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In "The Complete Essays of John Galsworthy," the acclaimed author of the Forsyte Saga presents a compelling collection of reflective essays that traverse a range of themes including social justice, human nature, and the role of the artist in society. Galsworthy's literary style is characterized by its clarity and grace, employing a mix of wit and earnestness that invites readers to ponder the moral dilemmas of his time. Written during the early 20th century, these essays echo the burgeoning social consciousness and tumultuous changes of post-Victorian Britain, capturing the essence of a society grappling with modernization and class struggle. John Galsworthy (1867-1933), a prominent figure in the literary landscape of his era, was deeply influenced by his observations of societal inequities and personal experiences, including his interactions with various social classes. His dedication to social reform is evident in his works, which often reflect his advocacy for the disenfranchised. Galsworthy's literary contributions earned him the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1932, solidifying his legacy as a novelist and essayist committed to illuminating pressing societal issues. For readers seeking to engage with the philosophical inquiries and ethical concerns of early 20th-century thought, "The Complete Essays of John Galsworthy" offers profound insights that remain relevant today. This collection not only showcases Galsworthy'Äôs articulate prose but also invites reflection on contemporary social issues, making it an essential read for anyone invested in literature and social thought.
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In "Studies and Essays: Concerning Letters," John Galsworthy presents a compelling exploration of the art and significance of letter writing, revealing its role in shaping human relationships and understanding. Engaging in a blend of personal reflection and literary critique, Galsworthy employs a lyrical, contemplative prose style that mirrors the intimate nature of the letters he examines. This collection situates itself within the broader literary context of early 20th-century British literature, where epistolary forms were not only prevalent but also essential for societal communication and artistic expression. John Galsworthy, a Nobel Prize-winning author known for his keen social insights and distinctive narrative voice, draws upon his own experiences and observations of the epistolary form to craft this insightful work. Emerging from a time of profound social change, Galsworthy's reflections are informed by his background in law and his advocacy for social reform, lending an authenticity and urgency to his examination of letters as a vehicle for self-expression and social critique. This collection is highly recommended for readers interested in the intersection of literature and personal correspondence. Galsworthy'Äôs essays provide not only a profound appreciation of letter writing but also an invitation to reflect on our own modes of communication in a rapidly changing world.
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In "A Sheaf," John Galsworthy crafts a compelling collection of stories that reflect the complex tapestry of human emotions and societal norms at the turn of the 20th century. The literary style is marked by Galsworthy'Äôs trademark eloquence and keen psychological insight, illuminating characters caught in the throes of love, conflict, and existential doubt. Drawing from the influences of the time, including the emerging modernist movement, this work juxtaposes the struggles of individual desires against the rigid scaffolding of Edwardian society, resulting in a profound exploration of moral dilemmas and personal vicissitudes. John Galsworthy, a pivotal figure in English literature and the recipient of the Nobel Prize in Literature, was shaped by personal experiences of class division, social inequities, and the impact of war. His deep-seated concern for social justice and the human condition resonates throughout his oeuvre, including "A Sheaf." Galsworthy'Äôs own background'Äîa blend of privilege and aspiration'Äîimbued him with a perspective that is beautifully articulated in this collection, reflecting his dedication to shedding light on the complexities of daily life. Readers seeking an insightful and poignant exploration of the human experience will find "A Sheaf" an essential addition to their literary repertoire. Galsworthy'Äôs deft storytelling and profound observations invite readers to ponder the intricacies of personal relationships and societal constraints, making this collection not only a reflection of its time but also a timeless commentary on the human spirit.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


