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PREFACE





Volume 4 of the Letters of T. S. Eliot, which brings the poet, critic, editor and publisher into his forties, documents a period of professional recuperation, personal strain, and spiritual consolidation.


Following the withdrawal of support by his patron Lady Rothermere, Eliot works hard to cultivate others who might help to secure the future of his influential literary-critical periodical The Monthly Criterion. He gradually wins support from ten prominent guarantors: they include his wealthy and well-connected cousin Marguerite Caetani, Princesse de Bassiano; Bruce Richmond, editor of the Times Literary Supplement; and the novelist May Sinclair. The magazine goes back to being a quarterly, resuming its original title, The Criterion; and in time the young publishing firm of Faber & Gwyer takes over the full financial responsibility. Then in February 1929 Faber & Gwyer becomes Faber & Faber, following the ultimate withdrawal of the Gwyer family interest.


Eliot writes of his career at this time: ‘I have a good deal more of general publishing business on my hands than before: advising on manuscripts, discussing with authors and possible authors, and general matters of policy and finance. The business is fairly promising; and the management very harmonious.’ He tells his brother: ‘It is a young firm, so that success is not certain. When it began as Faber & Gwyer it was very weak and inexperienced, and wasted money; since then it has been reorganised, and is much more promising.’ He is paid a salary of £400 a year. ‘It is nothing like what a man should be earning at my age, and if the firm flourishes, I shall of course insist on more pay. But I can’t do that at the present juncture; so I must supplement my income, just as I did ten years ago, by reviewing, articles, prefaces, lectures, broadcasting talks, and anything that turns up. I begin, I confess, to feel a little tired at my age, of such irregular sources of income. I have begun life three times: at 22, at 28, and again at 40; I hope I shall not have to do so again …’


Determined that his work as periodical editor and general publisher should be internationalist above all else, Eliot – an ardent European, committed to cultural cross-fertilization – writes to, and frequently makes personal contact with, a great number of both eminent and emergent writers and thinkers from Great Britain and Europe, as well as from the USA. They include W. H. Auden, Virginia Woolf, H. E. Bates, I. A. Richards, A. L. Rowse, Ernst Robert Curtius, Max Scheler, E. McKnight Kauffer, Allen Tate, Robert Frost, Irving Babbitt, Paul Elmer More, R. P. Blackmur and Lincoln Kirstein (Eliot greatly likes the American magazine Hound & Horn, which is explicitly modelled on The Criterion). In addition, he seeks to promote the careers of various other writers, such as Louis Zukofsky and Edward Dahlberg (who tells D. H. Lawrence that Eliot has been ‘wonderfully gentle’ to him in London).


He forges links with foremost reviews including Europæische Revue (Berlin), Nouvelle Revue Française (Paris), Revista de Occidente (Madrid), and Nuova Antologia (Milan); claiming of this great enterprise: ‘All of these reviews, and others, have endeavoured to keep the intellectual blood of Europe circulating throughout the whole of Europe.’


His own remarkably extensive publications during this period – produced against a background of professional stress (which includes the death from pulmonary tuberculosis, at the untimely age of twenty-eight, of his invaluably astute, devoted secretary Pearl Fassett) and domestic disruption – include the much-loved poems A Song for Simeon, illustrated by E. McKnight Kauffer; ‘Perch’io non spero’ (Part I of Ash-Wednesday) and Animula; For Lancelot Andrewes: Essays on Style and Order; an illuminating introduction to Wilkie Collins’s The Moonstone; ‘A Dialogue on Poetic Drama’, for a 1928 edition of John Dryden’s Of Dramatick Poesie: An Essay; essays including ‘The Humanism of Irving Babbitt’, ‘Second Thoughts on Humanism’, and ‘Religion without Humanism’; a selection with introduction of Ezra Pound’s poems; six talks on ‘Seventeenth Century Poetry’ for BBC radio; a study of Dante – ‘a sort of pamphlet … into which I have worked a few notions … the idea of the Vita Nuova as a manual of sex psychology, and the idea of the difference between philosophy as philosophy and philosophy in poetry’; and an introduction to a translation by Christopher Isherwood (which he considers ‘bad’) of Baudelaire’s Journaux Intimes. He finishes too a translation of Anabase, by the diplomat Alexis St Leger Leger – writing as St-John Perse – which will prove widely influential.


The heavy roster of his responsibilities extends to caring for his wife, who returns home to London after months in a psychiatric hospital in France. Her behaviour continues to be erratic, sometimes sharply perceptive and caring but at other times fractious and accusatory: ‘as you can see, he simply hates the sight of me,’ she alleges to one friend. Virginia Woolf gossips: ‘Tom is in a great taking with Vivien as mad as a hare.’ The evidence of the letters to family and friends in this collection shows that Eliot persists in looking after his wife with anxious fortitude.


He finds strength in the dogmatic, exacting Christianity he has espoused. ‘I … feel as if I had crossed a very wide and deep river.’ Of his hopes, he writes: ‘I do not expect myself to make great progress at present, only to “keep my soul alive” by prayer and regular devotions … I feel that nothing could be too ascetic, too violent, for my own needs.’




 





The principle of editorial selection in this volume, as in the whole series, is straightforward. The letters here printed represent the vast majority that are known to survive: all letters of any importance or significance whatsoever, professional or personal, are to be published. The only letters left out of the printed record are items of little moment or consequence.


For reasons that cannot be exactly determined after all these years, there is only one surviving letter to his brother during the period of this volume, even though he had become accustomed to writing to Henry on a fairly regular basis, at least as often as once a month. Valerie Eliot may well have pinpointed the reason, in her Introduction to volume I of the Letters, when she noted that on the deaths of his mother and brother, in 1929 and 1947, Eliot recovered his correspondence with them and burnt a good part of it. All the same, happily for us, there are still some few good letters to his mother – including one notable letter in which he reflects on the deficiencies of his education at Harvard, and others which comment on topics including household arrangements, Vivien’s well-being, and the novel challenges of talks broadcasting. However, the dependably newsy but not altogether candid letters to Charlotte Eliot end with her death in September 1929. The compensation is that Eliot comes to write much more openly and expansively to other friends and associates: this is an aspect of his life which gathers pace in the 1930s, and particularly after 1933 as he comes to feel more settled in his career and so delights in exchanging letters with a remarkable range of poets, critics, students, churchmen, historians, philosophers, theorists and thinkers, and also fans.


It is understood too that at about this time he renewed contact with an old friend, Emily Hale; and it is disappointing that his letters to her are yet embargoed. However, it is worth repeating in this connection what Valerie Eliot wrote in Volume I: ‘During the course of his correspondence with Emily Hale, between 1932 and 1947 – when Vivien died, after nine years in a mental home – TSE liked to think that his letters to her would be preserved and made public fifty years after they were dead. He was, however, “disagreeably surprised” when she informed him in 1956 that she was giving the letters to Princeton University Library during their lifetime. It seemed to him “that her disposing of the letters in that way at that time threw some light upon the kind of interest which she took, or had come to take, in these letters. The Aspern Papers in reverse.”


‘On 24 January 1957 the Librarian wrote stating that the letters would remain sealed until fifty years from the death of the survivor [2020]. TSE’s reaction was to ask a friend to incinerate Emily Hale’s letters to him.’


It is now known that Eliot’s letters to Hale span the years from 1930 to 1956, and that the collection adds up to approximately 1,131 letters and related enclosures. These too should be published in time; but in the meantime we must all wait for a few more years to find out the details of their relationship. For the rest, it is a matter of interpretation or speculation; and that is for the biographers and critics, not for his editors.




 





JOHN HAFFENDEN
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BIOGRAPHICAL COMMENTARY 1928–1929







1928 JANUARY – TSE seeks to raise money to keep The Criterion in business. The sum of £750 a year is needed to subsidise the magazine. Arnold Bennett, after a personal appeal by TSE and Humbert Wolfe, refuses immediate help. ‘I showed little interest,’ Bennett recorded in his journal. ‘The New Criterion is a dull production and always will be.’ 13 JANUARY – TSE dines with the businessman F. S. Oliver, who proves to be a generous benefactor: he contributes towards the production of the magazine no less than £250 a year for three years. In time, nine other guarantors (assiduously cultivated) come forward with significant support: TSE’s affluent and well-connected cousin Marguerite Caetani, Princesse de Bassiano; Charles Whibley; Bruce Richmond (editor of the TLS); May Sinclair, novelist; Alan Lubbock; D. O. Malcolm, diplomat and businessman (Director of the British South Africa Company); J. Hugh Smith; Ethel Sands, American heiress and artist; and Conrad Ormond (director of Doubleday Doran & Co., publishers). 16–23 JANUARY – TSE, in Paris, reports that Vivien ‘is not fit’ to come home from Malmaison. He loyally defends the right-wing writer Charles Maurras against charges that he is anti-Christian. In ‘The Action Française, M. Maurras and Mr Ward’, The Monthly Criterion (March 1928), TSE says he has been ‘a reader of the work of M. Maurras for eighteen years’, and, far from ‘drawing him away from’ Christianity – during 1926 Maurras was even condemned by the Pope, with five of his books being placed on the Index – Maurras’s writings had had the opposite effect on himself. 31 JANUARY – Vivien writes to Ottoline Morrell: ‘I am very miserable, & it is all quite useless. You must have gathered from Tom what a horrible mess all this is. But as you can see, he simply hates the sight of me. And I don’t know what to do.’ FEBRUARY – TSE publishes ‘From Anabase’ (extracted from his translation of Anabase, by St-John Perse) in The Monthly Criterion 7. By mid-February he is in Paris once more. Vivien returns with TSE to London in the third week of the month. TSE tells Morrell (20 February), ‘It may not be a bad thing.’ Seven years later, VHE will write in her diary, remembering this moment: ‘My dear Tom brought me back with him, but he did not want to. He would have much preferred for me to remain in France … [T]hey were all furious at my leaving … It was a very bad time & I felt terribly frightened at what I had done. So that I was out of my mind, & so behaved badly to Tom & got very excited. It seemed that everything he said was a sneer or an insult. When we got to Victoria we were met by Mother & Maurice & their behaviour was sinister & unkind.’ Vivien calls on Morrell and writes to her afterwards, ‘I am sorry I talked so much about Tom – of course he is a very old friend of yours – & a great friend & no one likes hearing their old friends spoken against. I am very unhappy, & as you agreed with me – quite defenceless. So there it is. If you hear of me being murdered, don’t be surprised!’ 23 FEBRUARY – TSE attends the Pepys Feast at Magdalene College, Cambridge, as the guest of I. A. Richards. MARCH – TSE makes his first confession, to Father Francis Underhill (whom he calls ‘my spiritual director’). He tells William Force Stead: ‘I … feel as if I had crossed a very wide and deep river.’ He takes a vow of celibacy. 1 MARCH – publication of Wilkie Collins’s The Moonstone, with an Introduction by TSE (‘The World’s Classics no. 316’: 5,000 copies printed); it will be republished in SE as ‘Wilkie Collins and Dickens’. TSE gives a talk on Tennyson and Whitman at the Poetry Bookshop, London. Mid-month, Vivien suffers from influenza. 25 MARCH – TSE delivers ‘Preface’ and ‘A Dialogue on Poetic Drama’ for publication in Of Dramatick Poesie: An Essay 1668 by John Dryden (London: Frederick Etchells & Hugh Macdonald, 1928). In the Spring of 1928, he publishes ‘Perch’io non spero’ (with the English text facing a French translation by Jean de Menasce), in Commerce: the poem will be Part I of Ash-Wednesday (1930). TSE assures Paul Elmer More, who is on a visit to England, that he is a ‘strong High Churchman and an enemy to Rome’. 10 APRIL – he tells Force Stead, of his progress in religion: ‘I do not expect myself to make great progress at present, only to “keep my soul alive” by prayer and regular devotions … I feel that nothing could be too ascetic, too violent, for my own needs.’ In mid-month his invaluable secretary Irene Pearl Fassett falls gravely ill with tuberculosis and can no longer go to work: she offers her resignation. Still it is finally decided that the Criterion will continue as a quarterly; disingenuously, F&G puts out this statement: ‘We are now able to announce that in consequence of reorganisation, and in conformity with the preference of many supporters, The MONTHLY CRITERION will henceforth appear in QUARTERLY form, resuming its original title, THE CRITERION. The next number will be published in June … The form will be similar to that of THE CRITERION immediately before its conversion into a Monthly, but the scope will be gradually extended.’ MAY – TSE’s essay ‘The Humanism of Irving Babbitt’ is accepted for publication in The Forum (New York): he is paid $125 for it. The second edition of The Sacred Wood is published. ‘A Dialogue on Poetic Drama’ is published in an edition of John Dryden’s Of Dramatick Poesie: An Essay. 2 MAY – TSE visits Cambridge to speak to the Heretics Society: he stays at King’s College. The following week, 16 MAY, he visits University College, Oxford, where he dines and talks to the Martlets. Vivien undergoes an operation on her teeth. Throughout the summer, the Eliots’ house at 57 Chester Terrace has to be repaired and decorated: but the work is found to have been done so sloppily that in places it has to be done all over again. JUNE – Early in the month, Ottoline Morrell chats with TSE and subsequently gossips to Virginia Woolf; whereupon Woolf conveys the gossip to her sister: ‘Tom is in a great taking with Vivien as mad as a hare, but not confined, and they give parties, where she suddenly accuses him of being in love with Ottoline (and me, but this Ott: threw in as a sop) and Tom drinks, and Vivien suddenly says when talk dies down “You’re the bloodiest snob I ever knew” – so I have refused to dine there.’ In MID-JUNE, TSE is happy to report to Caetani, ‘We have been managing … very much better this spring, and I am hopeful. Vivien has been running her house well and we have seen a good many people.’ 26 JUNE – TSE and VHE go to dinner at the Hutchinsons. TSE later writes to Mary Hutchinson: ‘I was … extremely nervous as I anticipated that V. would make some statement: I hope it was not too trying for you, but she had had it disturbing her mind for so long that it was perhaps best to get it off.’ At the dinner, VHE had managed to break a pearl necklace, which is recovered and returned to her only at the end of September. JULY – TSE goes on a weekend retreat. He publishes ‘The Humanism of Irving Babbitt’ in The Forum. Irving Babbitt and Paul Elmer More visit TSE in London, which he enjoys. TSE later writes of More that in him he found what he called ‘an auxiliary to my own progress of thought, which no English theologian could have given me … I might almost say that I never met any Christians until after I had made up my mind to become one. It was of the greatest importance, then, to meet the work of a man who had come by somewhat the same route, to the same conclusions, at almost the same time: with a maturity, a weight of scholarship, a discipline of thinking, which I did not, and never shall, possess … My first meeting with [More] in London … seemed more like the renewal of an old acquaintance than the formation of a new one.’ In the final week of the month, the death of Pearl Fassett causes considerable upset to both TSE and Vivien. AUTUMN – Virginia and Leonard Woolf, Mary Hutchinson and E. McKnight Kauffer discuss TSE’s poetry at Chester Terrace. Woolf notes her recollections of TSE reciting poems in his ‘curious monotonous sing-song’. 17 SEPTEMBER – TSE contributes a ‘Preface’ to This American World, by Edgar Ansel Mowrer: 1,000 copies are printed. He registers his sense of permanent displacement: ‘it was not until years of maturity that I perceived that I myself had always been a New Englander in the South West, and a South Westerner in New England.’ 24 SEPTEMBER – he publishes A Song for Simeon (Ariel Poem no. 16), illustrated by E. McKnight Kauffer: 3,500 copies. 26 SEPTEMBER – his fortieth birthday. 4 OCTOBER – TSE contributes an anonymous ‘Preface’ (recalling the town of Gloucester where he had spent his summers as a child) to Fishermen of the Banks, a collection of short stories by James B. Connolly. 11 OCTOBER – Geoffrey Faber invites TSE to write a pamphlet on Dante for publication in the F&G series ‘The Poets on the Poets’. TSE moves to accept, but has to extricate himself gently from his prior commitment to write on Dante for the ‘Republic of Letters’ series put out by Routledge. It is agreed that he may write the 10,000-word pamphlet for F&G, on the understanding that he will make use of the material in a fuller monograph for Routledge at a later date. In the final week of October, he dines with Robert Frost, who is visiting London. ‘Frost I rather like,’ says TSE. But Frost’s biographer Lawrence Thompson later told of a contrary reaction on the part of Frost: ‘What annoyed Frost most was the way in which this native of St. Louis affected an English accent. Long before the evening was over, Frost decided to go on disliking Eliot as a tricky poet – and as a mealy-mouthed snob.’ Allen Tate, in a letter to a friend written after a Criterion lunch that summer, says: ‘Eliot, of course, was due to be the most interesting, but he is a Sphinx’. 9 NOVEMBER – Vivien reports that TSE has taken up dancing again, to the gramophone. TSE sits for a drawing by William Rothenstein which is published in Twelve Portraits (1928). 20 NOVEMBER – TSE publishes For Lancelot Andrewes: Essays on Style and Order – 1,500 copies are printed – dedicated ‘For My Mother’. He declares in the preface: ‘The general point of view may be described as classicist in literature, royalist in politics, and anglo-catholic in religion.’ He says too that he is working on three books: ‘The Outline of Royalism’; ‘The Principles of Modern Heresy’; ‘The School of Donne’ – of which only the second will ever appear, in the form of After Strange Gods: A Primer of Modern Heresy (1934). 22 NOVEMBER – Vivien writes to Mary Hutchinson: ‘I had a horrible affair at a hair-dresser’s last Monday week, & I very nearly died. All last week I felt terribly ill, & I had to have 2 interviews with doctors. I have been afraid to go out, as I keep on having queer “turns” & feeling faint.’ 23 NOVEMBER – publication of Ezra Pound, Selected Poems, edited with an Introduction by TSE – who writes in one advance copy: ‘For Vivienne, in memory of many happy days with Ezra & Dorothy Pound. 21. 9. 1928’. DECEMBER – writes an introduction to The Merry Masque of Our Lady in London Town, by Charles A. Claye, performed by the Players from St Mary’s, Graham Street, at Chelsea Palace Theatre, on 8, 12 and 22 Dec. 1928 (posthumously printed by Stanley Revell: not in Gallup, 1988).




