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xix
            Introduction

         

         Eliot was at high school when he began writing prose in the form of short stories. In the course of a long and illustrious career, he became the ‘Man of Letters’ of the twentieth century, publishing pieces on a remarkably wide range of subjects: literature (poetry and drama, both historical and contemporary, though comparatively little on prose fiction); religion(s); church and secular politics, both national and international; European culture (about which he cared deeply); publishing; anthropology; philosophy, and the history of ideas; though he was also not above addressing a school graduation class or writing with open affection about the music-hall artist Marie Lloyd. In some years his output was prodigious, especially in view of the fact that he had a full-time job and was also doing other things as a writer.

         As might be expected of a man of his position and reputation, Eliot was acutely aware of what he wished to see published (or not published). The present edition collects in book form the prose that T. S. Eliot allowed to reach print, or that circumstances indicate he would have allowed to reach print. Excluded are the Clark Lectures (1926) and the Turnbull Lectures (1933), which Eliot did not publish, but which already exist in book form edited by Ronald Schuchard, as The Varieties of Metaphysical Poetry by T. S. Eliot (1993). Eliot’s letters to newspapers and periodicals are covered by The Letters of T. S. Eliot (2009– ), and, with the exception of letters that are in effect memorial tributes and obituary notices, or public greetings to literary and other societies, are not duplicated here. I have, however, included complete issues of The Christian News-Letter which Eliot produced as guest-editor: though they are cast in letter form, they are quite distinct from letters written to a periodical. Similarly, when Eliot single-handedly fabricates a letters page in The Criterion under various pseudonyms, he is publishing fiction, not writing a letter to the periodical.

         The printed texts of Eliot’s public broadcasts and lectures are included (they were not always printed); as are his translations, on grounds that they reveal what work by others he considered important enough to deserve translation. Interviews are reproduced where there is circumstantial evidence that a substantial and faithful record of the interview was preserved.

         xxSometimes the published texts are of doubtful status. Following Eliot’s addresses to the Fédération britannique des comités de l’Alliance of 2 June 1951 and 7 June 1952, the texts were printed in Assemblée générale tenue le samedi 2 juin 1951, 12–14, and 7 juin 1952, [13]–14, with the proceedings distributed to members. There is no documentary evidence that Eliot approved publication. He certainly did not approach the prospect of having to give the addresses with enthusiasm, and his two other addresses, of 19 January 1949 and 23 May 1953, were not printed. Following a lecture on ‘Poetry in the Theatre’ which he gave at Rome on 9 December 1947, an article entitled ‘Nel poésia del teatro’ appeared in La fiera letteraria, 2 (25 Dec. 1947), 5–6. It was translated anonymously into Italian, and the original text does not survive. (It eventually became ‘Poetry and Drama’.) An earlier version of ‘From Poe to Valéry’, a lecture entitled ‘Edgar Poe et la France’ which Eliot gave between 14 and 21 April 1948, was printed in Essais choisis, 6 (1950), 391–410. The text was a translation into French by Henri Fluchère. However, it even included sections that Eliot had deleted in the typescript of the lecture (King’s College, Hayward Bequest, H1k). It is difficult to feel confident that the texts of such publications are reliable, let alone backed by authorial approval.

         Eliot’s book ‘blurbs’ are excluded, on the same grounds as they were excluded by Donald Gallup from his bibliography of the poet’s writings:

         
            F. V. Morley and others have testified to T. S. Eliot’s skill at writing the concise descriptions of books, especially of poetry, published by Faber and Faber and used by them in catalogue listings and advertisements. But these statements were often modified and sometimes rewritten by other members of the firm and even on occasion by the author of the book involved. At least some of the Faber catalogues exist (in the possession of Mrs Eliot and also in the collection of the late John Hayward now in the Library of King’s College, Cambridge) with T. S. Eliot’s own notations concerning his authorship of such descriptions. It has seemed best, however, not to attempt a listing of these items, which would inevitably be incomplete and might well be misleading (Gallup, p. 12).

         

         Morley stated that ‘Eliot wrote thousands of them. I can testify, from personal knowledge both of Eliot and blurb-writing, that during his publishing career he has turned out so many blurbs as to make it quite impossible that he should have had time or energy left over to write anything else.’1 Seventy-four ‘blurbs’ were initialled by Eliot in Faber xxibook catalogues now in John Hayward’s collection, and three of those are identified by the initials jointly of Eliot and the author. In 2007, Ronald Schuchard stated: ‘Well over a hundred have been positively identified, but many more will surface.’2 We do not know, and probably never will know, exactly how many Eliot wrote, or how many involved collaboration, or what forms such collaboration took.

         Research on the book ‘blurbs’ is a work in progress, therefore, and one with an indeterminate outcome. A sample – perhaps, for all we know, a very small sample – would sit uncomfortably in a ‘collected’ edition of Eliot’s prose.

         Guide to Using This Edition

         This is a text-only edition, with the prose arranged in a single chronological sequence. However, the chronology has to be handled carefully in view of the fact that it was Eliot’s practice to revise his work. (It is a shortcoming of Donald Gallup’s indispensable 1969 bibliography that he does not always note that a reprinted text has also undergone revision: this means that all versions must be scrutinised for variants.) Where Eliot revised wording, even slightly, the latest revised version is printed at the point at which it appeared, and variants in wording are recorded there from the earlier version(s). An example: ‘Tradition and the Individual Talent’ was originally published in two parts in The Egoist in September and November/December 1919; both parts were combined and revised in The Sacred Wood (November 1920); and the text was further revised in Selected Essays (September 1932). Readers will find the text under Selected Essays, together with a record of the changes Eliot made at each stage. The earlier versions are recorded at the point at which they appeared, with an indication that they would undergo revision.

         Even where revision involves merely putting a word in italics or quotation marks to introduce a new emphasis or attitude, this is regarded as a substantive change. In the few cases where revision also involves translation from French into English, variants are not recorded: translation itself constitutes a form of variation, and it would be difficult to decide, on the basis of often very slight differences of idiom and nuance, which variants are to be recorded and which not. Both the French and the English versions are printed in full, however. Textual variants are recorded below the latest revised text and variants are recorded by paragraph. Thus, ‘4 vast energy] energy’ records that in paragraph 4, xxiiwhere the revised text has ‘vast energy’, the previously published text has ‘energy’. Where the text was revised more than once, each variant is labelled. This edition aims to provide the most complete record available of Eliot’s revisions to his authorised prose.

         For the first time, page numbers in the text chosen for printing are inserted in a different font in editorial square brackets – for example [76], for convenience of reference to the original publications.

         The conventions of all publications are regularised to Faber’s house style. Block quotations are given in roman, single-spaced, and indented, and quotation marks at the beginning and end are not reproduced. Inconsistent punctuation for introducing block quotations (‘:—’ as well as ‘:’) is regularised to a colon. American spellings, when used, have been retained.

         The numbers of volumes and issues of periodicals are given in arabic. Thus ‘2. 3’ means ‘volume 2, number 3’.

         Obvious misprints, such as ‘desert’ for ‘dessert’, or ‘writed’ for ‘writer’, or beginning a sentence with ‘they’ instead of ‘They’, are silently corrected. It is not always possible to distinguish a misprint from an authorial error, but the following have been routinely corrected: passages in French (almost always a question of accents: Eliot’s French was good, and it is hard to believe that in an article such as ‘Marivaux’ (Gallup C73), for instance, ‘Corbiere’ is followed within a few lines by ‘Corbière’, and hardly a single French accent is rendered correctly); names of persons (‘Rubenstein’ to ‘Rubinstein’, ‘Weckerlin’ to ‘Weckherlin’, the poet [Thomas] ‘Grey’ to ‘Gray’, [Sybil] ‘Thorndyke’ to ‘Thorndike’); and titles of books (Dorian Grey to Dorian Gray, Biographia Litteraria to Biographia Literaria).

         Eliot’s misquotations, both of literature and of passages from books under review, are left uncorrected, in the interests of preserving what Eliot thought he was commenting on. Eliot on occasion makes use of terminology that will be offensive to contemporary readers, but has been retained in the text as originally published.

         I have supplied or changed punctuation only where necessary, and have placed missing punctuation, as well as words, in editorial square brackets. One unusual practice in Eliot’s punctuation has been highlighted by Jayme Stayer:3 a comma inserted between subject and predicate:

         
            What the poet has to say about poetry, will often be most valuable … Even those of us who are not addressed, can agree that all ‘sane’ people are for peace.

         

         xxiiiProfessor Stayer plausibly suggests that Eliot may be marking his sense of how a sentence should be delivered orally. It is often found when the grammatical subject is long. It causes no problems of comprehension, however, and I have therefore let such punctuation stand.

         Archie Burnett

The Editorial Institute

Boston Universityxxiv

         
            1 ‘T. S. Eliot as a Publisher’, in T. S. Eliot: A Symposium (1965), p. 68.

            2 ‘T. S. Eliot at Fabers: Book Reports, Blurbs, Young Poets’, Areté (Autumn 2007), 82.

            3 ‘Of Commas and Facts: Editing Volume 5 of The Complete Prose’, T. S. Eliot Studies Annual, 2 (2018), 121–8.
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            1905

         

         The Birds of Prey

         
            Smith Academy Record, 8. 1 ( Jan. 1905), [1]–2. Signed ‘T. E. ’05’. Gallup C0.

         

         A vulture who was sunning himself on the top of a tree suddenly flapped his wings and, after a few preliminary circles, started off to the southward. A hungry bird of prey does not fly about for exercise, and this one seemed to have a very definite destination. There were others flying in the same direction. As they progressed there came more and more, until they made rather a formidable appearance.

         At length they arrived at a few low hills, from which smoke was rising. There had been a great battle, and here and there the fight was still kept up. The dead lay scattered about in great heaps, which were already black with the countless scavengers who had scented them from afar.

         Near the little stream almost choked by corpses, lay a body which was not more than two-thirds dead, as yet. He had painfully dragged himself there in search of water, and now lay propped against the trunk of a tree. A few yards away two of the black ghouls were ripping open the man who had fought next to him.

         A bird lit in the tree over his head. The two looked at each other a few moments, and the man knew that the harpy above him was waiting for him to die. The knowledge of this made him feel weaker, and he sank back helplessly. At each sign of ebbing strength, the vulture drew nearer, though watching with a wary eye. The soldier tried to grasp his gun and raise it, but sharp pains shot through his arm as he did so, and he dropped it feebly.

         Meanwhile, the tormentor sat solemnly by, not mov-[2]ing a feather. He seemed in no haste, but appeared like a faithful attendant. The soldier wondered drearily how long he would have to wait before he felt those sharp talons in his breast. He had seen his comrades devoured by vultures before, and he pictured himself in the same condition.

         Suddenly, he heard the great creature over him give a hoarse cry, and saw him rise into the air. At the relief from the great strain, the soldier lost consciousness, and when he came to himself, it was to find that he was in the carriage of the rescuing hospital corps.4

         A Tale of a Whale

         
            Smith Academy Record, 8. 4 (Apr. 1905), [1]–3. Signed ‘T. E. ’05’. Gallup C2. In para. 3 ‘desert’ has been corrected to ‘dessert’.

         

         It was in ’71, I remember, that I was on the whaling ship Parallel Opipedon, in the South Pacific. One day after a prolonged spell of bad luck, we happened to be becalmed off Tanzatatapoo Island. We lay motionless [2] for several days, and although the mizzen top gallant shrouds had been repeatedly belayed to the fore staysail, and the flying jib-boom cleared, and lashed to the monkey-rail, we made no progress whatever. It was a very hot and sultry day, and the captain was pacing the quarter-deck, fanning himself. The watch were amusing themselves holystoning the deck, while the rest of the crew were eating ice cream in the fore chains. Suddenly the lookout in the fore-top sighted a whale off the port-bow.

         The jolly-boat, the gig, and the cutter immediately set off for the great creature. The gig arrived first, and from my position in the bow I at once let fly a harpoon at the animal. The effect was remarkable. The whale dashed around and rushing at us from behind, deftly pushed his tail under the boat, which rose seventy-three feet in the air. It was smashed to bits, but myself and two others of its crew landed safely on the whale’s back. The latter at once started off with such velocity that the ship and the boats were soon left behind.

         There we stayed, rather worse off than Jonah, for the monster might take it into his head at any moment to dive to the bottom, and leave us floundering in the water. He, however, remained on the surface, and for three days and nights carried us about at his will. After the first few hours we got used to it and began to enjoy ourselves. We did not lack for food, as the flying fish flew by in such numbers at night that we merely had to stand and let them hit against us. As to cooking them it is well known that the flesh of whales is saturated with that oil that is so valuable. We simply cut out and burnt large chunks of the meat by which we fried the fish. Then for dessert we often had jelly-fish and sponge cake, made out of the sponges which grew on the bottom of the great animal.

         On the fourth day the whale died. I do not know whether it was because of the loss of flesh we used as food, or from indigestion, as he had the day before swallowed a large whale-boat whole. At any rate we were free from the danger of sinking. Yet there was [3] small chance of reaching land, as he now drifted about according to the winds.

         Toward the evening of the next day the wind fell and we took the opportunity for a swim. As I was paddling around I observed a great mass of floating wreckage. I swam up to it and noticed several masts 5and a whole mainsail. At this moment I thought of an idea which I communicated to my companions.

         With great exertion we dragged several of the spars on the back of our friend before nightfall. Next morning we set to work and dug a hole in the middle of the whale’s back. Into this we set one of the largest spars, and lashed it firmly to the spine. We then spread the sail on spars and hoisted it up the mast. It is true that in a high wind two of us had to hold the mast steady, which looked rather undignified. But we got ahead at about three knots an hour, and after an uneventful voyage arrived in Honolulu in three months.

         The Man who was King

         
            Smith Academy Record, 8. 6 ( June 1905), [1]–3. Signed ‘T. E. ’05’. Gallup C4.

         

         Cap’n Jimmy Magruder, retired A.B. mariner, and at present engaged in lobster-trawling and skippering summer visitors, is famous in his own country for his genius at telling stories of his adventures at sea. There is one in particular of his brief experience as a king, of which he is particularly fond. I have heard him tell it many times, and always with different and more wonderful incidents. The main facts, however, which he includes in every edition, are like this.

         One cruise he was on a sealing vessel in Polynesia. The ship, an old one, went to pieces in a storm, about latitude 22 degrees, south. I never could find out any thing certain about this shipwreck, but it is certain that after the boat went down the captain found himself clinging to a spar, with nothing in sight but a low-lying island about half a mile away, and the reef, boiling with breakers, on which the ship had split. To this island he slowly made his way, holding on to the gaff, and was finally flung half-drowned upon the long sandy beach.

         This island, he found out afterwards, was Matahiva, in the Paumota group. Not long after the captain was there the French got hold of it and built a post there. They educated the natives to wear clothes on Sunday and go to church, so that now they are quite civilised and uninteresting. But till the day when the captain was thrown on the beach, a white man had never been there, which was the reason he was received with so much honour.

         The captain crept into a dense thicket of tari-bushes and fell sound asleep. It was several hours before he awoke, to find himself in a rather unusual position. He [2] was being borne on a kind of litter by two of 6the islanders, and formed a part of a procession. First marched along the path two natives, who seemed to be priests, by their having more clothes than the rest, and carrying bowls filled with smoking incense, which had a most unpleasant odour. Next came the two men with the litter and after that a little mob of men beating bhghons (a sort of cross between tin pan and gong) and chanting monotonously.

         The captain of course did not understand all this, but learned it afterwards. It appears that the king had just died, and that while they were casting about for a new one, somebody discovered the captain asleep on the shore. As he was strangely dressed and moreover, of a whitish color, they straightway concluded that the gods had dropped him down for the purpose of ruling over them, and were now triumphantly bearing him to the village to inaugurate him.

         The captain soon found out that instead of being about to be roasted for the consumption of his hosts, he had attained a position of greater importance than he had ever aspired to reach. He succeeded to all the possessions of the late monarch, including the royal palace, which was about the size of a large woodshed, and was considered something remarkable by his subjects; the royal harem, and the royal fishing boat, which was at least two feet longer than any other on the island. Life consisted of fishing, bathing, feasting, and getting drunk on wine made from the madu-nut.

         He ruled in this way for several months, and would have stayed there until the end of his life, had not a rebellion arisen. The cause was this, the former king had been in the custom of performing magic at the public festivals, such as breathing fire, holding a red-hot iron, or vanishing into the air on an endless rope, thereby earning great respect and admiration of his subjects. The captain could do none of these things: at feasts he only got drunk, which was not a remarkable enough feat to excite applause. Of this plot against him he was informed by a trusty slave, who crept into his palace in the night. No time could be lost. He at once went [3] down to the shore and stocking his boat with provisions set out without delay. His objective point was Tahiti, which is about three hundred miles away. Having a fair breeze, and good weather all the way, he reached Tahiti in about two weeks from the time of setting out.
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         [The Wine of the Puritans by Van Wyck Brooks]

         
            Review of The Wine of the Puritans: A Study of Present-Day America by Van Wyck Brooks (1909).

            HA, 87. 5 (7 May 1909), [80]. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C10.

         

         We are glad of the opportunity to review a book by a former Advocate editor – Mr Van Wyck Brooks, of the board of 1908. This is a book which probably will chiefly interest one class of Americans (a class, however, of some importance): the Americans retained to their native country by business relations or socialities or by a sense of duty – the last reason implying a real sacrifice – while their hearts are always in Europe. To these, double-dealers with themselves, people of divided allegiance except in times of emotional crisis, Mr Brooks’s treatise will come as a definition of their discontent. But he should find a larger audience than this class alone. The reasons for the failure of American life (at present) – social, political, in education and in art, are surgically exposed; with an unusual acuteness of distinction and refinement of taste; and the more sensitive of us may find ourselves shivering under the operation. For the book is a confession of national weaknesses; if one take it rightly, a wholesome revelation. With wise restraint, the author has attempted but little constructive or prophetic criticism. He merely ends with the expressed hope, ‘I think that a day will come when the names of Denver and Sioux City will have a traditional and antique dignity like Damascus and Perugia – and when it will not seem grotesque to us that it is so.’

         One thing more. Mr Brooks has handled successfully a difficult form – the dialogue; never allowing it to degenerate into soliloquy, and often rendering a slight difference in the point of view, a shift of personality; maintaining that shuttlecock action which is the virtue of conversation, but which is seldom perceptible in dialogue as a literary form.8

         The Point of View

         
            HA, 87. 6 (20 May 1909), 82. Unsigned, but attributed to TSE in the index. Gallup C11.

         

         This week we are printing two articles presenting the opposite sides of an ancient controversy – that between the sport and the grind. The discussion, though never final, is always interesting, when it is the attempt of each to justify himself without injustice to the opponent. No one need hope to settle the dispute. But if all prejudice and misunderstanding are cleared away, it is possible for each partisan, while retaining his own opinions, to see that there is much reason in the other man’s contention and after all that’s the best excuse for most arguments; for each side to acknowledge sympathetically the right of the other to his own point of view. And in this case the divergence – in ideals – may be not so great as is thought.

         Gentlemen and Seamen

         
            HA, 87. 7 (25 May 1909), 115–16. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C12. In para. 2 ‘Straightened’ has been corrected to ‘Straitened’. In the fourth para ’barks’ has been retained as an alternative to ’barques’ and in the last para. ‘forbears’ has been retained as an alternative spelling of ‘forebears’ (OED).

         

         Those of us who can claim any New England ancestors may congratulate ourselves that we are their descendants, and at the same time rejoice that we are not their contemporaries. Their sombre faces, with an inflexible contraction of the lips, as they have been stiffened and conventionalised in oils by forgotten artists, suggest natures difficult and unyielding, as the consequence of religious principle and of interminable struggle against the narrow resources of New England. The men of whom I am thinking are the patriarchs of the smaller towns, rather than the merchants of Boston, whom affluence often left more genial than the never prosperous countryfolk. But the representative New Englander is not exclusively a city man by descent, and has quite as much reason for taking pride in his rustic ancestors.

         One notable characteristic of those hardy folk is the success with which they supported, in the conflict with misfortune, a gentlemanly dignity. Tradesmen and farmers, most of them, by descent, they were farmers in America; yet here they founded and maintained successfully a plebeian aristocracy, without the training of generations, and under adverse fates. Any task which necessity compelled them to undertake, in 9their hands became honourable; no privation and hardship lowered their pride or social position. So they were found as merchants and tradesmen, as farmers and printers, according to circumstance, without losing a jot of their dignity. There were many sacrifices. Straitened means confined noble ambitions, and their passion for education was not always gratified. In one of those white clapboard houses which look so tranquil in their decay lived a boy of good family, a hundred years ago, whom lack of means thwarted from his ambition the college education. So, at the age of fifteen, he killed himself.