A Knight



Galsworthy, John

4064066438135

30

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "A Knight," John Galsworthy presents a poignant exploration of moral ambiguity and human aspiration against the backdrop of early 20th-century society. This novella is notable for its rich, descriptive prose and its deep psychological insight into the characters' minds, a hallmark of Galsworthy's literary style. Utilizing his characteristic blend of realism and idealism, Galsworthy examines the contradictions of the human condition, particularly the tension between societal expectations and personal desires. The narrative elegantly unfolds through the lens of its protagonist, who navigates the complexities of honor, sacrifice, and the quest for meaning in a rapidly changing world. John Galsworthy, a prominent figure in the Edwardian literary scene, was influenced by his own experiences in both the legal and literary arenas. His keen observations of social class and justice, derived from his upbringing and education, shaped his poetic yet critical perspective in "A Knight." Galsworthy's commitment to social reform and his engagement with the intricacies of the human experience uniquely inform this work, underscoring his advocacy for moral integrity and personal fulfillment. Recommended for readers who appreciate thoughtful literature that delves into ethical dilemmas and the human psyche, "A Knight" invites reflection on contemporary societal issues while offering timeless insights into the human spirit. Galsworthy'Äôs deft storytelling ensures that this novella resonates with those seeking both aesthetic pleasure and profound meaning.
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In "Another Sheaf," John Galsworthy presents a rich tapestry of lyrical poetry that delves into human emotions and the complexities of life. The collection, composed during the early 20th century, reflects Galsworthy's trademark style of clarity and depth, resonating with themes of love, loss, and the passage of time. Through vivid imagery and poignant language, the poems explore the inner landscapes of the human experience, mirroring the social changes of the era and Galsworthy's keen observations on society's evolving values. John Galsworthy, a Nobel Prize-winning author, is best known for his plays and novels that critique societal norms and advocate for social reforms. His literary journey was significantly influenced by his experiences in a rapidly changing England, where personal and societal tensions were at an all-time high. "Another Sheaf" can be seen as an introspection, drawing from his own reflections on love and mortality, while also serving as a commentary on the universal human condition that transcends his time. This collection is highly recommended for readers interested in early 20th-century poetry and those who appreciate a deep, introspective examination of human life. Galsworthy's eloquent verses invite readers to engage with their own emotions, making "Another Sheaf" a timeless addition to the literary canon.
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THE CHARACTER OF OUR CIVIC BUILDINGS.
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In civic architecture the clothes are the man.
We can judge other people’s buildings only by
their appearance. From the depth of the window
jambs and door reveals we may gather something
of the apparent thickness of the walls; and from
the point of view of appearance it is the apparent
thickness, in spite of Mr. Ruskin, which counts.

As citizens we are interested only in the exterior
of the vast majority of buildings. We want them
built of sound materials, which will last and
weather pleasantly, because we do not want to
see our towns look shoddy. These towns are the
most self-revealing things we make, because they
are to a very large extent the unconscious expression
of ourselves in the mass. There is very little
conscious direction in the matter, even since the
passing of the Town Planning Acts. Each person
within the limits of certain rules laid down for
public safety and health builds as his fancy
dictates. Only one town in England so far insists
on the elevations of all new buildings on its streets
being submitted beforehand for approval by the
public authority, and in that town—Liverpool—the
authority has not yet taken steps to secure
that it is better advised in matters of taste than
it was before it had these powers.

There is every reason, therefore, that the public
should take as keen an interest in its new buildings
as it does in its new books and plays—more reason,
indeed, because the latter need not be seen, and
the buildings must. No man builds to himself
alone. His building is there, if in London, for
some ninety years or more. It may even descend
to our great-great-grandchildren to show them
what sort of animals we were. The unveiling of
a great building when the scaffold first comes
down should be an important event, much more
so than the unveiling of the ordinary statue.

For instance, very shortly Sir Edwin Lutyens’
great building in Finsbury-circus and Moorgate
for the Anglo-Persian Oil Company will be exposed
to view. Here is the first great modern block of
offices being built by one of our leading architects.
Will Sir Edwin, who has been so successful in
giving suitable character and individuality to a
vast number of country houses, be equally sucessful
in imparting the impersonal dignity and
reticence required for the due expression of a solid
commercial undertaking? From the drawing in
last year’s Royal Academy one is pretty sure that
he will, and that by this building he will set a new
standard for the city. But one may safely say
it will be some time before the general public
discovers the building, and perhaps a hundred
years before it takes any genuine interest in it.
We are apparently just waking up to the beauties
of the Bank of England, built about 100 years ago,
now that it is threatened.

Architecture, then, for some obscure reason,
although she is the ancient mother of the plastic
arts, and the one from whose embraces none of
us can escape, herself escapes criticism. No one
writes to the papers to say what a vulgar and
pretentious building the new War Office is, or how
badly Mr. Selfridge’s great block is behaving both
to its neighbours and, indeed, to the whole town
by its arrogant bearing. You would think from
looking at its vast ornate colonnade that shopkeeping
was really the height of our ideals, and
that there was something after all in Napoleon’s
gibe.

In these days, when in the Arts, at any rate,
national feeling is dying down—have we not
recently gone so far as to erect a monument
inspired by German art to Nurse Cavell?—and
when the ages of faith are past, and there is no
great wave of enthusiasm for any particular form
of expression, such as existed as late as the
Gothic Revival of last century—a time, and one
remembers it with gratitude at least for its seriousness,
when architects’ offices were opened with
morning prayer—it is all the more necessary to
make sure that the character of our town
buildings conforms to some standard of public
decency.

In clothes we all feel the necessity of this. We
have a code of urban manners in dress and a code
of country ones. The town code unfortunately
of late years shows some signs of weakening. Men
in “plus fours” have been seen in our best streets,
but buildings in similar garments are there always.
A great insurance company has built itself a new
building in the Strand, and roofed it with the
split stones of a Gloucester farm house. Why
not thatch our banks straightaway?