 





1929 JANUARY – TSE writes ‘Second Thoughts on Humanism’. He is in contact with the Americans Richard Blackmur and Lincoln Kirstein, of the periodical The Hound & Horn (New York), which he admires, and which is modelled on The Criterion. Vivien falls ill with what TSE calls ‘the current form’ of influenza. TSE refuses evening engagements throughout January. For two months they have two servants – ‘a middle aged cook-general and a girl’ – and ‘old Janes [74] every morning to do the heavy work’ – to run their house at 57 Chester Terrace (now Chester Row). TSE meets Allen Tate in London. FEBRUARY – The Eliots begin house-hunting in Bloomsbury: they hope to be able to move into a flat at 51 Gordon Square (Lytton Strachey’s former address). TSE takes an interest in the work of the young American Edward Dahlberg, who tells D. H. Lawrence that TSE had been ‘wonderfully gentle’ to him in London. 11 FEBRUARY – Ottoline Morrell calls on Vivien Eliot, who becomes fractious when Ottoline does not remember Pearl Fassett (who had just died and for whom Vivien felt considerable affection). When TSE comes into the room in company with Prince Mirsky (whom Morrell did not like), Morrell said she felt annoyed by TSE’s references to ‘uneducated’ writers such as Blake and Lawrence. TSE is offered by Paul Elmer More the opportunity to deliver the Vanuxem Lectures at the University of Virginia; he declines. TSE works on six talks on ‘Seventeenth Century Poetry’, to be delivered on BBC radio: the series – ‘The Tudor Translators’, ‘The Elizabethan Grub Street’, ‘The Genesis of Philosophic Prose: Bacon and Hooker’, ‘The Prose of the Preacher: The Sermons of Donne’, ‘Elizabethan Travellers’ Tales’, ‘The Tudor Biographers’ – will be published in the Listener in June and July. TSE has two teeth pulled. Faber & Gwyer becomes Faber & Faber, following the withdrawal of the Gwyer family interest. TSE writes: ‘Now that Faber & Gwyer has become Faber and Faber instead, I find that I have a good deal more of general publishing business on my hands than before: advising on manuscripts, discussing with authors and possible authors, and general matters of policy and finance. The business is fairly promising; and the management very harmonious; we have taken on to the Board an American named Frank Morley, who is the representative here also of the Century Company; the others, besides Geoffrey Faber and myself, are Stewart (the general manager) and Richard de la Mare, a son of Walter de la Mare.’ He tells his brother: ‘I am a director of Faber & Faber: I sold a bond to invest in shares in the new firm. Of course we have no expectations of dividends for the next three or four years; but I want to strengthen my position with them. If the firm goes on and prospers, I shall stay with them; the only danger is of its not succeeding, and having to sell up, and then I do not know what I should or could do. It is a young firm, so that success is not certain. When it began as Faber & Gwyer it was very weak and inexperienced, and wasted money; since then it has been reorganised, and is much more promising.’ Formerly he earned £475 per annum: with the reorganisation he volunteers to take a cut to £400 p.a. ‘Of course it is nothing like what a man should be earning at my age, and if the firm flourishes, I shall of course insist on more pay. But I can’t do that at the present juncture; so I must supplement my income, just as I did ten years ago, by reviewing, articles, prefaces, lectures, broadcasting talks, and anything that turns up. I begin, I confess, to feel a little tired at my age, of such irregular sources of income. I have begun life three times: at 22, at 28, and again at 40; I hope I shall not have to do so again, because I am growing tired.’ He launches a series of ‘The Poets on the Poets’. APRIL – TSE reports to John Middleton Murry that the problem of moving house was ‘worrying to the last pitch of nervous exhaustion, and takes all of our time and attention’. MAY – they decide to move to 68 Clarence Gate Gardens, rather than to share Gordon Square with Lytton Strachey’s sister Philippa. TSE’s cousins, the Hinkleys – Susan, Eleanor, TSE’s niece Theodora Eliot Smith, and Abigail Smith – visit London. The Rothenstein portrait of TSE – which TSE considered ‘true’ – is put on exhibition in London. TSE is invited by Theodore Spencer to contribute an essay to A Garland for John Donne, 1631–1931. A new prize, ‘The Five Reviews’ Award’, is launched by five European reviews – The Criterion, Europäische Revue (Berlin), Nouvelle Revue Française (Paris), Revista de Occidente (Madrid), Nuova Antologia (Milan) – with the first of five annual awards going to the best short story written in German; subsequently for stories in English, French, Italian and Spanish; and with the winning fiction being printed as nearly simultaneously as possible in all of the five reviews. The first award is to be judged by Max Clauss, editor of the Europäische Revue; E. R. Curtius and the novelist Thomas Mann (replacing the late Hugo von Hoffmansthal). TSE hailed this development in his ‘Commentary’, in the Criterion, in January 1930: ‘It is not merely a means of bringing to notice new prose writers in five languages … We remark upon it still more as visible evidence of a community of interest, and a desire of co-operation, between literary and general reviews of different nations … All of these reviews, and others, have endeavoured to keep the intellectual blood of Europe circulating throughout the whole of Europe.’ 21 MAY: TSE completes Dante: ‘a sort of pamphlet … into which I have worked a few notions … the idea of the Vita Nuova as a manual of sex psychology, and the idea of the difference between philosophy as philosophy and philosophy in poetry: the distinction between Belief and Poetic Assent or Acceptance.’ TSE tries to find a publisher for Paul Elmer More’s manuscript Pages from an Oxford Diary. JUNE – the Eliots move from their bijou house on Chester Terrace to a large ground-floor flat at Clarence Gate Gardens. Vivien Eliot tells a friend: ‘it is a most terrible flat. It is quite awful. It is enormous. And very very expensive. And hideous. And the most terrible uproar of great buildings going up all around it.’ TSE publishes in the Criterion a review-article entitled ‘Mr. Barnes and Mr. Rowse’. He also places ‘Second Thoughts on Humanism’, in the New Adelphi (June/Aug.). JULY – F&F launches the Criterion Miscellany. TSE is approached by the Blackamoor Press to write an introduction for a new edition of Baudelaire’s Intimate Journals, translated by Christopher Isherwood, for a fee of £25. Vivien suffers from pleurisy: the couple plan to go to the seaside for two weeks. TSE begins having driving lessons: presently they buy a Morris Minor – ‘a small car, a very small car, a minimal car,’ as TSE puts it. He negotiates to bring out a portion of Joyce’s work-in-progress Anna Livia Plurabelle, as well as Stuart Gilbert’s study of James Joyce’s Ulysses: to a large extent because the book is endorsed by Joyce himself. In consequence, Joyce tells Harriet Weaver: ‘T. S. E. most friendly.’ AUGUST – TSE works on ‘Religion without Humanism’, and submits his essay on 13 August: it will be published in Humanism and America, edited by his contemporary Norman Foerster, in 1930. He writes of Foerster’s brand of humanism that it seemed to him merely ‘a bargain sale remnant, shopworn. What I should like to see is the creation of a new type of intellectual, combining the intellectual and the devotional – a new species which cannot be created hurriedly. I don’t like either the purely intellectual Christian or the purely emotional Christian – both forms of snobbism. The co-ordination of thought and feeling – without either debauchery or repression – seems to me what is needed. Most critics appear to think that my catholicism is merely an escape or an evasion, certainly a defeat. I acknowledge the difficulty of a positive Christianity nowadays; and I can only say that the dangers pointed out, and my own weaknesses, have been apparent to me long before my critics noticed them. But it [is] rather trying to be supposed to have settled oneself in an easy chair, when one has just begun a long journey afoot.’ At long last TSE receives from the poet and diplomat St-John Perse corrections to his long-laboured translation of Anabase, to be published by F&F in May 1930. 10 SEPTEMBER – Charlotte Eliot, the poet’s mother, dies. ‘I fear for Tom, at this time,’ writes Vivien. 27 SEPTEMBER – publication of Dante, dedicated to Charles Maurras; the dust-jacket is designed by Rex Whistler. 1 OCTOBER – the Eliots move to 177 Clarence Gate Gardens, Regent’s Park, London: ‘much smaller than the last, and rather cramped, but cheaper, quieter, and big enough for us,’ says TSE. Animula (Ariel Poems, No. 23), decorated with wood engravings by Gertrude Hermes, is published on 9 OCTOBER. ‘Som de l’escalina’ (English text with French translation by Jean de Menasce) appears in Commerce (Autumn 1929); it will ultimately be reprinted as Part III of Ash-Wednesday (1930). NOVEMBER: TSE receives galley proof of the text and translation of Anabasis. He completes his introduction to Baudelaire’s Intimate Journals. 25 NOVEMBER – his talk ‘An Experiment in Criticism’ is published in Tradition and Experiment in Present-Day Literature: Addresses Delivered at the City Literary Institute. TSE recommends to Oxford University Press the essays of G. Wilson Knight, whose volume will be brought out in July 1930 as The Wheel of Fire: Essays in Interpretation of Shakespeare’s Sombre Tragedies, with an ‘Introduction’ by TSE. He suffers from ‘a variable though slight influenza’ – ‘a mild but ineffectual’ illness. TSE admires the work of Adrian Stokes, and accepts an essay by him. He considers translating into a version of Jacobean verse one or two of Hofmannsthal’s ‘Jacobean’ verse plays. DECEMBER – TSE lectures at the Children’s Theatre, Endell Street, on poetry and philosophy (Whitehead’s appreciation of poetry), by way of making a contribution to the repair of the organ at St George’s Church, Bloomsbury. He makes suggestions for the improvement of Isherwood’s translation of Baudelaire’s Journals – which he regards as ‘bad’. ‘Cantique pour Siméon’, translated by Jean de Menasce, appears in Chroniques 7 (1929). TSE is invited to become a member of the Council of the Shakespeare Association. He supports Louis Zukofsky, Edward Dahlberg, and Walter Lowenfels in their applications to the Guggenheim Memorial Foundation. When invited by John Tucker Murray to give a course of lectures at Harvard, TSE is tempted but declines. His life has been a matter of ‘struggling with intermittent ill health punctuated by work and business engagements … crowded into the intervals.’ W. H. Auden submits Paid on Both Sides, which TSE accepts for The Criterion. George Williamson publishes The Talent of T. S. Eliot.
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EDITORIAL NOTES





The source of each letter is indicated at the top right. cc indicates a carbon copy. Where no other source is shown it may be assumed that the original or carbon copy is in the Valerie Eliot collection or at the Faber Archive.
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	deleted






	 

	 






	MS

	manuscript






	 

	 






	n. d.

	no date
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	postcard






	 

	 






	sc.

	
scilicet: namely






	 

	 






	ts

	typescript






	 

	 






	< >

	indicates a word or words brought in from another part of the letter.















Place of publication is London, unless otherwise stated.


Some obvious typing or manuscript errors, and slips of grammar and spelling, have been silently corrected.


Dates have been standardised.


Some words and figures which were abbreviated have been expanded.


Punctuation has been occasionally adjusted.


Editorial insertions are indicated by square brackets.


Words both italicised and underlined signify double underlining in the original copy.


Where possible a biographical note accompanies the first letter to or from a correspondent. Where appropriate this brief initial note will also refer the reader to the Biographical Register at the end of the text.


Vivienne Eliot liked her husband and friends to spell her name Vivien; but as there is no consistency it is printed as written.


‘Not in Gallup’ means that the item in question is not recorded in Donald Gallup, T. S. Eliot: A Bibliography (1969).
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1928








TO Frank Morley1



CC


2 January 19282


[The Monthly Criterion]


Dear Morley,


I find that the sum needed immediately for payments to contributors is £42.3.0. I have spoken to Faber about the matter and he agrees that the best way is for you to send a cheque to him made out to Faber & Gwyer Limited. In this way no entries will appear in The Criterion books and the cheques will be sent by Faber & Gwyer as usual.


I also think it is better only to send this amount so that Faber & Gwyer should only have exactly what is needed for immediate disbursement.


I have not had any reply from either Whibley or Richmond.3 If I do not hear from Whibley by tomorrow morning I shall assume either that he is away or that the post in his part of the country has been very much delayed, and I will send him a wire asking him to wire me at Oliver’s4 address.


Yours,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Frank Vigor Morley (1899–1980), writer and editor; director of Faber & Gwyer: see Biographical Register. Though formally employed at this time by the Century Company, and not yet as a Faber lieutenant, his first undertaking with F&F was to look after money matters (inc. payments and subscriptions) for The Criterion – a job he tackled with gusto.


2 – Misdated 1927.


3 – Charles Whibley; Bruce Richmond: see Biographical Register.


4 – F. S. Oliver (1864–1934), businessman, author, polemicist: see Biographical Register.











TO John Gould Fletcher1



CC


2 January 19282


[London]


My dear Fletcher,


I am returning herewith your cheque made out to The Monthly Criterion and will ask you whether you will be so kind as to cancel this cheque and make out a new one to the order of F. V. Morley. The reason is that for the present we think it much safer that no moneys pass through the Criterion account and consequently that no cheques be endorsed on behalf of the Criterion. The arrangement is that Morley will collect the money and will then make out a cheque to Faber & Gwyer Limited who will pay contributors, etcetera out of it. In view of the attitude taken up by Lady Rothermere, we think it is best to adopt every precaution.


You might, if you will, send the new cheque to F. V. Morley, c/o The Century Company, 10 Essex Street, W.C.2.


You need not be so punctilious as you are about returning books so quickly. Many thanks, however, for the Stained Glass3 which reached me this morning. I have one or two new French books which may interest you.


I hope you can turn up for lunch on Thursday. We had a very small party last week.


With very many thanks,


Yours always,


[T. S. Eliot]


Cheque enclosed T. S. E.




1 – John Gould Fletcher (1886–1950), American poet and critic: see Biographical Register.


2 – Misdated 1927.


3 – Herbert Read, English Stained Glass (1926).











TO Richard Aldington1



CC


3 January 19282


[The New Criterion]


My dear Richard,


I am writing in haste in connection with a letter just received from Fred Manning3 who is in Rome. He tells me, under date of December 31st, that Alec Randall4 has been extremely ill with typhoid and is not likely to live. Apparently he has been unconscious most of the time. He has a specialist named Bastianelli whose name I think I have heard before. When Manning wrote, they did not seem to have entirely given up hope, but all the chances were against him.5





I am giving you all this information because Manning says that Mrs Randall sent him a letter which she had written to you and asked him to address it to you. Manning is not sure that it reached you because he addressed it to ‘Padhurst’.6 hope to see you on Thursday at lunch. I have never met Mrs Randall but when the question is decided one way or the other [I] will certainly write to her.


Yours ever,


[Tom]




1 – Richard Aldington (1892–1962), poet, critic, translator, biographer, novelist: see Biographical Register.


2 – Misdated 1927.


3 – Frederic Manning (1882–1935), Australian writer: see Biographical Register.


4 – Alec Randall (1892–1977), diplomat and writer: see Biographical Register.


5 – Amy Randall had written to Manning (31 Dec. 1927): ‘He is in such a very grave condition that it would be ridiculous to have much hope of recovery.’ Randall, a Roman Catholic, was Second Secretary to the Holy See. It is said he recovered from the fever only after a holy image was brought to his bedside by special dispensation of the Pope.


6 – RA’s out-of-town address was Malthouse Cottage, Padworth, near Reading.











TO Frederic Manning



CC


3 January 19281


[The New Criterion]


Dear Manning,


I have your letter with the enclosure for Mrs Randall to yourself and am horrified to hear this news. I have written to Aldington as you suggested, and will certainly tell Read as soon as he returns to London next week.


I should be very grateful if you would let me know immediately the question of Randall’s life is decided.


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Misdated 3 January 1927.











TO Godfrey Childe1



CC


9 January 1928


[London]


Dear Childe,


You are by no means a nuisance in sending me your brother’s poems,2 and if there were anything to be done about it I should be very glad indeed. But I know that the series for next year has already been fully arranged by Richard de la Mare3 who has the matter in his hands. I will mention it to de la Mare in case the series survives its second year.


And as the prospects of the Criterion are at present so vague, I think that it is safest to let you have the poems back. Please tell your brother that I hope he will send me something later on when we know where we are.


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Godfrey Childe (b. 1901), author of Short Head: A Tale (Cobden-Sanderson, 1927).


2 – Wilfred Childe (1890–1952), poet and critic; a convert to Roman Catholicism in 1914. Editor of Oxford Poetry (1916, 1917), he was Lecturer in English Literature at the University of Leeds for thirty years from 1922. His publications include The Little City (1911) and Dream English: a Fantastical Romance (1917). TSE was to write to the Revd Geoffrey Curtis on 12 Oct. 1945: ‘Wilfred Childe I only know very slightly. I remember him as a young poet at the end of the last war, of rather stained-glass aesthetic religious tendencies and I believe that he became a Roman. I have met him on my visits to Leeds and conserve an impression of a rather depressed and disappointed man.’


3 – Richard de la Mare (1901–1986) – elder son of the poet Walter de la Mare – joined F&G as production manager in 1925 and became a principal director in 1928; he would rise to become Chairman in 1960, and later President of F&F Ltd. On 2 Oct. 1924 GCF wrote to Mrs M. L. Gwyer: ‘He is 24 and appears to be all that a young man ought to be. Very pleasant mannered, intelligent and not afraid of hard work … The de la Mares, as I expect you know, have an extraordinarily wide circle of literary friends and acquaintances, and the association of your de la Mare with us may prove a very useful one.’ Dick de la Mare became expert in all aspects of book design and production, which he helped to revolutionise, and he commissioned designs and illustrations from artists including Edward Bawden, Rex Whistler, Paul Nash and John Nash; he also introduced to the firm writers including Siegfried Sassoon (a family friend) and David Jones. On 30 May 1941 TSE told ALR, of de la Mare: ‘He is the greatest living producer of books and his word is final and your difficulty will be that if you do not crash against his sense of what is beautiful and suitable in production, you may suffer shipwreck on the other rock of his businesss acumen and sense of economy.’ TSE was to tell de la Mare directly, on 27 Sept. 1963, ‘how happy I have been in this long association with you – since 1925. A long time!’ And Peter du Sautoy, a later chairman of Faber & Faber Ltd, said of him: ‘He had no use for tricks and quirks that impaired legibility. “For heaven’s sake don’t show off,” was advice he often gave’ (The Bookseller, 5 Apr. 1986). De la Mare gave the 6th Dent Memorial Lecture, A Publisher on Book Production, 1936.











TO A. L. Rowse1



TS Exeter


11 January 19282


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Rowse,


May we not now drop the Mr? I am very sorry indeed that it is too late to publish your letter in the February Criterion. It always surprises people to know how early we have to go to press, and, in fact, the February number is entirely in page. But I should like very much indeed to print your letter and I hope you will not consider it absolutely essential for it to come out in February.3 As a matter of fact, it is almost impossible to make any such correspondence quite consecutive except by a method which I regret having overlooked: that is to say, I wish I had sent you a proof copy of Fletcher’s letter as soon as it was ready. For this oversight please accept my apologies.


I should like very much to see you again and incidentally to hear your opinions on Massis and Gide. Your invitation is one I should like to accept; but if I can get to Oxford at all during this term, I have tentative engagements at Worcester and University which I should have to fulfil.


With many thanks,


Yours sincerely,


T. S. Eliot




1 – A. L. Rowse (1903–1997), historian; Fellow of All Souls College, Oxford: see Biographical Register.


2 – Misdated: a note by ALR reads, ‘This is evidently a mistake for 1928.’


3 – ALR, letter to the Editor, MC 7 (Mar. 1928), 260–3 – a rejoinder to John Gould Fletcher on the subject of Marxism.











TO Ramon Fernandez1



CC


11 January 19282


[The Monthly Criterion]


My dear Fernandez,


I am glad to hear from you after such a long time.3 It seems that you have been very busy indeed, and so, in fact, have I. During December the Criterion was on the point of being stopped altogether as Lady Rothermere suddenly decided that she wished to withdraw her capital from the enterprise. We now, however, have some hope of replacing this from other sources and meanwhile have brought out a January number and expect to produce a February number. In the circumstances, therefore, I have to be cautious, to explain the somewhat precarious situation to the people whom I desire to contribute to future numbers. I should be very glad indeed to have either the ‘George Eliot’ or the essay on Comedy; whichever you send will certainly appear in one of the spring numbers if the Criterion survives this crisis.


I am relieved to hear that you are satisfied with my translation. I was not satisfied myself and hesitate a good deal over the English equivalents for the abstract words. I thought that I would let you know that I was very much pleased with your translation of my ‘Mallarmé’ and apologise for not having done so.4


What has happened to the book on Personality which we are all eagerly waiting for in London?


I have to come to Paris occasionally for a few days at a time, and if you are settled again I will telephone to you in the hope that you can come and lunch with me in Paris.


With all best wishes for your wife and your daughter.


Yours ever sincerely


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Ramon Fernandez (1894–1944), philosopher, essayist, novelist, was Mexican by birth but educated in France, where he contributed to NRF, 1923–43. Works include Messages (1926) – which included an essay on ‘Le classicisme de T. S. Eliot’ – De la personnalité (1928), and L’Homme est-il humain? (1936). In the 1930s, he was a fierce anti-fascist, but during WW2 he became a collaborationist.


2 – Misdated 1927.


3 – Fernandez apologised (8 Jan.) for being unable to deliver his essay on George Eliot: he had had too many commitments. He could have finished off his essay on Comedy – ‘refutation de Bergson’ – if TSE had opted to take that piece first.