         But most of our New Englanders were stronger, and turned to what vocation they could find; the farm, the printing-press – a hundred years ago there were many local presses – or to the sea. The merchant marine was not the least important career in which New Englanders found distinction. They were the men who carried American commerce to the Levant, to India, to China; who from the Revolution till after 1812 made America an ocean power in war and in peace. They built the fine old ships which we know only from contemporaneous engravings. How stirring are those antique woodcuts. The Ajax, two hundred ton brig, entering Algiers under full sail with a thundering salvo from the city; the ensign very large, triumphantly shaking out its thirteen [116] stars from the end of a yard-arm. Or the Poor Richard, off the coast of Africa repelling pirates; the native feluccas very small in contrast; or the Samuel Adams, passing a sea-serpent in the Bay of Biscay. Built and manned and commanded, every one of the boats, by Yankee seamen; and for them was built the handsome old custom house at Salem, now slumbering in proud uselessness.

         Go to Salem and see a town that flourished a hundred years ago in the hightide of New England’s naval energy. It seems now to be always in dignified mourning for its former grandeur for the ships which do not leave and the ships which do not return. One feels that noisy mirth is a profanation there, the town is so populous with ghosts. Where is the China fleet now? the clumsy barks that sailed to every part of the world? Every day, a hundred years ago, the crowsnest watched for another homecomer bending past Baker’s Island. Of the freights which the boats carried in are left only the shawls, the ginger-jars, the carved ivory which the captains brought back from the Orient, the gifts which their descendants are proud to display. From New Brunswick to Florida to-day lounge the coasters, manned with Irish and the ‘blue-nose’; the mackerel fleet slants out to the banks under Irish skippers, and the cargoes of the world are borne in steamers owned in Europe. The sea trade of the Yankees is gone.

         The captains who handled the old fleet were just the sort of aristocratic plebeians of whom I spoke. Very young, at fourteen or fifteen years, they 10would enter the service, at the bottom of the nautical cursus honorum. They often rose quickly; there were many like the youth who sailed a bark from his father’s Portsmouth ship-yard to Savannah for lading, thence to London, where he sold ship and cargo at a good profit; and this when he was aged nineteen. His log-book, kept in a neat small hand, shows that he was an able and a conscientious navigator. Such were the men who handled the shipping of New England.

         Though we must regret the commerce which has fallen to Germany and to England, we must regret still more the virtues of the old skippers. Thrown from youth among the roughest adventures, with the crudest companions, they emerged at the end as good gentlemen, often, as the more fortunate college-bred. Of these yeomen ancestors we are apt to think as the infantry whom the drums beat to Charlestown, or as the gunners who raked the Hornet, rather than as the founders of commerce or the pioneers of education. But that is half of their importance. We may well mourn for the enterprise which sent American shipping round the world, and started the printing press in many small communities. Nowadays we are thankful that more congenial occupation is open to the industrious gentleman, however needy, than was possible to some of our New England forbears. If along with greater luxury, with more generosity and geniality than was theirs, we have preserved the spirit of our old plebeian aristocracy, we should give them the grace of recognition.

         [Egoists by James Huneker]

         
            Review of Egoists, A Book of Supermen by James Huneker (1909).

            HA, 88. 1 (5 Oct. 1909), 16. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C13.

         

         Now that Arthur Symons is no longer active in English letters, Mr James Huneker alone represents modernity in criticism. Few critics are possessed of so much erudition, yet there are few so determined to consider subjects only of the most modern interest. In fact, he is far too alert to be an American; in his style and in his temper he is French. Then, too, he is a musician; plays himself, and has written an interesting life of Chopin; has written also a volume on contemporary European drama, and can speak intelligently of art. All of this, in an American (or English) critic of literature, is quite unusual.

         Mr Huneker’s style may impress us as unpardonably hasty, crammed, staccato; a notebook and journalistic style. But (among American writers, still further distinction) a style it decidedly is, and shares with that of Mr 11Henry James (from which, we need not add, it differs in almost every other respect) what I should call a conversational quality; not conversational in admitting the slipshod and maladroit, or a meagre vocabulary, but by a certain informality, abandoning all the ordinary rhetorical hoaxes for securing attention. In the matter of English style, by the way, his criticism, in Overtones, of the later Henry James is illuminating.

         Except in a detailed review, analysis of any of the articles which make up this book would be impossible. Mr Huneker’s book titles are a little noisy, and in this case vague and unsatisfactory. But the Egoists are all men – French and German – of highly individual, some of perverse and lunary, genius. Particularly good is the critique of Huysmans, the genius of faith, also the note on Francis Poictevin, a forgotten literary specialist.
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         What India is Thinking about To-day

         
            Review of ten books on India: Indian Thought Past and Present (1915), by R. W. Frazer; Agricultural Industries in India (1909), by Seedick R. Sayani; Lift Irrigation, 2nd edn (1912), by Alfred Chatterton; Indian Industrial and Economic Problems (1912), by V. G. Kale; The Rise and Growth of Bombay Municipal Government (1913), by D. E. Wacha; Village Government in British India (1915), by John Matthai; The Making of British India: 1756–1858 (1915), by Ramsay Muir; Essays on Indian Economics: A Collection of Essays and Speeches (1906), by M. G. Ranade; Speeches and Writings of Dadabhai Naoroji, 2nd edn (1910); and Speeches and Writings of Gopal Krishna Gokhale (1908).

            NS, 6 (18 Dec. 1915), 258. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C21b.

         

         Why is it that so many cultivated British officials in India persist in ignoring what the young and educated Indians of to-day are thinking, and occupy themselves by preference, when they write about India, with a perpetual rehash of what they imagine to be the philosophy of the Vedas? Indians complain, not unnaturally, of the assumption that there is nothing else in the Indian mind, or that what else it holds is beneath the Englishman’s notice. We should consider it both incongruous and presumptuous if the title of ‘British Thought’ were given to an analysis of the most ancient British Literature. Yet it apparently seems to Mr R. W. Frazer quite natural to give the title Indian Thought to his nicely printed and well-illustrated account, not of the interests and achievements of Indian thinkers and writers during the past half-century in the various realms of knowledge and literature, but exclusively of the Vedas and the Upanishads, and their various philosophical interpretations. Why should these speculations on ‘the problem of the Universe’ – in the case of India only – monopolise the word ‘thought’? No one would suppose from Mr Frazer’s book, or could infer from the excellent illustrations that are its best feature, that Indians ever thought about economics or politics, or any branch of physical science, or had any controversies about commerce or currency, art or industry; or that both the Hindoos and the Parsees had shown extraordinary originality and constructive power, alike in educational institutions, in such manufacturing industries as the cotton mills of Ahmedabad and Bombay, and in the really remarkable enterprises of the Tatas.

         13We do not find this exclusive absorption in philosophical speculation in what is written by Indians themselves. Works on industrial development, and on the application to India of the economic principles worked out in Britain and America, are now appearing one after another. We take up the little volume by Mr Sayani, not because it is a first-rate work, but because it has got to a second edition, and as being the sharpest possible contrast to Mr Frazer’s representation on Indian Thought. Here we have an extremely practical survey of Agricultural Industries in India, giving concise information about a large number of agricultural products, old and new, from the sugar cane to India-rubber – not forgetting ‘agriculture, floriculture and seri-culture’ – with a quite interesting discussion of the methods by which the total product of India may be increased. In this connection may be noticed, too, the new and enlarged edition of Mr Alfred Chatterton’s work on Lift Irrigation, which may not seem to the metaphysicians to be ‘thought’, but which is, at any rate, finding Indian purchasers in whom it provokes thought. A wider range is covered by the essays on Indian Industrial and Economic Problems by Professor V. G. Kale, of that remarkable creation of ‘Indian Thought’, the Fergusson College, Poona. Here we have both the problem of labour and the problem of currency dealt with as they concern India in a way to give our British economists food for reflection; whilst there is much on ‘Imperial Preference’ and the economic position of India within the British Empire to give a new vision to our ‘economic Imperialists’ who so commonly omit India from their schemes.

         But India is thinking of more than agriculture and economics. We suggest that Mr Wacha’s book describing The Rise and Growth of Bombay Municipal Government from 1782 down to the present day, written with moderation and impartiality, and in an interesting style, is well worth the attention of students either of Local Government or of the thought of India – none the less valuable because of Mr Wacha’s long and honourable career both in the world of commerce and on the Municipal Council that he describes. Local Government, indeed, is commanding increased attention in India from those aspirants after autonomy who recognise that local administration is necessarily destined to play a large part in the development of their country. Mr John Matthai’s volume on Village Government in British India, to which Mr Sidney Webb has contributed a suggestive preface, presents us with an extremely interesting account of the indigenous local governing machinery of rural India, apart from that imposed by the British administration. This is a good piece of research, based on a minute study of the official records of the past century. Mr Matthai shows us that there is quite a large amount of ‘extra legal’ administration by village ‘panchayats’ or committees – not 14caste ‘panchayats’ – covering police, sanitation, education, local public works, poor relief, etc., which is apt to pass unnoticed by those who have regard only to statutes and ordinances. How little this indigenous village government impressed itself on the British rulers of India may be inferred from the absence of any mention of it in the very valuable selection from the despatches of the East India Company and other documents which Professor Ramsay Muir has just published with admirable introductions and notes. This is a new way of studying Indian history, which throws a flood of light on the difficulties and perplexities of the men who built up British rule, and also on their lack of sympathetic imagination.

         We may add, in conclusion, that no small part of Indian thought now goes into the speeches and public movements of the leaders of modern India, and has its influence on the minds of the young men through the popular biographies and editions of their essays and public addresses. The lives and collected speeches of such men as the late Mr Justice Ranade, the late Mr Justice Kashinath Trimbak Telang, Mr Dadabhai Naoroji, Dr Rash Behari Ghosh, and the late G. K. Gokhale, which Messrs Natesan & Co., the well-known publishers of Madras, have issued, give us a vision of quite another range of Indian thought than that to be deduced from the ancient philosophies. These works, issued by Indian publishers, in modest form and at prices suited to the narrow means of Indian students, ought to find their way, more freely than is now the case, into those public libraries of this country and the United States in which there is any attempt to represent the mind of India.
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         [Theism and Humanism by A. J. Balfour]

         
            Review of Theism and Humanism by The Rt Hon. A. J. Balfour, MP, The Gifford Lectures for 1914 (1915).

            IJE, 26. 2 ( Jan. 1916), 284–9. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England.’ Gallup C22.

         

         This brilliant book, all the more remarkable for the circumstances under which it appears, would be a noteworthy philosophical event at any time. Mr Balfour begins by saying that he does not pretend to construct or outline a metaphysical system. While in substance a protest against the aesthetics, the ethics, and the epistemology of ‘Naturalism’ (by which the author means the natural selection of primitive Darwinism), the book neither discusses nor mentions by name any system of metaphysics. What Mr Balfour wishes to refute is not the philosophy of any philosopher past or contemporary, but the popular philosophy which is frequently based upon the biological discoveries of the nineteenth century. The argument is briefly as follows.

         We find ourselves compelled to believe in some things as beautiful, in some actions and feelings as good, and in some judgements as true. In aesthetics and ethics, it is admitted, no particular valuation need be universally accepted; nevertheless all men are agreed that something is beautiful and something good, though as to what is beautiful or good there is room for dispute. In knowledge, however, certain truths are accepted ‘in practice’ by all men, together with certain assumptions which, independently of experience and often in the face of experience, science is compelled to make. The progress of science has often been guided by beliefs of the greatest heuristic value, for which nevertheless there was no justification in the state of scientific knowledge at the time. Thus, in practice, we cannot help believing in the existence of an external world, and in the regularity of nature; and every step in the progress of science rests upon assumptions as yet unverified and perhaps incapable of verification. If anything is beautiful, if anything is good, if anything is true, we cannot account for its beauty, its goodness, or its truth by its origin. And by its origin Mr Balfour means the description which psychology, anthropology, biology or physics may give of its history. And 16if science is unable to explain the existence of value and of truth, we must find for them an origin [285] ‘congruous with their character’. This origin theism alone (or the belief in a conscious purpose or design) can provide. For ‘value is lost if design be absent’ (p. 44).

         It is evident that whatever Mr Balfour’s modesty may protest, his argument suggests an aesthetics, an ethics, and a theory of knowledge. He attempts, it is true, to limit the scope of his inquiry by starting ‘from premises which are practically accepted by both parties to the controversy’ (p. 25). But in general it may be questioned whether in any philosophical dispute such premises can be found. Nor does Mr Balfour himself adhere very strictly to this procedure. In his discussion of art, for example, he admits that he is ‘not appealing to all men, but to those only, who when they explicitly face the problem, become deeply conscious of the incongruity between our feelings of beauty and a materialistic account of their origin’. Upon this incongruity he bases his argument from aesthetics. If the incongruity be not only not obvious to many of those who explicitly face the problem, but obvious chiefly to those who have not faced the problem, is there in this part of the discussion any accepted premise left?

         I fail to find any such premise, or any such incongruity, in art. We may agree with Mr Balfour that our enjoyment of beauty is not independent of our world outlook (expressed or implicit), but we need not admit that aesthetic rapture is dependent upon any particular theory about the world. That the materialist and the theist will enjoy art in very different ways is quite probable; that they interpret this experience differently is certain. That the experience and its interpretation are not completely distinguishable may be admitted. In a sense, indeed, art is dependent upon world outlook; in the sense, namely, that our interest in art cannot be isolated from the other interests of life, among them interests of philosophy and religion. But to say that any one type of philosophy is hostile to art or to morals is manifestly unfair; it is truer to say that the type of mind which leans toward one type of philosophy will manifest its peculiarity in its tastes in art, and its tastes in morality, as well. But no philosophy can force us not to feel or value at all. A distorted puritanism, indeed, is as fatal to values in art, an orgiastic mysticism as fatal to values in morals, as any materialism can be. If Mr Balfour is matching a popular materialism against an enlightened theism, it is not a fair fight; if he matches a popular [286] materialism against a popular theism, the struggle is of no interest; and if a philosophic materialism against a philosophic theism, then the evidence fails to show an advantage to one side more than the other.

         In other words, Mr Balfour seems to confuse the issue. It lies not between a theory (naturalistic) and a value, but between two theories 17about a value. So far as we can distinguish the enjoyment of art from our theory about it, there is no reason why the Naturalist and the Theist should not be equally sensitive; when they value different things they will be valuing on grounds not purely aesthetic. When the claim is made that a theory robs art of all value, the statement means ‘robs it of a value which was never an aesthetic value’; i.e., robs us of a belief which gives us pleasure, and to which we are really more attached than we are to art. If Mr Balfour can show, indeed, that the naturalist is compelled to isolate art from all values of belief; if the naturalist is compelled to say: ‘the enjoyment of art means nothing but a particular stimulation of the nerves; it is unrelated to my interests and unaffected by my beliefs’; then, truly, aesthetic value is lost. But if aesthetic value and world outlook are both of ‘natural origin’, they need not be isolated from each other. I see no reason why a man’s enjoyment of art, or appreciation of history, should be atrophied by a naturalistic philosophy or stimulated by a theistic one. The naturalist can freely admit that his enjoyment of beauty is coloured by his peculiar philosophy; it may be none the less intense and discriminating. If the majority of lovers of art, as Mr Balfour claims, have not been materialists, this is partly because the majority of lovers of art have held no explicit philosophic theory. And if the case lies between articulate creeds, not popular catchwords, ought not Mr Balfour to take a census, among his philosophic acquaintance, to discover whether the theologians manifest, on the whole, a truer taste and keener appreciation than his friends of naturalistic tendencies?

         The whole issue, in Mr Balfour’s discussion of aesthetics and ethics, seems to owe its origin to a confusion between aesthetic and ethical values (i.e., feelings) and the values of the beliefs about those feelings. Admitted that the emotional experience and our beliefs about it are inseparable; that our feelings toward a painting are largely dependent upon our knowledge and our beliefs about the world; or even that our dimmest consciousness [287] of enjoying a work of art and our effort to understand this enjoyment is an inchoate aesthetic; nevertheless, the feeling and the belief are different things in different categories of value. We enjoy the feeling, and we cannot rest content unless we can justify it by exhibiting its relation to the other parts of our life. Having made this attempt, we then enjoy the theory we have made.

         For Mr Balfour, the belief is the important thing. He is not content with beauty, nor can it be for him beauty, unless it is ultimately (and not, as every one might concede, in a certain sense) a ‘revelation from spirit to spirit’. He is not content with ‘the highest loyalties, the most devoted love, the most limitless self-abnegation’ if he is forced to acknowledge that they are the ‘useless excesses of a world-system’. If anyone values 18these qualities so lightly that an argument can disturb his love for them, there is nothing to be said. But at least he may be charged with a misunderstanding of the attitude of naturalism toward value.

         To explain history, natural or human, by ‘natural selection’, and to estimate aesthetics or morals by ‘survival value’ would obviously not destroy all value, although, in substituting some values for others, it might destroy those we prize most highly. On the other hand, the morality of ‘loyalty, love, and self-abnegation’ which we prize cannot afford to disregard the ethics of survival; for, if we are to defend any morality which seems to make for the destruction of the species or not to further its survival, we can do so only on the ground that we find it good in itself, i.e., that we like it, certainly not with a view to some divine event in which there will be no species to participate. Mr Balfour’s ethics are a sort of Tennysonian naturalism. If we find the explanation of history in a divine purpose, as yet but partially fulfilled, then we may feel sure that the best will survive; and between saying this, and saying that what survives is best, there is in practice very little to choose.

         The fact is, no philosophy can render morality either more or less secure than we actually find it to be. A philosophy may advance one or another hypothesis as to the origin of values, it may attempt to show that the majority of mankind are mistaken in what they value. All it can do is to propose an impartial explanation, or to substitute one set of values for another; but show that nothing is valuable it cannot. The only way to make a value negligible is to point to something of greater value; the [288] only way to make it more valuable is to value it more – not to search for something of higher value to which it points. Therefore Mr Balfour’s attempt may even belittle rather than enhance aesthetic and moral value. To many people, I know, the moral law will seem worthier of ‘reverential obedience’ if conceived as the injunction of Jehovah. To others, it may seem worthy of at least equal reverence if it lead to a state of affairs which we should value more than our present condition – whatever be its ultimate origin and meaning. To still others, it may seem worthy of reverence for its own sake: i.e., because they like it.

         Finally, the thoroughgoing naturalist would hardly venture to say that value has any origin or cause. In strictness, no reason can be given why anything should be valued, except an appeal to another, accepted, value. Our actions, perhaps, may be conceived as the ‘product of non-moral agents’, but their morality may not. Our art may be the result of ‘material agents’. Our emotions may be reducible to subject-matter for physiology. But physiology gives no cause for emotions – it gives causes for operations, upon which, for us, emotions supervene. Consciousness, for the naturalist, is an epiphenomenon and not in Mr Balfour’s sense an 19effect. We do not say that appetite in the animal is the cause of love in man. We do not say that morality is due to chance; chance in so wide a sense means nothing; we do not call it an accident, unless we know of some world, exactly similar to our own in every other respect, in which moral value is wanting.

         The latter part of Mr Balfour’s book, that which deals with the origin of truth, is by no means the least interesting, although we have less space to devote to it. But the objections to be raised are fundamentally the same. Certain beliefs, the author asserts, are necessary assumptions. If they are the product of mechanical forces, our foundation for belief is destroyed. We cannot get on without them. Evolution cannot explain their truth. If they are true (and for their truth there is a strong ‘intuitive probability’), some other origin for them must be found. Something must direct our belief, and this something must be of the nature of a divine power.

         Mr Balfour’s view of the relation of true belief to truth is open to the same criticism as his account of the relation of value to belief about value. So far as anything is true, our apprehension of the truth can surely have no cause other than the truth itself, [289] and no science can claim, as the author makes science claim, that ‘all premises, all conclusions, and all the logical links by which they are connected must be regarded as natural products’ (p. 255).

         When a statement is false we look for causes of error. But a creature incapable of truth could be incapable of error as well. Even if we are such creatures – the products of material agents – our ‘truth’ is not invalidated by the fact that we have no standards by which to criticise it. If a belief is inevitable, we can hardly hope to find a cause. That we should be unable to account for such beliefs is indeed natural, if we are ‘products of material agents’, for it is natural that the product of a mechanical process should not understand the process. Nevertheless, though the beliefs be inevitable, it may be equally inevitable to believe that to a fuller intelligence they might be known to be of natural origin.

         As a matter of fact, we cannot afford to pass uncriticised any of the beliefs which, Mr Balfour says, have that ‘highest degree of probability’ which is ‘inevitability’. He instances the belief in an external world. But is this belief actually held by any but philosophers? The truth of such a belief is limited by the meaning which the terms have in practice. The existence of an external world hardly seems to be a ‘probability’ at all; it is either something which only a madman would doubt, or something which only a philosopher would assert. Do we know in the first place what we mean by an ‘external world’?

