verse which you were going to undertake after you got back from China. I suppose that your American journey will postpone this, but could you let me know how you feel about that anthology now, and whether you are still interested to do it at some time during this year? It goes without saying that we ourselves are as much interested as ever.


Yours ever,


[Tom]



TO D. L. Murray1



CC


6 January 1939


[The Criterion]


Dear Mr Murray,


I must thank you very gratefully, both for your kind letter of January 5th and for the editorial note in today’s Literary Supplement.2 I very highly appreciate your expressions of regret.3


I am very glad indeed to feel that you would care to have me contribute articles, either signed or unsigned, to The Times Literary Supplement, and it is quite likely that I shall avail myself of your encouragement, and make an occasional suggestion. There is no likelihood of my having anything in mind for several months to come, and I have at the moment a set of lectures to prepare, which will probably command all my time until March; but if I feel impelled to commit myself to paper after that, I may be making some proposal.


With very grateful thanks,


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Antonio Ferro



CC


6 janvier 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Cher Monsieur et ami,


“SALAZAR”4


Nous avons subi un petit échec, qu’il faut surmonter immédiatement afin de ne pas perdre du temps précieux. La nouvelle matière que vous nous avez remise par l’intermédiaire de M. Marques (et qui ajoute, d’ailleurs, une grande valeur d’actualité au livre) dépasse par beaucoup les limites du dévis antérieur sur la base duquel nous avions établi notre accord. Le texte original ne remontait qu’à 288 pages de traduction anglaise, ce qui nous permettait de fixer le prix du volume en detail à 8s.6d.; y compris les nouvelles pages, le volume atteint la grandeur de 360 pages environ, ce qui nous obligerait d’élever le prix.


Or, nous étions d’accord que le livre devrait etre vendu à un prix aussi modeste que possible. Nous avons réfléchi sur les moyens d’y parvenir. Selon le contrat original, le Secretariado s’est engagé a prendre 1500 exemplaires au prix réduit de 3s.6d. chacun, ce qui fait un chiffre de £262 10s. dont vous nous avez déjà rendu la moitié. Voici ce que nous estimons etre la meilleure sortie: si vous acceptez de payer 4s.2d. au lieu de 3s.6d. – une augmentation de huit pence l’exemplaire – nous nous engageons de retenir le prix du volume au public à 8s.6d. comme nous nous sommes engagés pour le volume de 288 pages qui formait le sujet du contract.


Je vous prie de m’envoyer, si vous vous trouvez d’accord, un mot par retour de courrier, afin que nous puissions accelerer les travaux.


“DISCOURS DE SALAZAR”1


Je dois vous signaler qu nous ne sommes pas encore en réception du manuscrit anglais.


Je vous prie, cher monsieur et ami, d’accepter l’expression de mes sentiments les plus distingués.


[T. S. Eliot]2



TO Dallas Kenmare1



TS EVE


10 January 1939


Faber & Faber Ltd


Dear Mr Kenmare,


I have to thank you for your kind letter of the 7th, and much appreciate your expression of sympathy.2


At present I cannot share with you the feeling that it is the duty of creative writers at such a time as this to remove themselves to positions of safety. Everyone must judge for himself, but my own feeling is that to take such a step is attributing rather a higher absolute value to one’s own work than one is entitled to do. The value of literature and art surely has some relation to the value of its environment.


With many thanks,


Yours sincerely,


T. S. Eliot



TO The Secretary, The Bureau of British Universities



CC


12 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Sir,


I understand that the post of Assistant Director of the British Institute of Florence is now vacant. I therefore take the liberty of supporting warmly the candidature of my friend Mr James Strachey Barnes.3 Besides having in a high degree all the usual qualifications which are considered desirable for a position of this importance, Mr Barnes has several qualifications which must be unique. He has an exceptional knowledge of Italy and its language, literature, art and philosophy; but an even more unusual understanding of its people and of its policy, which would give him great advantage in a position in which he would be concerned with interpreting British culture to the Italians. Incidentally, he has an acquaintance with modern English literature, and has had not only acquaintance but friendship with some of its most eminent representatives, and combines to an unusual degree the talents of a man of letters, with the experience of a man of the world familiar with many countries and much society. I feel that I have more than ordinary justification in writing in support of such a candidate.


I am, Sir,


Your obedient servant,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Robert Vansittart1



CC


12 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Sir Robert Vansittart,


You may remember that John Hayward rang you up, on my behalf, a few days ago, in connexion with a testimonial which I had been asked to give for the Post of Assistant Director of the British Institute in Florence. I understand that this position is of some importance, as British Institutes go, since the appointment is understood to include the reversion to the Directorship, within a short time.