4 – Fernandez loved TSE’s translation of ‘A Note on Intelligence and Intuition’, C. 6 (Oct. 1927), 332–9, and hoped he had done justice to TSE’s essay ‘Note sur Mallarmé et Poe’, La Nouvelle Revue Française 14: 158 (1 Nov. 1926), 524–6.











TO Antonio Marichalar1



TS Real Academia de la Historia


11 January 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Cher ami,


Merci bien de votre aimable lettre et aussi du numéro de 900 que vous m’avez envoyé pour le jour de l’an. Aujourd’hui Trend2 est venu déjeuner chez moi et nous avons beaucoup parlé de vous.


Je dois vous dire que l’avenir du Criterion est toujours assez précaire. Nous avons lancé le numéro de janvier et nous avons à peu près assuré l’apparition du numéro de février. Au delà de février nous n’y pouvons pas encore voir clair. Tout de même nous espérons obtenir un capital suffisant pour fonder la revue sur des bases plus solides. La crise a été causée par la decision de Lady Rothermere de retirer les fonds qu’elle avait mis à notre disposition.


Donc, si nos projêts viennent à bout, j’aurai grand besoin d’une chronique de vous pour le numéro d’avril. Tous les sujets que vous proposez m’intéressent vivement, mais je tiens surtout à avoir de vous un article sur Goya.3 Je vous donnerai de nos nouvelles dans deux ou trois semaines.


Merci bien de votre sympathie qui m’a beaucoup encouragé, et croyez moi toujours votre dévoué.


T. S. Eliot4




1 – Antonio Marichalar, Marquis of Montesa (1893–1973): Spanish author, critic, biographer and journalist; contributor to the newspaper El Sol and the periodical Revista de Occidente (on subjects including Claudel, Joyce, Valéry, and Virginia Woolf). His books include Mentira desnuda: ‘The Naked Lie’ (essays on European and American culture, 1933); Riesgo y ventura del duque de Osuna (1932): The Perils and Fortune of the Duke of Orsuna, trans. H. de Onís; Julián Romero (1952).


2 – J. B. Trend (1887–1958), journalist, musicologist, literary critic – he wrote the music chronicles for The Criterion – was to be Professor of Spanish at Cambridge, 1933–52.


3 – Marichalar proposed (2 Jan.) to write for The Criterion an article on Goya.


4 – Translation: Dear Friend, Many thanks for your kind letter, and also for the copy of 900 you sent me as a New Year gift. Trend came to lunch with me today, and we spoke about you a lot.


I have to tell you that the future of the Criterion is still uncertain. We have brought out the January issue, and have more or less ensured the appearance of the February number. We cannot yet see what will happen after February. However, we hope to find enough capital to establish the review on a more solid base. The crisis has been caused by Lady Rothermere’s decision to withdraw the funds she had put at our disposal.


So, if our plans work out, I shall be in great need of one of your Letters from Spain for the April issue. All the subjects you propose greatly interest me, but I am particularly keen to have an article by you on Goya. I shall let you have further news in two or three weeks’ time. Many thanks for your understanding attitude, and believe me your ever faithful. T. S. Eliot











TO Ezra Pound1



TS Beinecke


11 January 1928


Faber & Gwyer Ltd


Dear Ezra,


I can now take up the interrupted correspondence. I have discussed carefully the question of a complete text reproduction of Guido [Cavalcanti] with the business people here and others and they consider that the cost would be prohibitive. It would make the initial outlay about double: that is to say from close on to a thousand pounds; and they don’t quite see their way. What they would be very keen to have, however, would be a complete variorum edition and they would like to know what you have to say about that. Also, as my own idea, I should like to enquire if there is any portrait of Guido which could be reproduced to make a frontispiece, or alternatively, for the same purpose, some selected piece of manuscript genuinely in his own handwriting.


Yrs. ever


T.




1 – Ezra Pound (1885–1972), American poet and critic: see Biographical Register.














TO Charles Whibley1



CC


11 January 19282


[London]


My dear Whibley,


It will seem very rude of me not to have written immediately to thank you for your letter and wire and for your letter to Oliver. It is simply that I have been very busy for the last fortnight and also rather under the weather. I am very grateful to you indeed, although I fear that nothing will come of it. I had a very pleasant letter from Oliver and am going to lunch with him on Friday. He says, however, that he does not believe he is in a position to be of much use.3 I will let you know if anything else turns up.


In haste,


Yours ever affectionately,


[T. S. E.]




1 – Charles Whibley (1859–1930), journalist, author, editor: see Biographical Register.


2 – Misdated 1927.


3 – Oliver wrote on 1 Jan.: ‘I’m sorry to say I’m not in a position to finance anything, unless you will take two farms & a variety of other encumbrances off my shoulders.’











TO W. H. Hindle1



CC


12 January 19282


[The Monthly Criterion]


Dear Sir,


Thank you for your letter of the 11th instant.3 I am returning herewith your cuttings which interested me. I should like to consider the possibility of having regular, or irregular, film notices in The Criterion and will certainly keep your name in mind. But at the present moment I am afraid it is out of the question as it is extremely difficult to keep each number within our present limitation of ninety-six pages, so that as things are we already have to omit a great deal of matter that we should like to include.


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Wilfrid Hope Hindle (1903–67), journalist and consultant, was educated at St Edmund Hall, Oxford, and at the Sorbonne. Following a stint as leader-writer for the Yorkshire Post, he joined the editorial staff of The Times, 1927–33; later he was literary editor of the Evening Standard, 1934–6; editor of The English Review, Jan.–July 1936; editor of the Review of Reviews, 1933–6; and leader-writer of the Morning Post, 1936–7. From the late 1930s he worked in the British Embassies in Budapest and Teheran; he was editor of Britain, 1943–5; and ultimately he worked as a United Nations Officer, 1947–64, and as a Consultant to the United Nations. His writings include Portrait of a Newspaper (1937), Foreign Correspondent (1939), and A Guide to Writing for the United Nations (1965).


2 – Misdated 1927.


3 – Hindle asked (11 Jan.) if he might undertake to write film chronicles for MC.











TO Herbert Read1



TS Victoria


14 January 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Herbert,


I felt pretty sure that you would have to go to bed again. Still, I am sorry that you cannot come on Monday, as I shall probably be going to Paris on Tuesday for the rest of the week. I hope you will be able to come on the following Monday.


Thank you for criticising the Worringer review. I don’t think I can conscientiously reject the review without reading the book, which I have wanted to do in any case; and when I have read it I will write to Smith.2 But it hardly looks as if the review would be printed. I lunched yesterday with Oliver, who is a most delightful person.3 He said that he would subsidise a March number, if we brought out February; and that he would contribute £100 a year for two or three years.4 Bennett, whom Humbert and I saw in the afternoon, proved less helpful; and as he would contribute nothing himself and would not touch Beaverbrook5 for anything, we drew blank.6 The only suggestion they had between them was that Gollancz7 would probably be willing to take it over; but I could Not ask Faber to do that. It is unlucky that Richmond is away, as he had two or three other people in mind whom he was willing to try after Oliver. We will bring out February, but if nothing turns up I propose to stop March, and ask Oliver to relieve some of the February expenses. I tell you all this now (when, being in bed, you shouldn’t worry about anything) because I shan’t see Morley until week after next, unless he is back on Monday. I never had much hope about it anyway; and I do not feel sure that anybody except Morley takes enough interest to justify the trouble.


My aims have been ‘contingent’ merely because I did not have the money to run a paper for myself, and because I felt considerable obligation to the people who were running it, and who became less enthusiastic as it cost more and more. I do not blame them for that in the least. I should have preferred to continue to do a quarterly at less cost, than a monthly which would have to pay for itself or sink. As for my aims being indefinite, they are rather so definite that I have deliberately tried to keep them in the background; or rather to make them indefinite enough to be shared with a number of persons; to find the least common denominator for the smallest workable number. I haven’t liked to expound my own views except so far as I felt they were shared by others. I should probably feel freer merely as a contributor to other people’s journals. But I could only work with Lewis8 to a very limited extent, as the things he wants (if I have any notion of what he does want) are probably quite different from mine.


ever yours


T. S. E.




1 – Herbert Read (1893–1968), poet, critic and administrator: see Biographical Register.


2 – James Smith’s review of Ägyptische Kunst (1927; Egyptian Art, 1928) – by the German art historian Wilhelm Worringer (1881–1965) – did not appear in C.


3 – F. S. Oliver had sent his car to collect TSE for lunch at Kenry House, Kingston Hill, Kingston upon Thames, Surrey, on Fri., 13 Jan.


4 – F. S. Oliver confirmed in a letter to TSE (16 Jan.): ‘1) That if for any reason whatsoever you would like to bring out the March Number of the Criterion (whether or not you propose to go on with it after that date) I will pay £100 towards the expenses of that issue. 2) In the event of your succeeding in raising a Guarantee Fund to carry on the paper I will contribute £100 a year to it for two years.’


5 – Max Aitken, 1st Baron Beaverbrook (1879–1964), Canadian-born business tycoon, politician, press baron – ‘a magazine king’, as TSE once called him – writer and philanthropist; proprietor of the Evening Standard, Daily Express and Sunday Express – he was so wealthy that he never took a salary – knighted in 1911; granted a peerage in 1917. Lampooned by Evelyn Waugh as Lord Copper in Scoop; as Lord Monomark in Put Out More Flags and Vile Bodies. See A. J. P. Taylor, Beaverbrook (1972).


6 – Cf. Reginald Pound, Arnold Bennett (1952), 326: ‘T. S. Eliot and Humbert Wolfe called to discuss the future of the New Criterion magazine. “Their real object [said Bennett] was to find out whether I would find capital. I showed little interest. The New Criterion is a dull production and always will be.”’ For his part, Wolfe would recall their encounter in his memoirs and sketches, Portraits by Inference (1934): ‘the back drawing room of no. 75 [Cadogan Square] with the beautifully bound manuscripts of [Arnold’s] novels behind his head. Arnold with his dark tuft, rising like Shagpat’s Identical, myself dark and conciliatory, and T. S. Eliot, pale, cold and speaking slowly with his soft persuasive voice like a white kid glove. And I dare say we did want money. Why not? as Arnold himself would have said …’ (cited in Philip Bagguley, Harlequin in Whitehall: A Life of Humbert Wolfe, Poet & Civil Servant, 1885–1940 [1997], 266).


7 – Victor Gollancz (1893–1967), publisher and writer, had launched Gollancz Ltd in 1927; later founder of the Left Book Club.


8 – Wyndham Lewis.














TO Marguerite Caetani1



TS Caetani


14 January 1928


The Criterion


Dear Marguerite,


Thank you very much for your note enclosed in one to Vivien. It was very very kind of you to send the flowers, which arrived just at the right moment, and gave a vast deal of pleasure; and the cheque, part of which she spent on toys for the village children.


There is much that would be very difficult to explain without seeing you. It is all very difficult. I should have written before but for The Criterion crisis. There is no need to go into details about squabbles, but Lady R[othermere]. was so outspoken in her dislike and disagreement with the review, and her resentments against me, that I was very glad to have her withdraw her money from it. That means, however, that we cannot carry it on unless she is replaced by others; which does not seem likely. But I have had to waste a good deal of time interviewing financiers etc., meanwhile it has been paid for for January, and partly for February, by a small number of contributors; probably we shall have to wind it up in February.


ever yours affectionately (in haste)


Tom.




1 – Marguerite Caetani, née Chapin (1880–1963) – Princesse di Bassiano – patron and editor: see Biographical Register.











TO Marguerite Caetani



TS Caetani


16 January 1928


57 Chester Terrace


Dear Marguerite,


Thank you very much for your kind letter. I quite understand your embarrassment. It is very difficult to say whether you could do anything, being so far away. I am disturbed to hear that perhaps the Malmaison is not up to date.1 All the more because I doubt whether Vivien would accept being moved anywhere else; what she wants is to come home; and for that, alas, she is not fit. I do not know what she has written to you; and I do not want to interfere with her writing as she wishes to anyone; but I cannot help saying that her reports are often anything but exact, though I am quite sure that she believes them. You are quite right in saying that she has confidence in you (though she has every suspicion of all of my immediate family and of our friends). Is there any likelihood of your being in Paris before long? I don’t want to drag you into this affair, but on the other hand I have not the slightest desire to keep you out of it! Please believe that you have my confidence also, and that I would willingly tell you anything that I would tell anybody.


I am just leaving for Paris: Cecil Hotel, 30 rue St Didier XVI but hope to return to London on Saturday next. ever affectionately and gratefully,


Tom




1 – The Sanatorium de la Malmaison, housed in a mansion in Rueil, to the west of Paris, was built in the early 19th century (the Empress Josephine had died there); in 1911 it was transformed into a sanatorium specialising in ‘des affections du système nerveux’. The dramatist Georges Feydeau (1862–1921) died there; and Zelda Fitzgerald was to pass a few days there following a nervous breakdown in Apr. 1930 (Kendall Taylor, Sometimes Madness Is Wisdom: Zelda and Scott Fitzgerald: A Marriage, 2002). Since 1965 it has been the headquarters of the Institut Française du Pétrole. See M. de Brunhoff, Le Sanatorium de la Malmaison (1913).











TO William McC. Stewart1



CC


16 January 1928


[The Monthly Criterion]


Dear Mr Stewart,


I am just leaving London for five days and am writing in haste.2 I was very sorry not to see you but have been extremely busy for the last six weeks. I have not had the chance of comparing your translation with the original, but it seems to me indeed excellent. Will you not show Cape your Introduction also, with the possibility of his putting that into the same volume. You are certainly at liberty to tell Cape I thought the Introduction admirable and would myself have accepted it for the Criterion but for two reasons. First that it was rather too long for our purposes, and second that it is primarily an Introduction to the work which would be much more suitable prefixed to a translation than in any other form. I don’t think I can give you any other hints. But if some arrangement could be made by which the other dialogue translated by Madame Bussy could be included to make one volume, I think that would be a good thing.3


A translation of Variété4 has, I see, come out in America. I do not know who did it or whether it is any good; and I do not know whether any other publisher has taken that translation for this country. If not, Cape might care to make a corner in Valéry and take everything. I wish I could be more helpful, but I do not know Cape personally.5


Yours sincerely


[T. S. Eliot]


P.S. MS sent to Cape today.




1 – William McCausland Stewart (1900–89) was born in Dublin and educated at Trinity College, Dublin. Resident Lecteur d’Anglais at the Ecole Normale Supérieure, Paris, 1923–6 (while studying at the Sorbonne), he taught too at the Ecole des Hautes Etudes. He was Lecturer in French, University of Sheffield, 1927–8, and taught at St Andrews and Dundee before becoming Professor of French at Bristol, 1945–68. He was elected Chevalier de la Légion d’Honneur, 1950; Officier des Palmes Académiques, 1950; Commandeur, 1966. His works include translations of Paul Valéry’s Eupalinos, or, The Architect (Oxford, 1932) and Dialogues (Bollingen Series XLV, 1956).


2 – Stewart thanked TSE (6 Jan.) for introducing him to Leonard Woolf, and sent his introduction to Valéry (as TSE had asked). He anticipated meeting Jonathan Cape on 18 Jan. – ‘I should be glad however to know your opinion before seeing him.’


3 – Dorothy Strachey (1865–1960), eldest of the Stracheys, was married to the French artist Simon Bussy and lived in France, where she was friendly with Matisse and Gide.


4 – By Paul Valéry.


5 – Jonathan Cape (1879–1960) founded his publishing house in 1921.











TO Ezra Pound



TS Beinecke


23 January 1928


Faber & Gwyer


Dear Rabbit,


Yours of the 15th and 18th instants received today on my return from Paris. Re my discourse of reception into the academy. My question marks were intended to be of the rhetorical variety and were introduced primarily in order to give an effect of well balanced, sound critical opinions etcetera instead of mere funeral oration. I don’t think they are worth taking up as it would be a long business and I suppose I should be expected to develop the theme touched on so lightly by my steam roller which I agree was not an excessively felicitous metaphor.1 I am not sure that this sort of discussion would be good for the public either. However, have it your own way; if you feel unjustly caricatured below the belt, I don’t want to stop you from rising in your own defence. The main thing is to salt that two thousand down into good sound bonds or preferred stock.


Re Variorum Edition. You put the matter so clearly that there is nothing more to be said. I will go into the matter of the reproductions again and would be glad if at the same time you could find out Italian prices.2


Yours etcetera,


T.


P.S. Criterion still in the air. Will let you know later.




1 – TSE, in ‘Isolated Superiority’ (The Dial 84: 1 [Jan. 1928], 4–7) – his review of Personae: The Collected Poems of Ezra Pound – saluted EP’s ‘complete and isolated superiority as a master of verse form … A man who devises new rhythms is a man who extends and refines our sensibility; and that is not merely a matter of “technique” … I cannot think of any one writing verse, of our generation and the next, whose verse (if any good) has not been improved by the study of Pound’s.’ Next he considered The Cantos ‘the most interesting’ of all EP’s poetry: ‘The only criticism which could be made of the Cantos is that Pound’s auditory sense is perhaps superior to his visual sense.’ Yet he declared too, ‘I confess that I am seldom interested in what he is saying, but only in the way he says it. That does not mean that he is saying nothing; for ways of saying nothing are not interesting … But Pound’s philosophy, I suspect, is just a little antiquated. He began as the last disciple of the Nineties, and was much influenced by Mr Yeats and Mr Ford Madox Ford. He added his own extensive erudition, and proceeded to a curious syncretism which I do not think he has ever set in order. He is, of course, extremely Romantic.’ And TSE’s final reckoning: ‘My own critical debt to him is as great as my debt in versification. Yet I feel that there is a muddle somewhere. Pound has gone on, and will go on, with vast and restless curiosity in everything that is said and written; it is not that he does not keep up with the times. But I sometimes wonder how he reconciles all his interests: how does he reconcile even Provençal and Italian poetry? He retains some mediaeval mysticism, without belief; this is mixed up with Mr Yeats’s spooks (excellent creatures in their native bogs); and involved with Dr Berman’s hormones; and a steam-roller of Confucian rationalism (the Religion of a Gentleman, and therefore an Inferior Religion) has flattened over the whole. So we are left with the question (which the unfinished Cantos make more pointed) what does Mr Pound believe?’


EP responded on 18 Jan.: ‘Tis indeed a most nobile oration. How seereeyous are the questions? I mean, am I expected to answer ’em; and tell how I reconcile a taste for tennis with a preference for corn-whusky that has been at least ten years in the cask? …


‘Your infinitely suggestive metaphor of a steam-roller as a gents’ religion !!!! with the certainly-by-you-not-comprehended middle term Confucius is a marvel. If I din’t love you I wd take it up wiff ghustOO.


‘several terms, such as “RRRomantic” need a bit of explaining. But perhaps not in public.


‘Do you think I “owe it to myself” to respond publicly to your suggestion that I live in a hopeless and unsorted mental muddle, composed of Uncle Wm. and Mr Ford’s cast off luggage? Or shd I keep silent …’


2 – EP wrote on 15 Jan.: ‘A complete variorum Guido [Cavalcanti] would be a pedantic imbecility. There are 81 MSS and 95% of the variations are of no interest whatsoever …


‘There is no portrait. There are no scraps of the gent’s own handwriting (nor are there of Dante’s, whose stuff is much more voluminously preserved) … Why the hell should they think I want to spend time on making a complete variorum for nothing? …


‘Why it shd take 600 pund to reproduce 50 photos, some of ’em only about 3 inches square I dont quite make out.


‘Of course you have no means of knowing it, but given the condition of the MSS a “complete variorum”, is THE shit, and to a degree almost passing the bounds of the most pre-war-teutonic imbecility … [T]he proposed facsimiles were intended to STOP the godbloody idiocy and illegibility of excessive varia, and stupid discussion of same.’