         At all events, Mr Balfour’s position is a tenable one, and every tenable position ought for the sake of the philosophic spirit to be maintained. 20The book is unsatisfactory, not because he fails to make his own case persuasive, but because he fails to make his attack convincing. If we formulate the claims of naturalism as Mr Balfour does, we grant that he has demolished a very unsubstantial fabric; and this formulation, it is to be anticipated, the majority of Mr Balfour’s readers will accept.

         [The Philosophy of Nietzsche by A. Wolf]

         
            Review of The Philosophy of Nietzsche by A. Wolf (1915).

            IJE, 26. 3 (Apr. 1916), 426–7. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England.’ Gallup C23.

         

         Nietzsche is one of those writers whose philosophy evaporates when detached from its literary qualities, and whose literature owes its charm not alone to the personality and wisdom of the man, but to a claim to scientific truth. Such authors have always a peculiar influence over the large semi-philosophical public, who are spared the austere effort of criticism required by either metaphysics or literature, by either Spinoza or Stendhal; who enjoy the luxury of confounding, and avoid the task of combining, different interests.

         If Nietzsche is a philosopher of this hybrid kind, it is instructive to view the result when a professional philosopher of the competence of Dr Wolf attempts an introduction to his philosophy, omitting all detail of Nietzsche’s career, and with little reference to his extra-philosophic interests. In this short series of lectures, interestingly, if rather carelessly written, Dr Wolf has given us an admirable piece of simplification; in one hundred and sixteen pages he has presented an excellent outline of all that is strictly philosophic in Nietzsche’s writings.

         The first twenty-one pages are taken up with a discussion of Nietzsche’s views on war. Dr Wolf, naturally, is concerned to show that Nietzsche maintained no philosophy of militarism. This contention he easily proves by quotation. What he does not show, and what, from the title of the book, we might call upon him to show, is that Nietzsche had any philosophic view upon the subject, or did anything beyond voicing all the conflicting judgements which occur to every thoughtful person. It is not sufficient that Nietzsche had ‘no perverted taste for cruelty or slaughter’ (p. 21). If this is all that Dr Wolf can say for him, we do not find, at least on the subject of war, that ‘the broad outlines of Nietzsche’s thought … are clear enough to the careful reader’ (p. 41), for there were simply no broad outlines at all.

         21We leave Chapter IV (‘Nietzsche’s Theory of Knowledge’) with the suspicion that the simplification has simplified the philosophy away. Dr Wolf assures us that Nietzsche had a theory of knowledge. ‘The main point, I take it, is to bring out the human [427] “perspective” involved in all human “knowledge”, somewhat as Kant and others had done before him, only more so’ (p. 53). Nietzsche is ‘inclined to suspect the validity of all human knowledge’ (p. 95). He holds it ‘beyond the range of possibilities for an instrument to criticize properly its own fitness’ (p. 44). Sometimes he holds that the mind alters things; sometimes that there is no other nature than that we know. Sometimes truth is docile and pragmatist; sometimes hostile and to be avoided. Dr Wolf has well summarised these views, but hardly convinces us that they form a ‘theory of knowledge’.

         In treating Nietzsche’s theory of the universe, Dr Wolf is more successful. Correctly, we think, he holds Nietzsche’s view of nature to be essentially Schopenhauerian. It is not clear as to how nearly Nietzsche comes to making will (to power) or the various centres of will, ultimate reality; nor is it clear exactly what his argument against Schopenhauer is. And even in so brief a discussion we should have liked to see Nietzsche’s views on evolution and change compared with those of Bergson and James, and to hear more of his attitude toward Darwinism, and something of his affinities with Butler.

         In spite of Dr Wolf’s sympathetic treatment, one does not receive the impression that Nietzsche held any consistent moral policy in regard to the cosmic flux. Nor does the last chapter (‘Theory of Conduct’) help us very much, though here again we find an excellent summary. The world-will is creative (p. 65) like Bergson’s, but, more sincerely than Bergson’s, is without sense or promise. Sometimes the world appears malleable in the hands of humanity. Sometimes the will is conceived as something quite unconscious, and consciousness as epiphenomenal. Dr Wolf’s conclusion that Nietzsche ‘quite consistently decided in favour of a limited freedom of the will’ (p. 87) is not altogether convincing.

         The last two chapters are the best of the book, though we regret the omission of any account of Nietzsche’s views on art, with the interesting pessimism with respect to the future of art evinced in Human, All-too-Human.22

         [Thomas Hardy by H. C. Duffin]

         
            Review of Thomas Hardy: A Study of the Wessex Novels by H. C. Duffin (1916).

            MG, 803 (23 June 1916), 3. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C23a.

         

         This is an excellent book of its kind. It resembles, in form, a doctor’s thesis at an American University, and in substance a good set of Extension lectures. The youth of the writer, intimated by Dr Herford’s prefatory testimonial, is indicated by the conscientious conventionality of the table of contents. Under this heading are grouped chapters on character, plot, use of the marvellous, nature and the lower animals, humour, style, and development. This part can be passed over rapidly: we are frankly bored when Mr Duffin tabulates the novels in order (1) gloom, (2) style, (3) character, (4) greatness, and (5) maturity; or when he indulges in the exercise of expounding the difference between the realist, the typical, and the universal. The second part is concerned with the philosophy of Hardy, and has chapters on Hardy’s irony, views of God, nature, man, women, society, and pessimism. This part is much better than the first. Mr Duffin is not, it is true, a critic. In spite of his wide acquaintance with comparative literature, his study is not really comparative. Of the value of Hardy’s ideas he fails to give a just estimate. The gift of detachment, the faculty of seizing upon the essential strengths and weaknesses of his authors, are denied him. The ‘Philosophy of Hardy’ presents no account of Hardy’s Philosophy, and does not even succeed in showing that he has any. What Mr Duffin does succeed in presenting is an admirable appreciation of certain of Hardy’s characters, and an analysis of Michael Henchard which is worth reading. The chapter devoted to Jude the Obscure is one of the best, although Mr Duffin is inclined to expend too much space upon retelling the story; the chapter on Tess is also good. Mr Duffin is right, no doubt, in objecting to the scene in the latter book where ‘it is early morning at the farm, and Tess has knocked at Clare’s door to awaken him and has then returned to her room to dress. When, a few moments later, he meets her on the landing, he says peremptorily: “Now, Miss Flirt, before you go down. It is a fortnight since I spoke, and this won’t do any longer …”’ &c. Such a speech is certainly inappropriate to Angel Clare. Mr Duffin is also right in objecting to the slaughter of Sue Bridehead’s children in Jude. This is a horror nearer to Cyril Tourneur than to Sophocles, and hints at a faint infection of decadence. Mr Duffin has not drawn this conclusion, nor is the drawing of conclusions and generalisations his peculiar province.

         The style of the book is exuberant and immature, the criticisms of Hardy’s style not altogether felicitous. Mr Duffin’s enthusiasm atones for 23many faults. Most of his praise of Jude and The Mayor of Casterbridge is just enough, but to rank Hardy with Fielding and Thackeray as the greatest master of the English novel is the privilege of such enthusiasm.

         An American Critic

         
            Review of Aristocracy and Justice by Paul Elmer More (1915).

            NS, 7. 168 (24 June 1916), 284. Unsigned. Gallup C24.

         

         The Shelburne Essays, of which this book is the ninth volume, stand for much more than the scattered criticisms which most of them contain. Mr More is not, strictly speaking, a political thinker, nor is he, in the strictest sense, a literary critic. His taste is too comprehensive, his learning too impartial; his praise expresses approval rather than sympathy. One does not find those flashes of insight which arise in the comments of one creative artist upon another. Pure aesthetic appreciation one never finds. Nor, on the other hand, is Mr More a ‘psychologist’; he seldom evinces that passionate curiosity in individual men which, together with a complete detachment from all theory, all faith, all moral judgement, go to make the peculiar talent of Ste Beuve; nor the patient, minute analysis of another American – Mr W. C. Brownell. If he possessed these qualities: a special interest in economics and politics, an overpowering aesthetic appreciation, or a detached curiosity in the individual, Mr More would not be what he is – one of the most interesting moralists of the present time.

         The book consists largely of an indictment of Socialism, and of the general tendency of which Mr More conceives Socialism to be one manifestation. To those readers who are not already familiar with the Shelburne Essays, the eight essays in this volume will appear to have their connection only in Mr More’s mind, and not in the subject matter. They will find that what Mr More really stands for is not a particular political creed, but a view of life, and they will find perhaps their own political views pilloried alongside of views on subjects with which they have never meddled. These subjects have their relation, however, from the point of view of the moralist. If one wishes to grasp Mr More’s point of view, one can omit, on a first reading, his chapter on ‘Property and Law’ and his chapter on ‘The Paradox of Oxford’. One should read ‘Natural Aristocracy’, ‘Justice’, and, less carefully, ‘Disraeli and Conservatism and The New Morality’, the latter especially for American readers, though it deals with a tendency which the author holds to be world-wide.

         24Mr More develops the thesis of his last book – The Drift of Romanticism. The present age is a period of drift, license, and irresponsible emotionality. Since the time of Rousseau, men’s attitude toward life has vacillated between two points of view which are really complementary and which flourish in the same soil; on the one hand materialism and utilitarianism, tending toward brutality; on the other hand sentimentalism, humanitarianism. In art, these two tendencies find their expression in realism and romanticism; in refusing to refine upon Nature, or in refusing to handle it at all. In politics, the complementary tendencies are despotism and democracy. Both sides of the contrast – in art, in philosophy, in politics, in morals – are the expression of impatience against all restraint, against the unavoidable limitations of life and the necessary limitations of civilisation, are expressions of belief in the undisciplined imagination and emotions. The view of the world which Mr More sets up in opposition is not one to flatter the over-bold or hearten the over-timid. His humanism is based upon the belief that Nature is generally unfavourable to man; that nothing is more fragile than civilisation, nothing harder to mend after the slightest fracture. At the bottom of man’s heart there is always the beast, resentful of restraints of civilised society, ready to spring out at the instant this restraint relaxes. Nature, even human nature, is impatient of civilisation – which is something more precious than comfort, or physical health, or popular education, or even life and liberty. As a matter of fact, the human soul – l’anima semplicetta – is neither good nor bad; but in order to be good, in order to be human, requires discipline: Onde convenne legge per fren porre….

         The fundamental beliefs of an intellectual conservatism, that man requires an askesis, a formula to be imposed upon him from above; that society must develop out of itself a class of leaders who shall discipline it; distrust of the promises of the future and conviction that the future, if there is to be any, must be built upon the wisdom of the past – this is what we find in all of Mr More’s writings. The two essays particularly mentioned are concerned with the expression of this intellectual conservatism in politics. What he maintains to be the distinction of the conservative is the distrust in undisciplined human nature, coupled with the faith in imagination. This is not ‘the imagination in its purely aesthetic function … but the imagination in its power of grasping, in a single, firm vision, the long course of human history, and of distinguishing what is essential therein from what is ephemeral’. Burke, and in a less degree Disraeli, possessed this power of imagination.

         Whatever our reaction upon Mr More’s book, it must be admitted that his philosophy is much more akin to intellectual revolution than is 25most of what passes current for liberal thought in America; if, as may be asserted, the only real revolutions are revolutions in ideas. Mr More preaches, rather than argues; and when one disagrees with him, he has always the merit of being irritating.

         [The French Renascence by Charles Sarolea]

         
            Review of The French Renascence by Charles Sarolea (1916).

            NS, 7. 169 (1 July 1916), 309–10. Unsigned. Gallup C24a.

         

         The title of this book is misleading. There is no reason why Dr Sarolea should not publish a volume of essays on various figures of French history and letters from Montaigne to Raymond Poincaré; but they are not sufficiently bound together by the panegyric on the French genius which forms the introduction and the close. ‘The French Renascence’ apparently refers to contemporary France, but [310] one finds essays on Pascal, Madame de Maintenon, Rousseau, Mirabeau, Robespierre, Marie Antoinette. The historical essays are too slight to demand mention, except the rather interesting ‘Napoleon as a Socialist’; the literary studies are platitudinous. We do not know how the news that Bergson was the father of Pragmatism (p. 299) will be received in America; but the essay on Bergson and the essay on Maeterlinck are quite worth reading.

         Mr Doughty’s Epic

         
            Review of The Titans by Charles M. Doughty (1916).

            MG, 829 (24 July 1916), 3. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C25.

         

         This is an epic dealing with the creation of the world, the battle of Titans against gods, their defeat and their final subjugation in the service of man. One does not find fault with Mr Doughty for writing an epic. No literary genre, once established, is ever outworn. But mythology is dangerous literary material. It should either be a mythology in which the author more or less believes or a mythology in which some people once believed. A mythology cannot be created for literary purposes out of whole cloth; it must be the work of a race. Mr Doughty’s mythology is neither Greek 26nor Hebraic nor Scandinavian; hence it lacks outline, it lacks tradition, and it lacks concreteness.

         The theme suggests Milton and Keats. But Milton and Keats at their best communicate a feeling, the one of titanic revolt, the other of titanic silence and despondency. When they fail they suggest Mr Doughty. Mr Doughty’s Titans have bulk without meaning. When Dante says, ‘Mi parve veder molte alte torri’ an image arises; one feels the reality of immense bodies with something like human spirits in them. The Titans of this poem have violence, but no passions.

         
            
               Leaned to time-fretted cliffs

               Is entered weariness, in each marble corse.

            

         

         In Hyperion the weariness is made actual; here it is stated. One does not know quite why such creatures should be weary at all, unless from the boredom of their inactivity. One cannot understand them. Not being human, they have not even the reality of definite abstractions. Bios and Kratos in Prometheus Bound succeed because they are boldly and intentionally abstract, and as such produce their effect by contrast with a passionate suffering human being. Aeschylus was a master of effects of abstract and concrete; he never fell into the error of the vague.

         As for Mr Doughty’s style, one is puzzled; one wonders whether he was himself quite sure of what he wanted to do. He aims at the ruggedness of the Saxon tongue. If he were thoroughly and consistently Anglo-Saxon he might arrive at giving a total impression, even employing, as he does, many words of which one does not know the meaning. But there are heavy Latinisms too. One turns from the harsh

         
            
               
                  From the mount’s knees, up to his frozen breast:

                  Eotens and time-giants strive mainly and sweat

               

            

         

         to

         
            
               
                  the adamantine Elements

                  Couched indivisible particles …

                  Shall his mathesis, through unerring thought,

                  Discern …

               

            

         

         with a touch of Browning at the end.

         One can enjoy a style of excess – Sir Thomas Browne, or Lyly, or Mr Wyndham Lewis, or Browning – if it is excess in a peculiar and exclusive direction. Mr Doughty’s style is not archaic; it is not the style of any time or the style of any intelligible pose; it is eccentric, but not personal. Thus it recalls several writers without being imitative of them.

         27It recalls especially Blake; not the Blake of extraordinary creations of phrase springing at a leap from the unconscious, but the Blake of such verse as America.

         Mr Leacock Serious

         
            Review of Essays and Literary Studies by Stephen Leacock (1916).

            NS, 7. 173 (29 July 1916), 404–5. Unsigned. Gallup C26.

         

         Although Mr Leacock employs many Americanisms which may sound slipshod to an English ear, he succeeds, as most writers of his continent fail, in being amusing and at the same time conveying some hard, important, and unpopular truths. The truths are universal; the humour is American, and may not appeal to English readers. It gains its effect often by a trick of comic simplicity and bluntness (such as the author himself remarks in American humorists) rather than by a sudden penetration to the intrinsic absurdity of its subject matter. Thus, in ridiculing modern superstitiousness, he illustrates by reference to Nadir the Nameless, the Hindoo astrologer:

         
            By the waiting clients Nadir is understood to be in consultation with the twin fates, Isis and Osiris. In reality, Nadir is frying potatoes. Presently he will come out from behind the curtain and announce that Osiris has spoken (that is, the potatoes are now finished and on the back of the stove) and that he is prepared to reveal hidden treasure at forty cents a revelation.

         

         The humour of this episode is not found in the eternal comedy of the mountebank: it lies in the fact that Nadir is frying potatoes. We are not led to insight through laughter; we are told of our superstition, then allowed to relax our minds in mirth. The great weakness of American humour is that it usually stands at most for the hearty laugh; the reader of Candide or Pickwick Papers cannot wholly escape from exercise of intellect or feelings; in America the hearty laugh triumphs. But Mr Leacock, unlike most American humorists, has a sharp and serious meaning to insert between the roars.

         One could hardly read this book and be merely amused. In the essays entitled ‘The Apology of a Professor’, ‘The Lot of the Schoolmaster’, and especially ‘Literature and Education in America’ Mr Leacock has exposed some of the essential faults of American education, some of the reasons for the insolvency of American literature. He draws a truthful picture of 28the American graduate student, the prospective Doctor of Philosophy: his specialisation in knowledge, his expansion in ignorance, his laborious dullness, his years of labour and his crowning achievement – the Thesis.

         
            Now it is not to be thought that this post-graduate work upon the preparation of a thesis, this so-called original scholarship, is difficult. It is pretentious, plausible, esoteric, cryptographic, occult if you will, but difficult it is not.

         

         This labour is fatal to the development of intellectual powers. It crushes originality, it kills style. Few, very few, of these [405] ‘original contributions’ are well written or even readable. At the other end of the scale, a product of the same social conditions, stands the American reporter, ‘tireless in his activity, omnipresent, omnivorous, and omni-ignorant’. The reporter writes no better than the Ph.D. Of this scandal of a continent the causes are first commercialism, and second, according to Mr Leacock,

         
            American civilisation with its public school and the dead level of its elementary instruction, with its simple code of republicanism and its ignorance of the glamour and mystery of monarchy, with its bread and work for all and its universal hope of the betterment of personal fortune, contains in itself an atmosphere in which the flower of literature cannot live.

         

         In the American scene Mr Leacock finds material for ridicule. But his criticism, as the quotation above will show, is more than ‘horse-sense’; his divisions conceal a positive and formidable point of view. He upholds the classical, the Oxford education: Latin and Greek ‘as the starting-point for a general knowledge of the literature, the history, and the philosophy of all ages’. His attitude is austere, pessimistic, almost medievalist. He believes in discipline, form, restraint; in a real contrast of good and evil not to be obscured by talk about ‘social evolution’; he believes furthermore in the importance of imagination. And he sees in the chaos of American life only an advanced stage of a disease which menaces Europe; the philosophy of comfort without ideals, the cheap and easy utilitarianism of popular education and the dead level. There are a few writers in America who share Mr Leacock’s views.

         Other essays in the volume show that Mr Leacock is by no means blind to the merits of American literature. His essay on O. Henry should be an introduction in England for an author who is here still unappreciated and unknown.29

         [Social Adaptation by L. M. Bristol]

         
            Review of Social Adaptation: A Study in the Development of the Doctrine of Adaptation as a Theory of Social Progress by L. M. Bristol (1915).

            NS, 7. 173 (29 July 1916), 405. Unsigned. Gallup C27.

         

         Professor Bristol’s method is historical. After an introductory discussion of the pioneers of sociology, Comte and Spencer, and an examination of several different methods, the author proceeds to summarise almost every subsequent writer of any importance who has touched upon sociological problems. Dr Bristol uses a classification of Professor T. N. Carver’s; treating the various sociologists under the heads of passive material, passive spiritual, active material and active spiritual adaptation. In the first division he includes the theorists of biological adaptation: Lamarck, Darwin, Weismann, de Vries, Mendel. The reader will find the book a useful compendium of the more important contemporary theories. The space devoted to Ward, Patten and Carver is perhaps excessive, but the analysis is not uncritical. The author’s own social ideals are stated in the conclusion: he calls his theory ‘social-personalism’. It is an attempt to harmonise ‘self-development’ with ‘social efficiency’, the ‘supreme worth of the individual’ with the ‘social goal of functioning in a more inclusive unity’, a unity which shall end by embracing the whole of humanity.

         [Group Theories of Religion and the Individual by Clement C. J. Webb]

         
            Review of Group Theories of Religion and the Individual by Clement C. J. Webb (1916). NS, 7. 173 (29 July 1916), 405–6. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C27a.

            Eliot reviewed the book again: see Gallup C30, below, pp. 37–8.

         

         This book has a greater importance than even the name of Mr C. C. J. Webb upon its cover would lead us to assign it. It represents the resistance of the orthodoxy, the brains, and the scholarship of Oxford to a new heresy in religion. Mr Webb is an Aristotelian; his religion is based upon Aquinas, and brought up to Bosanquet and Royce. The writers whom he attacks are students of anthropology and sociology, nourished upon Spencer and Comte; those in Cambridge – Miss Harrison, Mr Cornford – are touched with the infection of Bergsonism. Mr Webb stands for the humane tradition; his opponents, for the novelties of science. This is a chapter in the history of classicism and romanticism.