I have no reason to suppose (knowing nothing of the policy concerning British Institutes) that what I am now conveying confidentially about the candidate will be either a disadvantage or an advantage to him; but it is what I could not say in a letter which had to be sent to him to submit to the British Universities Bureau. James Strachey Barnes is the younger brother of an old friend of mine, Mrs St John Hutchinson, and I have known him, in this way, off and on for a good many years. He wrote two books on Fascism (one in the Home University Library) and was one of its earliest champions in this country. He was brought up in Italy (before going to Eton: he was subsequently in the Blues, then a Major in the Air Force, and at King’s after the War) has an Italian wife, and is the most convinced pro-Italian and pro-Fascist that I know. He is a Roman Catholic convert, and has or had some honorary appointment at the Vatican; but manages to combine this with a warm admiration for Mussolini, from which it follows that he has disapproved of British policy whenever that policy did not favour Italian policy. He was for a time a correspondent of Reuter, and in that capacity was with the Italians in Abyssinia. He has since lectured in America on international politics, and I believe took the opportunity of defending Italy. In private life, he is rather a bore, and talks more than he listens, somewhat failing to appreciate that the person to whom he is talking may have other interests and other engagements.


I would not encumber you with these details – which for aught I know may be all in his favour – but that my conscience is uneasy if I give a recommendation in which I do not say all that I know which may be relevant; and that it would not be calmed simply by the suspicion that all this gossip may reach the proper destination in other ways. It is possible that I may be called upon to support two other potential candidates: Robert Sencourt1 and E. W. F. Tomlin.2


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Goronwy Rees3



CC


12 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Rees,


Thank you for returning the proofs, for your alterations of the Introduction, and for correcting Stephen’s galleys as well as your own. I understand that the Group Theatre cannot produce the play now until March, so the matter is not quite so urgent as it seemed; nevertheless, there is no time to waste. And thank you also for taking my criticism in such good part.1


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO W. Mackay Mackenzie2



CC


13 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Dr Mackenzie,


We hear from George Blake the good news that your edition of The Kingis Quair is approaching completion, but that a good deal of it is not yet typed.3 Your writing is so very legible and neat, however, that I think that should present no difficulty, and I suggest that you should send us the complete material when it is ready, and let us take care of the typing if necessary.


It is a matter of regret that the Porpoise Press is no longer able to have the honour of producing such a work of scholarship, but I am glad that it will add distinction to the list of Faber & Faber.1


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]


P.S. I think it would be best if you sent the manuscript by registered post.



FROM A. Gibson2



TS EVE


13 January 1939


Dear Sir,


Mrs V. H. ELIOT.


I beg to acknowledge receipt of your letter of yesterday’s date and write to say that, in accordance with your instructions I have today sent to the Official Solicitor a cheque for £95 representing nineteen payments of £5. each for the weeks following the 19th August last when remittances under your former Order ceased.3


I have also made arrangements to pay monthly in future commencing on the 1st proximo to the same person the sum of £21. 13. 4d., and have advised the Official Solicitor of your arrangements.


Yours faithfully,


Gibson


MANAGER.



TO Herbert Read1



CC


13 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Herbert,


This is to ask you whether you can find time to read for us, on the usual terms, a German manuscript called Hochverräter. This is the account of a Communist’s experience in the hands of the Nazis in various prisons. I found it extremely interesting myself, but I am always so astonished to find myself in favour of any manuscript, that I suspect there must be something wrong with my judgement. It is not difficult German, and I shall be surprised if it does not hold your attention, whatever conclusion you may come to about it. We have been promised an English translation, by I believe a friend of the author, so even if we approve the text, a favourable decision will be contingent on our opinion of the translation. But meanwhile, to save time, I should like your valued opinion on the original.


Many thanks for your list of errata. I think I had overraught your way first, and changed it according to the O.E.D., but I will look into that. The second error I had already discovered, but the last one I will alter in page proof.


Yours ever,


[Tom]



TO Lawrence Durrell1



TS Morris Library


13 January 1939


Faber & Faber Ltd


My dear Durrell,


An admirer of yours, who wishes to remain anonymous, has asked us to act as intermediary in conveying to you the enclosed cheque for £10, which represents an act of appreciation of the value of your work. Don’t thank me, and don’t thank Faber and Faber; furthermore, don’t try to find out from me where the money comes from, as wild horses wouldn’t drag it from me. You will only oblige us, please, by cashing the cheque at the first opportunity.