TO A. L. Rowse



TS Exeter


23 January 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Rowse,


I have just got back and am very pleased to find your kind letter.1 It is not yet quite certain whether the Criterion will continue or stop, but we should know before very long. I shall be all the more sorry if we cannot go on with it because I had hoped to entice you as a contributor in more ways than merely as a correspondent. If it does go on, I can certainly say that it will be under such auspices as will make it possible for us to widen its scope a little and tackle more seriously the kind of problems in which you are particularly interested. And I want to get more men of about your own age whatever their views.


I am very sorry that it was impossible either to get your letter into the February number or to print it in the form you suggested. The February number was actually with the binders when you wrote. It goes without saying that if there is a March number your letter will appear in it.


If any event please do not fail to let me know whenever you are in London.


With many thanks,


Yours very sincerely,


T. S. Eliot


P.S. I have got your little book on History but have not yet had time to read it.2




1 – ALR wrote on 18 Jan. ‘I am really more sorry for the sake of people like me, if the Criterion really is to go. It had the potentiality of being, and was beginning to be a centre for the discussion of ideas which have the greatest importance for us of the youngest generation. On a great many points, it did not represent my views, nor of the various sets of people I have come most in contact with; but we always valued the freshness of its critical outlook, and are self-confident enough to believe that yet more might have been expected from the convergence of its tendencies with ours.’


2 – ALR, On History: A Study of Present Tendencies (1927).














TO M. C. D’Arcy1



CC


23 January 1928


[The Monthly Criterion]


Dear D’Arcy,


Thank you very much for the review of Duns Scotus which is extremely interesting and seems to me very sound.2 If we bring out a March number it will appear in that; if not, I hope very much that it can be published somewhere else, as I think it ought to be. I could possibly get it published in America if you were willing; but on the other hand you may have some periodical in mind yourself. I shall let you know at once as soon as the future of the Criterion is settled.


Sincerely yours,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Martin D’Arcy (1888–1976), Jesuit priest and theologian: see Biographical Register.


2 – See untitled review of C. R. S. Harris, Duns Scotus, in MC 8 (Mar. 1928), 266–9. D’Arcy wrote again on 24 Jan.: ‘After looking again at the real Scotus I am beginning to fear he was on the wrong track altogether & paved the way for some very wretched systems of philosophy.’ IPF responded on 27 Jan.: ‘Mr Eliot asks me to thank you for your letter and to say that he believes you to be right about Duns Scotus.’











TO John Middleton Murry1



CC


24 January 1928


[London]


My dear John,


Thank you very much for your kind letter.2 I cannot yet tell definitely by what time I can get the ‘Babbitt’ done, and I am afraid there will have to be a little delay, for, as I told you, I shall want to try to place it in America simultaneously, and I do not know what is the best magazine for it there. I should think either the Forum or the Yale Review.3





I wish also that I could give you more definite news of the Criterion. The February number will appear and probably the March, but beyond that I have nothing to say as I know nothing.


I wish that I might have more news of yourself. You are often in my thoughts.


Ever yours affectionately,


[T.]




1 – John Middleton Murry (1889–1957), writer, critic, editor: see Biographical Register.


2 – JMM had written on 21 Jan.: ‘I do hope you have succeeded in getting through the difficulties with the Criterion. Oddly enough I feel almost as keenly about it as I do about the Adelphi.


‘Is there any chance of your letting me have what you promised on Irving Babbitt in the near future?


‘I would tell you how things are with us here, if only I knew. But, alas, I don’t.


‘I wish I had you to talk to sometimes. A couple of hours once a week would be very good, for me at any rate. I should like, very much, to understand where you have gone. But I suppose that is impossible. You always said that you did not understand me. It is very strange, for I fancy we are both simple people.


‘Well, God bless you, since that has now a meaning for you.


‘Ever yours affectionately / John’


3 – TSE, ‘The Humanism of Irving Babbitt’, Forum 80: 1 (July 1928), 37–44.











TO Bonamy Dobrée1



TS Brotherton


24 January 1928


The Criterion


Dear Buggamy:


Oh Bwana, your letters would be more satisfactory if they were (1) more frequent (2) more coherent (3) more legible. I am at a loss to reply to all these tumultuous and undecipherable matters. But let us dispose first of


Odds & Ends:


The tune is 11th century, the words were adapted by J. Wesley from the original and literal translation.2 The tune has also been used for ‘Auld Lang Syne’, ‘Of All the Fish that Swim the Sea’ etc. There is no relation between Wuxianity and Islam. I await your report upon the King of Aphghanistan’s HAT. Is it true that your University refused the King of Aphghanistan an Honorary Degree because he would wear a grey frock coat, elastic sided boots, and a brown TOP HAT? If so, it reflects great credit upon you, and I suppose that it is only from modesty that you do not allude to the incident, except by the remark that ‘you do not like to be associated with a local hatter’.


The male Bolovians were divided into Modernists and Fundamentalists, but the females communicated in both kinds. This supports the assertion of Ovid, in re Tiresias.


Your award re Stoic Shakespeare is appreciated. Many thanks. I ought to let you know that Richmond, and others indeed, have expressed great approval of your Kipling, which I thought first rate.3 Also that I liked the Halifacts,4 and F. S. Oliver (whose good opinion is worth having, he made a lot of money out of Debenham & Freebodys) wholly approves of it.


The Criterion is still in no man’s land. But I am so tired of giving information about that that I asked Herbert to inform you of the situation. We have gloomy meetings at the Grove once a week, and are all getting to the bread & cheese condition.


I was seasick crossing the channel before Epiphany. Herbert went to Yorkshire, and then took to his Bed for ten days. Mr Tandy of the Museum5 is being sent to the Great Barrier Reef, but whether to gather seaweed, investigate the Thames flood or convert cannibals, he is not certain. It is hoped that he will be devoured by the Banyeg, a fabulous monster inhabiting those Parts. Today I went to a Wedding with the Rev. Force Stead, and we got a bottle of not very good champagne out of it. Father D’Arcy S.J. and Richard Aldington came to lunch with me. Codrington has got down to cheese without bread, and Wheen6 to bread without cheese. Flint (Frank S.)7 has gone to Paris for the fiancialles of his brother. He continues to pose as one of the proliatirariat. There is no one to pay for the Port but Morley & me, and soon there will be only Morley, and then no one will pay income Tax except Humbert Wolfe and Arnold Bennett. Harrold Monro was carried home speachless from the Aldingtons Reception. My next door neighbour Miss Rivers Thompson8 continues to play Mendellsohn & Company. Quaxo the Cat is going bald. I am going to help the Flood sufferers by presenting a Young Talking Parot to the pub. in Hammersmith.


[unsigned – incomplete]




1 – Bonamy Dobrée (1891–1974), scholar, editor and critic: see Biographical Register.


2 – TSE had sent greetings by means of a drawing (done by TSE) of ‘your old friends’ – ‘Bolo Rex and Pansy Regina’ – and these verses attributed to J. Wesley (‘11 century’):






‘’Tis WUX that makes the world go round,


        And sets the balls a-rolling;


WUX fills with ecstacy our soul,


        Our soul in whole consoling.’








3 – ‘Rudyard Kipling’, MC 6 (Dec. 1927), 499–515.


4 – ‘George Savile, Lord Halifax’, TLS, no. 1350 (1927), 941–2.


5 – Geoffrey Tandy (1900–69) worked as Assistant Keeper in the Department of Botany at the Natural History Museum, London 1926–47; he also did broadcast readings for the BBC (including TSE’s Practical Cats on Christmas Day 1937). During WW2 he served as a commander in the Royal Navy, working at Bletchley Park. He and his wife Doris (‘Polly’) were to become intimate friends of TSE. FVM would tell W. W. Norton on 1 May 1931, that Tandy was ‘a very promising scientist … He has the possibilities of a Jennings or even of a Bateson.’ Tandy was to write to Martin Ware (who had invited him to talk about TSE to a small literary society) on 20 Nov. 1935: ‘I believe that anything I may be able to do to help anybody to a better understanding of Eliot’s work will be a good work. Against that I have to set the fact that he is a pretty close personal friend (whatever that locution may mean) and my judgement may be vitiated in consequence. The text of “this side idolatry” may be used against me. However, having asked the man himself if he have any serious objection, I say yes and hope that you will not regret having asked me.’ See Miles Geoffrey Thomas Tandy, A Life in Translation: Biography and the Life of Geoffrey Tandy (thesis for the degree of MA in Arts Education and Cultural Studies, Institute of Education, University of Warwick, Sept. 1995).


6 – Arthur Wheen (1897–1971), librarian and translator, grew up in Sydney, Australia, and came to Europe with the Australian Expeditionary Force in WW1 (he received the Military Medal for bravery in action). A Rhodes Scholar at New College, Oxford, 1920–3, he worked for the rest of his career in the Library of the Victoria & Albert Museum, becoming Keeper, 1939–62. He translated novels relating to WW1 and won great praise for his translation of Erich Maria Remarque’s All Quiet on the Western Front (1929); and he wrote one novella, Two Masters (1924, 1929). See We talked of other things: The life and letters of Arthur Wheen 1897–1971, ed. Tanya Crothers (Woollahra, NSW, 2011).


7 – Frank Stuart (‘F. S.’) Flint (1885–1960), English poet and translator, and civil servant: see Biographical Register.


8 – Ruth Rivers Thompson (1865–1937), daughter of Sir Augustus Rivers Thompson, was married to Richard Bosanquet, merchant.











TO The Editor of The Forum


TS


24 January 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Sir,


Thank you for your letter of the 9th instant.1 I should indeed be happy to contribute to a series which includes the names of More and Babbitt. I have two essays in mind, which I want to write in any event. One is on Julien Benda’s last book: that is to say, it would not require any previous knowledge of the book on the part of the reader (La Trahison des Clercs) but would discuss the question that he raises: whether the intellectual theorist is ever justified in becoming a political influence. The other is on Irving Babbitt himself, and would put the question of his attitude towards Christianity as shown in his last book (Democracy & Leadership).2 Would either of these fit in? If so, I am sure that we could come to an understanding about the compensation.


The Babbitt article would appear in England, though of course not before you printed it; the other, I have made no English arrangements about, and could give you exclusively, if that is an inducement to you.


Yours sincerely,


T. S. Eliot


I should prefer to do the Benda essay; especially as I half promised the other elsewhere.3 I have just remembered this.




1 – H. G. Leach, editor of Forum (New York), petitioned TSE: ‘The Forum is planning and publishing a series of critical literary articles. Mr. Paul Elmer More and Professor Irving Babbitt have already contributed papers and we should deem it a special privilege if we might include in our series a literary essay by you on some subject, preferably dealing with the contemporary movement, either in America or England.’


2 – ‘The Humanism of Irving Babbitt’, Forum 80 (July 1928), 37–44.


3 – ‘The Idealism of Julien Benda’, The Cambridge Review 49 (6 June 1928), 484–8.














TO Messrs Methuen & Company



CC


25 January 1928


[London]


Dear Sirs,


In reply to your letter of the 14th instant, I do not think that I wish to make any revision to the body of the book of The Sacred Wood as I am now too far out of touch with it, but I should like to write a short preface.1 Furthermore, as you propose to reset the book, I should be glad to know whether you could consider issuing it in a slightly different form. I should like a larger page, to make the book uniform in size with my Collected Poems, and I think that readers of the book would find a larger type more pleasant to the eye. Finally I should like to enquire whether you consider it necessary to publish the new edition at the same price at which the old one was issued. I should feel better pleased if it could be issued in the form I have suggested, and on a rather better quality of paper; and I think that this could be done at the price of 7/6d.2


I remember that some years ago you remaindered part of the edition.3 Have you any information as to whether these remaindered copies have all been taken up and at what price they were sold to the public?


Yours faithfully,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – The Sacred Wood, 2nd edn (May 1928), contains ‘Preface to the 1928 Edition’.


2 – Methuen & Co. replied on 26 Jan. that they would be happy to meet his wishes and asked to see a copy of Collected Poems. In the event, they kept the price at 6s. net – ‘for we feel that it will have a considerable effect on the sales’ (9 Mar.).


3 – Methuen had disposed of 119 copies of The Sacred Wood at a reduced rate in 1923, and assumed that they had ‘long since passed into the hands of the public.’











TO Marguerite Caetani



TS Howard


25 January 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Marguerite,


Thank you very much for your kind letter. It is good of you to suggest that I again become ‘English correspondent’ for Commerce, but I remember that I never did any work, or rather never accomplished anything, when I was. Anyway, the Criterion is hanging on for another month at least, so I haven’t time yet to take on anything else. It is all very tiresome. I appreciate your kindness; also in asking me to Menton. But it is a long and rather costly journey for a short stay, and I even feel that I see so much of France – I go over regularly every three weeks to Paris for several days – that if I could take a holiday it would have to be somewhere else! but I can’t take one at present.


By the way, I have not told Vivien about the Criterion. There is no need to yet. Thinking over your suggestions, I don’t think that a change of sanatoriums or of doctors would be anything but unsettling for her. She likes Claude1 very much, and the people about her, and they are kind to her.


With many thanks


ever affectionately,


Tom


I shall be over again about the 11th February.




1 – Henri Claude (1869–1946) was elected to the Académie de Médecine in 1927. He would also look after Zelda Fitzgerald during her brief stay at the Sanatorium de la Malmaison in 1930.











TO F. S. Oliver



CC


25 January 1928


[London]


Dear Oliver,


Thank you very much for your telegram. I shall be delighted to come. I should have liked very much to stay over till Monday; but I shall have certain things to attend to Sunday night and finally a dentist’s appointment early Monday morning settles the matter. If it is convenient for you to have the car call for me as before, about 5. or 5.30., that would suit me very well as I usually like to get a full day’s work at home on Saturday. If it were more convenient to have the car call later, that would not matter as I should stay in till it came, but if you found it more convenient to send the car earlier, I should be grateful if you would have me rung up at Sloane 3184 to give me warning.


Sincerely yours,


[T. S. Eliot]











TO Messrs. Methuen & Company



CC


27 January 1928


[London]


Dear Sirs,


Thank you for your letter of the 26th instant. I should be very glad if you could bind the new edition of The Sacred Wood as similarly to the binding of my poems as possible. I am not quite sure, however, whether the paper label is very satisfactory and should be glad to have your opinion as to whether in your judgment it would be better to have the lettering say in gilt.


Yours faithfully,


[T. S. Eliot]








TO Charles Maurras1



TS Texas


Le 27 janvier 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Cher Monsieur et Maître,


Je veux vous expliquer comment j’ai dû arranger la publication de votre Prologue dans le Criterion. Vous aurez depuis longtemps reçu le numéro de janvier et le chèque pour la première moitié du Prologue. Comme je vous avais expliqué, je n’avais pas à ma disposition à ce moment-là un traducteur de la hauteur de vous traduire et j’ai dû m’en charger moimême. Je n’avais terminé que la première moitié de la traduction au mois de décembre quant est survenu une crise de laquelle nous ne sommes pas encore sortis. Un des fondateurs du Criterion a inopinément retiré tous les fonds qu’il y avait mis. Pendant quelque temps nous ne savions pas s’il nous serait de faire paraître le numéro de janvier et je n’avais aucun espoir de faire paraître celui de février. Dans ces circonstances là, et étant tracassé de mille besognes et inquiètudes, j’ai dû remettre un travail du traduction que je jugeais, hélas! inutile. Au dernier moment nous avons reçu assez d’appui pour assurer les numéros de février et de mars; mais à ce moment, je suis navré de vous le dire, la traduction n’était pas faite et j’ai dû insérer un autre article au lieu de la suite du votre. Je n’ai pu que mettre en tête une note pour avertir les lecteurs que la suite de votre article paraîtra dans le numéro de mars.2 J’espère adjoindre une autre note de moi sur un petit livre par un certain Leo Ward qui s’appelle The Condemnation of the Action Française. C’est un livre sans grand importance, mais puisque c’est le premier livre sur ce sujet qui est parû en Angleterre, je tiens à y répondre.3


Donc, je vous offre toutes mes excuses pour le delai, et j’espère que vous me pardonnerez un accident qui fait une partie de la crise que nous traversons.


Recevez, cher Monsieur, l’assurance de ma grande admiration et de ma sympathie cordiale.


T. S. Eliot4




1 – Charles Maurras (1868–1952): poet, critic, political philosopher, polemical journalist; founding editor of L’Action Française: see Biographical Register.


2 – ‘Prologue to an Essay on Criticism [I]’, MC 7 (Jan. 1928), 5–15; ‘Prologue to an Essay on Criticism [II]’, MC 7 (Mar. 1928), 204–18.


3 – TSE, ‘The Action Française, M. Maurras and Mr Ward’, MC 7 (Mar. 1928), 195–203.


4 – Translation: Dear Sir and Master, I would like to explain how I have had to proceed in the matter of the publication of your Prologue in the Criterion. You must have received the January number some time ago, as well as the cheque in payment of the first part of the Prologue. As I explained to you, at the time I had no available translator of the required standard, and so I had to undertake the task myself. I had finished only the first part of the translation by the month of December, when there occurred a crisis from which we have not yet emerged. One of the founders of The Criterion, without warning, withdrew all her financial support. For a while, we were uncertain whether it would be possible to bring out the January number, and I had no hope of bringing out the February one. In the circumstances, harassed by a multitude of tasks and worries, I had to postpone the work of translation, which I supposed to be, alas, pointless. At the last moment, we received enough support to ensure the publication of the February and March numbers, but at that point, as I am distressed to have to tell you, the translation was still unfinished, and I had to insert another article in place of the second part of yours. All I could do was to include a note at the beginning to inform our readers that the second part of your article would appear in the March number. I hope to add another note, written by myself, about a little book by a certain Leo Ward, entitled The Condemnation of the Action Française. It is not of any great importance, but since it is the first book on the subject to appear in England, I feel I must reply to it.


I therefore offer you all my apologies for the delay, and I hope you will forgive me for an accident which is part of the crisis we are going through.


Allow me to express my great admiration and warm fellow-feeling. T. S. Eliot.











TO Charles Whibley



CC (photocopy at Houghton)


27 January 1928


[London]


My dear Whibley,


Thank you for your letter. I will send you the Coty book1 in a few days, as I have not yet finished looking at it myself. As I said, I am told that he is in sympathy with the Action Française, but it is thought better not to make this too evident to the public. I find him rather more broad minded with regard to the position of Great Britain than either Maurras or Bainville is apt to be.2


As for the Criterion, I do not know whether I told you that I liked <Fredk. Scott> Oliver immensely and that he was sincerely interested and perfectly honest about what he could do. I told him that the young contributors who are interested expected to scrape up enough money for the February number. He volunteered to guarantee the March number and also to contribute a hundred a year for two years. Of course this is nothing like enough for a start, but in the circumstances I think it was very generous of him, and it was obvious that he had given thought to the matter and was anxious to do all he could. Very different from Arnold Bennett, who not only declined to try to interest any of his plutocratic friends, but did not offer the smallest contribution himself. This in spite of the fact that he has always expressed interest in the paper and before there was any question of money being wanted spoke to me about it in the highest terms. Oliver seems enough interested to be willing to give his support toward interesting other people. Meanwhile, as Richmond, who had a few people in mind, is away until next week, we are going to bring the February number out and will prepare a March number as slowly as possible. Oliver thought that Robert Brand3 might be interested, at least to the same amount as himself. Do you think there is anything in this? I could get Richmond to write to Brand as soon as he returns.


I must explain that the second part of the Maurras essay does not appear in the February number but will be in the March number if that number appears. The reason is that there was no one else to translate Maurras but myself. I therefore only translated the first half for the January number. As I then thought that the February number would not appear, I did not translate the second half in time, but if there is a March number the rest will appear as I have completed the translation. It was not a small task either.