         30The actual content of the book consists of an examination of two works: Durkheim’s Formes élémentaires de la vie religieuse and Lévy-Bruhl’s Fonctiones mentales dans les sociétés inférieures. Mr Webb objects strongly to Lévy-Bruhl’s theory of a ‘prelogical mentality’. Undoubtedly M. Lévy-Bruhl has made too much of this distinction between the mind of savagery and the mind of civilisation. But the exaggeration can be more or less discounted from his own writings. The mind of the savage is not a different type; it is merely a mind, to use M. Lévy-Bruhl’s own words, ‘differently oriented’. The ‘law of participation’ – the union of the worshipper with his god, the identity of the individual and his totem – is not confined to primitive societies; nor, on the other hand, is the primitive mind indifferent to the law of contradiction. And the theory of ‘collective representations’, which Mr Webb criticises at some length, is obviously overworked. Both these doctrines Mr Webb subjects to an acute examination. In more fundamental criticism Mr Webb is not so successful. This is due to the fact that he vacillates between criticism of the sociological theories on their own merits and criticism of what he construes to be their tendency for religion and philosophy. He deprecates, and justly, a tendency to reduce religion to feeling, a tendency to underestimate the value of the individual (the mystical heresy), and a tendency to regard religion as essentially a feature of primitive society, destined to disappear in a world of positive science.

         [406] All of these tendencies are undoubtedly present, but in a latent form, and if made explicit are not altogether compatible. Mr Webb’s book is therefore not an introduction to the work of the sociologists mentioned, but an original polemic in an important struggle.

         Durkheim

         
            Review of The Elementary Forms of the Religious Life: A Study in Religious Sociology by Émile Durkheim, translated by J. W. Swain (1916).

            Westminster Gazette, 48. 7235 (19 Aug. 1916), 2. Unsigned. Also in the Saturday Westminster Gazette, 48. 7235 (19 Aug. 1916), 14. Not in Gallup, but would be C27b. Eliot wrote a new review of this book in Monist, 28 ( Jan. 1918), 158–9 (Gallup C55a).

         

         This is exactly the sort of book which is worth translating. A scholarly book, it has already made its impression among scholars; and both interest of subject and exposition of the theories advanced recommend it to a wider public. Embodying several articles first published in M. Durkheim’s Année Sociologique, it yet shows modifications of the earlier views; and presents what appears to be the author’s final word on 31the theory of religion. M. Durkheim is known as the leader of a school of thought whose influence has spread during the last ten years; in Paris, MM. Lévy-Bruhl, Hubert, Mauss, Hamelin, and others, and in England notably Miss Jane Harrison, Mr Cornford, and Mr A. B. Cook, bear witness to the fertility of Professor Durkheim’s ideas. His present volume, well translated, though with less literary finish than the original, ought to be read not only by specialists, but by everyone who is interested in the history and in the future of religion.

         M. Durkheim’s argument may be unravelled into three strands. There is first an examination of the facts of primitive religion (based chiefly upon the researches of Spencer and Gillen, and Howitt, into Australian society), in which the author is concerned with the meaning of totemism and the periodic festivals of the Australians. This argument, which may be considered upon its own merits, attempts to provide a more satisfactory interpretation of these phenomena than those put forward by earlier anthropologists, especially Max Müller, Lang, and Frazer. Max Müller’s view, which was mainly based upon Sanskrit philology, and which examined primitive religion mainly through its myths, saw in the primitive pantheon a personification of the larger forces of nature, and found in the primitive mind a sentiment of awe and wonder at these forces, a fundamental intuition of the ‘infinite’. M. Durkheim does not attribute the origin of religion to wonder or speculation, and sees in mythology only the attempt of the savage to rationalise and justify his own religious practices, in regard to the true origin of which he is as much in the dark as the scientific investigator. The second type of explanation which M. Durkheim criticises is that of ‘animism’ – the classic example of which is Tylor’s dreaming aborigine who finds that his soul in sleep can part company with his body and roam the forests, and who comes to invest the objects about him with a separable soul like that which he attributes to himself. The idea of the soul, according to M. Durkheim, is derivative. The true beginning of religion he finds in the ‘group consciousness’. He shows how this group consciousness accounts for totemism. The second strand of his argument traces the development of the categories: space, time, number, cause, &c., out of the group consciousness. This line of argument, which is of interest chiefly to technical philosophers, is inadequately developed and may be neglected in so brief a discussion as the present. The third strand of argument takes up the ultimate function and destiny of religion in our own civilisation. The doctrine of group consciousness is the basis of the whole theory.

         On one side the consciousness of man is limited by the individual’s needs and activities. The individual marries and begets; hunts and fishes, builds and labours, and these are interests of a purely individual 32consciousness. The instinct for association and community with other men is not merely defensive or economic, nor is the community an accident of common descent. It is a religious instinct. For the savage or the civilised man, a solely individual existence would be intolerable; he feels the need of recreating and sustaining his strength by periodic refuge in another consciousness which is supra-individual. Totemism is the organisation of the group, and the religious festival is its expression. ‘By uttering the same cry, pronouncing the same word, or performing the same gesture in regard to some object individuals become and feel themselves to be in unison.’ Collective sentiments find expression spontaneously in a material emblem. Durkheim, following Strehlow, thinks that each group took as its insignia the animal or plant that was commonest in the vicinity where it had the habit of meeting. The totem is more than an heraldic crest. The cockatoo men are cockatoos, they partake in a common nature from which other men are excluded, a common nature which it is the function of the religious festival to arouse.

         The life of Australian society corresponds more closely than any other to this distinction between individual economic existence, of low intensity, and a collective existence which finds expression in the wildest religious excitement. For the greater part of the year the Australian clan dissipates into its constituent families, which wander about and seek their sustenance where they can. At regular intervals the families reassemble at a determined spot, to participate in the ‘corroboree’. Then, ‘a sort of electricity is formed by their collecting which quickly transports them to an extraordinary degree of exaltation.’ The wildest orgies take place; with every stimulant of noise, torchlight, strange masks, and drink, the savage seems to himself to have become a new being. Hence the savage lives in two worlds, the one commonplace, practical, a world of drudgery, the other sacred, intense, a world into which he escapes at regular intervals, a world in which he is released from the fetters of individuality.

         In Australian religion M. Durkheim finds the essential elements of all religion. For M. Durkheim communion, not worship, is the fundamental sentiment. He goes on to trace the origin of the idea of the soul, the beginnings of sacrifice, asceticism (gain of power through suffering), and the evolution of gods. While he makes the cult, not the myth, the essential of religion, he yet sees in totemism the genesis of scientific explanation, in imitative ceremonies the genesis of the notion of cause (‘like produces like’), and in the magical mana, orenda, or wakanda the germ of the idea of force.

         In his conclusion M. Durkheim permits himself some speculation on the future of religion. The religious side of man’s nature can never disappear:33

         
            ‘Its object is to raise man above himself and to make him lead a life superior to that which he would lead, if he followed only his own individual whims; belief expresses this life in representations; rites organise it and regulate its workings.’ … ‘The believer who has communicated with his God is not merely a man who sees new truths … he is a man who is stronger.’ But there are two attitudes essential to religion. ‘The one is turned toward action, which it demands and regulates; the other is turned toward thought, which it enriches and organises.’ Beyond the bounds of science, which is for ever incomplete, there lies the province for faith ‘when the practical exigencies and the vital necessities which we feel without distinctly conceiving them push thought in advance.’ At present we are going through a stage of transition, of moral mediocrity. But ‘a day will come when our societies will know again those hours of creative effervescence, in the course of which new ideas arise and new formulas are found which serve for a while as a guide to humanity.’

         

         There is a suggestion of Bergsonism in these last words, although M. Durkheim is not in accord with the detailed views of Bergson. It is impossible in a short review to offer much criticism of a book so important and so well filled with original ideas; it is enough if the reviewer can provoke interest in what is perhaps the most significant, and is one of the most fascinating, of books on the subject of religion which have been published during the present century.

         Bergson

         
            Review of A Study in the Philosophy of Bergson by G. W. Cunningham (1916).

            Westminster Gazette, 48 (29 Sept. 1916), 3. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C28a.

         

         It is evidence of the fecundity of Bergson’s thought that, while almost all other professional philosophers are in very marked disagreement with him, very few agree among themselves as to what is fundamentally wrong. And most of Bergson’s opponents have found occasion, at some point or other, to admit that they are under obligation to him. An estimate of Bergson must be an estimate of his effect upon his adversaries. With all respect to such excellent books as Dr Wildon Carr’s, therefore, we may say that Professor Cunningham’s Study in the Philosophy of Bergson is interesting just because it is not a commentary, but an examination of Bergson’s leading ideas from the point of view of a modified Hegelianism.

         34The book is not, however, a polemic. Mr Cunningham succeeds with admirable tact in steering a course between adulation and disparagement. The author belongs to a very different school of thought, and urges his own views, but with entire absence of contentiousness. His criticism of Bergson’s equivocations and contradictions is wholly fair-minded. And he has confined himself, with admirable concision, to what are Bergson’s fundamental problems: the relation of intellect and intuition, and the problems of finalism and duration. The defect of the book is that inevitable to any systematic examination of Bergson’s philosophy: it extracts what may be fitted into the outline of another system, and neglects the many pregnant aperçus which make the reading of Bergson a delight. But it is instructive to notice to what extent two very different philosophies can be reduced to a common language, when a sympathetic Hegelian approaches the thought of Bergson. When one holds, as does Mr Cunningham, that ‘thought is a process of interpretation whereby experience is unified and organised. It is the life of mind which finds expression in conscious experience as a totality – one needs great patience and sympathy to discover anything of value in Bergsonism. Complete understanding is, perhaps, impossible, but the result is all the more interesting.

         Mr Cunningham, in his introduction, has some excellent observations on the study of the history of philosophy, which are peculiarly pertinent to Bergson. ‘I fancy,’ he says, that

         
            it would be rather difficult to point out any current philosophical problem which was not in some genuine sense a problem for Plato and Aristotle. Certainly it is true that when we pass Descartes we find ourselves in direct contact with thinkers whose problems are identical with ours; in fact, it was largely they who created our problems for us.

         

         No philosopher seems to suffer more from neglect of previous philosophers than does Bergson. If, as Bergson says, consciousness is directed towards the past, then Bergson is the most unconscious of philosophers. He shows no sign (as Mr Cunningham observes) of having studied Hegel. He has at least failed to appreciate Plato and Aristotle. This, besides having to endure the accusation of scientists that he knows nothing of modern mathematics! He insists, in his brief comment of Greek philosophy (in Creative Evolution), that ‘a solid framework remains, and this framework marks out the main lines of a metaphysic which is, we believe, the natural metaphysic of the human intellect.’ Again, with Spinoza and Leibniz, ‘if we leave out of the two doctrines what breathes life into them, … we have before us the very picture of 35Platonism and Aristotelian mechanism.’ Hence Bergson presents his philosophy as something foreshadowed only by occasional intuitions of his predecessors.

         Mr Cunningham devotes considerable attention to the confusion, or rather the two different views, to be found in Bergson’s use of the terms ‘intellect’ and ‘intelligence’:

         
            According to one view of intelligence which Bergson holds its (i.e., intellect’s) fundamental function, indeed its only function, is to deal with the static and the dead, in a word, with matter: when it attempts to seize the mobile and the vital it needs must arrest this mobility and duration and so misses their real nature. This conception of intelligence is the one which first catches the attention of the student of the new philosophy, because it is the conception which the author explicitly holds and continually emphasises.

         

         The ideal of all science, according to M. Bergson, is mathematics, and mathematics, it will be remembered, is essentially spatial, deals only with the reversible or with what can be repeated, is incapable of handling novelty and spontaneity. Upon the other view of intellect, which is frequently overlooked, Bergson

         
            conceives of the relation between intelligence and intuition not as an antagonism, but rather as that of subsumption; intuition involves intellectual activity and transcends it, if at all, only as a more comprehensive and concrete form of the same sort of knowledge. From this point of view, ‘there is no essential difference between the intellect and this intuition itself.’

         

         This difficulty in Bergson’s statements has never been better put.

         [Conscience and Christ by Hastings Rashdall]

         
            Review of Conscience and Christ: Six Lectures on Christian Ethics by Hastings Rashdall (1916).

            IJE, 27. 1 (Oct. 1916), 111–12. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England.’ Gallup C29.

         

         There is no one better qualified than Canon Rashdall for the task which he has set himself. What is the relation of conscience to authority? When must conscience appeal to the teaching of Jesus for justification, and how far is the teaching of Jesus justified by appeal to conscience? Dr Rashdall is distinguished both as a Christian and as a moral philosopher. In this 36volume of lectures (delivered at Oberlin College in 1914) he succeeds in arbitrating between the claims of theology and ethics, not without exacting considerable sacrifices from both sides.

         The reader who is interested in the technical defences of Dr Rashdall’s theory of conscience will already be familiar with them. It is enough to say that he believes in ‘the existence and validity of an objective morality’ and in a power in us of ‘distinguishing between right and wrong’. And moral judgements come from the intellectual part of our nature. It is to such a conscience that Jesus addresses himself. Now it follows almost inevitably, if one holds a theory of conscience similar to Dr Rashdall’s, that conscience will consist in the usual structure of prejudices of the enlightened middle classes. To this middle-class conscience the teaching of Jesus is gradually [112] assimilated. In the second lecture Dr Rashdall disposes of eschatology. He is anxious to show that the moral teaching of Jesus can be valued quite independently of eschatological considerations, though his argument is diverted by his desire to deal a death blow to modernist pessimism in passing. He admits that Jesus sometimes emphasised ‘the unimportance of worldly goods … to an extent which would require some correction before it could be literally applied to the case of those who do not believe that the world is just coming to an end’ (p. 63).

         Dr Rashdall pursues his reconciliation through the rest of the book. Thus we learn that Christ was not ascetic, that he did not consider celibacy superior to marriage, that monasticism was not improbably an imitation of paganism, that Christ was not a socialist, and did not disapprove of private property (Lecture IV). All that is anarchic, or unsafe or disconcerting in what Jesus said and did is either denied, or boiled away by the ‘principle of development’ (Lecture IV).

         When we come to the interesting lecture on ‘Christian Ethics and Other Systems’ we find Dr Rashdall taking up a position hardly different from Unitarianism. But Dr Rashdall has an argument of his own. He proceeds, I believe, first to assimilate Christ’s teaching to his own morality, then makes Christ the representative of this morality, then leads us to concede that Jesus will be best followed ‘in a society which admits his unique position’ (p. 277). For Canon Rashdall the following of Christ is ‘made easier’ by thinking of him ‘as the being in whom that union of God and man after which all ethical religion aspires is most fully accomplished’. Certain saints found the following of Christ very hard, but modern methods have facilitated everything. Yet I am not sure, after reading modern theology, that the pale Galilean has conquered.37

         [Group Theories of Religion and the Individual by Clement C. J. Webb]

         
            Review of Group Theories of Religion and the Individual by Clement C. J. Webb (1916). IJE, 27. 1 (Oct. 1916), 115–17. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England.’ Gallup C30.

            For Eliot’s previous review of this book, see Gallup C27a, above, pp. 29–30.

         

         In 1914 Mr Clement Webb delivered a course of lectures at Oxford on certain sociological theories of religion. In their present form they are still lectures. They contain a most interesting commentary for anyone who is reading the works of Durkheim and Lévy-Bruhl; and they constitute a very able polemic. There was needed just such an attack upon the theories of these men from just such an antagonist as Mr Webb. It is as a polemic that the book must be read; not as an exposition or a detailed criticism. On the one side we should have ranged all the varieties of contemporary thought represented by Bergson, Sorel, and in philosophy of religion Durkheim, Lévy-Bruhl, Cornford, Harrison; on the other, the Oxford tradition headed by Mr Webb. Mr Webb’s assault is forceful, but rather scattered. He turns too suddenly from criticism of special theories to criticism of general tendency, and from criticism of M. Lévy-Bruhl to criticism of M. Durkheim, who does not hold quite the same views. And sometimes where he has felt an antipathy he has failed to elaborate a refutation; so that one is left in doubt as to whether he has quite understood M. Durkheim’s point of view.

         When we examine Mr Webb’s objections one by one, we find that they may be summed up in two classes: one religious, the other philosophical. He objects on religious grounds, because he believes that the tendency of the group theory is to reduce all religion to illusion, to ‘objectifications of feeling’. He objects on philosophical grounds, because the theory of the ‘social origin of the categories’ seems to invalidate all human knowledge. These two classes of objection should be kept quite distinct. A theory is hardly likely to be thoroughly positivist [116] and pragmatist at the same time. So that one is led to a restatement of the positions of both the two sociologists in question.

         First M. Lévy-Bruhl. In his book on Les fonctions mentales dans les sociétés inférieures this author distinguishes sharply between a prelogical and a logical mentality. The former is that of the Bororo of Brazil who has a parrot for his totem. Now, according to M. Lévy-Bruhl, this is not merely the adoption of parrot as an heraldic emblem, nor a merely mythological kinship or participation in qualities; nor is the savage deluded into thinking that he is a parrot. In practical life, the Bororo never confuses himself with a parrot, nor is he so sophisticated 38as to think that black is white. But he is capable of a state of mind into which we cannot put ourselves, in which he is a parrot, while being at the same time a man. In other words, the mystical mentality, though at a low level, plays a much greater part in the daily life of the savage than in that of the civilised man. M. Lévy-Bruhl goes on to insist quite rightly upon a side of the primitive mind which has been neglected by older anthropologists, such as Frazer, and produces a theory which has much in common with the analyses of mythology recently made by disciples of Freud. It is true that he exaggerates the difference between the mind of the savage and the mind of the civilised man, and that, as Mr Webb points out, his contrast between ‘contradiction’ and ‘participation’ is misleading. But it is also true that the growth of the scientific spirit has been unfavourable to mysticism, and that mysticism has had an obscurantist effect in science. The contrast is a sound one. Lévy-Bruhl maintains that a sharp differentiation of function is necessary, without abandoning either of two essential attitudes of the human mind. This is the ‘empiricism’ to which Mr Webb objects. His objection is, at bottom, the objection of the theologian – neither mystic nor scientist. It is the struggle between the theologian and the mystic, rather than that between the believer in religion and the scientist, which is here represented.

         When Mr Webb turns to deal with Durkheim, he confuses genuine issues with misinterpretation. He is at his best in picking to pieces M. Durkheim’s ‘definition’ of religion. People who are tempted to define religion should read Chapter III. In criticising the theory of ‘collective representations’ he is not so felicitous. Not that there is not much to be said against this theory. M. Durkheim talks far too much about [117] ‘society’; everything is ascribed to its influence. And Mr Webb has our sympathy in his stand for the rights of ‘individual’ religion, though we may not sympathise with his demand for the personality of God or with his demand for individual immortality. But his statement that ‘for sociologists religion, because it is a “collective representation”, misrepresents the world’ is quite unfair to the author in question. According to Durkheim (in the conclusion to his Elementary Forms of the Religious Life) science is no more ‘individual’ than religion. Its faith does not differ essentially from religious faith (p. 458, English trans.). ‘In all social life, in fact, science rests upon opinion.’ The function of religion is to help us to live and act, the believer is stronger than the unbeliever. The view of both religion and science is pragmatic. We wish that Mr Webb had attacked on this issue. Whoever wishes to understand just what the issue is should read Mr Webb’s last two chapters, then M. Durkheim’s last chapter. Then he ought to realise that the struggle of ‘liberal’ against ‘orthodox’ faith is out of date. The present conflict is far more momentous than that.39

         [Religion and Science by J. T. Merz]

         
            Review, signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England’, of Religion and Science: A Philosophical Essay by John Theodore Merz was publ. in IJE, 27. 1 (Oct. 1916), 125–6: Gallup C31. Revised in Monist, 28 (Apr. 1918), 319–20 (Gallup [C62a]). See below, pp. 166–8, in the present edition.

         

         [The Ultimate Belief by A. Clutton-Brock]

         
            Review of The Ultimate Belief by A. Clutton-Brock (1916).

            IJE, 27. 1 (Oct. 1916), 127. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England.’ Gallup C32.

         

         ‘Our whole society suffers from a lack of values.’ This is Mr Clutton-Brock’s thesis. The strength of German society is based upon a definite system of values. ‘The German boy is given a reason why he should be good and why he should love knowledge. He is told that he must do everything to increase the glory and power of Germany. That is bad philosophy, but it is philosophy’ (p. 11). The book is therefore a plea for a system of values which shall be superior to the German – and for a system of education based upon these values.