With best wishes, and many thanks for a delightful evening.


Yours ever,


T. S. Eliot



TO Gertrude Leigh2



CC


13 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Miss Leigh,


In case you may have wondered over the delay, I am writing to tell you that I have been reading your Pageant of Dante’s Life with great interest. I may take the liberty of writing to you again when I have finished, as there may possibly prove to be one or two suggestions for even such an inferior scholar as myself to make. For instance, I was struck on my first reading by the fact that the identification of Beatrice with Piccarda is made in two places, first in passing and second in a chapter by itself; I have wondered whether, even if it involves some slight rearrangement, it would not be better to omit the first and briefer account of this very interesting theory. I mention this only as an example of the kind of small point which I may raise.


I am sure that we shall be very happy to undertake this volume on the same terms as the previous one.1


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Bonamy Dobrée2



TS Brotherton


14 January 1939


The Criterion


Dear Bonamy,


Don’t be absurd.3 I had already discovered that your subscription had expired and had given instructions that a Complimentary Obituary Copy should be sent to you as a memento of your many years’ association with the Criterion. No, the news was divulged to no one outside of Russell Square until the number was issued. I also am both glad and sorry; but I did feel (1) that it had outlived its design (2) that I was not running it as well as I once did. Things had got to the point that when the Criterion took more than ¼ of my time it was taking too much, and I should have given at least ½ my time to it to make at all a satisfactory job.


Yes, we are in a trough of decadence, in a manner of speaking. I don’t know which alternative depresses me most, the continuation of soft decay or a galvanisation into artificial revival. Is the only remedy that people will now accept for plutocracy, political despotism? I hope I may see you again after March, when my lectures are over.


Yours


T.



TO Margaret Storm Jameson1



CC


16 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Madam,


I must apologise for the oversight by which I failed to answer your kind letter of the 29th December which arrived at a very busy time.2 Please accept my expression of deep regret at this apparent rudeness.


I must also hasten to express my appreciation of the honour of the invitation to become the Vice President of the P.E.N. club. I hope my declining this honour will not appear ungracious. It is simply that I feel that this kind of activity is not really my function and especially as I have several other outside interests which engage much of my time and that there are others who can perform this service better than myself.


With renewed apologies and regrets,


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO John Hayward



TS King’s


[18 January 1939]


Sirs:3


It is with deepest regret that your friends in the East learn of the discontinuement of your Criterion. To many Indian students and seekers this loss will be a serious grievance of the best of the Western civilisation towards which we look.


But, Sirs, we may seek, as your Mr Chamberlain has said, out of the nettle of discomforture to pick the flower of culture.1 In recent times, some of us Eastern students have been seeking to establish here in Bengal a local periodical which should rival and emulate for Bengal what your Criterion has been doing for the West. Such a venture has the support of Rabindranath Tagore himself, and we have been promised, for approaching first numbers, contributions by the distinguished names of Johendra Nath Sen Gupta, Bhagavan Bhos, N. Mohun Chatterjee, Sir Chapti Jejeebhoy K.B.E. and Devanagari Shastri. We have therefore to ask, though we recognise all that we are asking, but we ask you, Sirs, to recognise all that it will mean to us of the intelligentzia of Bengal, that you should raise no objection, but rather, we hope, give us your benison, to calling our periodical THE CRITERION OF INDIA. We would also sympathise warmly if you did not object to our following somewhat closely the style and forma of The Criterion, for this style and forma is one of its incidents which we have hitherto most admired.


Incidentally, if you could persuade your Mr Eliot (whose celebrated Wasteland has been a call of inspiration to all of us in Bengal) to contribute importantly with a poem to our first issue, that would be a gesture welcomed by all who here in the East rally to the banner of the King-Emperor.


Yours very faithfully,


[Not signed]


B.A. Lond. D.Ph. Lahore.


Author of ‘John Donne’s Influence upon the Metaphysical Poetry of Vachaspati Micra’ (Ram Lal, Bangalore, 7 Rupees).