If the March number appears, I intend to put into it a note of my own on Leo Ward’s pamphlet which has just appeared, about the Action Française. The pamphlet itself is not very good and not very important but it is the first book on the subject to appear in England and therefore I think it ought to be dealt with. I have talked to Leo Ward about the subject and have lunched with him and shall probably have to ask him to lunch with me, but in spite of this exchange of hospitality I consider him a worm. I don’t think it will be very difficult to demolish his book.4 Incidentally, have you seen the book by Marquis de Roux, which is very good?5 I am afraid that my article, however, may displease Maurras: because I really am compelled to the conclusion that the Chemin de Paradis6 contains a good deal of out of date Hellenism en toc, and also I feel that Maurras, at any rate in early life, associated himself so closely with that preposterous philosophy of Comte7 as to appear a little silly. These points will have to be touched on very lightly.8


I was glad to read your very favourable note about Massis’ book.9 Especially as I was myself responsible for the book’s appearance in England – it was of course Massis who asked for the Preface from Chesterton – and as it has not gone extremely well it is on my conscience. I don’t consider it an extraordinarily good book, but I feel that the questions raised are in themselves so important that the book deserves to be pushed so that people in Britain should at least think about these matters.


Ever yours affectionately,


[T. S. E.]


[Note by Henry Eliot:


‘In a letter to me from T. S. E. dated at London June 2, 1939, he remarks:


“Going through some old files to destroy papers, I picked out a few which might interest you. The correspondence with Whibley is obviously too intimate to be suitable for Eliot House or for anyone to see but yourself.” H. W. E. Jr’]




1 – François Coty, Contre le communisme (Paris: B. Grasset, 1927).


2 – CW had written to TSE (24 Jan.), of Coty: ‘A man of brains and character, combined with wealth, may do much with the Figaro, & such help is necessary to France just now.’


3 – Robert Brand (1878–1963), who took a first in modern history from New College, Oxford, and was elected a Fellow of All Souls, was a civil servant and financier. He worked in colonial administration in South Africa, 1902–9, and then joined the merchant bank Lazard Brothers, as managing director till 1944, and as a director till 1960. During WW1 he worked for the Ministry of Munitions, and in WW2 he was head of the British Food Mission to the USA, 1941–4. A skilful counsellor, he was a director of the Times Publishing Company, 1925–59. In 1946 he accepted a peerage, becoming Baron Brand.


4 – TSE had lunch with Father Leo Ward at the Wellington Club on 3 Jan. 1928.


Six years later, Father John V. Simcox (St Edmund’s College, Ware, Hertfordshire) wrote to TSE out of the blue on the subject of Maurras and the Action Française: ‘I think that Maurras himself would fully agree with your refusal to associate yourself quite unreservedly with the A. F. [Action Française] After all, even before his condemnation, he had often warned Catholics against a too unlimited adhesion to his school. Personally, I must own up to a feeling of regret over his condemnation. I can, of course, see that there was plenty of justification for it. But, in my own case, Maurras had only helped me to see much in Catholicism that I had never seen before. He had (through his books) been such a good friend to me that I could not but be sorry when he was condemned.


‘My own impression is that many of his Catholic opponents either could not or would not understand him. Certainly that was so with Father Leo Ward in England. I once asked him whether he really believed in his own case against Maurras as set out in his pamphlet on the A. F.; but he simply refused to discuss it. He told me that you had replied to his pamphlet and that he was still so sore from your handling of him that he wished never to hear of the A. F. again.’


TSE responded to Father Simcox on 14 Feb. 1935: ‘I had some conversation with Leo Ward at the time, as well as controversy, and formed the impression that he had taken up the matter with more zeal than knowledge. The book which appeared in England a little later, by Denis Gwynn [The ‘Action Française’ Condemnation (1928)] on the subject, showed a much more intimate acquaintance, although its point of view was one which I could not really accept.’


After reading TSE’s article attacking Ward’s pamphlet (TSE had sent him a copy), Simcox wrote further: ‘I can now understand Father Ward’s refusal to discuss the subject of the A. F. when I asked him about it. Your reply must have convinced him that he was quite incompetent to deal with the matter. There is, so far as I can see, no reply possible from his side to your criticisms of his incompetence. He may of course have been right in his main view that Maurras deserved condemnation; but, if so, he was right because of luck rather than because of knowledge. Your article proves that up to the hilt.


‘My own impression is that he simply “got up” his case against Maurras … In any case, in view of the years of blood and sweat that Maurras had put into the exposition of his political views he deserved something better than that type of answer … Father Ward should never have been guilty of such a trivial reply to him. However, I imagine that even Léon Daudet himself would agree that your Criterion article inflicted chastisement adequate to the offence committed. Poor Father Ward!’


5 – Marquis de Roux, Charles Maurras et la nationalisme de l’Action française (1927).


6 – Maurras, Le Chemin du Paradis: mythes et fabliaux (1894).


7 – Auguste Comte (1798–1857), founder of Positivism, insisted upon confining his attention to observable phenomena and deduction, and so disdained metaphysical enquiry and transcendental religion. His writings include Cours de philosophie positive (1930–42); Catéchisme positiviste (1852), and Système de politique positive (4 vols, 1851–4).


8 – CW responded (29 Jan.): ‘I was sure that you would like Oliver. There is no one like him, in mind or heart, and he has the rare gift of a practical intelligence. I am glad that he will help, especially as his help will encourage others. I am glad, also, in a fashion, that Arnold Bennett will not. He is dipped in the poison of the worst journalism.


‘If it is of any service, & the Criterion goes on beyond March, I shall be delighted to subscribe £25 a year to its funds.


‘I have read de Roux’ book on Maurras & think it very good. There are certain weaknesses in Maurras which should not be forgotten. Like all Frenchmen, he is narrow-minded where other countries are concerned, & often ignorant. He knows practically nothing about England, & very little about America. And he has the Hellenism of one who is not a scholar. As to his admiration for Comte, that beats me altogether. It might be the error of youth, & even then would be unintelligible. I speak of the old humbug with feeling, for when I was an undergraduate I fell in with the Comtists, & have ever since had a horror of their pompous folly …


‘I don’t know if Oliver will be able to influence Brand, whose sympathies never seemed to me to be with any literary enterprise.’


9 – Whibley’s note on Henri Massis’s Defence of the West (1927) has not been found.














TO The Master, University College, Oxford



CC


27 January 1928


[London]


Dear Master,


Thank you for your letter.1 I trust that nothing will occur to interfere with my visit on May 2nd. I should be very happy indeed to stay the night with you and I look forward to meeting you with much pleasure.


Yours very sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – M. E. Sadler had invited TSE to dine with the Martlets at University College, Oxford, on 21 Mar. He wrote again on 26 Jan. to confirm TSE’s visit on 2 May. ‘We shall dine 7.30, I expect … Short coat & black tie. And we hope you will stay the night with us.’











TO Frank Morley



TS Berg


30 January 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Morleigh,


What do you think I have just heard of a pub in the Roman Road Islington way this pub is called the ALBERT Well it Seems this pub has the most remarkable Parret You wouldnt believe the Tales they tell about this Parret How it told the barman Off when he robbed the Till etc. Well I would have rung you up last night the minute I heard but it was Raining but anyway I think we ought to go down to Islington way and see about this Parret.1


Well I spent Sunday with Oliver he was very Aimiable & the Long and Short is he would increase his share if the Criterion became a Quarlterly (¼ly) as he likes Quarleterley so much Better He would make it £250 per annum for three year anyhow2 Well if we got 2 others like that we could do it and 4 others would do it handsome & I suppose a Quarterley is better than nothing and personally I perfer it. However £250 a annum wont do it or anything so we need more Tomorrow afternoon I go to Tea with Richmond Could you come Too if So ring me up during afternoon Museum 9543 or morning Sloane 3184 and I will arrange with him.


Yours etc.


T. S. Eliot




1 – In 1939 TSE was to publish some light verses entitled ‘Billy M’Caw: The Remarkable Parrot’ (The Queen’s Book of the Red Cross). Nearly ten years later, he wrote to his friend Jack Isaacs: ‘I am pleased that you liked the Parrot … I daresay it was composed about the same time as The Rock, or a year or so later … [T]he episodes in the Life of Bill M’Caw are entirely my own invention. His figure was inspired by a very gifted parrot which used to belong to the licensee of a bar in Islington. The adventures of the real parrot were just as incredible as those of mine!’ (29 Dec. 1948). The public house in question, the Prince Albert, Angel, Islington, London, is now the Charles Lamb.


2 – Oliver confirmed his preferential offer in a note to TSE (3 Feb.): ‘If you decide to convert the Criterion into a quarterly after the issue of the March number, I should shall be willing to guarantee £250 a year for the next 3 years towards its production.’











FROM Vivien Eliot TO Ottoline Morrell1



MS Texas


31 January 1928


4 Place Bergère, Rueil, Seine et Oise


My dearest Ottoline,


I was very very pleased & touched by your sweet letter of Jan. 22nd. It was wonderful of you to find time to write to me at all at such a moment. And the photograph you enclosed is simply perfect. I have never seen any photograph of you I like so much, or which does you so much justice. Thank you, thank you. There is one thing I wish you had done, & that is to sign it. I would send it back to you to sign, but I am afraid I should not get it again. Should I?


I have been trying to find a suitable frame for it, but there are not any nice frames to be found in Rueil. But I shall get one.


My mother sent me all the notices of Julian’s wedding,2 & told me about it. So did Tom. And I saw her photograph in The Daily Mail. She looked charming, I thought. And her husband looks very nice indeed. I need not say how much I wish I could have seen the wedding. Was Bertie3 there? Do you see Bertie much now? Do write to me again, please, when you have a moment, and do tell me all you are doing and who you see? Won’t you come to Paris, & spend a little time there, & come to see me? How I should love it. I am very miserable, & it is all quite useless. You must have gathered from Tom what a horrible mess all this is. But as you can see, he simply hates the sight of me. And I don’t know what to do. Write to me – I beg.


Your outcasted friend


Lovingly


Vivienne Eliot




1 – Lady Ottoline Morrell (1873–1938), hostess and patron of the arts: see Biographical Register.


2 – In 1923 OM’s daughter Julian had fallen in love with the Russian-born Igor Vinogradoff (1901–87), son of Sir Paul Vinogradoff (1854–1925), Professor of Roman Law at Oxford. But Philip Morrell and OM so disapproved of the engagement – they thought Igor wild and penniless, albeit the brilliant young man had taken a first in Modern History at New College, Oxford – that it was called off. In 1928 Julian married Victor Goodman (1899– 1967), later to become Clerk of the Parliaments, but the marriage was dissolved after WW2 – whereupon Julian at long last married her one true love, Igor (with whom she had carried on an affair throughout the war).


3 – Bertrand Russell (1872–1970), British philosopher: see Biographical Register.











TO Mario Praz1



CC


31 January 1928


[London]


My dear Praz,


Thank you very much for your letter of the 27th and for sending your review which I return herewith.2 It is perhaps unduly flattering to me, but I am grateful for your tactfulness in dissociating me from responsibility in the text. The review is extremely interesting and I am rather envious of it: for it contains a great deal that I ought to have said myself in the Introduction.


It is quite true that the future of the Criterion is uncertain. All that I can say at present is that the March number will appear, but after that I have no idea yet what will happen. I hope to see you when you come to London; I am going abroad for a few days at the end of next week, but hope to be back by the 15th or 16th.


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Mario Praz (1896–1982), scholar and critic of English life and literature: see Biographical Register.


2 – Untitled review of Seneca his Tenne Tragedies trans. into English, ed. Thomas Newton anno 1591; introduced by TSE: The Tudor Translations, Second Series, ed. Charles Whibley (2 vols, 1927), in English Studies (Amsterdam), 10 (1928), 79–87.











TO Bonamy Dobrée



TS Brotherton


[Early February (?) 1928]


[London]


[No salutation]


They have been reduced from 40/- to 30/-. The poems by Cafavy seem to me excellent and unless I hear from you to the contrary I will keep them, as, if the Criterion survives, which is doubtful, I shall want them.1 Many thanks. I brought back from Switzerland several quite new anecdotes of Lady Rothermere, but have already related them in every pub. in London. Is there any innuendo intended in your remark that you are going to lecture about me, and then saying that your lectures are vulgarisation. I do not like being vulgaricised. I am glad you met the excellent Jean de Menasce, (or Ben Menasseh).2 He is the nicest type of Jew, without the usual thick skin, neither the Hampstead nor the Lancaster Gate nor the Park Lane type at all. You seem however to ‘react’ somewhat as I do to the Semitic facility and at-easiness with every idea invented by any Gentile. But Jean has what is rare a real tendency towards saintliness, though I doubt if he will ever get there or anywhere else. Up to a point, there is no better companion on earth. But my Christianity is always running up against this question of inferior races: of course a Jew of that sort or of any sort is superior to most Indians or …….. passage deleted by Censor) …….. [sic]3 but there you are, you couldn’t marry into it. But to change the subject it is excellent for Jean to be a Papist, because he is an Egyptian and has no country, so to speak; the Holy See serves the purpose and gives him a sheet anchor. It is also all right for Britons to be Papists when they have been so since before Henry VIII consecutively. But (except as a consequence of political events which I hope will not occur), I should think it unseemly for a naturalised British subject to support any but the church as by Law established. I am meditating a Pamphlet against Leo Ward. I.e. I shall stay in the Est. Church until I am forced out of it, which might happen if it came to an issue on the question of Reservation. I don’t quite know what Jean means by saying (as you report it) that my Truth is the Lobster God. I may be very dense, but I don’t see how truth and God can be the same thing except by an extension of terms depriving both of meaning. What I tried to do was to say what I believe without bringing in any theological implications; I mean I simply put myself at the point of view of Babbitt which is mine so far as it goes, and tried to say only what I thought an intelligent atheist could agree with. As to your own schism between head and heart, I don’t quite follow. I am myself aware of the ‘dangers’ of ‘creating a system’; though I should say that the dangers come not from creating it but from one’s way of holding it. Some of these Frenchmen, for instance, risk compromising Christianity by seeming to make it depend upon St. Thomas. The categories are quite different. But I see also great danger in deliberately refraining from a system: that is a kind of coitus retractatus (is it retractatus? <or reservatus>) because that merely becomes another kind of system, and a merely negative system. One has to take risks, and trust to one’s common sense. You say you can’t pay the price; that’s what I thought myself & it is a tenable point of view, for the only people who get nowhere are those who get the system without paying for it. The next step is to audit what one has got. It don’t send up the price of stock. All Babbitt has to offer positively, I’m afraid, is Babbitt’s idea of what is proper, and that is pretty vague. I hate mixing things up and at the same time I find it more & more impossible to isolate any purely ‘literary’ etc. problem, but am forced to a ‘synthesis’. A ‘passionate activity’ is good until it is self-conscious, i.e. so long as it is a passionate activity TOWARDS something else, but when it comes to the conclusion that its own passionateness is what is admirable then the passion cools into sentiment etc. do I make myself clear I do not. QUESTIONS TO ANSWER: What makes the World go Round? Why did they wear Bowler Hats? Why did their Chariots have square Wheels?


The Mandrake, when discovered, has to be raised with the Mass for the Departed, said backwards (this is very difficult) and then buried at a crossroads, with a hatpin stuck through it. This makes it harmless. When ground to a Powder, and grated over fried onions, it makes a potent aphrodisiac.






Arnold Bennett was a mistake.4 No


one liked it except M. Cattaui.


Morley is reformed and now al-


Ways wears a Bowler or Melon.


Would you do a Clarendon for


the Times? It is well to remember that      Typical Mandrake5


King Bolo’s Big Black Bastard Queen


        Was very seldom sober –


Between October and July


And then until October;


Ah Yes King Bolos Big Black Queen


Was call’d a Heavy Drinker:


But still she always kept Afloat


        And nobody could Sink her.










1 – C. P. Cavafy, ‘Two Poems. For Ammones. If He Did Die’, trans. G. Valassopoulo, C. 8 (Sept. 1928), 33–4.


2 – Jean de Menasce (1902–73), theologian and orientalist: see Biographical Register.


3 – This passage is represented as TSE typed it.


4 – Arnold Bennett, ‘Florentine Journal’, MC 6 (Dec. 1927), 484–98; 7 (Jan. 1928), 16–30; 7 (Feb. 1928), 139–53.


5 – TSE had included a photograph (snipped from a magazine) of the Revd Montague Summers, with the printed caption: ‘One of the founders of the Phoenix – a society dedicated to revival of old plays. An authority on the Restoration drama.’ TSE’s handwritten comment, below the caption, was ‘Typical Mandrake’.














TO Sally Cobden-Sanderson1



TS Texas


2 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Sally,


What I am going to write about is now what about this Parret I mean are you really ready to take delivery of this Parret Because if so it is essential to know clearly what are your wishes in the matter I mean to put it clearly do you want a Male or a Femaile Perret I mean it makdes no Difference in so much As there Is no difference in Plumiage Noise etc. and you get a Cage in either case & a pkt. of birdseed, only This that if later on you wanted to make it a Pair it would make a difference which was which if you grasp my meaning you would want a Proper pair only this time it will only be a single Parret What I think is that as a Parret should be named Pansy but some say Alexander only tastes differ. Hoping to Hear from you on this small point I remain, yours faithfully


T. S. Eliot




1 – Gwladys (Sally) Cobden-Sanderson was the wife of Richard Cobden-Sanderson (1884– 1964), printer and publisher: see Biographical Register.











TO F. S. Oliver



CC


2 February 1928


[London]


Dear Oliver,


It will seem rude of me not to have written at once to thank you for your cheque; but I have been very busy the last two days; and had to dine out the two evenings; I am a bad hand at writing in haste. I say again that it is very generous of you. I do not at the moment quite know what to do with the cheque, but will consult my friend F. V. Morley who has been acting as treasurer of the interim fund. The trouble is that the profits from sales of the January and February numbers will have to be distributed amongst the contributors to that fund, and the profits of the March sales are yours; and it will be some time before we can know what the profits are.


Meanwhile I have had a long talk with Richmond; I have not since discussed this point with anyone interested, but we came round – or he came round, as I was there already – to the conclusion that a quarterly was best. Incidentally, it can be done on much less money; £750 a year would just do it, I believe, and £1000 a year would do it handsomely. Whibley has promised £25 a year, and I am sure that I could get £25 out of a wealthy relative; so that is a good start. Richmond is going to tackle several people of his acquaintance: and if any names occurred to you, I should be very grateful [text runs off the page].


Your support has given us confidence to push on. I suppose that if we got in touch with anyone who seemed friendly, but perhaps did not know the Criterion and was not quite certain of the worthiness of the cause, that you would not mind being referred to – especially if it was someone who knew you? Many people, who would from time to time find things in it to interest them, start with the false impression that it is merely an esoteric review devoted [to] the more eccentric manifestations of modern art.


I should have written in any case, to say how much I enjoyed the weekend, and that I should like to come again. It is the most profitable and the only un-fatiguing kind of weekend visit.


With kindest regards to Mrs Oliver,


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]








TO Orlo Williams1



CC


3 February 1928


[London]


Dear Williams,


I am glad that you reminded me about Angioletti.2 The March number is going to be a very crowded one; partly because we are not yet sure (though hopeful) that the Criterion will continue, and therefore there are certain things I must put in. All the space that I have left is two pages of Commentary. I suppose that I ought to mention Thomas Hardy but that can be done very briefly. Would you be willing to write a very short paragraph – less than a page – about Angioletti’s prize? This could go into the Commentary. And could you let me have it by Monday, as I ought to get the Commentary ready over the week-end. I shall be very grateful if you can. Thanks also for the tip about Siegfried’s article which I have not seen.3 I will try to get hold of a copy of yesterday’s Times at once.


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Orlando (Orlo) Williams (1883–1967), Clerk to the House of Commons, scholar, and critic: see Biographical Register.