         Mr Clutton-Brock is a student of Croce, but his philosophical apparatus is unpretentious. The merit of the book does not lie in an original theory of value, but in acute comments upon education. Boys should be taught to respect the values of truth, beauty and goodness for their own sake. They often admire wrong-doing because it appears disinterested. ‘If they are not taught to do what is right for its own sake, they make their escape by doing what is wrong for its own sake’ (p. 47). They should be so disciplined as to separate goodness from a code of rewards and punishments. ‘The appeal to self-interest (i.e. in reward and punishment) should not be confused with an appeal to the moral sense.’ Similarly, boys should not merely be taught habits of veracity, they should be taught intellectual honesty – the love of truth for its own sake. They should learn why knowledge is valuable, apart from purely practical success, the pursuit of which may fail to excite the more independent. And the third, the aesthetic activity, is no less important. For the boy whose childhood has been empty of beauty, the boy who has never learned the detached curiosity for beauty, the sexual instinct when it is aroused may mean the only possible escape from a prosaic world. Hence a danger which may be followed by a still greater disaster, the passage from a period of 40violent excitement into a maturity of commonplace. We must learn to love always, to exercise those disinterested passions of the spirit which are inexhaustible and permanently satisfying.

         The philosophical foundation of the book is adequate to its purpose. Its tone is modest; its thought is not daring, but its commonsense is sound.

         [Philosophy & War by Émile Boutroux]

         
            Review of Philosophy & War by Émile Boutroux, translated by Fred Rothwell (1916).

            IJE, 27. 1 (Oct. 1916), 128. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot. | London, England.’ Gallup C33.

         

         There are a few critical reflections upon German philosophy which should have been made long ago. Without the war, they might not have attracted so large an audience, but one regrets that Professor Boutroux buried them in a volume of commonplace patriotism. In his attacks upon everything else that is German M. Boutroux is merely the average French (or English) university official; but in all that he says about philosophy he is the honnête homme qui ne se pique de rien. Consequently, his chapters headed ‘German Science’ and ‘The Evolution of German Thought’ are much the best. He deprecates, quite rightly, the lack of humanism in German scholarship. ‘German science makes a religion of competence’ (p. 5). Its aim is specialisation, laborious precision of detail, research jobbed out among a swarm of students – and nowhere the synthesis of a controlling mind. The true scientists will ‘think as men, while working as specialists’. They will respect the word of Descartes (and of Boileau as well): le bon sens. Good sense is the link connecting thought with reality.

         In both philosophy and science, the Germans have proved themselves incapable of observing the limitations of good sense. In philosophy, they fly either to intellectualism (as Hegel), or to radical voluntarism (as Fichte), or to a union of these two doctrines (p. 86). The pure intellect, dedicated to abstractions, becomes sophistical and immoral; the pure will ‘takes itself as an end, and wills simply in order to will’. Such is the fatality of monism. In the philosophy of Aristotle, on the other hand, we find a god who is intelligence and goodness, apart from whom is material force which he permeates with desire and thought (p. 29).

         It is a pity that M. Boutroux did not amplify this comparison of German philosophy with Greek philosophy and the Greek spirit. All that he says upon this subject is admirable. His condemnation of German politics, German warfare, the German nation, suffers from his application of his philosophical conclusions without further contact with evidence. And 41he comes very near to glorifying war for its own sake (pp. 139, 151). His chapters on this war, and on the virtues of his nation, reveal all the conventional attitudes.

         The Development of Leibniz’s Monadism

         
            ‘The Development of Leibniz’s Monadism’ was publ. in Monist, 26. 4 (Oct. 1916), [534]–56: Gallup C34. Revised, by the addition of translations, in Knowledge and Experience in the Philosophy of F. H. Bradley (1964), 177–97. See Vol. 4, pp. 680–96, in the present edition.

         

         Leibniz’s Monads and Bradley’s Finite Centres

         
            ‘Leibniz’s Monads and Bradley’s Finite Centres’ was publ. in Monist, 26. 4 (Oct. 1916), [566]–76: Gallup C35. Revised, by the addition of translations, in Knowledge and Experience in the Philosophy of F. H. Bradley (1964), 198–207. See Vol. 4, pp. 697–704, in the present edition.

         

         Charles Péguy

         
            Review of Avec Charles Péguy, de la Lorraine à la Marne (août-septembre, 1914) by Victor Boudon. Preface by Maurice Barrès (1916).

            NS, 8. 183 (7 Oct. 1916), 19–20. Unsigned. Gallup C35a.

         

         Charles Péguy, the French poet and publicist, was one of the most illustrious of the dead who have fallen in this war. In an article published in these columns some months since[,] M. Pierre Chavannes explained how great was the hold that this sociable, yet in a manner solitary, Catholic Democrat had over the best youth of France; and we need not describe his career again here. But it was not until his death that the full significance of Péguy and his life was realised, that he was seen as a national, a symbolical figure, the incarnation of the rejuvenated French spirit. In this country he was not well known, though a few of the younger writers read and admired him. A literature is now collecting around his legend. André Suarès’ book on Péguy is known. It is also known that a 42German review devoted an issue to Péguy. But perhaps there is a special significance in M. Boudon’s book. It is a book of reminiscences of a man who had already, somehow, become a popular personality, important to people who know about him but have no estimate of Péguy as a writer. M. Boudon had at one time been secretary to Francis de Pressensé in the Ligue des Droits de l’Homme. But he is not a man of letters. He writes to Barrès: ‘I knew that Péguy edited the Cahiers de la Quinzaine. I had read a few of their pamphlets, at the time of the Affaire, but nothing since then.’ Péguy was merely his officer. ‘He was my lieutenant. We had hardly exchanged words. And then our acquaintance was so brief, so overwhelmed with fatigue and events! I did indeed promise myself, given the chance, that I would question him and listen to him!’ [20] His memoir gives merely impressions upon the retina of a private soldier, a retina across which passes, at the end of every few pages, merely a small dusty figure, a lieutenant with eyeglasses. M. Barrès reflects that M. Boudon nevertheless knew a Péguy ‘truer, finer, more eternal than the one with whom we had to do, and his testimony presents us with the Charles Péguy of eternity’.

         Who is this Péguy of eternity? In M. Boudon’s simple account we meet ‘a small officer in a black cape, with a military bearing, an energetic face, a blond beard, a sly look behind his glasses and a subtle smile’. This small officer turns up no more often than a small officer should do, hardly more often than his captain, Captain Guérin. He is called le pion by his men, is very popular, shows himself very active and efficient; knows how to keep discipline with bonhomie, understands his men, jokes with them; from one of them, M. Boudon himself, he begs an apple: a model little officer. Towards the end of the book he becomes dustier, but the eyeglasses remain, the activity, the encouragement; the enthusiasm becomes rage; a man of forty years, but ripe, as he had said of Bernard-Lazare, for death at forty years. We see him in the retreat. Finally, when a stand is made, when the German troops are folded back towards Neufmontiers and Chaucouin, when the French take the offensive, Péguy appears again, standing up, binoculars in hand, directing the fire of his men. At Villeroy, near Meaux, about 25 kilos. from Paris, he was killed; death was supposed to have been instantaneous – a bullet through the head.

         This may not give the impression of an unusually interesting book; nor of a figure for eternity; but merely of an officer like another. But the book is more than interesting, it is impressive. It is like the account of the death of a friend. It is the more impressive because it contains no ‘appreciation’ of Jeanne d’Arc (Péguy’s Saint); no estimate of Péguy’s social and political influence, of his ‘contribution’, his originality, his 43tendency; no reference to any of these things which can and will be disputed. Nothing very unusual about his behaviour; nothing to remark except that it was what one would have expected of Péguy. Nothing to remark about the letters but that they are what we should have expected of Péguy; we are glad to have them.

         The book is the confirmation of the man. Of other French men of letters who have died in the war one only regrets that their careers were cut short; but Péguy’s value is not that of a man of letters. In the world of letters Rémy de Gourmont’s death is perhaps more notable. But it is not so important. Péguy was the only man of letters whose death was as important as his life. His work hardly demands, perhaps would not bear, close analysis. There may be passages in his verse which are pure poetry; there are certainly passages in his prose which are of the best prose; there is a criticism of Polyeucte which is perhaps the best thing on Polyeucte ever written. There is not a great deal, certainly, of the finest verse; and his prose is not marked, as a rule, by excess of subtlety. One would hardly call him a ‘thinker’. His style even is questionable. It is not a style to think in; it is too emphatic, too insistent. His sentences a dozen pages long convey an emotion, but thought is submerged. But two things are certain: His style is not decadent. And it is a style with an entrain which compels one to lock step, which invites one to imitate the trick which is not really a ‘trick’. And one writes of Péguy, not a critique, but an oraison funèbre.

         For there have been finer poets, more subtle thinkers, than Péguy. But there was no one who had just what Péguy had. Emphatically, he was not fumiste. There is not a trace of affectation about him. And in Paris which had seen the termination of an epoch, which had seen Renan, which knew de Gourmont and Anatole France, which was surfeited with criticism, Paris given up to radical and reactionary movements which were largely movements for the sake of moving, Péguy represented something which was real and solid. He stood for a real re-creation, a return to the sources, the peasant soil, which was not obscurantist; a peasant genius educated but unspoilt. Péguy is a witness to the eternal fertility of the French soil; in the best sense, a man of the people, as de Joinville and du Bellay were of the French people; of the people of Paris as well, not a mere provincial. He was not primarily a writer of this or that review, redactor of this or that journal. He was a man of the people – more than Hugo, of whom he wrote so well. Péguy on the Marne is an essential part of this Péguy.44

         Mr Lee Masters

         
            Review of Songs and Satires by Edgar Lee Masters (1916).

            MG, 906 (9 Oct. 1916), 3. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C35b.

         

         Everyone has read and admired the Spoon River Anthology; almost no one can say precisely what he thinks of it. The present volume ought to clear up some of these hesitations. Very little of it is quite in the Spoon River vein, and much of it is in quite conventional vein. Whether the ballads of Launcelot were written before or after Spoon River is really a matter of indifference; the fact that Mr Masters has published them now is evidence of a certain sincerity; he is not trying to force or exploit his style, nor to advertise his idiosyncrasies à tout propos. Some of the verse in this volume is as good as Spoon River, and the book as a whole offers hints toward a criticism of Mr Masters’s hitherto baffling talent.

         It is clear that Mr Masters needs to set himself one particular problem in order to bring his gifts to focus. This problem is not necessarily the epitaph. But he must have a personage, and this personage must be detached from himself in order to give his peculiar meditative irony its opportunity: it must not appear as an element in a supposed autobiographic situation, or the incisive comment tends to dissolve in sentiment. Mr Masters sometimes fails in a situation (‘Arabel’) because he does not fix before you the contact and cross-contact of souls, the breath and scent of the room. His mind is reflective, not evocative; the Spoon River epigraphy is terse rather than concentrated. In descriptive passages –

         
            
               
                  The windows are begrimed with dust and beer.

                  A child half-clothed, with legs as thin as spindles,

                  Carries a basket with some bits of coal …

               

            

         

         – we have a vision from the moral emotions, not an immediate application of all the senses. But there is one long poem in the book which fulfils Mr Masters’s necessary conditions. It is about the American agitator Bryan. We should cherish any volume of Mr Masters which contained another study as good as this.

         
            
               
                  Supposing you were giving a lecture on the Constitution

                  And you got mixed on your dates

                  And the audience rotten-egged you….

                  But suppose you could just change your clothes

                  And lecture to the same audience

                  On the religious nature of Washington

                  45And be applauded and make money –

                  You’d do it, wouldn’t you?

               

            

         

         Bryan had been advised –

         
            
               
                  You’d better go back to Lincoln and study

                  Science, history, philosophy.

                  And read Flaubert’s Madame something-or-other,

                  And quit this village religious stuff.

                  You’re head of the party before you are ready,

                  And a leader should lead with thought.

               

            

         

         It is the best criticism of Bryan that has ever been written.

         Giordano Bruno

         
            Review of Giordano Bruno: His Life, Thought, and Martyrdom by William Boulting (1914).

            NS, 8. 185 (21 Oct. 1916), 68. Unsigned. Gallup C36.

         

         Giordano Bruno is the Benvenuto Cellini of philosophy. The comparison may seem far-fetched, in view of the sanctity with which martyrdom has invested Bruno’s name, but a study of Mr Boulting’s biography gives it some justification. Bruno’s life is more interesting than his work is important. A violent, somewhat undisciplined temperament, a life of varied wandering, a spectacular death, and a series of romantically attractive writings provide excellent material – of which Mr Boulting has made the most. Bruno’s philosophy was not very clearly thought out, and its permanent value is slight, but the personality and career of the man are of enduring interest.

         Bruno’s wanderings are traced in full detail. He was born at Nola, near Naples, in 1548. From Naples to Genoa he drifted, from Genoa to Geneva, from Geneva to Toulouse and Paris, from Paris to England, from England to Germany, and back to Italy to face the Inquisition. Everywhere in his writings he leaves fragments of his life. Some of his most entertaining reminiscences are of Oxford and London. It was in 1583 that he crossed from Calais, and he went directly to Oxford, announcing himself by superb self-advertisement. Of Oxford his impression was not favourable. He had come to a citadel of Aristotelianism to carry on his war against Aristotle, and the dons were not well pleased. The irascible Italian writes that the fellows and tutors ‘knew much more about beer than about Greek’. He says further: ‘The happy country is ruled by a constellation 46of pedants.’ His anti-Aristotelian lectures were suppressed. Returning to London, Bruno took shelter with the French Ambassador. He was not a man to make friends; he despised the English and refused to learn their language; and his overpowering conceit was quick to take offence. ‘England boasts a common people,’ he wrote, ‘which will yield to no other in disrespect, outlandishness, boorishness, and bad bringing-up.’ In the Ash Wednesday Supper, a refutation of Aristotle’s Physics, Bruno introduces some amusing bits of autobiography, which Mr Boulting does not scamp. Bruno starts out one evening with John Florio (the translator of Montaigne) for the house of Fulke Greville. They proceed by water.

         
            Yelling ‘Oars!’ we wasted as much time as it would have taken to go by land and do a trifle of business on the way. At length two boatmen answered from afar and slowly, slowly drew in. After much question and reply as to whence, where, why, how and when, they brought the prow to the foot of the stairs.

         

         These boatmen, like some more modern carriers, refuse to go beyond their station; the voyagers scramble ashore, attempt to make their way in the dark, get covered with London mud, are hustled by street roughs at Charing Cross, and arrive at Greville’s house to find the company at supper. We do not know whether Sir Philip Sidney was there, but he might have been. In the Italianate court of Elizabeth, Bruno was well received; after he had removed to Germany he thought more kindly of England, and went so far as to praise the climate; but his philosophy made very little impression.

         The book is learned and painstakingly exact. It is weakest in its account of Bruno’s philosophy; as the method is strictly chronological, there is no systematic exposition, and the author extols rather than expounds. Mr Boulting is undoubtedly right in asserting that Bruno contributed nothing to Leibniz, but his statement that the Monadology is ‘far more patently and extravagantly unsound’ than Bruno’s theory of monads is certainly to be deprecated. And we read (p. 26) that Bruno ‘was instructed in the mathematics of his time’, while on p. 235 we are told that Bruno ‘was by no means abreast of the mathematics of his day’. Nevertheless, this is, on the whole, the best book on Bruno in English; the philosopher should find it useful for reference, and everyone should find it a fascinating picture of sixteenth-century society and a sixteenth-century humanist.47

         Classics in English

         
            Review of The Poets’ Translation Series I–VI (1915, 1916). 

            Poetry, 9. 2 (Nov. 1916), 101–4. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot ’. Gallup C37.

         

         The translators of this series have an opportunity which most of them have neglected. H. D. is the exception.

         Gilbert Murray has struck at Greek scholarship and done no good to English verse. Euripides for the working-man, at a shilling the play, in the style of fifty years ago – an ideal of socialism and popular education – Greek without tears. The only result can be still greater neglect of Greek in our schools. Why study Greek when an adequate translation can always be had, cheap and easy scholarship for the busy man? There are translations for the scholar – the splendid Oxford Aristotle – but these do not pretend to be literature. And what is scholarship is an introduction and commentary for the original, what is literature is enrichment of [102] English by contact with Greek, a criticism of one language by another, a fertilisation. But there is no substitute, no adequate translation.

         Some of these translators have fallen into the abyss of Murray. Mr Aldington’s Anyte is good, but hardly ever steps aside from the path of Mackail. There is no use in merely multiplying translations of Greek epigrams which after all belong rather to the art of epigraphy than to literature. The Greeks, like the Italians, put intelligence upon monuments. If our tombstone artists could study Greek – but this is a divagation.

         H. D. is a poet. She has at least avoided the traditional jargon prescribed for translators: she has turned Euripides into English verse which can be taken seriously, verse of our own time, as modern as was Swinburne’s when it appeared. Her verse is a perversion of the opposite extreme. Swinburne is too fluid, H. D. too abrupt. The participle becomes an indicative; most of the ‘I saw’ and ‘I heard’ drop out; the chorus becomes an independent poem. Her type of verse makes her task the more difficult. It relies upon a succession of images; and the images of the Greek tragedian were made up of stock phrases rearranged. Thus she is compelled sometimes to lose contact with the original in avoiding clichés:

         
            
               
                  A flash –

                  Achilles passed along the beach …

                  Achilles had strapped the wind

                  About his ankles …

               

            

         

         Euripides says only that the women saw Achilles swift-running, swift as the wind. It would be impossible to find [103] equivalents for swift as the wind and swift-running and escape redundancy. This sort 48of improvement is permissible, but only marks time: it does not enrich English from Greek. And in a few cases, where Euripides’ style is merely bald, the alteration is not an improvement. ‘I keep the memory of the assembled army’ becomes ‘My mind is graven with ships’ with obvious loss of dignity. And in the translation –

         
            
               
                  There is no power but in base men

                  Nor any man whom the gods do not hate –

               

            

         

         the meaning is completely perverted; Euripides has made the characteristic remark, that men should not strive to be illustrious (in ‘virtue’ in the Greek sense) lest they bring down on themselves the invidia of the gods. Again,

         
            
               
                  Each man is marked for his toil,

                  Much labour is his fate,

                  Nor is there any new hurt

                  That may be added to the race:

               

            

         

         is not only a similar mistranslation, but fails to rise quite to what is the emotional crisis of the play.

         Still, it is a great deal to have translations that one can read, translations into the language of contemporary verse, even if H. D.’s monotonously short lines with excess of stops and defect of connectives are sometimes tiring to eye and ear. And often she does succeed in bringing something out of the Greek language to the English, in an immediate contact which gives life to both, the contact which makes it possible for the modern language perpetually to draw sustenance from the dead:

         
            
               
                  May no child of mine,

                  Nor any child of my child,

                  [104] Ever fashion such a tale

                  As the Phrygians shall murmur

                  As they stoop at their distaffs

                  Whispering with Lydia’s

                  Splendid with weight of gold …

               

            

         

         The translations of Sappho and Leonidas do not deserve mention. Some of the Latin poetry of the Renaissance which Mr Aldington gives us is translated for the first time, and some may be found in Mr Pound’s Spirit of Romance. Mr Flint has done a service in translating the Mosella, but is not a ‘boat propelled with oars’ the same thing as a row-boat?49

         [With Americans of Past and Present Days by J. J. Jusserand]

         
            Review of With Americans of Past and Present Days by J. J. Jusserand (1916).

            NS, 8. 188 (11 Nov. 1916), 141. Unsigned. Gallup C37a.

         

         For thirteen years M. Jusserand has been French Ambassador in Washington. His Literary History of the English People is well known in England, and the present volume of scattered essays also deserves recognition here. Three papers deal with the rôle of the French contingent in the War of Independence; the rest are addresses delivered in America on Lincoln, on Franklin, on H. H. Furness (the Shakespearean scholar), and one on the prospect of universal peace.

         The first three essays contain interesting material from unpublished documents, letters and journals of some of Rochambeau’s aides. Few Americans, and perhaps fewer English, appreciate the chivalry of the French enthusiasts for freedom who took part in the American Revolution. M. Jusserand points out that France was at the time distinctly Anglomaniac, and that the spirit which led a French army to America was not hatred of England, but a passion for a political ideal: as expressed by Turgot, ‘an experiment of the utmost importance is about to begin, and should succeed’. Even by Washington himself the disinterestedness of the French was not at once accepted without suspicion, and under the influence of old English prejudice many leading Americans were opposed to a French alliance.

         The last chapter in the book, ‘From War to Peace’, was delivered in 1910 before the American Society for the Judicial Settlement of International Disputes, and has received no alteration in the light of recent events. M. Jusserand looks forward to a time when public opinion will render impossible even those grounds for waging war (to defend one’s own country, and to drive out of one’s friends’ land the enemies that have invaded it) for which Sir Thomas More declared armament to be necessary.50

         [The Reef of Stars by H. de Vere Stacpoole]

         
            Review of The Reef of Stars: A Romance of the Tropics by H. de Vere Stacpoole (1916).