TO Virginia Woolf1



TS Sussex


22 January [1939]


The Criterion


Dear Virginia,


This is a difficult problem. I am just recovering from an attack of streptococci (whether contracted from George Barker,2 who told me he had just had a bad go of Qunicy [sc. quinsy], or in the train between here and Rochester, where I spent the night visiting an elderly relative, but perhaps I had them before that, because for the first time in my life I took a first class ticket by mistake) and don’t know how boisterous I shall feel by Saturday. Yet the Principle [sic] appeals to me. Will one have to stay very late? And I should have to investigate hiring a Head. Puss in Boots is my idea, with rubber boots. How do you ‘rig up’ heads, unless you have them all ready? Do you keep a store of fancy heads in the garret, or have you raided two productions of Mid. Night’s Dream?3


Yours distractedly,


TP.


Or I might be Comus, & you & L. would be the Crew.4



TO Christopher Dawson5



TS Mrs Rivers Scott


23 January 1939


Faber & Faber Ltd


My dear Dawson,


I owe you an apology. After having my housekeeper telephone to my secretary to let you know that I was in bed with what proved to be merely a slight throat infection, I remembered that you probably wanted at once the proof of your book which I had by me.1 I therefore scribbled you a line, but unfortunately relied on my memory of the address you had given, and so it went to 15 instead of 31 Queen’s Gate Terrace. What I said was that if you wanted the proof back at once, would you call at Emperor’s Gate and ask for it. I am very much afraid that you have been put out by not having the proof, which I now return.


I have marked what seems to me a slip on p. 7.2 As I said in the letter which you did not receive, I particularly liked the last section. I was slightly puzzled in two places. On p. 83 you say that the chief evils of the totalitarian state are due not to its ideals but to the methods used to enforce them.3 I should have thought that there was inherent heresy in the fundamental assumption in both Germany and Italy, and that the methods used were perfectly consistent with the principles to be carried out. Indeed, given these principles, the methods seem to me to follow as a matter of course.


On p. 111, again, you seem to include every variety of association of Church and State in the category of concordat; but is not a concordat a very particular form of relation between Church and State, and must not the position of the Anglican Church here and that of the Lutheran Church in Sweden be considered as quite different?4 I do not wish to minimise the evils or abuses which are ordinarily found in Established Churches, but they seem to me different from those which may follow from a concordatory relationship.


I take it that the essays were not all written at the same time or in the same context. I have enjoyed reading them very much, and shall re-read them when the book comes out.


I hope that you will be in town again before long, and that I may regard your dinner with me as merely postponed.


Yours ever,


T. S. Eliot


signed in his absence by Anne Bradby



TO John Hayward



TS King’s


23 January 1939


The Criterion


Dear John,


Hurrah! Possum is up! So let the forces of reaction, revolution, conservatism, liberalism, liberalism, conservatism, communism, fascism and everything else scurry back into their holes. To the Lords of Convention ’twas Possum that spoke.1 What vitality! I am thinking (for there are no bounds to the enterprises of this quenchless energy) of writing a treatise or monograph on Neckties. Aunt Tabitha’s Prophecy, fortunately, is only for two days later than Tarantula’s Birthday, for which I have now received an invitation from Marion Dorn Ltd. I shall accept. Prepare for a Surprise in the way of a birthday gift, unless I forget all about it.2 May we meet on Sunday evening next? I hope so. Meanwhile, I have not seen Autolycus. Am I to go to Florence in May to lecture about Medicean [sc. Medici] Culture? I hope not. Am I to go to Judy Stephen’s fancy dress ball on Saturday as Puss in Boots? I hope not. Meanwhile, I may tell you that I have caught F.V.M. out on a quotation which he said was from The Beryl Coronet but which I identified and have since verified as from The Solitary Cyclist: my reward, a bottle of that Kleinlisch [sic] Feinste Auslese 1926 which you have already tongued and throated. So far, I have been unable to do anything about Janes’s Pyjamas, but hope to report on Sunday.1


Yr, oblgd, & obt,


TP


The quotation: ‘it was a straight left against a slogging ruffian.’ (I emerged as you see me. Mr Woodley went home in a cart).


I have had touching letters, both from your friend R.V.2 and from the person whom I denounced to him. It reminds me of Browning’s poem ‘A Light Woman’ – do you recall it?


Don’t forget that bottle of Chateau Pavie (Dukes) to be split as soon as it has quietened down.


I must remember to ask Archdeacon Phillimore3 what relation he is to Mr James Phillimore4 (see p. 1215).



TO Richard Fuchs1



CC


23 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Dr Fuchs,


I must apologise for the delay in answering your letter of January 4th,2 but besides having been very busy for the past month, I have had a slight illness. I am very glad to hear that you and your family are at last free from Germany, and of course sorry for the inevitable hardships that you have been undergoing since then through lack of funds.