2 – Williams wrote: ‘Something ought to appear in the March no. about Angioletti’s prize and book … He would be very hurt otherwise. Shall I write something …? (2 Feb.) The prize had been won by Il Giorno del Giudizio: see MC 7 (Mar. 1928), 194.


3 – ‘What about commenting on André Siegfried’s article in today’s Times …? I think you could write a very good little pendant on England’s intellectual position vis-àvis Europe.’ Siegfried, in ‘A Frenchman On Britain, II: Empire and Continent: Europe’s Vital Link’ (The Times, 2 Feb. 1928, 13), lamented the ‘incomplete “Europeanity” of Great Britain’ in the postwar world: ‘England, Scotland (and Ireland), by their history and millennial traditions, really belong to the truest Europe; and, by their culture, they are at least as European as we ourselves are. On that ground we feel not only an economic but an intellectual solidarity. That is why many of us would prefer (if we were asked to express our wishes) a Great Britain whose attractions should remain not merely Imperial, or extra-European, but Continental as well. She would thus be preserved to us as the vital link without which Europe would be positively and permanently weakened.’ TSE commented (‘A Commentary’, MC 7 [Mar. 1928], 194): ‘To M. Siegfried it seems that Britain must choose between Europe and an imperial non-European group. To our mind, the peculiar position of Britain is this: that she is on the one hand a part of Europe. But not only a part, she is a mediating part: for Britain is the bridge between Latin culture and Germanic culture in both of which she shares. But Britain is … or should be, by virtue of the fact that she is the only member of the European community that has established a genuine empire – that is to say, a world-wide empire … – not only European but the connection between Europe and the rest of the world.’











TO The Editor of The New Statesman


CC


4 February 19281


[London]


Sir,


I did not see Mr Turner’s article in your paper to which Mr Desmond MacCarthy replies in a letter in your number of January 21st. But I have seen Mr MacCarthy’s letter and have endeavoured to reconstruct the relevant parts of Mr Turner’s article from that. As Mr MacCarthy refers twice to the Criterion, I hope I may be permitted to comment on his letter.2


Mr Turner, it appears, observed that ‘our younger poets, writers and artists have all succumbed to influence from Paris,’ and the use of the word ‘succumb’ suggests that Mr Turner considers this influence undesirable. Apparently Mr Turner finds that our younger poets, etc., have consequently exalted the eighteenth century above all others. Mr MacCarthy in his turn finds traces of Parisian influence in London, but not a trace of what he calls ‘eighteenth century reasonableness and respect for clarity’; Mr MacCarthy then draws a distinction between ‘moral conviction’, towards which the Criterion appears to have striven, and ‘intellectual integrity’, which apparently the Criterion has overlooked. As Mr MacCarthy does not proceed to define what he means by either moral conviction or intellectual integrity, I am not in a position to argue with him. I would only point out that both Mr Turner (again, judging only from Mr MacCarthy’s letter) and Mr MacCarthy himself seem to think this question of Parisian influence much more simple than it is, and especially with regard to the Criterion. Again, Mr MacCarthy sees in the Criterion the influence of three things which are supposed to be Parisian: Literary Nationalism, Neo-Thomism, and what he calls Rimbauism. I was not myself aware of any influence upon the Criterion which could be called Rimbauism, whatever that is. As for Literary Nationalism, I may observe that the Criterion has been far more international than any literary review in England, and perhaps more than any literary review published on the Continent. As for Neo-Thomism, I would remark that this is no longer limited to France. As for French influence in general, I should like to point out that the Criterion has done its best to introduce into this country important foreign writers irrespective of their nationality.


Yours, etc.


T. S. Eliot




1 – Published under the title ‘Frenchified’ in NS, 4 Feb. 1928, 528–9.


2 – W. J. Turner, in his music column ‘A Chamois in the Queen’s Hall’ (NS, 14 Jan. 1928, 433–4), mocked the unwonted influence of Paris upon the arts, such that even Mozart and Schubert were played in an ultra-French fashion. ‘Mr Lytton Strachey can find nothing to say about Shakespeare, but writes a heartfelt panegyric on Racine. Mr Desmond MacCarthy admires Shaw because he is the nearest approach to Gallicism that we have ever had in the English theatre … Mr T. S. Eliot re-discovered Dryden on finding that he had died a Catholic, and was therefore part of European culture, and Mr Eliot’s monthly Criterion is a review published in London but written in Paris.’


In a letter published under the title ‘Frenchified’ (NS, 21 Jan. 1928, 460), Desmond MacCarthy protested that while he had ‘certainly admired many of Mr Shaw’s plays immensely’, he never thought of them as ‘particularly French’; and the other evidence adduced by Turner was either ‘absurdly far-fetched’ or ‘untrue’ – with the exception of the case of The Criterion: ‘yes, there I see the influence of modern Paris – literary nationalism, Neo-Tomism [sic], Rimbauism, but, please note, not a trace of eighteenth century reasonableness and respect for clarity; of striving towards moral conviction, but not after intellectual integrity, which in my judgment is inseparable from it.’














TO F. S. Oliver



CC


7 February 1928


[London]


Dear Oliver,


Thank you very much indeed for your two letters of the 3rd instant.1 I believe that the fact that you have shown your interest in the paper so substantially is likely to influence others, and that is why I asked whether you would consent to your name being mentioned.


I asked my secretary to write to you yesterday but I am not sure whether the letter was clear. What I meant is that in order to be on the safe side I estimated the cost without allowing for selling a single number. As we do sell a certain number of copies of the Criterion, although not over one thousand, the receipts less the overhead expenses are obviously the property of anyone who subsidises the particular number.


I am not disposed to disagree with you about the excessive proportion of metaphysics in the Criterion. But if I am able to run the Criterion on the lines on which I should like to run it I think that you would get less impression of an excessive amount of philosophy. I am not willing to say that there would be less metaphysics, but I can say that I think there would be more of other things which would put the metaphysical element in better proportion. So far there has been nothing to balance the metaphysics except what may be called pure literature. What I want to do is to make a review, and preferably a quarterly review, which should contain all of these things and also a proper amount of political philosophy and articles dealing with historical narrative.


Yours ever sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Oliver’s first letter of 3 Feb. was in response to TSE’s of the 2nd: ‘I don’t understand what you mean by the profits of the March sales being mine. I don’t anticipate there will be any profits, and if there are I don’t want them. I would much rather you carried them into your fund for producing future issues.


‘Having looked at your copy of the Quarterly, I am clearer than I was before, that I very much prefer it to the Monthly. I am glad Richmond has come round to the same opinion … I do think, however, (if I may make a criticism from the point of view of a common reader) that your Quarterly <not so much the monthly> does produce rather too much the impression of being what is called an esoteric review. I think there is an undue proportion of metaphysics in it. I don’t mean articles which are frankly of this character, but also the standpoint of reviewers of certain books.’


Oliver’s second letter suggested that a quarterly review, running to c. 200 pages, had better be priced at 7/6 rather than 5/-. He harked back too to TSE’s visit: ‘Our sun is shining & our daffodils are out. I wish you were here today sitting in a long chair in the verandah: we have abandoned the winter garden as too hot.’














TO His Mother1



TS Houghton


7 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


My dearest Mother,


A few days ago I sent you an account of Haig’s funeral and a poppy which I bought on that occasion.2 I saw the funeral procession from the beginning. What a wonderful ceremony a British military funeral [is]. I say British, not English, because Haig was Scotch. In foreign affairs, there is no difference between English and Scotch; but at home, they are two different peoples. The funeral started at the Scotch Church,3 which was flying the Scotch flag at half-mast. I always have to be tactful with Scotch people, because they think my name is Elliot, and they say you must be Scotch, why do you spell it Eliot. So then I apologise for not being Scotch. Well then there were the Scotch pipers of the Guards, and they started the ‘Lament for Flodden’,4 the national Scotch anthem, and there is nothing more dismal and melancholy than the pipers playing that tune. It tears your nerves to pieces. The crowd was very quiet, with its hats off; so you heard only the guardsmen marching to the slow step that is only used for funerals, shuffling, and that horrible Scotch dirge grinding away on the bagpipes. Then came Grenadier Guards, and Coldstream Guards, and shuffle of feet, and all very quiet; and then Belgian troops and French troops; and then Haig’s horse, led by his old servant; and the gun carriage with the coffin on it, covered with a Union Jack and lots of red poppies; and then the pallbearers, innumerable fieldmarshalls [field marshals] with hats covered with feathers; old Lord Methuen, the senior Field Marshal and a Boer War veteran, first; and then French, and Foch, and Pétain, and all the English generals; and then the Prince of Wales and his brothers; and then the diplomatic representatives; and everybody you could think of; and church dignitaries; and more Guards and troops all with arms reversed and shuffling in the silence; and then it was Chopin’s Dead March, and you could hear it going on blocks and blocks away as everyone was so quiet; and that is how they buried Haig. So he went to the Abbey; and from the Abbey to Euston Station; and thence to Edinburgh; and thence to be buried with his family at Bemersyde in Scotland.5


That was better than Thomas Hardy’s funeral. That was a scandal: if Mrs Hardy did not know better, his executor J. M. Barrie should have known better. They put his body in Westminster Abbey, and they buried his heart in Dorchester. Curio hunting I call it. Why not divide him joint from joint, and spot him about the country? I think that if one is buried at all one should decently be buried all in one place.6


I was very happy to get your last letter. I sent your cheque to Vivien. I shall go over to Paris and see her again on Sunday. No doubt she will write now and thank you. I was overjoyed to get a letter written so strongly in your own clear hand.


The March Criterion will appear, as that delightful person, the author of the biography of Alexander Hamilton, F. S. Oliver, will pay for it. After that, it will more likely be a Quarterly. Bruce Richmond, the Editor of the Times Literary Supplement, whom I have often mentioned, is working hard to get guarantors. I myself should prefer a Quarterly to a monthly; I only agreed to the change from quarterly to monthly under protest. A monthly is really more than I can manage, it takes too much of my time; also one can give a Quarterly a certain shape and proportion; and it seems less ephemeral. And I shall have more time for other work.


It is always a great joy to get a letter in your own hand. Everything you say is precious to me; for I feel more closely in sympathy with you than with anyone living.


your very loving and devoted son,


Tom


Mrs Haigh-Wood speaks of you and asks of you often, and with the warmest affection and admiration.




1 – Charlotte Champe Stearns Eliot (1843–1929): see Biographical Register.


2 – Field Marshal Earl Haig was Commander-in-Chief of the British Expeditionary Force in France and Flanders during WW1.


3 – St Columba’s Church.


4 – ‘A Lament for Flodden’, by Jane Elliot (1727–1805), was included in The Oxford Book of English Verse: 1250–1900, ed. Arthur Quiller-Couch (1919).


5 – Haig was buried at Dryburgh Abbey.


6 – TSE made public his view in ‘A Commentary’: ‘We hope sincerely that the manner in which Hardy was interred will not be allowed to establish a precedent for the burial of other great men. We continue to hope that in the future as in the immediate past our great men will be buried in one place instead of being dismembered in a fashion intolerable in any society which is not given over to idolatry of relics and fetishes’ (MC 7 [Mar. 1928], 193).











TO Bruce Richmond1



CC


7 February 1928


[London]


Private and Personal


Dear Richmond,


I spoke to Morley on the telephone this morning and he told me that he had recently seen you and discussed the Criterion.


He mentioned to me the question of approaching the Morrells. I have seen them several times lately and have talked to Lady Ottoline about the Criterion. I do not think that it is of any use approaching them about it on their own account, because I think that if there was any possibility Lady Ottoline would have volunteered, especially as she is an old friend of mine. She offered, however, to approach two people whom she herself suggested. One being Leo Myers2 and the other Billy Smith, the son of Lord Hambleden3 whom she knows quite well. Anyway I think that that is all there is to be done in that direction.


I had tea yesterday with Virginia Woolf4 and again talked about the Criterion. She suggested that we ought to approach Bob Trevelyan. It appears that Bob Trevelyan, who has always been obliged to live on eight hundred a year, has just inherited ten thousand a year from his mother and is very embarrassed as to what to do with it.5 She thought that he might be glad to relieve his conscience by means of the Criterion. Do you know him? If there is no one else who knows him well enough I am willing to ask Virginia to write to him about it herself, but on the other hand if you know him at all or if you are in touch with someone else who knows him well it might be better to approach him in that way. I know him slightly, but very slightly.


I cannot think of anyone else at the moment. On Sunday I came across a man named Lane-Fox-Pitt-Rivers who seems to have no end of money and a certain amount of good intentions,6 but I did not want to attack him directly myself and in the special circumstances I did not want to ask the man through whom I met him to do so. I merely mention his name in case you may have heard of him and know of someone else who might be willing to tackle him.


I told you when I saw you that I was about to dine with the Malcolms. I am still in ignorance as to why I was invited there. It was a large, extremely formal, dinner party and I had no conversation either with host or hostess.7 However, although I do not know why I was asked, Malcolm seemed to be fairly clear as to who I was, and I do not believe that I was asked by mistake instead of someone else of the same name.


Yours ever sincerely,


[T. S. E.]


P.S. Oliver says that if he can think of anyone likely to add to the fund he is quite willing to approach such person but that he cannot at the moment think of anyone. He also gives permission to mention his name and support to anyone who is likely to attach any weight to that support.




1 – Bruce Richmond (1871–1964), editor of the TLS: see Biographical Register.


2 – L. H. Myers (1881–1944): British novelist (who received in 1906 a substantial inheritance from a godfather); author of the trilogy The Root and the Flower (winner of the James Tait Black Memorial Prize and the Femina Vie Heureuse Prize, 1935).


3 – William Henry Smith (1903–48) became 3rd Viscount Hambleden on the death of his father, 16 June 1928; he was Governing Director of W. H. Smith & Son, Ltd.


4 – VW was to report of this encounter, to her brother-in-law Clive Bell, on 7 Feb., ‘I’ve been talking for two hours to Tom Eliot about God’ (A Change of Perspective: Letters of Virginia Woolf, III: 1923–1928, ed. Nigel Nicolson [1977, 1994], 455); and to her sister, on 11 Feb.: ‘I have had a most shameful and distressing interview with poor dear Tom Eliot, who may be called dead to us all from this day forward. He has become an Anglo-Catholic, believes in God and immortality, and goes to church. I was really shocked. A corpse would seem to me more credible than he is. I mean, there’s something obscene in a living person sitting by the fire and believing in God’ (ibid., 457–8). Lord David Cecil would recall for Robert Sencourt on 16 Nov. 1966 a similar encounter at OM’s home in London: ‘the only thing that sticks in my memory is [Eliot’s] modest but formidable defence of his religious beliefs one evening at Gower Street’ (Donald Adamson Collection).


5 – R. C. Trevelyan (1872–1951): poet; brother of the historian G. M. Trevelyan (1876– 1962). His works include Poems and Fables (Hogarth Press, 1925) and Meleager (1927). VW was to write to her sister on 11 Feb. 1928: ‘Bob Trevelyan had come in for £10,000 a year on his mother’s death, and is almost frantic with worry. His miserliness, great as it was when he had £800, has to be vast to cope with £10,000’ (Letters of Virginia Woolf, III, 457.)


6 – George Henry Lane Fox Pitt-Rivers (1890–1966), anthropologist and landowner, was grandson of the founder of the Pitt Rivers Museum, Oxford; author of The World Significance of the Russian Revolution (1920) and The Clash of Culture and the Contact of Races (1927). As years went on, he was to become involved with radical, quasi-fascist and racialist groups, and he was interned from 1940 until 1942. In a review of The Clash of Culture, Geoffrey Tandy would tactfully remark upon his ‘less palatable observations’: ‘The gravamen of the charge against him is “clerkly treason”. The time is still not yet and the anthropologist should stick to his anthropology’ (C. 7 [June 1928], 440).


7 – Dougal Orme Malcolm (1877–1955), a Fellow of All Souls, worked for the Colonial Office before joining in 1913 the board of the British South Africa Company – he was to be Director and President – which enjoyed remarkable profits from Rhodesian mineral rights and railways. See Malcolm, The British South Africa Company, 1889–1939 (1939). A widower since 1920, Malcolm had married in 1923 Lady Evelyn Farquhar (1877/8–1962), widow of Col. F. Farquhar and daughter of the 5th Earl of Donoughmore. He had been on the losing side in giving support to TSE’s candidature for a research fellowship at All Souls in May 1926. A. L. Rowse recalled, in All Souls in My Time (1993): ‘Sir Dougal Malcolm, Dougie to us, was eminently clubbable … and sat long over the port … Cousin to half the Scottish aristocracy, he was … a gifted linguist as well as Latin versifier … Rich and kindly, he invited me to dine at his London house’ (85).














TO Messrs Methuen & Company



CC


8 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sirs,


Thank you very much for your letter of the 6th instant. I have compared your specimen page with that of the edition of my poems issued by Faber & Gwyer Ltd and it seems to me in respect of type and size of page to be quite satisfactory. The paper on which it is printed is certainly inferior to that on which my poems are printed, but I presume that your specimen, being merely a proof sheet, is not intended to represent the paper on which you would print the book. I am entirely satisfied with the type you have used and I am glad to learn that the volume will run to 192 pages.


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]








TO Orlo Williams



CC


8 February 1928


[London]


Dear Williams,


I am very much indebted to you. Without your suggestions I should have had much more difficulty in composing the Commentary. The only subject that imposed itself on me was Thomas Hardy and I wished to say as little as possible about that subject. This I have done. I obtained the Times and have written a note on Siegfried’s extremely interesting article which, however, really deserves the full treatment of a separate essay. I am also extremely grateful to you for your note on Angioletti. As you will see, I have had to cut it down unscrupulously. This is due to the fact that, not even yet being sure that the March number will not be the last, I have felt bound to include things which otherwise I could decently have postponed until April. Therefore I have only been able to allow two pages for Commentary, and of course I could not give the whole or greater part of that to this subject. I have therefore had to boil Angioletti down to the absolute minimum. But I am very glad to have been able to get it in at all and am very much obliged to you.


I am going away at the end of this week but will try to see you again in about a fortnight.


With many thanks,


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]











TO Archibald MacLeish1



CC


10 February 1928


[London]


Dear MacLeish,


I owe you an apology for having delayed writing to you for so long.2 But I have had to be away a good deal and also it took us a long time to make up our minds. We were finally forced to come to the conclusion that we could not undertake at the present time to publish any book of verse which consisted of one long poem. A volume of poetry means, I am sorry to say, a loss to the publishers in any case in this country; and long poems are still more difficult to sell. We had several new volumes already arranged for when yours arrived, otherwise we might have been able to do better.


I am very sorry about this because parts of the poem seem to me very fine and the whole thing is an uncommon achievement.3 I am not returning the poem until I hear from you. Would you like me to try any other publishers? I should be very glad if you would let me take the matter up on your behalf with the Hogarth Press. They are friends of mine and I think it is a book which would appeal to them.4


Yours ever sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Archibald MacLeish (1892–1982), American poet and playwright, studied at Yale and Harvard (where he took a degree in law), and then lived in France for a while in the 1920s. His poem Conquistador (1933) won a Pulitzer prize. Collected Poems, 1917–1952 (1953) won three awards: a second Pulitzer prize, the Bollingen Prize, and the National Book Award. His verse play J.B. (1957) won the Pulitzer Prize for Drama and a Tony Award. During WW2, at President Roosevelt’s bidding, he was Librarian of Congress, and he served with the United Nations Educational, Scientific and Cultural Organization. He was Boylston Professor of Rhetoric and Oratory at Harvard, 1949–62. TSE wrote on 29 June 1932 to Ferris Greenslet, Houghton Mifflin Co., ‘There is no living poet in America who seems to me to have greater technical accomplishment than MacLeish.’