            Saturday Westminster Gazette, 48 (9 Dec. 1916), 20. Unsigned. Not in Gallup but would be C37b.

         

         Whose was the huge misshapen hand, apparently encased in a woollen glove, which rose suddenly out of the hatchway? No matter how seasoned the reader may be in treasure-hunting, he will experience several new shudders from Mr H. de Vere Stacpoole’s new novel. There are all of the usual stage properties, and some original ones too. The story opens on the beach at Sydney, and conducts us up a New Guinea river. There the heroine is discovered in a Dyak village. The description of Macquart, gone mad over the gold which he cannot take away, is extremely well done, and leaves us in a state of complete exhaustion.
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         [Elements of Folk Psychology by Wilhelm Wundt]

         
            Review of Elements of Folk Psychology. Outlines of a Psychological History of the Development of Mankind by Wilhelm Wundt. Authorised translation by Edward Leroy Schaub (1916).

            IJE, 27. 2 ( Jan. 1917), 252–4. Signed ‘T. Stearns Eliot | London, England.’ Gallup C38. Eliot reviewed the book a second time in Monist, 28. 1 (Jan. 1918), 159–60: Gallup C55b.

         

         This book of Wundt’s will probably remain as a classic of its kind. One thinks of Wundt as one of a half-dozen or so of the founders of modern psychology; and this is as much the case in Völkerpsychologie as in individual psychology. But a book which can be thought of dispassionately as a classic almost upon its appearance – the German edition is of 1912 – is already, in a sense, out of date. And Wundt’s book really marks the end, rather than the beginning, of an epoch; his Folk Psychology is too near to philosophy, to the philosophy of history, to be valued apart from Wundt. Undoubtedly he has made great and permanent contributions to the science of language, to the study of myths, and to the study of the primitive mind. But the present volume, in which there is far less detailed examination, but a more synoptic view than in the three-volume work – this book defines the limits of the Folk Psychology much more clearly than did its predecessor.

         It is Wundt’s philosophy of history. When he objects to Hegel’s ‘logical schematism’ imposed upon history, we feel that in some measure he has been compelled to impose a schematism of his own. He defines his purpose as to understand in regard to mankind ‘not merely the genesis of the particular organs (of society) but primarily their co-operation and the correlation of their functions’; and also ‘in addition to the problem of the relations of the separate functions to one another … we must … face also the broader question as [253] to whether or not mental development is at all subject to law’. Wundt divides the stages of culture into four: (1) primitive, including prehistoric man and Bushmen, Negritos and Veddahs; (2) totemic, including two very different groups, the Australians and the Iroquois, and on its indefinite borders the Polynesian; (3) what he calls the ‘age of heroes and gods’, the beginnings of ballad and epic; (4) the ‘development to humanity’, fostered by world empires and world 52religions. It will be observed that this method of division is partly one of stages of culture and partly one of periods of time, which tends to cast suspicion upon its scientific value; and further that the scheme involves a philosophic teleology. ‘A philosophy of history,’ Wundt says,

         
            cannot dispense with principles that are in a certain sense external to history itself. Yet the function of such a philosophy would appear to consist in considering historical life from the point of view of the purposes that come to realisation within it, and of the values that are created on the various levels of historical culture. Such a teleology of history … must be preceded by a causal investigation, which begins, here as elsewhere, by entirely ignoring purposes and values…. The direct approach to a philosophy of history which aims, not to acquire a knowledge of reality from a priori concepts but conversely, to derive ideas from reality, is a psychological account of the development of mankind.

         

         But even Hegel would hardly be accused of acquiring ‘a knowledge of reality from a priori concepts’; he pretended to find these concepts in history. And is Wundt’s concept of humanity any less a priori? If the concept is to be of value in folk-psychology it must be heuristic, and so far we fail to see that it has justified itself. What, exactly, are the permanent factors which permit us to regard the ‘development to humanity’ as the thread to string our historical and geographical account of man upon? For Wundt, the conception of humanity appears to be in reality only a way of rounding up the various societies which he discusses. In the earlier sections, we find consideration of the social and religious organisation, marriage, art, music, the development of forms. But we do not find any connected ‘psychological’ account of the development of man. The first part of the work is descriptive anthropology, the last part is philosophy of history. We find nothing of the influence of the sexual instinct, for instance, upon religion and myth. Mysti-[254]cism is not even included in the index. The treatment of primitive art quite neglects its aesthetic value. We cannot here attempt to criticise the particular theories – e.g., the origin of totemism – set forth. But why, among much matter about religious cults, is there so little about religious feelings? It is with the external features of development that Wundt is concerned. We think furthermore that progress in this science will be found in a less ambitious synthesis, and will be closely dependent upon advance in individual psychology, such as that of psycho-analysis.53

         Thomas Stearns Eliot

         
            Harvard College Class of 1910. Third Report (Mar. 1917), 108–9. Gallup C38a. The date of the Catholic Anthology has been corrected from ‘1916’ to ‘1915’.

         

         During 1910–1911 I was studying in Paris. In the autumn of 1911 I returned to Harvard, and spent the next three years in the Graduate School in the department of philosophy. During 1913–1914 I was an assistant in the department. In 1914 I secured an appointment as Sheldon travelling fellow. During the following summer I was in Germany, and the year of 1914–1915 I spent at Merton College, Oxford. Since then I have been teaching, first at High Wycombe, Bucks, and now at Highgate School, London. I have also been engaged in literary work. I have been a contributor to the Catholic Anthology (Elkin Mathews, London, 1915); have written several reviews in the Inter-[109]national Journal of Ethics; have been a contributor to Blast (London, 1915), to Others (New York), and to Poetry (Chicago). Member: The Aristotelian Society, London.

         Reflections on Vers Libre

         
            NS, 8. 204 (3 Mar. 1917), 518–19. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C39. In para. 1 ‘Rashkolnikov’ has been corrected to ‘Raskolnikov’. Repr. in TCTC, 183–9.

         

         Ceux qui possèdent leur vers libre y tiennent: on n’abandonne que le vers libre.

– Duhamel et Vildrac

         
             

         

         A lady, renowned in her small circle for the accuracy of her stop-press information of literature, complains to me of a growing pococurantism. ‘Since the Russians came in I can read nothing else. I have finished Dostoevski, and I do not know what to do.’ I suggested that the great Russian was an admirer of Dickens, and that she also might find that author readable. ‘But Dickens is a sentimentalist; Dostoevski is a realist.’ I reflected on the amours of Sonia and Raskolnikov, but forbore to press the point, and I proposed It Is Never Too Late To Mend. ‘But one cannot read the Victorians at all!’ While I was extracting the virtues of the proposition that Dostoevski is a Christian, while Charles Reade is merely pious, she added that she could no longer read any verse but vers libre.

         It is assumed that vers libre exists. It is assumed that vers libre is a school; that it consists of certain theories; that its group or groups of 54theorists will either revolutionise or demoralise poetry if their attack upon the iambic pentameter meets with any success. Vers libre does not exist, and it is time that this preposterous fiction followed the élan vital and the eighty thousand Russians into oblivion.

         When a theory of art passes it is usually found that a groat’s worth of art has been bought with a million of advertisement. The theory which sold the wares may be quite false, or it may be confused and incapable of elucidation, or it may never have existed. A mythical revolution will have taken place and produced a few works of art which perhaps would be even better if still less of the revolutionary theories clung to them. In modern society such revolutions are almost inevitable. An artist happens upon a method, perhaps quite unreflectingly, which is new in the sense that it is essentially different from that of the second-rate people about him, and different in everything but essentials from that of any of his great predecessors. The novelty meets with neglect; neglect provokes attack; and attack demands a theory. In an ideal state of society one might imagine the good New growing naturally out of the good Old, without the need for polemic and theory; this would be a society with a living tradition. In a sluggish society, as actual societies are, tradition is ever lapsing into superstition, and the violent stimulus of novelty is required. This is bad for the artist and his school, who may become circumscribed by their theory and narrowed by their polemic; but the artist can always console himself for his errors in his old age by considering that if he had not fought nothing would have been accomplished.

         Vers libre has not even the excuse of a polemic; it is a battle-cry of freedom, and there is no freedom in art. And as the so-called vers libre which is good is anything but ‘free’, it can better be defended under some other label. Particular types of vers libre may be supported on the choice of content, or on the method of handling the content. I am aware that many writers of vers libre have introduced such innovations, and that the novelty of their choice and manipulation of material is confused – if not in their own minds, in the minds of many of their readers – with the novelty of the form. But I am not here concerned with imagism, which is a theory about the use of material; I am only concerned with the theory of the verse-form in which imagism is cast. If vers libre is a genuine verse-form it will have a positive definition. And I can define it only in negatives: (1) absence of pattern, (2) absence of rhyme, (3) absence of metre.

         The third of these qualities is easily disposed of. What sort of a line that would be which would not scan at all I cannot say. Even in the popular American magazines, whose verse columns are now largely given over to vers libre, the lines are usually explicable in terms of prosody. Any line can be divided into feet and accents. The simpler metres are 55a repetition of one combination, perhaps a long and a short, or a short and a long syllable, five times repeated. There is, however, no reason why, within the single line, there should be any repetition; why there should not be lines (as there are) divisible only into feet of different types. How can the grammatical exercise of scansion make a line of this sort more intelligible? Only by isolating elements which occur in other lines, and the sole purpose of doing this is the production of a similar effect elsewhere. But repetition of effect is a question of pattern.

         Scansion tells us very little. It is probable that there is not much to be gained by an elaborate system of prosody, by the erudite complexities of Swinburnian metre. With Swinburne, once the trick is perceived and the scholarship appreciated, the effect is somewhat diminished. When the unexpectedness, due to the unfamiliarity of the metres to English ears, wears off and is understood, one ceases to look for what one does not find in Swinburne; the inexplicable line with the music which can never be recaptured in other words. Swinburne mastered his technique, which is a great deal, but he did not master it to the extent of being able to take liberties with it, which is everything. If anything promising for English poetry is hidden in the metres of Swinburne, it probably lies far beyond the point to which Swinburne has developed them. But the most interesting verse which has yet been written in our language has been done either by taking a very simple form, like the iambic pentameter, and constantly withdrawing from it, or taking no form at all, and constantly approximating to a very simple one. It is this contrast between fixity and flux, this unperceived evasion of monotony, which is the very life of verse.

         I have in mind two passages of contemporary verse which would be called vers libre. Both of them I quote because of their beauty:

         
            
               
                  Once, in finesse of fiddles found I ecstasy,

                  In the flash of gold heels on the hard pavement.

                  Now see I

                  That warmth’s the very stuff of poesy.

                  Oh, God, make small

                  The old star-eaten blanket of the sky,

                  That I may fold it round me and in comfort lie.

               

            

         

         This is a complete poem. The other is part of a much longer poem.

         
            
               
                  There shut up in his castle, Tairiran’s,

                  She who had nor ears nor tongue save in her hands,

                  Gone – ah, gone – untouched, unreachable!

                  She who could never live save through one person,

                  56She who could never speak save to one person,

                  And all the rest of her a shifting change,

                  A broken bundle of mirrors …!

               

            

         

         It is obvious that the charm of these lines could not be, without the constant suggestion and the skilful evasion of iambic pentameter.

         At the beginning of the seventeenth century, and especially in the verse of John Webster, who was in some ways a more cunning technician than Shakespeare, one finds the same constant evasion and recognition of regularity. Webster is much freer than Shakespeare, and that his fault is not negligence is evidenced by the fact that it is often at moments of the highest intensity that his verse acquires this freedom. That there is also carelessness I do not deny, but the irregularity of carelessness can be at once detected from the irregularity of deliberation. (In The [519] White Devil Brachiano dying, and Cornelia mad, deliberately rupture the bonds of pentameter.)

         
            
               
                  I recover, like a spent taper, for a flash,

                  And instantly go out.

               

               
                  Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle; she died young.

               

               
                  You have cause to love me, I did enter you in my heart

                  Before you would vouchsafe to call for the keys.

               

               
                  This is a vain poetry: but I pray you tell me

                  If there were proposed me, wisdom, riches, and beauty,

                  In three several young men, which should I choose?

               

            

         

         These are not lines of carelessness. The irregularity is further enhanced by the use of short lines and the breaking up of lines in dialogue, which alters the quantities. And there are many lines in the drama of this time which are spoilt by regular accentuation.

         
            
               
                  I loved this woman in spite of my heart.

                  (The Changeling.)

               

               
                  I would have these herbs grow up in his grave.

                  (The White Devil.)

               

               
                  Whether the spirit of greatness or of woman….

                  (The Duchess of Malfi.)

               

            

         

         The general charge of decadence cannot be preferred. Tourneur and Shirley, who I think will be conceded to have touched nearly the bottom of the decline of tragedy, are much more regular than Webster or Middleton. Tourneur will polish off a fair line of iambics even at 57the cost of amputating a preposition from its substantive, and in the Atheist’s Tragedy he has a final ‘of’ in two lines out of five together.

         We may therefore formulate as follows: the ghost of some simple metre should lurk behind the arras in even the ‘freest’ verse; to advance menacingly as we doze, and withdraw as we rouse. Or, freedom is only truly freedom when it appears against the background of an artificial limitation.

         Not to have perceived the simple truth that some artificial limitation is necessary except in moments of the first intensity is, I believe, a capital error of even so distinguished a talent as that of Mr E. L. Masters. The Spoon River Anthology is not material of the first intensity; it is reflective, not immediate; its author is a moralist, rather than an observer. His material is so near to the material of Crabbe that one wonders why he should have used a different form. Crabbe is, on the whole, the more intense of the two; he is keen, direct, and unsparing. His material is prosaic, not in the sense that it would have been better done in prose, but in the sense of requiring a simple and rather rigid verse-form, and this Crabbe has given it. Mr Masters requires a more rigid verse-form than either of the two contemporary poets quoted above, and his epitaphs suffer from the lack of it.

         So much for metre. There is no escape from metre; there is only mastery. But while there obviously is escape from rhyme, the vers librists are by no means the first out of the cave.

         
            
               
                  The boughs of the trees

                  Are twisted

                  By many bafflings;

                  Twisted are

                  The small-leafed boughs.

                  But the shadow of them

                  Is not the shadow of the mast head

                  Nor of the torn sails.

               

               
                  .      .      .      .

               

               
                  When the white dawn first

                  Through the rough fir-planks

                  Of my hut, by the chestnuts,

                  Up at the valley-head,

                  Came breaking, Goddess,

                  I sprang up, I threw round me

                  My dappled fawn-skin….

               

            

         

         Except for the more human touch in the second of these extracts a hasty observer would hardly realise that the first is by a contemporary, and the second by Matthew Arnold.

         58I do not minimise the services of modern poets in exploiting the possibilities of rhymeless verse. They prove the strength of a Movement, the utility of a Theory. What neither Blake nor Arnold could do alone is being done in our time. ‘Blank verse’ is the only accepted rhymeless verse in English – the inevitable iambic pentameter. The English ear is (or was) more sensitive to the music of the verse and less dependent upon the recurrence of identical sounds in this metre than in any other. There is no campaign against rhyme. But it is possible that excessive devotion to rhyme has thickened the modern ear. The rejection of rhyme is not a leap at facility; on the contrary, it imposes a much severer strain upon the language. When the comforting echo of rhyme is removed, success or failure in the choice or words, in the sentence structure, in the order, is at once more apparent. Rhyme removed, the poet is at once held up to the standards of prose. Rhyme removed, much ethereal music leaps up from the word, music which has hitherto chirped unnoticed in the expanse of prose. And rhyme forbidden, many Shagpats were unwigged.

         And this liberation from rhyme might be as well a liberation of rhyme. Freed from its exacting task of supporting lame verse, it could be applied with greater effect where it is most needed. There are often passages in an unrhymed poem where rhyme is wanted for some special effect, for a sudden tightening-up, for a cumulative insistence, or for an abrupt change of mood. But formal rhymed verse will certainly not lose its place. We only need the coming of a Satirist – no man of genius is rarer – to prove that the heroic couplet has lost none of its edge since Dryden and Pope laid it down. As for the sonnet I am not so sure. But the decay of intricate formal patterns has nothing to do with the advent of vers libre. It had set in long before. Only in a closely-knit and homogeneous society, where many men are at work on the same problems, such a society as those which produced the Greek chorus, the Elizabethan lyric, and the Troubadour canzone, will the development of such forms ever be carried to perfection. And as for vers libre, we conclude that it is not defined by absence of pattern or absence of rhyme, for other verse is without these, that it is not defined by non-existence of metre, since even the worst verse can be scanned; and we conclude that the division between Conservative Verse and Vers Libre does not exist, for there is only good verse, bad verse, and chaos.59

         Diderot

         
            Review of Diderot’s Early Philosophical Works, translated and edited by Margaret Jourdain (1916).

            NS, 8. 206 (17 Mar. 1917), 572–3. Unsigned. Gallup C39a.

         

         In all the active and restless eighteenth century perhaps the most restless and active intelligence was that of Diderot. Yet his immortality is hardly more than the echo of a name. To the curious in literature much lesser names are almost as well known: Évremonde, Condillac, Chamfort, Lespinasse. It is not the mere bulk of the man’s work which is forbidding. Voltaire’s fifty or sixty volumes have not crushed him: Candide represents him to the many, and personal attraction draws a few readers to the rest of his writings. But Diderot is not fairly represented by the Neveu de Rameau, and his personality has not that simplicity which attracts all sceptical or destructive minds to Voltaire. The truth is that his personality is not important; that he created no masterpiece in any genre; that his genius was essentially diffuse. Wherever the intellect of the century stirred, Diderot dropped a grain into the ferment; his was one of those minds which provide leading ideas, ideas which prepare an environment, ideas which force the scientist to look in certain directions, which force the artist to develop certain forms. For Biblical criticism, for physiology, for biology, psychology, evolution, for aesthetics and new literary genres, Diderot supplied such ideas. Yet he made no scientific discovery, and he left no literary masterpiece.

         To select ‘philosophic writings’ from Diderot is, therefore, a little difficult. Possibly this is why Miss Jourdain has confined her selections to the early works: she has [573] chosen the Philosophic Thoughts, the Letter on the Blind, and the Letter on the Deaf and Dumb. On any other principle of selection the later Entretien avec la maréchale is an incomparably more brilliant and witty exposition of Diderot’s religious views than the Philosophic Thoughts. But as the ‘Thoughts’ were chosen, it seems a pity that the ‘Supplement’ to them was omitted; however unpleasant to the English reader, it certainly casts some light on Diderot’s attitude in morals. And one regrets also that so competent an editor could not have included the Entretien avec d’Alembert. But Miss Jourdain has done a most useful piece of work in presenting a good translation of three of Diderot’s essays with careful introduction, appendices, and notes. The translation is as good as that of Mrs Tollemache, the apparatus is more adequate, and the selection, though smaller, is more important.

         The two ‘Letters’ are, in substance, rather unsystematic applications of the sensationalistic psychology of the eighteenth century. One observes, 60as in every writer of Diderot’s time, the vast influence of Locke. As an exposition of sensationalism, the letters are inferior to the systematic treatise of Condillac. They contain some acute observations of the behaviour of a blind man and a deaf mute, their means of communication with the world, and their interpretation of this world to themselves. Diderot’s point of view is summed up in the words:

         
            As to me it has always been very clear that the state of our organs and our senses has a great influence on our metaphysics and our morality, and that those ideas which seem purely intellectual are closely dependent on the conformation of our bodies, I put some questions to the blind man about the virtues and vices.

         

         And he finds, on questioning the blind man, that ‘modesty he makes no great account of’.

         Diderot gives himself a wide field. The second essay runs into observations on language, literary criticism, music, the relation of the arts to one another. The first contains a famous refutation, from the lips of the blind man, of the argument from design. He suggests how such a world as ours might have evolved without Divine control, and exclaims:

         
            What is this world but a complex, subject to cycles of change, all of which show a continual tendency to destruction; a rapid succession of beings, which appear one by one, flourish and disappear; a merely transitory appearance of order?

         

         This is not an unknown voice; but it is a voice which was beginning to be heard more loudly in the eighteenth century. It is heard from the promeneur solitaire; it is the voice of emotional scientific naturalism, which cried a century later: O abîme, tu es le dieu unique! Rousseau’s accents were the more emotional, Diderot’s the more scientific; but whoever wishes to understand how the nineteenth century sprang from the eighteenth, must read Diderot as well as Rousseau.