I have never met Dr Vaughan-Williams, and should have been glad to have heard a performance of some of your work had it been possible for me to give the time when you wrote.


As for publication, while I should be very glad to be helpful, I am afraid that I have no acquaintance and no influence amongst publishers of music. If I could think of any way in which I could be useful at the present juncture, I should be very glad.


With apologies for the delay,


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Christopher Dawson



CC


24 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Dawson,


Your letter of the 22nd has just reached me, and I am sorry that my letter, which crossed it, could not have reached you sooner.1 I repeat that I hope you have not been inconvenienced by the delay in returning your proof.


I should like to see you again at the first opportunity and discuss the matters which you speak of.2 I have thought further about the possible periodical that you mentioned in conversation, and feel that, as you yourself acknowledged, the great difficulty would be to enlist a large enough body of first rate contributors who could be relied upon not to stray over the edges of the road laid out. I am not sure that for such an undertaking it might not be best to attempt something appearing not more often than quarterly, relying on a very small number of people who would pledge themselves to contribute regularly for at least a year. Indeed, a tentative programme might be made out for that length of time ahead. The cumulative effect of a small and select group might be greater than that of a more comprehensive body of contributors.3


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO The Editor, The Church Times


CC


24 January 19391


[24 Russell Square]


Sir,


Liberal Manifesto


Your leading article of the 20th may evoke replies from those better qualified to speak than myself; in any event I wish it to be understood that I write only for myself and without consultation with any other signatories.2


I gather from your article that the impression left upon your mind was of excellent intentions expressed in a slipshod way. I myself deprecate the continued use of the term ‘Liberal Catholic’, unless the Liberalism is understood to consist in an attitude to ecclesiastical policy, and not to theology. ‘Liberal Theology’ seems to me about as useful a term as ‘Liberal Mathematics’ would be; and I should prefer to call myself a Catholic without qualification. But as you devote your first paragraph to an affirmation of your own Liberalism, this is not here an issue. What surprises me is that in the latter part of your article you should treat the manifesto as if it was designed to be a comprehensive statement on all pressing church problems. I should have thought it evident that such matters as government and administration, or the reform of church machinery, did not come within the purview of this document.


I cannot be the only person who regretted the publication of the Report of the Doctrinal Commission, although in agreement with much that it contained; or who regarded as ill-advised the protest issued by the Catholic Advisory Council, though, again, agreeing with much that it contained.1 (The former, if privately circulated, might have been left to such incisive but temperate criticism as that of Fr Hebert).2 Such, at least, is the context for myself. I therefore welcomed a statement which – with certain imperfections: the use of the word ‘missionary’ in so brief a statement is perhaps unfortunate3 – appeared to take its stand upon the Anglican tradition, and to maintain the Catholicity of the Church, rather than the Catholicism of a party. I do not think that the admissions remarked upon in your last paragraph constitute any surrender of principle, but only a recognition of the conditions which we have to face, and which perhaps only a small number of clergy are so happily placed as to be able to ignore. Laxity of discipline is regrettable. But would you yourself advocate, under present conditions, the excommunication of persons practising usury? Yet there is authority and reason for it, as well as for excommunication for the reasons commonly recognised.


Your obedient servant,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO A. Desmond Hawkins1



TS A. Desmond Hawkins


24 January 1939


The Criterion


My dear Hawkins,


I ought to have thanked you long before for your very welcome letter of the 5th2 – indeed, I had intended, long before that, to write to several of the regular contributors (not all) of the Criterion, including yourself, to thank them for their support and help in the past. Anyway, I am grateful to you for what you have said. I feel alternatively that (a) if the situation is hopeless, then the continuation of anything like the Criterion served no purpose except to disguise the hopelessness (b) if the situation is not hopeless, then the termination of something that had gone on for 16 years, and survived into quite a different period from that for which it was originally designed, should clear the field for something younger and fresher and designed for the present time.


We must do what we can with what organs exist. I shan’t forget my promise to the N.E.W. and to Purpose.


And let me know when you next find a meal convenient.


Yours ever,


T. S. Eliot



TO Conrad Aiken1



TS Huntington


24 January 1939


The Criterion


Dear Conrad,


Haven’t I been on the point of writing to you at any time these six months? And haven’t I been paralysed with fright on each occasion by the thought of those damned sermons, and not having the cheek to write to you until I could find ’em? And the curious thing, psychologically speaking, as the saying is, was that there they were the whole time; it was only my bad conscience about them made me think that it was no use hunting, I would never find them. And now I am sending them back to you carefully, and what a thing it is to feel Free again, my conscience clear. Well in closing I ought to thank you for your handsome obituary notice of me in the Harvard Advocate:2 and dear old Tinck, who’d ’a thunck it?3 Anyway, now we can start clear with a clean slate and a clean canvas, and regards to your wife, hopefully, and glad to have any news of you.4


T.