2 – MacLeish had submitted his long poem The Hamlet of A. MacLeish on 7 Dec. 1927; it was to be published by Houghton Mifflin in the USA in 1928.


3 – On 30 Dec. 1927 TSE had written this reader’s report on MacLeish’s work: ‘This poem has on the whole disappointed me after MacLeish’s earlier work, and a good deal of it seems to me to be a pastiche of Ezra Pound and myself. But partly for this reason I should like to have another opinion before returning it.’


4 – MacLeish was delighted (18 Feb.) by TSE’s offer of help.














TO Ezra Pound



TS Beinecke


10 February 1928


[London]


Rabbit ben Ezzum,


Much pleased to get your nihil obstat or waffenstillstand or whatever you call it.1 Can’t say yet about future of Criterion or consequent possible amalgamation of Flint and myself with Exile. If Criterion stops should be delighted to be of any use to Exile but suspect my name might do you more harm than good.


Am waiting to hear your figures for reproductions of Guido MSS. Meanwhile another subject has arizzen, which I take no responsibility for. Our Mr Stewart has received a letter from one Mr Pulitzer or Politzer or Porringer of Curtis and Brown. To my astonishment my colleagues seemed to be interested in the idea of producing a[n] edition of your select poetical works similar to but not necessarily identical with the expurgated edition recently produced by Horatio Liveright. Don’t blame me for this idea. I had nothing to do with it. Mr Porringer aforesaid seems to take kindly to the idea of a few notes by myself to explain the more heretical passages and justify your orthodoxy. Well this is all I have to say about it at the moment, except that the labour of scholarship on my part will be so great that I cannot consider putting any price about it. Should be glad to hear from you further. Am willing to fall in with almost any requirements.2


Yours respectfully,


T. S. E.


 P.S. When things have shaken down a bit shall be able to let you know more about Criterion and what anybody can do. Only present requirement is vast sums of money. Cause of crisis: sudden revolt of Harmsworth underworld; consequent inconvenient withdrawal of capital. This of course is all to the good from the point of view of civilisation.




1 – EP wrote, of TSE’s review of Personae: ‘No, I didn’t think I wuz bein’ caricatured below the belt … A mos’ nobl’ roration.’ He went on to express his sympathy with TSE: ‘If the Crit. is imperiled not by but against your will, do let me know if there is anything I can do to bolster … Am ready to come to aid of sinking ferry with anything save the two grand … I dont feel that a mouthy letter from me wd save the Criterion, or lure the timorous buyer … Not knowin’ wot the raw’z abaht I dont know whether the giraffe needs more spots, or needs to be demaculated.’


2 – EP, Selected Poems, ed. with Introduction by TSE (F&G, 1928). Pollinger, a literary agent with Curtis Brown Ltd, wrote further to EP on 1 Mar.: ‘I wrote to Faber & Gwyer asking if Mr Eliot had yet given them the list of poems he has selected for your book. They reply that he has not yet done so, and they will let us have a copy for you, as soon as they can.’ EP, who forwarded Pollinger’s curt letter to TSE on 3 Mar., typed on the back of it: ‘I knew nothing about this unseemly haste. Please don’t think I had any hand in attempting to hustle, accelerate, or otherwise impinge. I spose the excellent Pollinger imagines me to be a furious person boiling with impatience.’ In 1926 Boni & Liveright had published in New York a collected volume entitled Personae of Ezra Pound.














TO I. A. Richards1



TS Magdalene


10 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Richards,


I should like very much to come to your dinner on February 23rd, both because it is an honour to be invited on such an occasion and because it is a long time since I have seen you and I want to see you again. I don’t mind any sort of quarters, and hope that you will have time for a long talk the next morning.2


Very many thanks,


Yours sincerely,


T. S. Eliot




1 – I. A. Richards (1893–1979), theorist of literature, education, and communication studies: see Biographical Register.


2 – TSE was to go to the Pepys Feast at Magdalene. IAR had written (2 Feb.), ‘We could put you up at our temporary home 10 King’s Parade if you don’t mind rough quarters in an attic … I have one or two general questions I badly want to talk out with you.’ Dorothy Richards noted in her diary that TSE on arrival ‘came up the stairs looking to me very gaunt & grim – as if he had burnt himself out. His queer coloured, strangely piercing eyes in a pale face are the most striking thing about him. He is pale with special wrinkles which run horizontally across his forehead & his nose is delicately Jewish. He doesn’t understand all I say nor do we him. His questions are surprising – disconcerting because so simple, sometimes almost inane. We talked of skye scrapers – of Canada & drinking – we took the initiative’ (Magdalene). Afterwards, in IAR’s college rooms, she ‘found Eliot absurdly drunk – not talkative – just fuddled’. At one in the morning they repaired for two more hours of conversation at the Richardses’ flat, as Mrs Richards further noted: ‘An hour ago Eliot was sleeping: looking exhausted with the effort to keep his eyes open. But true American that he is – as soon as there is at last a general move and any ordinary Englishman would have sighed relief and quickly disappeared to bed – Eliot wakes up, puts on more records and is once more absorbed by the “mechanical toy”.’ The ‘séance’ (as Mrs Richards called it) went on until four in the morning, with the consequence that ‘Eliot’s early breakfast didn’t happen’.


IAR was to recollect, in ‘On TSE’ (T. S. Eliot: The Man and His Work, ed. Allen Tate [1967], 5–6), that ‘after my marriage, [TSE] got into the way of coming fairly often to stay with us in Cambridge … He used to arrive wearing a little rucksack which protected him, he felt, from molestation by porters. It contained night things and a large new, and to us awe-inspiring, Prayer Book: a thing which in my innocent mind hardly chimed with, say, “The Hippopotamus”.


‘This, in those days, with “Mr. Eliot’s Sunday Morning Service”, represented for us what we took to be his position on the Church. I suppose a more experienced reader would have felt the Catholic trend in them. But we were listening to other things. I lent my copy of Ara Vos Prec to A. C. Benson, whose comment was: “Watch out! I hear the beat of the capripede hoof!”’














TO Marguerite Caetani



TS Caetani


10 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Marguerite,


Thank you very much for your letter of the 2nd. I am going to Paris on Saturday for several days and if all goes well I shall be there again early in March and shall look forward to meeting you. I don’t think I shall have time to make another attempt to see Leger on this occasion but I hope that you will back me up as soon as you are in Paris. Also it would be a great pleasure to see something more of Groethuysen.1 As for the Seneca, I am afraid that you are throwing away money, and you might have consulted me about it before ordering a two guinea book. I also am wondering when my book is coming out, or which book. Your poem is on my conscience: I regret to say that at present that is the only place where it is to be found. I am so glad you have found such a wonderful tutor. I think, however, that you will have to get an English tutor eventually so as to let Camillo down gently before he is precipitated into the Oxford vortex.


Woolf will be doing extremely well if he can get anything of Hardy’s for Commerce; as now I believe the only people to deal with are Mrs Hardy and Sir J. Barrie.


I will write again soon more privately,


Yours ever affectionately,


Tom




1 – Bernard Groethuysen (1880–1946), philosopher, taught at Berlin University from 1906. In 1932, appalled by the rise of Nazism, he moved to France and was naturalised there.














TO Messrs Methuen & Company



CC


10 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sirs,


Thank you for your letter of the 9th instant.1 I shall be glad to inspect the proof of the new setting of The Sacred Wood.


Yours faithfully,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Methuen & Co. wrote (9 Feb.): ‘We shall use an Antique Laid paper quite equal to the quality of that used for your poems.’ Did TSE wish to see proofs of the new setting?











TO Harold Kamp



CC


10 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sir,


I am not quite clear from your letter of the 21st ultimo whether you wish my autograph on the book; but as you seem to wish to have my autograph, here it is.1


Yours faithfully,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Kamp (who wrote from Fresno, California) asked on 21 Jan. for TSE’s signature on his copy of the first edn of The Waste Land.











TO A. S. J. Tessimond1



CC


10 February 1928


[London]


My dear Sir,


I have considered your letter.2 I have no ready-made reply for such an enquiry but I should suggest that you might come to tea with me here first of all. Would Tuesday week, the 21st, suit you?


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – A. S. J. Tessimond (1902–62), English poet. Works include Walls of Glass (1934) and The Collected Poems of A. S. J. Tessimond, ed. Hubert Nicholson (1985).


2 – Tessimond asked (2 Feb.): ‘Is there any way in which someone who has lived in the provinces (till he was 25) and is intensely interested in experimental, progressive literature – who writes fairly bad but fairly wellmeaning poetry – etc., etc. – can meet other people who are similarly interested?’ IPF noted on his letter: ‘I do not actually remember his stuff; but we returned all his various contributions without hesitation.’














TO Thomas H. Nesbitt



CC


10 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sir,


I have your letter of the 2nd ultimo and send you my autograph hereunder.1


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – T. H. Nesbitt, Town Clerk of the City of Sydney, New South Wales, requested TSE’s autograph, ‘preferably on a slip of headed note paper’, for insertion in his ‘official and Imperially representative Autograph Book. This Book [is] not a mere collection of names, but a classified historical record of those distinguished in the days march …’











TO Harold Monro1



TS Beinecke


17 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Harold,


I have just got back from Paris and find your letter. Many thanks for sending the reviews. I should be delighted to send Iolo Williams’s poetry book except that I do not like to ask publishers for books, or for that matter to ask anyone to write anything to order, until we know definitely where the Criterion stands.2 The March number will of course appear, but that is already in page. After that, all that I can say is that we have about a third of the necessary guarantees and hope to exhaust all the possibilities within the next few weeks.


I am sorry to hear that you have been laid up.3 As I was longer in Paris than I intended I did not get back in time for yesterday’s lunch but will be there next week. I shall look in on you some time on Monday or Tuesday and hope you will be better.


Yours ever,


T. S. E.




1 – Harold Monro (1879–1932), poet, editor, publisher, bookseller: see Biographical Register.


2 – Monro had asked (15 Feb.) to review I. A. Williams’s Poetry Today.


3 – ‘I’ve been laid up over a fortnight with a poisoned leg … Do come & see me.’














TO The Editor of The New Statesman


CC


18 February 19281


[The Monthly Criterion]


Sir,


I read in your issue of today’s date a letter about myself signed by ‘Alan Ebbutt’. The name is unknown to me. The facts stated by Mr Ebbutt were also unknown to me. I had always been under the illusion that The Criterion was published and printed in England; on the cover appear the words ‘published by Faber & Gwyer Limited, 24, Russell Square, London’. On the last page appear the words ‘made and printed in Great Britain by Trend & Co., Mount Pleasant, Plymouth’. Are London and Plymouth really in France? I had also supposed that the town in which I live, a small fragment of which is visible from my window, was not Paris but London. The date stamps on my passport seem to support my opinion.


I observe that Mr Ebbutt (if that is his name) has the candour to date his letter from Geneva. I persist in dating my correspondence from the place in which I believe myself to be, namely LONDON.


I am, Sir,


Your obliged obedient servant,


[T. S. Eliot]2




1 – This letter appeared in the NS (25 Feb. 1928, 622), though without the bracketed words in the second paragraph: ‘if that is his name’.


Alan Ebbutt’s letter (13 Feb.) was published in NS, 18 Feb. 1928, 591: ‘I forget whether it was Mr Belloc or Mr Chesterton who wrote a diatribe on the use of the phrase “this country” instead of “England”. It has become so universal a practice among politicians and leader-writers that one is forced to tolerate it; but Mr T. S. Eliot, in a letter published in your issue of February 4th, goes really too far.


‘Mr Eliot writes as editor of the Paris-published Criterion; he lives in Paris; and, in the absence of any contrary indication, he may therefore be assumed to have written from Paris. He writes: “As for the French influence in general, I should like to point out that the Criterion has done its best to introduce into this country important foreign writers irrespective of their nationality.”


‘What does he mean by “this country”? The context suggests England; the geographical facts demand France. It is really time for people from whom we are accustomed to expect good writing to abandon this sloppy habit, and say what they mean. No doubt it was mere oversight on Mr Eliot’s part; but such oversights are alarming symptoms.’


2 – Ebbutt followed up TSE’s letter with a letter (27 Feb.) published in NS, 3 Mar. 1928, 656: ‘I must confess that the statements I made about Mr Eliot and the Criterion were made, in my impetuosity, without verification, on authority which I had always found to be reliable (though the names of my informants, like my own, would be unknown to Mr Eliot). I owe him, and hereby offer him, an unreserved apology for my errors.


‘Mr Eliot, I observe, “persists” in dating his correspondence from London. A minor point raised by me, however, was precisely that he did not date his previous letter from anywhere. I at least, as I am glad he recognizes, had the “candour” to date mine from the place in which I was and am.’


The editor of the New Statesman appended this note to Ebbutt’s letter: ‘The fact that no address was attached to Mr Eliot’s first letter was probably our omission, not his.’














TO Leonard Woolf1



CC


20 February 1928


[The Monthly Criterion]


Dear Leonard,


I have a book of poetry, or rather one long poem, which was sent to me by a young man named Archibald MacLeish. I know something of his work and he seems to me to be decidedly one of the most interesting of the younger American poets. The book does not fit into our list: in particular it is one long poem and therefore not very saleable, and also it is rather too short for a book of our size. Would you care to look at it as I have his permission to send it on? I had in mind partly that it was the sort of book in which Lady Gerald Wellesley might or ought to be interested.2


Yours ever,


[Tom]




1 – Leonard Woolf (1880–1969), writer and publisher: see Biographical Register.


2 – Dorothy Wellesley, née Ashton (1889–1956), poet and editor – who in 1914 married Lord Gerald Wellesley, afterwards 7th Duke of Wellington (1885–1972) – edited and subsidised the Hogarth Living Poets. She was an intimate of Vita Sackville-West, and her Genesis was published by the Hogarth Press (1926). In later years she became a close friend of W. B. Yeats, who introduced Selections from the Poems of Dorothy Wellesley (1936). See Far Have I Travelled (1952); Letters on Poetry from W. B. Yeats to Dorothy Wellesley (1940). LW said (13 Feb. 1928) he would ‘like to consider’ MacLeish’s work.











TO Mark Wardle1



CC


20 February 1928


[London]


Dear Mark,


I am delighted to hear from you because I was very vexed at not seeing you again. It is true that I was a good deal between here and Paris and therefore all the more busy when in London; nevertheless I have reproached myself for missing any opportunity that there may have been. It was a great pleasure to have you in London and I wish that I might have seen more of you and your wife.


I am glad to say that my wife is very much better and has just returned to London.2


I am glad to hear that you are such a good sailor as the weather ever since Christmas has been frightful. I had never been seasick in my life but I had to cross from Dieppe to Newhaven on a day on which none of the other lines was running and I had that unpleasant experience for the first time. It has made me very humble about my nautical qualifications and I now fast religiously on such occasions.


If you should hear any more rumours of my having become a Roman Catholic I should be very much obliged if you would deny them. It is not true. It is true that I have become a British subject but there is no logical connection between the two; rather the contrary. As a matter of fact I believe I am rather unpopular with the Roman world and perhaps likely to be more so.


When I do come to Boston, and I hope it may not be very long, I shall certainly look you up, and of course Elizabeth as well.


With kindest regards to Mrs Wentworth.


Yours ever sincerely,


Tom




1 – Mark Wardle, a regular army officer, translated Valéry’s Le Serpent (intro. by TSE, 1924); his other works include An Alphabet from the Trenches (1916) and Foundations of Soldiering: A New Study of Regimental Soldiering in the British Army (1936).


2 – VHE was to write in her diary on 16 Feb. 1935: ‘Seven years ago today that I returned to England from France. My dear Tom brought me back with him, but he did not want to. He would have much preferred for me to remain in France …. they were all furious at my leaving … It was a very bad time & I felt terribly frightened at what I had done. So that I was out of my mind, & so behaved badly to Tom & got very excited. It seemed that everything he said was a sneer or an insult. When we got to Victoria we were met by Mother & Maurice & their behaviour was sinister & unkind. Mabel Read was the maid at 57 Chester Terrace, & W. L. Janes the man. That same evening Nurse E. A. Gordon came to see us – to say that she would come in as Nurse the following day’ (Bodleian).











TO Ottoline Morrell



MS Texas


Monday, 20 February [1928]


The Monthly Criterion


My dear Ottoline


This is rather in haste. I stayed longer than I had expected, as our plans changed – V. has come back with me. It may be not a bad thing. I am keeping any engagements already made, but not making any new ones yet, & I shd like V. to see you first. Could you possibly suggest a day & come to tea with us? Could you drop V. a line. I know she wants to see you, & has spoken of you constantly with affection. Then I should like to see you soon afterwards.


In haste


Ever affectionately


Tom.


Many thanks indeed for the invitation!











TO John Cournos1



CC


20 February 1928


[London]


Dear Cournos,


I am sorry to hear that you have been in London and that I missed you.2 I have not written to you about the Criterion because it is still uncertain whether it will continue or not. The March number is certain to appear but beyond that I can say nothing. It is possible that the Criterion may revert to its quarterly form. In the circumstances it has been difficult for me to know whether to ask regular contributors for work which possibly may never be published. Fortunately your Report is not due again for several months and I hope to be able to give you definite news within a few weeks.


I am very sorry indeed to hear that after your wife’s illness you have been ill yourself. I am afraid that you must have had much anxiety and worry.


With all best wishes,


Sincerely yours,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – John Cournos (1881–1966), American poet, novelist, essayist and translator: see Biographical Register.


2 – Cournos asked (15 Feb.) whether he should trouble to write his Russian Chronicle in view of the rumour that C. was closing down. He had ‘just come out of the clinique’.











TO Messrs Methuen & Company



CC


20 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sirs,


I return to you herewith the correspondence from Curtis Brown Limited re Mr Arundell del Re’s projected anthology of English prose for Japanese students. I have no objections myself to Mr del Re’s use of extracts providing of course that he makes the proper references for particulars about the book. I think that in an anthology of this sort the Editor ought to say something himself about the books from which he draws his selections. This point might be put to him. And especially I think, as a matter of principle, that some fee, even though nominal, to be divided between author and publisher ought to be charged. If anthologists can get their contents without paying for them there will soon be a great many too many anthologies.


Yours faithfully,


[T. S. Eliot]








TO Ronald J. Politzer1



CC


20 February 1928


[London]


Dear Mr Politzer,


Thank you for your letter of the 9th. You are very kind. It is difficult to resist such an invitation which makes everything for me. I hope that the few words in question does not mean a comic story. So far as it is humanly possible to predict one’s own movements so far ahead, your date is approximately possible, though if you could manage it I should prefer a week or so later as I have to go to Oxford on the 2nd of May.


Yours sincerely


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – President, The Hesperides, Trinity Hall, Cambridge.











TO Henry Goddard Leach1



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


Dear Mr Leach,


Thank you for your letter of February 8th.2 As my projected essay on Babbitt seems to fall in so well with your programme I have written to the editor of the other periodical to whom I mentioned it before. I do not think there will be any difficulty as this particular article will be more suitable for your paper than for his.


You very kindly suggest that I should follow it up by a paper on Benda. I do not feel that I have at present enough to say about Benda to justify an article of that size, although I am much interested in the subject and have certain things that I do want to say about him. If you cared to have me follow up my essay on Babbitt with something else, I would suggest that I could do something much more suitable on either Monsieur Charles Maurras or Monsieur Jacques Maritain both of whom I know, and in whose work I have been for a long time interested.


I will get to work on the Babbitt as soon as possible, and meanwhile thank you again for your letter.


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Henry Goddard Leach (1880–1970), editor of Forum; scholar of Scandinavian civilisation.