         As to defects in the translation, we have to turn to the original to discover that on page 168 (‘carried the tidings of his death to her husband’) his refers to husband, the French being annonça la mort à son époux.61

         [Union Portraits by Gamaliel Bradford]

         
            Review of Union Portraits by Gamaliel Bradford (1916).

            NS, 9. 211 (21 Apr. 1917), 69. Unsigned. Gallup C39b.

         

         In this volume there are nine portraits of Union leaders in the American Civil War – Sherman, McClellan, Hooker, Meade, Thomas, the generals; Stanton, Seward, Sumner, the Cabinet Ministers; and Bowles, the journalist. Mr Bradford has chosen his material with admirable discretion; the portraits are short, and bring out the important traits most skilfully. In sparing purely biographical or historical matter the author attains a most effective economy, but thereby supposes some familiarity on the part of the reader with the general period. Those two rejected heroes, McClellan and Hooker, receive a slight rehabilitation at his hands, but in the main he treats his models without mercy. They accordingly become more interesting. It is made strikingly evident that these men were not stern, self-controlled Puritans; several men were of most passionate, ungovernable disposition, unashamed in rages and tears; several were men in whom were mixed greatness and vanity, devotion and pusillanimity; and the whole group, in their energy and their mixture of motives, are not unworthy of comparison with figures of the French Revolution.

         One regrets the omission of certain figures – of Phil Sheridan, of Franz Sigel, of some of the ante-bellum abolitionists – or rather one hopes for their inclusion in a later volume. The writing is good, except for a few personal appeals to the reader (‘Hooker did mean things and made false statements. So have you.’) which will jar upon the English ear.

         Eeldrop and Appleplex, I

         
            TLR, 4. 1 (May 1917), 7–11. Subheaded ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C40. In para. 2 the spelling ‘engulphed’ has been retained (allowed by OED), and in para. 4 ‘cafe au lait’ has been corrected to ‘café au lait’.

         

         Eeldrop and Appleplex rented two small rooms in a disreputable part of town. Here they sometimes came at nightfall, here they sometimes slept, and after they had slept, they cooked oatmeal and departed in the morning for destinations unknown to each other. They sometimes slept, more often they talked, or looked out of the window.

         They had chosen the rooms and the neighbourhood with great care. There are evil neighbourhoods of noise and evil neighbourhoods of 62silence, and Eeldrop and Appleplex preferred the latter, as being the more evil. It was a shady street, its windows were heavily curtained; and over it hung the cloud of a respectability which has something to conceal. Yet it had the advantage of more riotous neighbourhoods near by, and Eeldrop and Appleplex commanded from their windows the entrance of a police station across the way. This alone possessed an irresistible appeal in their eyes. From time to time the silence of the street was broken; whenever a malefactor was apprehended, a wave of excitement curled into the street and broke upon the doors of the police station. Then the inhabitants of the street would linger in dressing-gowns, upon their doorsteps: then alien visitors would linger in the street, in caps; long after the centre of misery had been engulphed in his cell. Then Eeldrop and Appleplex would break off their discourse, and rush out to mingle with the mob. Each pursued his own line of enquiry. Appleplex, who had the gift of an extraordinary address with the lower classes of both sexes, questioned the onlookers, and usually extracted full and inconsistent histories: Eeldrop preserved a more passive demeanour, listened to the conversation of the people among themselves, registered in his mind their oaths, their redundance of phrase, their various manners of spitting, and the cries of the victim from the hall of justice [8] within. When the crowd dispersed, Eeldrop and Appleplex returned to their rooms: Appleplex entered the results of his inquiries into large note-books, filed according to the nature of the case, from A (adultery) to Y (yeggmen). Eeldrop smoked reflectively. It may be added that Eeldrop was a sceptic, with a taste for mysticism, and Appleplex a materialist with a leaning toward scepticism; that Eeldrop was learned in theology, and that Appleplex studied the physical and biological sciences.

         There was a common motive which led Eeldrop and Appleplex thus to separate themselves from time to time, from the fields of their daily employments and their ordinarily social activities. Both were endeavouring to escape not the commonplace, respectable or even the domestic, but the too well pigeon-holed, too taken-for-granted, too highly systematised areas, and, – in the language of those whom they sought to avoid – they wished ‘to apprehend the human soul in its concrete individuality’.

         ‘Why,’ said Eeldrop, ‘was that fat Spaniard, who sat at the table with us this evening, and listened to our conversation with occasional curiosity, why was he himself for a moment an object of interest to us? He wore his napkin tucked into his chin, he made unpleasant noises while eating, and while not eating, his way of crumbling bread between fat fingers made me extremely nervous: he wore a waistcoat café au lait, and black boots with brown tops. He was oppressively gross and vulgar; he belonged to a type, he could easily be classified in any town of provincial Spain. Yet under the 63circumstances – when we had been discussing marriage, and he suddenly leaned forward and exclaimed: “I was married once myself” – we were able to detach him from his classification and regard him for a moment as an unique being, a soul, however insignificant, with a history of its own, once for all. It is these moments which we prize, and which alone are revealing. For any vital truth is incapable of being applied to another case: the essen-[9]tial is unique. Perhaps that is why it is so neglected: because it is useless. What we learned about that Spaniard is incapable of being applied to any other Spaniard, or even recalled in words. With the decline of orthodox theology and its admirable theory of the soul, the unique importance of events has vanished. A man is only important as he is classed. Hence there is no tragedy, or no appreciation of tragedy, which is the same thing. We had been talking of young Bistwick, who three months ago married his mother’s housemaid and now is aware of the fact. Who appreciates the truth of the matter? Not the relatives, for they are only moved by affection, by regard for Bistwick’s interests, and chiefly by their collective feeling of family disgrace. Not the generous minded and thoughtful outsider, who regards it merely as evidence for the necessity of divorce law reform. Bistwick is classed among the unhappily married. But what Bistwick feels when he wakes up in the morning, which is the great important fact, no detached outsider conceives. The awful importance of the ruin of a life is overlooked. Men are only allowed to be happy or miserable in classes. In Gopsum Street a man murders his mistress. The important fact is that for the man the act is eternal, and that for the brief space he has to live, he is already dead. He is already in a different world from ours. He has crossed the frontier. The important fact that something is done which can not be undone – a possibility which none of us realise until we face it ourselves. For the man’s neighbours the important fact is what the man killed her with? And at precisely what time? And who found the body? For the “enlightened public” the case is merely evidence for the Drink question, or Unemployment, or some other category of things to be reformed. But the medieval world, insisting on the eternity of punishment, expressed something nearer the truth.’

         ‘What you say,’ replied Appleplex, ‘commands my measured adherence. I should think, in the case of the Spaniard, and in the many other interesting cases which have come under [10] our attention at the door of the police station, what we grasp in that moment of pure observation on which we pride ourselves, is not alien to the principle of classification, but deeper. We could, if we liked, make excellent comment upon the nature of provincial Spaniards, or of destitution (as misery is called by the philanthropists), or on homes for working girls. But such is not our intention. We aim at experience in the particular centres in which alone 64it is evil. We avoid classification. We do not deny it. But when a man is classified something is lost. The majority of mankind live on paper currency: they use terms which are merely good for so much reality, they never see actual coinage.’

         ‘I should go even further than that,’ said Eeldrop. ‘The majority not only have no language to express anything save generalised man; they are for the most part unaware of themselves as anything but generalised men. They are first of all government officials, or pillars of the church, or trade unionists, or poets, or unemployed; this cataloguing is not only satisfactory to other people for practical purposes, it is sufficient to themselves for their “life of the spirit”. Many are not quite real at any moment. When Wolstrip married, I am sure he said to himself: “Now I am consummating the union of two of the best families in Philadelphia.”’

         ‘The question is,’ said Appleplex, ‘what is to be our philosophy. This must be settled at once. Mrs Howexden recommends me to read Bergson. He writes very entertainingly on the structure of the eye of the frog.’

         ‘Not at all,’ interrupted his friend. ‘Our philosophy is quite irrelevant. The essential is, that our philosophy should spring from our point of view and not return upon itself to explain our point of view. A philosophy about intuition is somewhat less likely to be intuitive than any other. We must avoid having a platform.’

         ‘But at least,’ said Appleplex, ‘we are …’

         ‘Individualists. No!! nor anti-intellectualists. These also [11] are labels. The “individualist” is a member of a mob as fully as any other man: and the mob of individualists is the most unpleasing, because it has the least character. Nietzsche was a mob-man, just as Bergson is an intellectualist. We cannot escape the label, but let it be one which carries no distinction, and arouses no self-consciousness. Sufficient that we should find simple labels, and not further exploit them. I am, I confess to you, in private life, a bank-clerk….’

         ‘And should, according to your own view, have a wife, three children, and a vegetable garden in a suburb,’ said Appleplex.

         ‘Such is precisely the case,’ returned Eeldrop, ‘but I had not thought it necessary to mention this biographical detail. As it is Saturday night, I shall return to my suburb. Tomorrow will be spent in that garden….’

         ‘I shall pay my call on Mrs Howexden,’ murmured Appleplex.

         
             

         

         (Next chapter in June number.)65

         President Wilson

         
            Review of President Wilson, His Problems and His Policy: An English View by H. Wilson Harris (1917).

            NS, 9. 214 (12 May 1917), 140. Unsigned. Gallup C40a.

         

         Mr Harris’s book is a book of the moment, and it has the kind of merits which a book of the moment ought to have. Written for the British reader, it will provide him in the space of an hour or two with the sediment of information which would be likely to remain in the mind of an average American after a dozen years of newspaper scanning. Very wisely, Mr Harris has not attempted any character-study or portrait of the President, but has contented himself with a rapid cinematograph view of those public events in which Woodrow Wilson is ‘featured’. Except that the Tariff receives a lesser place than that which it holds in the mind of the American newspaper reader, the proportions preserved are about the same – as is shown by the length at which the Presidential Election is described. As a digest of newspaper information, the book is compact, well-planned and agreeable; if it does not really enable the English reader to understand American politics, it at least enables him to understand them as well as most Americans do, and a more analytic or profounder explanation is not within the book’s province.

         The easiest part of Mr Harris’s task must have been the preparation of the chapter on President Wilson’s activities as President of Princeton University. Here is an episode in the President’s career which ought to interest all of his admirers, as in this period took place a struggle in which Mr Wilson was certainly right and was certainly defeated. If in dealing with the Mexican situation Mr Harris leaves an impression of complete bewilderment as to whether the President was right or wrong, that is not Mr Harris’s fault, for it is precisely the impression left upon the majority of Americans by the events themselves. There are other passages in the book where we should have been grateful for a little more light, and where the truth is more nearly accessible; when we hear that the strike at the Rockefeller mines in Colorado in 1914 was settled by Mr Wilson we should like to know how, and, more precisely, what the issues were; and we should have liked some conjecture as to the effect of Tariff Reform upon industry and the cost of living. On the other hand, the American party system – that system most difficult for a European to grasp – has received most adequate treatment at Mr Harris’s hands; he has summarised its history very neatly in a couple of pages: and yet, from the complexity of the subject, and its impossibility of comprehension in such a book, the system remains unexplained.66

         There are several peculiarities of American politics which the European reader must keep constantly in mind. The first is that American parties are very far from presenting a gentle gradation from Right to Left. In each of the two parties there is a Conservative and a Radical element. Mr Harris mentions this fact, but without advancing the explanation, which is to a great extent one of space and of time. The space element means that men carry their politics, or their father’s politics, to remote parts of the country, where widely different circumstances and interests develop a different political outlook under the same name; the time element means that the growth of the country has been so rapid that tradition and actual issues often fail to form an organic whole. This element is responsible for both odd archaisms and crude novelties, and for the absence of any clear political philosophies. Furthermore, the issue of one party to-day may be the issue of another party to-morrow. In the large industrial city of St Louis the chief Republican organ is the Globe Democrat, and the Democratic journal is the Republican. These names are merely accidental survivals of the original meanings, but they serve to indicate the confusion. Mr Harris points out that the Democratic party is traditionally opposed to centralisation, but that no President has done more to strengthen the central Government than Mr Wilson. This is one of the anomalies. But President Wilson has simply done what was inevitable under the circumstances, and cannot be accused of betraying his party. And when we look at the last Election map, and see the solid black block in the North-east which represents the Republican vote, we may wonder whether the doctrine of decentralisation may not next be adopted, as a measure of self-protection against a Southern and Western majority, by that party which thought that it had killed the doctrine in 1865. Another instance of stealing the Republicans’ clothes is National Defence, a more recent policy of the President’s. At the last Election the Republicans were so thoroughly dished that the only vital issue was Wilson himself.

         A second fact which is most important in party politics, and which Mr Harris barely mentions, is Race. The strongest anti-English elements are the Irish and the German; but the Irishman is almost uniformly a Democrat and the German a Republican. Men have sometimes voted the Republican ticket because they distrusted the Irish, or because they hated the Southerners, and the South is steadfastly Democratic. Not only in party politics, but in labour troubles, Race must not be overlooked. There is a vast difference between a strike of the Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers and a strike of the illiterate, unskilled, almost un-organised South European mill hands in a factory town like Lawrence, Massachusetts. So far as class distinctions go there is considerable actual 67democracy – but the existence of large undigested lumps of foreign races (and the lowest classes of these races) suggests that a not impossible future division will be one of caste.

         Such considerations fall, of course, outside of Mr Harris’s purview, but they are suggested by the material which he provides, and the reader must remember that Mr Harris has attempted only an outline sketch of journalistic facts. Even if he cannot make clear to us such riddles as the Mexican imbroglio or the Monroe Doctrine, his data are worth having. He devotes several chapters to foreign policy and the war. The book was written and set up before America’s final decision, but few critics of President Wilson will deny that the Speech of April 2nd was the consummation, not the denial, of his policy throughout the last two years.

         Friends of an Anglo-American Alliance will be interested to know that Wilson’s reforms at Princeton University were largely upon English lines, and that his theory of the relation of President and Cabinet has looked toward English models.

         The Borderline of Prose

         
            NS, 9. 215 (19 May 1917), 157–9. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C41. In para. 2 ‘Dorian Grey’ has been corrected to ‘Dorian Gray’.

         

         In the days when prosperous middle-class chimney-pieces were decorated with overmantels and flanked by tall jars of pampas grass; when knowing amateurs began to talk of Outamaro and Toyakuni; in the days when Mrs Pennell’s friends found source of laughter in feeding peacocks with sponge-cake soaked in absinthe; when Mr George Moore was wearing a sugarloaf hat with a flat brim; then, or perhaps a little later; in the age of music-halls and cabmen’s shelters; in the long-forgotten ’Nineties when sins were still scarlet, there appeared a little book called Pastels in Prose. It was mostly, if not altogether, translations from the French – from Ephraim Mikhaël, Judith Gautier, Mallarmé, and many [158] less-remembered names. This book introduced to the English reader the Prose-Poem.

         It was after the time when Gautier had written the Symphonie en blanc majeur, and Whistler had painted symphonies in various colours, and programme music was not unknown. So that several serious critics took alarm at the confusion of the genres, cried out upon an age of decadence and charlatanism. Charlatanism, no doubt, still exists; but 68decadence is far decayed; and it is now a little late to assume this motherly perturbation. Time has left us many things, but among those it has taken away we may hope to count à Rebours, and the Divagations, and the writings of miscellaneous prose poets. They may eventually find refuge in that repository of indiscretions – the North Room of the British Museum – but to the general public they are no great loss. A considerable body of poetry has been proved worth saving; the rest is already forgotten; Dorian Gray has fled to Germany, where a cigarette has been named after him;1 and the ’Nineties’ aesthetic eccentricities may now be ignored.

         But in our times the cycles of change recur very quickly. I have remarked recently a recrudescence of the poem in prose – not only in France, but in England; not only in England, but in America; perhaps not only in America, England, and France, for the tide of civilisation may now have carried it in the wake of Strindberg and Ibsen to the shores of Japan. It is noticeable that poetry which looks like prose, and prose which sounds like poetry, are assured of a certain degree of odium and success. Why should this be so? I know that the difference between poetry and prose is a topic for school debating societies, but I am not aware that the debating societies have arrived at a solution. Do the present signs show that poetry and prose form a medium of infinite gradations, or is it that we are searching for new ways of expression? There are doubtless many empirical generalisations which one may draw from a study of existing poetry and prose, but after much reflection I conclude that the only absolute distinction to be drawn is that poetry is written in verse, and prose is written in prose; or, in other words, that there is prose rhythm and verse rhythm. And any other essential difference is still to seek.

         When I refer to recent prose poetry I am not thinking of either Paul Fort or Walt Mason. The former, I know, is the King of Poets; and the latter, I am informed, commands the highest rates of payment. Nor have I in mind Claudel. These writers may have done prose poems; but, on the other hand, what they have done is possibly neither prose nor poetry.2 If I am thinking of one writer more than another, it is of a poet who has done interesting work in what is unfairly called vers libre, who has distinguished himself by a genuine passion for the Hellenic, and even more for the Sicilian, a poet of whom I have lately seen some prose poems – Mr Richard Aldington.

         69Now, reverting for a moment to the ’Nineties, it must be observed that the prose poetry of this epoch was probably based upon the work of a man much greater than any poet then living – and that is Arthur Rimbaud. Few people in England have heard of the Illuminations, and most of them perhaps believe that the title indicates a supposed divine insight, instead of meaning simply ‘Picture-book illustrations’. Rimbaud, who I suspect is responsible for everything that is good in Verlaine, wrote his prose poems between 1872 and 1875. They are short prose pieces, as obscure as Kubla Khan or Christabel and of a similar inspiration. They are amazingly convincing, and their prose is good French prose. Their curious precision, their perfect cogency in the choice and juxtaposition of images, their evident sincerity (as if rising immediately and unreflectingly from the core of the man’s feeling), these qualities give them a position unique in French literature, and in English nearer to Coleridge and Blake than to anyone else. Beside the prose of Rimbaud, the laboured opacity of Mallarmé fades colourless and dead.

         The Illuminations attain their effect by an instant and simple impression, a unity all the more convincing because of the apparent incongruity of images. They find their proper expression in prose because they seem to have come to their author already clothed in that form; just as Dante’s account of the Aristotelian soul is right in verse, because it seems to have come to the author in that form; and Dante is not ‘prosaic’, nor would Rimbaud be more ‘poetic’ if he had put his visions into verse. Just here is the problem. Mr Aldington’s prose poems, delicately handled, yet seem to hesitate between two media. They are more truly ‘prose poems’ than those of Rimbaud, which were, in form, pure prose. There is a prose arbitrariness and a verse arbitrariness; whichever we are writing, there are moments when we simply have to conform to the limitations of the medium we have chosen; there is a verse monotone and a prose monotone, and success in either verse or prose consists in the most skilful variations of music, all the while we never allow this ground-monotone to become entirely inaudible. Mr Aldington seems to me to be avoiding the limitations of either poetry or prose; to use either when he wishes; and so to lose the necessary articulation of rhythm:

         
            For my sake Eos, in a cloudless sky, gliding from the many-isled sea, must be more tender and more thrilling; for my sake the scent of ripe apples in the dim-gold autumn must be keener and more odorous; for my sake the music of Pindar and Theocritus must be more stately, more flower-like, more melancholy sweet; for my sake the ecstasy of love must be sharper, wilder; for my sake you must be more beautiful, more alert, more delicate.

         

         70I submit that, if this is read as prose, it is found jerky and fatiguing, because there is a verse rhythm in it; and that, if read as verse, it will be found worrying, because of the presence of prose rhythms.

         ‘For my sake Eos, in a cloudless sky, gliding from the many-isled sea’ – is verse, but what immediately follows –

         
            must be more tender and more thrilling –

         

         is prose (aside from the fact that ‘thrilling’ is a word more suitable to prose than to poetry). And so one finds oneself constantly trying to read the prose poem as prose or as verse – and failing in both attempts. And then one goes on to imagine how it would have been done in verse or in prose – which is what a writer ought never to allow us to do. He should never let us question for a moment that his form is the inevitable form for his content. This inevitableness is the important thing. The moment we think of poetry as prose, or of prose as poetry, the artist’s success is lost. Often, indeed, we derive a peculiar pleasure from seeing something done well in one form which we had thought necessarily confined to the other. We admire Pope because he has sometimes given impeccable and inevitable verse form to the ‘prosaic’, and so has made (whatever the nineteenth century may have said) permanent poetry. We admire several prose writers because they have given impeccable and inevitable prose form to what we had supposed limited to verse. There could be no prose equivalent for The Rape of the Lock. There could be no verse equivalent for Madame Bovary or Bubu de Montparnasse.

         We infer that to call prose ‘poetic’ or verse ‘prosaic’ does not mean that the prose is aspiring to verse or that [159] the verse would be any less contemptible in prose. Let me take, for instance, some example of prose which would be called poetic:

         
            We know that gentians grow on the Alps, and olives on the Apennines; but we do not enough conceive for ourselves that variegated mosaic of the world’s surface which a bird sees in its migration, that difference between the districts of the gentian and the olive which the stork and the swallow see afar off, as they lean upon the sirocco wind.