TO Lawrence Durrell



TS Morris Library


24 January 1939


The Criterion


Dear Lawrence Durrell,


This is a somewhat belated letter of thanks for your letter – ignoring the first paragraph – of condolence over the Criterion.1 It touched & moved me agreeably especially on one point that no one else has discovered. If I had been merely a reader, or even contributor to the Criterion, I know that it would often, during these 16 years, have irritated me beyond endurance, and probably with justice. The point of view of the man who has to keep something going – trying to slip in the really good stuff here and there between chunks of the highest level of mediocrity and unimportance – is different from that of the outside critic. For which reason, I appreciate all the more highly your generous attitude.


I didn’t say I felt hopeless: one is not really hopeless until one gives up trying to do anything oneself, and gives up wanting to be of use to others who are trying.


Yours ever,


T. S. Eliot



TO James Laughlin1



CC


26 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Laughlin,


I have your letter of the 12th, and am extremely sorry that there appears to have been a slip.2 It was intended that all publishers should receive a notice, but apparently yours never arrived. The Criterion ceased publication with this current number, and as you evidently have not seen a copy, I am sending one now as a final souvenir. I gave orders that all books received at such a date that they could not possibly have been chosen for review in this number should be returned to the publishers, but I am sorry that your books reached you without your having had any notification of the reason.


Of course I shall always take a particular interest in anything you publish, and shall be glad to see copies of anything that you care to send me, even if there is no particular hope of its being suitable for publication here.


I was very glad to hear that you have met my brother, who is a very nice person.3 It was charming of him to show you the souvenirs of my nonage, but I feel that there is no particular justification for a facsimile reproduction of the Fireside Magazine at this moment.4 Do let me hear from you from time to time about your projects and achievements, even though the Criterion is no longer a connexion.


With best wishes,


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Humphrey Milford1



CC


26 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


PERSONAL


Dear Sir Humphrey Milford,


I have your kind letter of the 24th, and wish to express my appreciation of your suggestion.2 I should of course feel honoured, and should be very glad in principle, to become a member of the Athenaeum. The suggestion has already been made to me once or twice. The difficulty is, that so many claims and so many ways of disposing of my income present themselves at the present time, that I do not feel justified in holding membership in more than one club. I have been a member of the Oxford and Cambridge Club for some years, and all my needs in this way are satisfied there; and as I do not wish to resign my membership of that club, it is an obstacle to my joining any other. I hope you will appreciate my scruples on this point, and realise that I am none the less grateful to you for your suggestion, and if my circumstances and conscience allowed me to do so, would have hastened to avail myself of it.


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Giovanni Papini3



CC


30 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


My dear Sir,


I must apologise humbly for my delay in answering your gracious letter of the 4th January (which, however, reached me only some days later).1 My delay was due to two reasons: the first, my scruples about my qualifications for addressing what would no doubt be a brilliant audience, in the centre of the place of origin of the Renaissance itself, on some subject within a field of study in which I can profess no special competence. Indeed, I should have declined your invitation immediately on this ground alone, had I not been so attracted (as well as flattered) by the prospect of visiting, in this distinguished way, a country for which I entertain such a warm regard.


I have not, indeed, reassured myself that I should be a fitting representative of English scholarship on such an occasion and in such a place; but it is finally my second reason which makes acceptance impossible. I find it impossible to rearrange my programme for the next few months in such a way as to prepare a discourse, or to be able to come to deliver it. I therefore apologise all the more deeply for my delay, which is due, I assure you, to my anxiety to allow myself to accept. To my expression of regret I must add my expression of appreciation of the honour you have done me.


I am, my Dear Sir,


Your obliged and obedient servant,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Stephen Spender2



CC


30 January 1939


[The Criterion]


Dear Stephen,


A lady unknown to us, a Miss Rica Brenner,3 45 St Pauls Place, Brooklyn, New York, has written to us that she is writing an article about you and is anxious to have more biographical information. Even if we had more at our disposal, we should not be inclined to confide it to a stranger, so I simply pass on her name and address to you, in case you care to write direct and satisfy her curiosity.1


In the second place, would you be willing to look at a small volume of translations which a young Englishman in Lisbon has made from the poetry of Fernando Pessoa, who died a few years ago?2 I am not in a position to know how qualified the translator, Mr David Ley, is, but he is said to know Portuguese very well indeed.3 The stuff seems to me interesting, and I should like your opinion on it more especially with a view to recommending it to the Hogarth Press if you thought it good enough. They have done more with translations than we, and personally I had rather use my credit with this firm for the purpose of introducing native poets now and again.