We often hear of the damage the town is doing
to the country, but do we so often realise the
far more serious damage the country is doing to
the town? Think of its inroads in every direction,
town houses masquerading as country ones
and suburban ones as village ones. There was a
time when suburbs were proud of their connection
with the town, and showed it by their architecture,
and even by the carefully selected trees in their
gardens—the pendant acacias and laburnums, the
rounded weeping ashes, which consorted well with
the classical buildings. Now suburbs are only too
anxious to turn their backs to the town, and
pretend they belong to the country—a thoroughly
snobbish and suburban proceeding, when but for
the town they would not exist.

In the eighteenth century most people lived in
terraces of houses, in which externally each
individual house did not differ materially from its
neighbours. This was a fine sign of urbanity, a
tribute to the community, just as much as the
black coats most people affect in London to-day.
Any excessive expression of individuality or of
personal importance in a building was considered
bad manners, just as it is in dress, only with this
important difference, that bad manners in dress
soon disappear, while bad manners in architecture
remain.

In the real country things are different. The
spaces between buildings are wider, and there is
little bond of corporate union to be expressed. In
the depths of his own domain every Englishman
feels he can do what he likes, though in other
matters he is even there a sufficient stickler for
good form. “Good form” in every sense of the
term is what is needed more than anything else
to-day in civic building. The old words, “civil
architecture,” express exactly what is desirable.
Our town buildings should pay a conscious tribute
to our civilisation instead of being merely an
unconscious revelation of it.
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Sir William Harcourt once caused considerable
irritation, especially amongst architects, by
applying some words of Byron’s to New Scotland
Yard and calling it the most recent, but the least
decent, of our public buildings. Immediately
a great number of architects began writing to the
papers to say that Mr. Norman Shaw was a great
man and by inference his Scotland Yard was a
great building.

It certainly was, and is, in many ways, and yet
I think Sir William Harcourt was quite justified.
Scotland Yard departed from our national tradition
in public buildings. Till then we had not taken
as a prototype, even for a super-police station, a
German Schloss or a French Château. Scotland
Yard is that clever and impossible thing, a compromise
between the two—a sort of reparations
settlement with England left out. One is inclined,
therefore, to call such a compromise indecent.

Now one assuredly does not want to stress too
highly national character in architecture, but if
it is to show anywhere it should be in the national
buildings. In these since the Renaissance (and
it is not much good going back earlier, though we
did it to our cost in the Houses of Parliament)
the established custom, amounting to a tradition,
has been a Portland stone building in the palatial
Palladian manner. Somerset House is the great
example. It is thoroughly English, yet dignified
without being dull or pretentious. Great columns
are used sparingly, as accented syllables, to
emphasise certain portions of the façades. It is
obviously related by cousinship of design to a
number of the larger private mansions throughout
the country, but in a British Government office
one must expect that. Looking at it from all
sides, from the Embankment, Wellington Street,
and the Strand, it is not only of sufficient height
and mass to be impressive, without being overwhelming,
but it has the right London scale. Its
parts are neither too big, like Selfridge’s, nor too
little, like the Savoy Hotel’s. No doubt when
the water washed into its magnificent rusticated
arches and it stood reflected in a clear Thames it
must have been finer still. But there it is to-day,
setting an unsurpassed standard to all the newer
work. In the pearly beauty of its Portland stone
it seems to be calmly rebuking both the provincial
note of red brick in Scotland Yard and the
domestic note, which the great red-tiled roof gives
to that offspring of Scotland Yard on the
opposite side of the river—the London County
Hall.

If, then, with the memory of Somerset House
in our minds, we walk down Whitehall we shall
have a standard by which to judge the great
new Government buildings. There are three of
them, the upright rectangular block of the Woods
and Forests building, the great colonnaded block of
the War Office, with its two corner domed turrets,
and the large Home Office block at the bottom on
the right hand, which goes on endlessly with more
and more towers and projections, as a palace
should, down Great George Street. If we cannot
quite retain the quality of Somerset House in our
minds we can refer to another genuine antique,
as we do in our furniture, for a standard—Inigo
Jones’s Banqueting Hall. Any building which
can live up to that in scale, repose and refinement,
though it was the first of its type, will survive for
all times.

At first you think the Woods and Forests
building is rather good. It is big and bold and
strong. It is well made, its composition is satisfactory,
and it is weathering to a beautiful colour.
But it has no distinction. It is better than Joe
Beckett, but not as good as Carpentier. Its
columns are the ordinary unfluted columns of
commerce, while its entrance porch might be the
entrance to a new Whitehall hotel—in Bloomsbury.
However, one must not say too much
against it or there will be no epithets left for the
War Office.
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