2 – Leach ‘would be almost willing to sell my soul (if the market on souls were not already glutted) for the privilege of publishing’ the paper on Babbitt TSE had proposed: ‘It seems to me from what I know of Babbitt that you have singled out the salient point in his philosophy that most needs clearing up. Many of his own students believe that his attitude toward Christianity is equivocal. One of his former students who happens to be a member of my staff assures me that this is not so; that although Babbitt is committed to humanism, he would infinitely prefer the voice of authoritative Christianity to the babble and confusion of thought that comes from the romantic philosophy of self-expression. However this may be, I am glad that you have decided to enter the wedge at this point.’











TO Edmund Wilson1



CC


21 February 1928


[The Monthly Criterion]


Dear Mr Wilson,


Referring to my letter of the 7th November last. On thinking matters over I should like to offer you something else more suitable for a weekly periodical than my projected essay on Babbitt. The Babbitt will have to be pretty long and it happens that the Forum would like from me an article on this subject to fit in with a series of theirs. I think that what I want to write about Babbitt is more suitable for them than for you, and if you are agreeable I should very much like to write for you what I could do at any time, or as soon as you could use it, i.e. a shorter essay on Julien Benda with particular reference to his new book which has not yet been translated, and also to the translation of Belphégor which I believe is soon to appear in America.2 I hope that this will suit you just as well. May I hear from you? And will you let me know when you want it?


Yours sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Edmund Wilson (1895–1972), American journalist, literary and social critic: see Biographical Register.


2 – ‘The Idealism of Julien Benda’ – on The Treason of the Intellectuals – The New Republic 57 (12 Dec. 1928), 105–7.














TO Allen Tate1



TS Princeton


21 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


Dear Mr Tate,


Thank you for your very kind letter of the 9th instant. You are very much more considerate than many contributors, some of whom seem to expect their work to be published even if there is nothing in which to publish it. I shall not keep your essay any longer than need be: that is to say as soon as I know whether the Criterion is to continue or not I will let you know; if it continues I shall want to keep your essay, if not I will send it back at once. I note that you want to revise it before publication. I should be glad if you would drop me a line to say whether your revision is slight enough to be executed in proof or whether I had better send you back the typescript.2


Yours very sincerely,


T. S. Eliot




1 – Allen Tate (1899–1979), American poet, critic and editor: see Biographical Register.


2 – Tate had written on 9 Feb.: ‘I should be glad, still glad, to have you print my essay at your leisure … However … if for any reason, after so long a time, you no longer find it convenient to use the essay – you took it when your journal was still a quarterly – I should have no reason whatever for complaint.’











TO Mario Praz



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


My dear Praz,


I was extremely sorry to miss you while you were in London. I was only away a week but of course your visits to London are unfortunately even more brief than that. I saw Orlo Williams today who said that he had seen you and that he had told you what there is to tell about the future of the Criterion. The March number is certain to appear as one of our friends has generously guaranteed it, but beyond that nothing is certain. As I was not sure that the March number would not be the last, I had to cram into it certain things which might otherwise have been postponed: that is to say had I been certain of the April number I should have included Montale and omitted something else. I can only assure you that if the review continues Montale’s poem will be among the first pieces of verse. Personally I have hopes that the Criterion will continue, not as a monthly but as a quarterly; the latter form, if less popular, at least suits my editorial mentality, such as it is, better than the monthly form.


Many thanks for your remarks about the review of my Seneca in the Times. I wrote a letter to the Times about it and then cancelled it; for after all there is seldom much point in wrangling with reviewers unless they are actually libellous. What did make me foam at the mouth was exactly that allusion to Lucas.1 You at least will know that whatever my obligations and whatever my defects of scholarship in the book, I found Lucas’s book to be the one book which was wholly useless. I should be interested to know, by the way, what you think of my own review of Lucas’s Webster in the Times.2


And now may I ask when will be the next opportunity of seeing you in London?


Yours ever,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – ‘Senecan Tragedy’ – on Seneca his Tenne Tragedies – TLS, 9 Feb. 1928, 92: ‘Mr Eliot has known how to make use of the work of more heavily equipped investigators; and his own attitude, in appreciation and criticism, is always fresh, sincere, and stimulating. He has made good use in particular of Mr F. L. Lucas’s Seneca and Elizabethan Tragedy, a volume which, published in 1922, remains the best and most scholarly study of the subject.’ Praz exclaimed on 14 Feb.: ‘I have just read a silly review of yr Seneca in the T.L.S. The reviewer says you are indebted to Lucas, of all Seneca’s students! (Of course his Webster is a fine performance but what about his Seneca!)’


2 – ‘John Webster’, TLS, 26 Jan. 1928, 59.











TO Jane Heap1



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


I am distressed by your letter of the 15th instant. I have been pallbearer at the funeral of several periodicals and have, like the speaker in Tom Moore’s famous poem, become used to the expectation that anything in which I am interested should die. But although I have not had the honour to contribute to The Little Review for some years, it is very hard to have such a landmark disappear. In fact it makes me feel that I am approaching old age. I have, I believe, a complete file of The Little Review of the days in which Pound was foreign editor and both he and Lewis and I were occasional contributors, and the serial parts of Ulysses were eagerly awaited. In those days The Little Review was the only periodical in America which would accept my work, and indeed the only periodical there in which I cared to appear.


If it is certain The Little Review is no longer to be controlled by Margaret Anderson and yourself, may I express the hope that it may disappear altogether? The Little Review did stand for so much that was important that I should not like to see the same title used for other purposes.


With all best wishes.


Sincerely yours,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Jane Heap (1883–1964), American publisher, was co-editor (with her lover Margaret Anderson) of The Little Review (1916–29). This tribute, written at Heap’s request, was published in the final issue of The Little Review, 12: 2 (May 1929), 90











TO Oliver Elton1



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


My dear Sir,


I return to you herewith the answers from Father Yealy which you sent me with your letter of the 30th January.2 I apologise for the delay but I have been abroad.


I find myself somewhat handicapped in replying to your letter. In the first place I had not heard from Mr Tillyard since I sent him my original report and therefore can only draw inferences from your letter to me about your own report. Furthermore I could have wished that Father Yealy had chosen a subject for his dissertation which would have lent itself more readily to an examination of his qualifications. The subject seemed to me too vague, and indeed too trifling, to be suitable for the purpose of a dissertation for the doctorate of philosophy. I was informed that Father Yealy was to be examined only on questions arising out of the subject he had chosen.


Being rather in the dark as to what your opinion was, I find myself at first sight of somewhat different opinion, but probably with the same result. That is to say that I was more impressed by Father Yealy’s thesis than I am by his replies to questions. As I have intimated, the subject of the dissertation did not seem to me particularly suitable for exhibiting the applicant’s attainments either in breadth or profundity of scholarship, nor did the dissertation itself seem to me to have very great coherence or singleness of point. I confess that I remain very much in the dark as to what Father Yealy has read and whether what he has read was worth reading. I may perhaps be influenced by a prejudice against what I call qualification for academic titles by correspondence; but the upshot of it is that I also feel some hesitation, after your letter, in supporting Father Yealy for the Ph.D. I think, however, that he is certainly qualified for the M. Litt.


As I say, I have heard nothing from Mr Tillyard, but perhaps you will communicate with him and I may hear from you further.3


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Oliver Elton (1861–1945), English literary scholar, editor and translator, was Professor of English Literature at the University of Liverpool, 1900–25. His works include A Survey of English Literature, covering 1730–1880 (6 vols, 1912–28).


2 – Fr F. J. Yealy, SJ (1888–1977), an American Jesuit from the St. Stanislaw Seminary, Florissant, Missouri, had submitted a doctoral thesis on ‘Emerson and the Romantic Revival’ at Christ’s College, Cambridge; TSE had undertaken to be an external examiner. Elton had written on 30 Jan.: ‘I send you the answers from Father Yealy which I believe Mr Tillyard will have told you to expect from me. They seem to me to improve his position considerably, and I am very willing to concur in any recommendation for the M. Litt. I do not even now, however, feel equal to recommending him for the higher degree, for the reasons given in my report. You will be aware of the drift of my report … and Mr Tillyard has explained how you and I unluckily differed. I only wish the system had lent itself to our exchanging ideas directly.’


3 – Tillyard wrote (29 Feb.): ‘I had not written as I had understood that Elton was asking you in forwarding the papers to send them on to me. I am sorry that the candidate’s absence from England has necessitated the cumbrousness of the written examination and the consequent delays.’ He confirmed on 8 Mar. that Fr F. J. Yealy had been unanimously recommended for the M. Litt. Degree.











TO May Sinclair1



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


Dear Miss Sinclair,


You may be surprised to hear from me after such a long time. It is unlikely that you will have heard of the crisis in the affairs of the Criterion which has occupied the whole of my available time – for I have had to be abroad a good deal in connection with private affairs – since the end of November.


To put it briefly, the fact is that Lady Rothermere who had always financed the Criterion suddenly decided in November that she was no longer interested in the paper – in fact she really disliked it – and found that she preferred to use her money in other ways. This left us with the alternative of stopping publication or finding funds from other sources. I was myself resigned to abandoning the venture, but some of my younger friends were anxious that it should be continued and assembled privately the money necessary to pay for the numbers of January and February. The March number has also been assured by one generous guarantor, but beyond that we are quite uncertain.


We no longer hope to accumulate enough support to run the Criterion as a monthly but we still hope to be able to continue it in its quarterly form. For this purpose we need a minimum guarantee of about eight hundred pounds a year and a maximum of a thousand a year would be more satisfactory. We have already secured guarantees to about three hundred and twenty five pounds a year. The persons who have concerned themselves with gathering this money have been chiefly Mr Bruce Richmond, Mr Humbert Wolfe and Mr Frank Morley.


I am not writing to you to ask you to contribute yourself, but, at Bruce Richmond’s suggestion to ask you whether you can give us any advice about other people whom we might approach. The name of Hugh Walpole was suggested. I have no knowledge myself of Hugh Walpole’s means; and I have not seen him for several years; I only know that at one time he took a very keen interest in the Criterion and that he was also very kind to me. Do you think that Hugh Walpole would be able and willing to contribute? And can you suggest anyone else?


What we want are guarantees of support for a period of three years if possible, to the extent of sums of £25 a year up. But it is hardly likely that we shall be able to continue the review unless we have two or three more assurances to the extent of £100 a year. If we get enough guarantees we propose to organise the affair in a business way; that is to say we should allocate stock in the existing company, The New Criterion Limited, in proportion to the size of the guarantees. If the Criterion ever paid for itself, therefore, the guarantors as shareholders would be entitled to dividends.


I do not know whether you are in London but if so, and if you should be enough interested to have any suggestions to make, I should be very happy to come to see you and incidentally to renew an acquaintance which from my point of view has too long lapsed.


Yours very sincerely,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – May Sinclair, pseud. of Mary St. Clair (1863–1946): English novelist; active in the movement for Women’s Suffrage, and an early apologist for psychoanalysis; author of The Three Sisters (1914), Mary Olivier: A Life (1919), and The Life and Death of Harriet Frean (1922), of which TSE said that it exhibited ‘the soul of man under psychoanalysis’ (‘London Letter: The Novel’, The Dial 73 [Sept. 1922], 329–31). TSE reviewed her A Defence of Idealism: Some Questions & Conclusions (1917) in NS 9 (22 Sept. 1917), while she reviewed Prufrock and Other Observations in Little Review 4 (Dec. 1917). She was a good friend to TSE, who printed her work in The Egoist and her story ‘The Victim’ in C. 1 (Oct. 1922). See further Suzanne Raitt, May Sinclair: A Modern Victorian (2000).














TO Thomas McGreevy1



TS TCD


21 February 1928


The Monthly Criterion


My dear McGreevy,


Your letter of the 10th instant is received. Your impressive card with that formidable word propagation is being pasted into my scrap book. I am more than flattered: my name is printed in full, and correctly. I should like to hear more about the conference and my curiosity and vanity are such that I should like to see a copy of the conference if it exists in writing.


Furthermore your reference to my ‘Salutation’ gives me extreme pleasure.2 More particularly as almost nobody else has had the interest, or possibly the courage, to say what he thinks of it. I thought that it had fallen flat. There is only one exception and that is your compatriot The Dublin Review which spoke well of it. Anyway I am so used to perceiving that people always think my last work inferior to something I did years ago that I can assure you that it is a great encouragement to have a letter like yours. The only news, official or unofficial, about the Criterion is this: that we have gone a certain distance toward obtaining the guarantees; that we are not without hope of continuing, if not as a monthly at least as a quarterly. Personally I should prefer the quarterly.


Let me have news of yourself as well.


Yours ever,


T. S. Eliot


P.S. Your André Gide was well received and still seems to me admirably fair and just.3




1 – Thomas McGreevy (1893–1967), poet, literary and art critic, and arts administrator: see Biographical Register.


2 – McGreevy sent his ‘warmest congratulations on your Salutation. It seems to me that it equals and possibly even surpasses the finest passages in The Waste Land – certainly the most beautiful thing you have done since.’


3 – See McGreevy’s review of works by André Gide, including Les Faux-monnayeurs and Voyage au Congo, in MC 7 (Jan. 1928), 65–9.











TO HM Inspector of Taxes



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sir,


I have to acknowledge receipt of your letter of the 11th instant. With regard to royalties from books stated on my income tax return, these do not represent the average gross receipts for three years but the exact receipts for the year under review. Had I given the average for three years, I believe that the sum would have been appreciably smaller, but this figure would have been difficult to arrive at.


Income arising from America. The period of accrual for which this was calculated was the British fiscal year in question apart from the question of American tax which I presume does not concern you. This is a statement of gross income none of which had been subjected to British income tax before receipt.


Fees from Faber and Gwyer. I agree to the amount of tax as proposed by you.


Yours faithfully,


[T. S. Eliot]








TO The Collector of Taxes



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sir,


I have received from you a demand for payment of income tax for the year 1927–28. Number of assessment: 4149, to be payable within ten days.


As I have just settled my income tax for 1925–26 and as I am still in correspondence with your Inspector concerning my tax for 1926–27 which I should have paid long since had we been able to arrive at the correct figure; and furthermore as I have not yet made a return for 1927–28 and as your assessment is therefore incorrect and probably less than the amount due from me, I hope that you will take consideration of these matters and accord a certain delay.


I may say that the delay in settling the arrears has not in my opinion been by any means chiefly my own fault; so far as I am concerned these matters would have been settled long hence [since]. But your office in Covent Garden has been unable to reply to my letters except after very long delay. In the circumstances I should find it a little hard if I were obliged to pay three years tax within a few weeks.


I am, dear Sir,


Yours faithfully


[T. S. Eliot]























TO Allanah Harper1



CC


21 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sir,


Thank you for your letter of the 25th ultimo.2 I should be very glad to assist at the debut of your new publication but I am very doubtful, considering my other engagements many of which are long overdue, whether I could make any promise. If it proves possible I will write to you again in the hope of being of use. Your programme is certainly more than interesting. The support of Mr Bonamy Dobrée is quite enough to ensure my good will and my own contribution if I can manage it.


If you want an essay on Virginia Woolf may I suggest two names? Either Mr E. Morgan Forster or Mr Orlo Williams, both of whom know her work very well; and I can think of no one more competent to interpret it.


I hope that we may meet when you are again in London, and with all best wishes, believe me,


Yours sincerely


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Allanah Harper (1904–92), socialite and editor. From 1929 to 1931 she was to edit in France an Anglo-French review aptly named Échanges, publishing writers including TSE, Auden, Stein, VW, Léon-Paul Fargue, and André Gide. See Harper, ‘A Magazine and Some People in Paris’, Partisan Review (July–Aug. 1942).


2 – Harper wrote from Cairo on 25 Jan. to ask TSE to contribute a poem or an article to a review that she was to edit with Roger de Leval (a young Belgian poet), for publication in Apr. or June. She had a poem and an essay by Edith Sitwell; an article on Stravinsky by Sitwell’s companion Helen Rootham; a poem by Thomas Driberg; and the promise of an essay by Gide. ‘Mr Bonamy Dobrée gave a lecture on your poetry here last month. And said he would be very pleased to let me have a copy of his lecture for the Review. But he would have to write to you first for permission.’











TO Paul Gilson1



CC


22 February 1928


[London]


Dear Sir,


Thank you for your letter of Monday’s date. I have no objection to your publishing in your new review2 a French translation of my verses entitled ‘The Journey of the Magi’ on three conditions. One that you publish only the French translation and not the English text. Two that the translation should be one seen and approved by myself. Three that you indicate that the original text may be procured from Faber and Gwyer Limited for a shilling.


Your list of contributors is important and interesting and I look forward with great interest to the appearance of the review for which I wish you all success.


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]




1 – Paul Gilson (1865–1942), distinguished Belgian musician and composer (his oeuvre ran to three operas, three ballets, and over 50 orchestral works), writer, editor, teacher of music. Having studied at the Brussels Conservatory, in 1899 he was appointed Professor of Composition there; then in Antwerp. From 1909 to 1930 he was General Inspector of the Belgian Musical Schools; and he was Director of the Revue Musicale Belge, 1925–32.


2 – A French literary and philosophical review, called 1928, was to feature contributions from Max Jacob, Henri Massis, Jacques Maritain, and Virginia Woolf.











TO Angel Flores1



TS Flores


22 February 1928


[London]


Dear Mr Flores,


Thank you very much for your letter of the 30th ultimo and for your kind remarks about my poem.2 I have read your translation, which I return herewith, with great interest and it seems to me that certain parts of the poem read very much better in Spanish than in any other language except English. I regret that my knowledge of Spanish is not adequate for expert criticism. I am particularly anxious to improve my smattering of Spanish as there are many things in that language which I wish to be able to read. But however proficient I might yet become, my knowledge would never be enough to allow me to criticise your translation. So far as I can tell it seems to me admirable and I do not hesitate to authorise its publication.


I have made one or two trifling suggestions and I should be very glad if you could see that the same spacing is observed in the translation as in the original; for I attach great importance to spacing. There is only one other point. On page 13 of your translation you put ‘consumiéndome’. Would not simply ‘consumiendo’ be enough? My original is ‘burning’, and after all I was merely translating myself quite literally from the Pali original.


I should be indeed honoured if your translation could appear in either the Revista de Occidente or Gaceta Literaria, but particularly glad if it appeared in the Revista de Occidente with the editors of which I have always had the most sympathetic relations.3


I am, dear Sir,


Yours very truly,


[T. S. Eliot]


P.S. The title, by the way, is not ‘The Wasteland’ but ‘The Waste Land’. The only exact translation of the title is one which my French translator, Jean de Menasce, discovered, although alas! too late to use in his version – ‘La Gaste Lande’.4 This is absolutely the exact equivalent as it alludes to the same mediaeval fiction.


T. S. E.




1 – Angel Flores (1900–92) was a Lecturer in Spanish Literature, Rutgers University, New Brunswick, New Jersey, and later Professor of Romance Languages and Comparative Literature at Queen’s College, City University of New York; author of Spanish Literature in English Translation (1926), and English adviser for Editorial Cervantes of Barcelona.


2 – Flores sent TSE his translation into Spanish of TWL – La Tierra Baldía – which he had done for two reasons: ‘One … my deep love for this great poem – great because it is a summation of a fundamental attitude towards the crumbling ideologies of our time, and great also because in its tone of disgust at the status quo of our souls it seems to promise a herculean desire to escape from the blighting atmosphere, made possible by our present metaphysicless world of ideas. Secondly, your poem promises much esthetically. The youth of the Spanish-speaking world is in search of new values, and I believe that The Wasteland in its Spanish avatar will be a welcomed gift from the English language.’ Federico García Lorca, a friend of Flores, is said to have read the translation while it was in the making in New York; and it exerted an influence upon his Poeta en Nueva York.


3 – Flores’s translation was published by Editorial Cervantes, Barcelona, in 1930.


4 – Jean de Menasce’s translation, ‘La terre mise a nu’, had appeared in Esprit, 1 (May 1926), 174–94; it was to be reprinted, as ‘La terre gaste’, in Philosophies.
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