I have not forgotten about letting you see The Family Reunion.


Yours ever,


[Tom]



TO Walter de la Mare4



CC


31 January 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


My dear de la Mare,


In clearing up the remains of the Criterion I have every day some occasion to be ashamed of my past delays. I had kept by me, and re-read from time to time, the poems by Joan Barton which you sent me last July, as it seemed to me that I might possibly be able to print one or two in the Criterion.1 I agree with you that her stuff is worth pondering over. Like most younger poets, she seems to me to have a defective sense of rhythm and incantation, but I am perhaps old-fashioned about this, and the verse may have a different sound to younger ears. But it is obviously a person who has observed and felt. Although I have no longer a periodical vehicle in which to print verse, I wish you would tell her, when the opportunity arises, that I should like to see more of her work from time to time.2


With apologies,


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO James Jesus Angleton1 & E. Reed Whittemore2



TS Beinecke


31 January 1939


Faber & Faber Ltd


Dear Sirs,


I thank you for your interesting letter of January 20th, and wish you all success with your project of Furioso.3 Whether you are rash or not, I am not in a position to say, but I know that there is always a need, although not always an opportunity, for new non-commercial periodicals. As for myself, I have had to decline all invitations to contribute poetry to periodicals on the one final ground that I have not written any poems. All the verse that I have composed in the last two years forms part of a play which is about to be published, and there is nothing in the play which I would wish to publish separately in advance. So send me your first number, and if I think it is good enough, I will subscribe. In either case, I will tell you what I think of it.


With best wishes,


Yours sincerely,


T. S. Eliot



TO Geoffrey Tandy1



TS copy


3 February 1939


The Criterion


Dear Geoffrey,


Herewith the Documents in the Case. The ‘manifesto’ was not altogether satisfactory to me;2 that is, some of the emphases were not where I should put them; I thought that more might have been made of the claim that this represents the contemporary version of the Anglicanism of the xvii century; more appeal should have been made to tradition. As it is, one might get the impression that just another little piece was needed to complete the Anglican mosaic, and here it is. Also, I don’t see that Biblical and historical criticism should need to be defended just now. The seriousness of the peril to Christianity in general does not appear to be appreciated; and altogether the document might have been so couched as to bring home the urgency of the present situation. It isn’t Catholic or uniting enough. Still, it came as near as what I could expect to get, from theologians, to something that I feel is very much needed. I put up a fight against the use of the term ‘liberal’ (in committee) but was downed.*


It was unfortunate that the two strongest of the men who framed the document, Spens3 and Selwyn4 (Master of Corpus and Dean of Winchester resp.) have both been away since it was published. So its defence was left to Knox, the weakest of them, whom I don’t much like.1 I only wrote a letter in response to a personal telephonic appeal from another signatory who felt that he had suffered by signing. So there you are. Will you ring me up on Monday afternoon and settle about sherry? I owe Cox a glass also, because he has written me a letter about metric which would be a heap easier to answer in that way.2


Yr faithful


TP.


MAY I HAVE THE CUTTINGS BACK WHEN YOU HAVE FINISHED WITH THEM?


* I did get them to use it only once, instead of twice.



TO E. McKnight Kauffer3



MS Morgan


6 February 1939


Faber & Faber Ltd


My dear Ted,


You overwhelm me with kindnefs; nor did I expect that you wd take me literally, & follow your magnificent volume by this generous provision of writing material.4 You will have observ’d that I am not yet proficient in the use of the pen. So will close. The jocund & musical evening1 was a very great delight to


Your obt. obligd sevt.


TEliot2



TO Enid Faber3



TS EVE


6 February 1939


The Criterion


Dear Enid,


Thank you very much for your general approval, which is very encouraging; and for your particular criticism, which I wish you had had an opportunity of making earlier.4 I’m afraid it is too late to substitute another game now; but it can be done in the production and in the next edition – if there is one. I’ll take other opinions, but even so, it is a line to be changed as soon as possible. I was assuming that a kind of Fenimore Cooper acquaintance with the methods of warfare of the Eastern American Indians and the Pioneers was as universal as that with coral islands.


I shall be more interested in comments on Middlemarch than in getting the book back, so don’t hurry. I can enquire about biographies, but I haven’t one (really we have never forgiven her impudence in assuming the name). But what is most pleasant (apart from your commendation of my alterations) is that you should be feeling strong enough to write a whole letter in ink. So I hope you are getting on famously.


Affectionately


Tp.


P.S. Does Tom know that his friend John Clay is the murderer, thief, smasher and forger, and that I would rather have my bracelets on him than on any man in London? He’s a remarkable man, is young John Clay.1



TO H. D. Hare



CC


7 February 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Mr Hare,


I apologise for having left your letter of January 19th so long unanswered.2 I think it arrived just before I was away for a short illness, and in the subsequent confusion I mislaid it.


It is difficult, when it comes to the point, to think of a contemporary novelist for your purpose. So many of them are either irrelevant to Christianity, or are female, or are both. I have been trying to think of a suitable person. One man whom I think you would find interesting and stimulating, and who I am sure would himself profit by a visit to Mirfield, is A. Desmond Hawkins. He only just scrapes into the category of novelists, because his first novel Hawk among the Sparrows, has only just been published by Longmans, and I have not even had time to read it myself yet. He is a young man, is literary editor of the New English Weekly and of Purpose, and has written a good deal, notably the Fiction Chronicle and reviews of American periodicals, for the Criterion. He is also in touch with Kelham. His address is: 18 West Road, Saffron Walden, Essex. I am sure that he would like to pay you a visit, and my only doubt is whether his financial position would justify him in the expense of the railway fare, as he has a wife and two small children.


I very much enjoyed my own visit to Mirfield, and hope it may not be long before I pay you another.3


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Jack Isaacs1



CC


7 February 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


Dear Isaacs,


I have your letter of the 5th.2 I shall be very glad if you care to use my name in connexion with your candidature for the Chair at King’s College, and will wait to hear whether you want me to send in a testimonial, or whether I am to expect to be approached by the College authorities.


Thank you for what you say about the Criterion. I should be glad if we could have lunch, but I am pretty full for the next fortnight. Would Tuesday the 28th February be convenient for you?


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO W. K. Lowther Clarke3



CC


7 February 1939


[Faber & Faber Ltd]


My dear Dr Lowther Clarke,


I have read with much interest the memorandum enclosed with your letter of the 1st instant, and have treated it confidentially, and return it herewith.4


I find myself in general agreement with the observations made. I think, also, that I am sound enough on the subject of Victorian hymns and tunes. Nevertheless, the perusal of the memorandum does not make me feel any more confident that I am the right man for you. For one reason, I think that you ought to have someone with more knowledge of music in general, if not of Church music in particular. For another, I think that you ought to have someone who has been brought up on Anglican hymns, and who has the kind of knowledge and associations with them which only early habits as well as later study can provide. This may not seem a very important point to you, but I do feel that a person whose acquaintance with the books is of less than fifteen years, and who has not that early background, is really handicapped in his appreciation of what is desirable.


It may be impertinent, but anyone who declines to put himself forward for a position is impelled to suggest other names. I have thought of the Rev. F. P. Harton, whose admirable book, on the elements of the spiritual life, you published in conjunction with the E.C.U.1 Father Harton is, I know, an accomplished musician, and I have spent an interesting evening with him in discussing and rehearsing various hymns from both books. I have also heard him play the clavichord, with a good deal of skill and sensibility. Another person, who I think would be admirable, and who combines an enthusiastic interest in hymns and Church music with a very keen appreciation of poetry, is my younger friend Mr John Betjeman.2 I do not think, indeed, that you could find anyone better, if you want a layman, than the latter. Incidentally I think that the slight addition of income would be appreciable to either of these men.


With many thanks,


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]



TO Henry Eliot1



TS Houghton


7 February 1939


The Criterion


Dear Henry,


Thanks for your letter of the 23d ult.2 Meanwhile I have sent back the samples to Theresa, but as there seems now to be but a meagre choice, I suggest that I should ask the Talybont Mills to send her direct a new selection. If any preferences for colour etc. please state. I thought also that you might find a suitable pattern for a medium overcoat (they are rather heavy for suits in the American central heating) if you have a tailor who could make it up. I forgot to point out that the stuff is only 28 inches wide, so I have been sending eight yards for Women’s things.


I have just sent off to you two or three of the early versions of The Family Reunion, together with a proof copy which will show you the extent of subsequent alterations.1
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