         

         This is ‘poetic’ enough; but it is pure prose. And here is a passage which no one would think of transcribing into verse; but which is equally poetic:

         
            In him I took leave of my first college, Trinity, which was so dear to me, and which held on its foundation so many who have been kind to me both when I was a boy and all through my Oxford life. Trinity had never been unkind to me. There used to be much snapdragon 71growing on the walls opposite my freshman’s rooms there, and I had for years taken it as the emblem of my own perpetual residence even unto death in my University.

         

         And lastly, here is a passage from an author whom I should not hesitate to classify with Ruskin and Newman as a master of the English language; a passage which occurs in a work entitled Principles of Logic, and therefore not likely to be found by seekers of the poetic, but which owes its merit to somewhat the same quality which the others have:

         
            That the glory of this world is appearance leaves the world more glorious if we feel it is a show of some fuller splendour; but the sensuous curtain is a deception and a cheat – if it hides some colourless movement of atoms, some spectral woof of impalpable abstractions, or unearthly ballet of bloodless categories.

         

         I have purposely avoided Pater’s ‘Mona Lisa’ – because I am not sure that it is good prose.

         By ‘poetic’ we often refer vaguely to a quality which may be equally desirable in poetry or prose, but which may not always be desirable in either.

         This is so obvious as not to seem worth the stating. But the consequences are not always drawn. ‘All the arts approach the condition of music.’ Yes! but not by being less themselves. Mallarmé, when we do not know what he is talking about, is not necessarily so musical as Dante discussing theology or astronomy in a very intelligent way. The titles used by Gautier or Whistler should not be taken too seriously, or made into a theory of aesthetics. We are not to say that poetry is nearer to music than prose, and that therefore a fortiori prose approaches the condition of poetry. The distinction between poetry and prose must be a technical distinction; and future refinement of both poetry and prose can only draw the distinction more clearly. And I cannot help thinking that Mr Aldington’s prose poems (and I allow them great merit) fail exactly because they seek to evade the technical distinction between two forms. Both verse and prose still conceal unexplored possibilities, but whatever one writes must be definitely and by inner necessity either one or the other.72

         The Letters of J. B. Yeats

         
            Review of Passages from the Letters of John Butler Yeats, selected by Ezra Pound (1917).

            Egoist, 4. 6 ( July 1917), 89–90. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C42. In the quotation ‘the original, but the truth’ on p. 90, ‘the’ is a correction of ‘to be’ as printed.

         

         If the usual person asks the usual question about the decay of letter-writing, he is met with the usual vague and unsatisfactory answer referring him to telephones, rapid transit, and the rush of modern life. The lack of leisure is deplored; lack of leisure being an excuse for laziness. What lack of leisure really means in modern life is that an able writer like D. H. Lawrence lacks time to write one good novel in ten years, but will find time to write five or ten bad ones in that period; that no one has time to write good letters for the pleasure of one friend, but that Mr S. P. B. Mais has time to write garrulous and hasty epistolary novels for the subscribers to the Times Book Club. Mr J. B. Yeats is a highly civilised man; and he has the kingdom of leisure within him. Leisure for Mr Yeats means writing well even when not writing for publication: writing with dignity and ease and reserve. And letter-writing for him means the grace and urbanity of the talker and the depth of the solitary; it means a resolute return to a few important issues, not ceaseless loquacity about novelties.

         Mr Pound, in one of his most charming prefaces, fears that he has by selection lost the personality of the writer. But the personality of Mr Yeats survives the test. It is a severe test too, which few letter-writers could pass; for none of the selections owes anything to trivial personal gossip or contemporanea; and though Mr Yeats deals mostly with eternal things, never obtruding himself into his reflections, he never drops into the dead Epictetian sententiousness. Even in selections (for these are selections from letters, not selected letters) he is always the solitary man talking for one listener. Perhaps New York, encircling the writer with loneliness, has done him a service. Mr Yeats could do New York a service, if New York would listen, but America will probably succeed in shutting its ears, as it always can, to what it does not care to hear. There are many criticisms of America, and at the present time, when the dust of Social Reconstruction, Empire Resources Development, and other Reform is in our eyes, when England seems drifting toward Americanisation, it is well to hear what Mr Yeats has to say:

         
            The philosophical world in America is just now possessed by the theory of service. Man exists to serve is their idea, and it is an idea so easy to understand, and so amicable and attractive, that it appeals to a Democracy that is at once shallow-minded and sentimental.

            73The idea of service recognizes only two types of men: he who would rule and he who would be ruled. I hotly and fiercely contend that there is another type, the man who does not want to rule or to be ruled, and that this is the man who writes the poetry, the other sort doing the rhetoric.

            No American, of those I have met or heard, has ever felt the inward and innermost essence of poetry, because it is not among the American opportunities to live the solitary life, they all frequent the highways and high roads. It is implicitly and even explicitly an offence to steal away into byways and thickets.

            The Americans are the most idealistic and imaginative people in the world, and the most prosaic, because, like Wordsworth, the most prosaic of poets, they believe in happiness, and happiness to them as to Wordsworth means: mens sana in corpore sano; every one efficient in the tasks of modern life, the least heroic of doctrines.

         

         ‘In America they make war on solitude,’ Mr Yeats says, and solitude to him is the most precious of gifts or curses, because it is indispensable to poetry. ‘Democracy devours its poets and artists.’ Against democracy, Mr Yeats sets up the ideal – or rather the instinct – of liberty, known to [the] English, unknown to the social French, Germans, and Americans. Ideals and noble theories, he says with profound truth, are ‘the enemy plucking the unit man out of his sublime solitude to place him in this or that fraternity’.

         
            I will write again of the solitary man. First of all, alone among men, he is himself and only himself. The companionable man is himself and some one else, seeking expression through the medium of prose or action, thinking of other people and, therefore, always leaning towards compromise, and for that reason working in a spirit of insincerity. Poetry is the voice of the solitary, as resonant and as pure and lonely as the song of the lark at sunrise.

         

         It is only in England, Mr Yeats thinks, that in the modern world poetry is possible. He is, perhaps, [90] something more than fair to the Englishman, but in the atmosphere of New York this is intelligible. The solitude of most Englishmen is only the solitude of the semi-detached villa. It is true, however, that English villas have names, and American villas only numbers. And the Englishman is usually content to keep his platitudes as Lares and Penates, while the American would share them with his neighbours in a civic spirit. But Mr Yeats’s detachment is more than English; if we wished to pigeon-hole it conveniently we should call it Irish: but it is Mr Yeats himself. He differs from the usual Englishman in 74his dislike for the edifying, in his preference of vision to exhortation. He is able, accordingly, to upset some of the established English valuations of their poets.

         
            Again I have been reading Matthew Arnold. He is a true poet and only incidentally a teacher. Walt Whitman is a teacher in every line he wrote.

            When I read Aeschylus I feel that here is a man who understands. I do not feel this when I read Shelley. Shelley leaves me cold because he leaves me uninformed. His ‘fine’ things tell me so little.… In Shelley poetry is the essential, at least it is often so; so that there is lassitude and a lack of intensity. In Aeschylus the poetry is always accidental and incidental, and truth the essential.

            Browning always a companionable man, a sublime showman with a voice of Titanic volume.… There are times in the life of every man when he is visited by the solitary spirit; so it happens that occasionally Browning sang melodious syllables. Coleridge was solitary … hence that personal charm….

            Sometimes the soul in Carlyle escapes from its bondage, but it has become a whimpering ghost, yet by its forlorn solitariness a manifest soul … he imprisoned his soul in that dungeon of self-hatred which is Puritanism.

            Bunyan would have called Hamlet ‘Mr Facing-Both-Ways’, and Juliet ‘Mistress Bold-Face’ or ‘Carnality’, and Romeo ‘Mr Lovelorn’, and Macbeth ‘Mr Henpecked’, etc., finding where he could epithets to belittle and degrade the temple of human nature and its altars.… This servile stamp was all over Wordsworth, and Shelley showed the scar in his efforts to escape.

         

         The substance of poetry, Mr Yeats says, is ‘truth seen in passion’. To most readers this will fall into memory – for it is an easy phrase to remember – along with something said by Matthew Arnold, or Wordsworth, or Professor Saintsbury; but Mr Yeats means what he says. He is quite literal, too, when he says: ‘In every great poet is a Herbert Spencer’, or

         
            the poet does not seek the original, but the truth, and to his dismay and consternation, it may be, he finds the original, thereby to incur hostility and misunderstanding.

         

         Mr Yeats understands poetry better than any one I have ever known who was not a poet, and better than most of those who have the reputation of poets. This last quotation, in fact, is a thought which takes very deep roots; it strikes through the tangle of literature direct to the subsoil of the 75greatest – to Shakespeare and Dante and Aeschylus. Ordinary writers of verse either deal in imagination or in ‘ideas’; they escape from one to the other, but neither one nor the other nor both together is truth in the sense of poetic truth. Only old ideas ‘part and parcel of the personality’ are of use to the poet. (This is worth repeating to our American contemporaries who study Freud.)

         I said at the beginning that Mr Yeats was civilised: I meant that he possessed a classic sense in art – and the classic sense is merely the devotion to truth, not decoration or personal eccentricities; the sense of values – and at the same time is wholly free from Puritanism. He has wisdom but is not didactic. His letters can be read many times, and there are very few nineteenth-century letter-writers of whom one would hazard such a statement. One can say of him what he says of the solitary man:

         
            The solitary has charm whereas the companionable compels his followers. When the companionable says I am your friend and will help you, or to a girl that he loves her, his voice does not penetrate so deeply and so touchingly as when the solitary speaks.

         

         [Mens Creatrix by William Temple]

         
            Review of Mens Creatrix: An Essay by William Temple (1917).

            IJE, 27. 4 ( July 1917), 542–3. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C43.

         

         Mr Temple wishes to demonstrate that philosophy, art, morality, education and politics all aim at a completion which they never of themselves reach, and that they find this completion in Christianity. He supplies accordingly a metaphysics, an aesthetics, a social and individual ethics, and a theology.

         This is a vast undertaking. As might be expected, Mr Temple has not exactly shown us that all roads of human speculation lead to the Anglican Communion, but has shown, with great charm of style and lucidity of dialectic, how particular types of metaphysics, aesthetics, and ethics may be made to form a symmetrical whole with Christian theology. His book is thus a compendious Summa. He does not demonstrate that any form of philosophy leads to Christianity; he takes a particular type, absolute idealism, and shows that the idealistic absolute is a failure unless it can be identified with a personal Deity. Influenced by Mr Bradley, he yet rejects his Absolute as unmoral and unmeaning. Similarly, he declares that the work of art points to ‘a perfect grasp of the entire universe in all its extent 76of space and time by an eternal mind’ … to whom the whole history of the society of finite minds is present in the ‘moment eternal’ of perfect intuition. In discussing the nature of the State, Mr Temple asserts that ‘the nations … need some society that may include themselves, whose basis shall be a common purpose … arising out of loyalty to an all-inclusive Kingdom and a common Master’. And the problem of evil is stated in the form ‘What is the good of evil?’ As for our struggle with sin we are told however that ‘the issue lies with Him, not with us’. Unless He calls forth from our own hearts the response to His own love, we are helpless.

         There is much that is suggestive, and even cogent, in the course of the argument. But to agree with the author we must not only concede that ‘Intellect and Imagination, Science and Art, would reach their culmination in the apprehension and contemplation of the supreme principle of the universe adequately embodied and incarnate’, but that this culmination is found in Christianity. And might it not be maintained that religion, however poor our lives would be without it, is only one form of satisfaction [543] among others, rather than the culminating satisfaction of all satisfactions?

         Mr Temple says many wise things by the way, especially in his chapter on Education.

         [Religion and Philosophy by R. G. Collingwood]

         
            Review of Religion and Philosophy by R. G. Collingwood (1917).

            IJE, 27. 4 ( July 1917), 543. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C44.

         

         Mr Collingwood has conceived a task very similar to that of Mr Temple (‘Mens Creatrix’) – the necessary completion of philosophy in religion. He holds, however, that philosophy and religion are in reality the same thing; for even a materialistic philosophy, firmly held, may be a man’s religion. He proposes then ‘to treat the Christian creed not as dogma but as a critical solution of a philosophical problem’.

         Mr Collingwood is successful at least to this extent, that granted the historical facts of Christianity, a most efficient philosophy can be built upon them. It is true that history and philosophy, as Mr Collingwood contends, are interdependent. But philosophy depends upon the whole course of history, not upon any particular signal and unique facts; and its freedom of interpretation is limited only by its obligation to exclude nothing. Religion, on the other hand, or at least the Christian religion, 77depends upon one important fact. Philosophy may show, if it can, the meaning of the statement that Jesus was the son of God. But Christianity – orthodox Christianity – must base itself upon a unique fact: that Jesus was born of a virgin: a proposition which is either true or false, its terms having a fixed meaning. It seems therefore insufficient to claim, what seems to be the extent of Mr Collingwood’s historical demands, that Jesus was an historical person.

         Mr Collingwood attacks the problem of evil by conceiving of God ‘not as imposing his will on the world from without, but as himself sharing in all the experiences of other minds’. ‘God is the absolute good will.’ Mr Collingwood admits that the universe is a totality only in posse. One is tempted to ask whether the omnipotence and absolute good will of God are also in posse.

         The philosophical interpretation of the Incarnation, of the Atonement and of Miracle, are extremely well handled.

         [Reflections on Violence by Georges Sorel]

         
            Review of Reflections on Violence by Georges Sorel; translated, with an introduction and bibliography, by T. E. Hulme (1916).

            Monist, 27. 3 ( July 1917), 478–9. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C45a. In para. 1 ‘Gheon’ has been corrected to ‘Ghéon’.

         

         Sorel’s book is exceedingly difficult to discuss in a short review. Its substance is a very acute and disillusioned commentary upon nineteenth-century socialism, and upon the politics of the French democracy for the last twenty-five years. It contains also two elements which must not be confused, Sorel’s own political propaganda (if he would allow it to be so called) and his philosophy of history formed under the influence of Renan and Bergson. And it expresses that violent and bitter reaction against romanticism which is one of the most interesting phenomena of our time. As an historical document, Sorel’s Reflections gives, more than any other book that I am acquainted with, an insight into what Henri Ghéon calls ‘our directions’.

         Doubtless many readers will be disposed to consider the book under its first aspect only. But the study of Sorel’s political observations requires an accurate knowledge of government and parliamentary activities since the Dreyfus trial, and does not in itself make the work of importance to the English and American public. What Sorel wants is not a political, but a social form. One must remember that his creed does not spring from 78the sight of wrongs to be redressed, abuses to be cured, liberties to be seized. He hates the middle classes, he hates middle-class democracy and middle-class socialism: but he does not hate these things as a champion of the rights of the people, he hates them as a middle-class intellectual hates. And the proletarian general strike is merely the instrument with which he hopes to destroy these abominations, not a weapon by which the lower classes are to obtain political or economic advantages. His motive forces are ideas and feelings which never occur to the mind of the proletariat, but which are highly characteristic of the present-day intellectual. At the back of his mind is a scepticism which springs from Renan, but which is much more terrible than Renan’s. For with Renan and Sainte-Beuve scepticism was still a satisfying point of view, almost an aesthetic pose. And for many of the artists of the eighties and nineties the pessimism of decadence fulfilled their craving for an attitude. But the scepticism of the present, the scepticism of Sorel, is a torturing vacuity which has developed the craving for belief.

         And thus Sorel, disgusted with modern civilisation, hopes ‘that a new culture might spring from the struggle of the revolutionary trades unions against the em-[479]ployers and the state’. He sees that new political disturbances will not evoke this culture. He is representative of the present generation, sick with its own knowledge of history, with the dissolving outlines of liberal thought, with humanitarianism. He longs for a narrow, intolerant, creative society with sharp divisions. He longs for the pessimistic, classical view. And this longing is healthy. But to realise his desire he must betake himself to very devious ways. His Bergsonian ‘myth’ (the proletarian strike) is not a Utopia but ‘an expression of a determination to act’. The historian knows that man is not rational, that ‘lofty moral convictions’ do not depend upon reasoning but upon a ‘state of war in which men voluntarily participate and which finds expression in well-defined myths’. It is not surprising that Sorel has become a Royalist.

         Mr Hulme is also a contemporary. The footnotes to his introduction should be read.79

         [The Study of Religions by Stanley A. Cook]

         
            Review of The Study of Religions by Stanley A. Cook (1914).

            Monist, 27. 3 ( July 1917), 480. Not in Gallup, but would be C45b.

         

         Mr Cook is very long-winded, but in spite of dryness and abstractness of style he has written a valuable book. Much thought has evidently gone into it, and its defects are due to a difficult manner of exposition, not to poverty of the ideas. This is not an ‘Introduction’ of the type of Jevons’s book; it gives no data for the beginner, nor, as one is apt to expect from the title, does it deal chiefly with primitive religion. It is rather the comments of a scholar – Mr Cook is a recognised authority in his field – on the aims and methods of his study. He has a great deal to say, and much that is extremely good, on the evolution of religion – as is indicated by several chapter headings: Survivals, The Environment and Change, Development and Continuity. ‘The doctrine of survivals,’ Mr Cook says, ‘is entirely inadequate when it forgets that we are human beings and do not accept beliefs and practices merely because they happen to lie within our reach.’ The doctrine of survivals, is, in fact, a very handy and cheap explanation of some one else’s beliefs and practices – hardly of our own! Survivals are not simply ‘left behind’, they are subconsciously selected. Mr Cook warns wisely against arguing from the part to the whole, against constructing a hypothetical system into which every survival must fit. He warns also against confusing the evolution of beliefs with the evolution of environments, in judging apparent retrogressions. On the critical attitude, on the acceptance of data, Mr Cook has some excellent observations, and on the historical versus the religious importance of critical revisions. He holds that the present is a time of religious unrest, though like most of us, he cannot point to any definite theology for the future. His conclusion is as follows: ‘The unbiased student of religions can hardly escape the conviction that the Supreme Power, whom we call God, while enabling man to work out, within limits, his own career, desires the furtherance of those aims and ideals which are for the advance of mankind.’80

         The Noh and the Image

         
            Review of Noh, or Accomplishment, a Study of the Classical Stage of Japan by Ernest Fenollosa and Ezra Pound (1916).

            Egoist, 4. 7 (Aug. 1917), 102–3. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C46. On p. 103 ‘The Wings of a Dove’ has been corrected to ‘The Wings of the Dove’.

         

         I hope that in a few years we shall have another edition of these plays, an edition of Fenollosa’s notes separately, and an edition of the plays separately. Then the importance of the plays as literature, and in their present translation as English Literature, will be more evident. This edition is necessarily, and in the best sense, a textbook; it has, therefore, excited reviewers to dwell on its informative character, rather than on its intrinsic value: they have made the book appear a service to literature, like a good doctor’s thesis, rather than as literature itself.

         Translation is valuable by a double power of fertilising a literature: by importing new elements which may be assimilated, and by restoring the essentials which have been forgotten in traditional literary method. There occurs, in the process, a happy fusion between the spirit of the original and the mind of the translator; the result is not exoticism but rejuvenation. I have no direct knowledge of how much in these Noh plays is Noh, and how much [103] is Fenollosa, and how much is Pound. But I think that I have found a test, which so far as it goes is trustworthy. I find that when the writing is most like Mr Pound it also presents the appearance of being most faithful to the original. The first play, for instance, which is one of the least interesting, is the one which is most remote from the idiom of Mr Pound. The Times, in a serious review of the book, found in the following passage a ‘not unpleasant reminder’ of the Well of the Saints:

         
            Tsure. I say they were very fine prayers. I will not come back without a struggle.

            Shite. I’ve a sad heart to see you looking up to Buddha, you who left me alone, I diving in the black rivers of hell. Will soft prayers be a comfort to you?

         

         The semi-comic ‘fine’, the infinitive after ‘I’ve a sad heart’, and the Celtic present participle serve here only as a distraction. One feels that the original is not rendered because the translation is not English. I have no prejudice against the Irish drama, although I think that a large part of its popularity is due to tricks of idiom, just as I suspect that the reputation of Irish girls for beauty is due to their being called ‘colleens’. But I should not read the Epistles of St Paul in the language of Robert 81Burns, and I prefer the Noh in English. And Mr Pound has no need of these accessories, for when he translates into English (and the Irish lapses are only occasional) he not only produces very fine poetry, but seems to bring us much nearer to the Japanese.

         The ghosts of the dead lovers who were never united:

         
            Tangled, we are entangled. Whose fault was it, dear? Tangled up as the grass patterns are tangled in this coarse cloth, or as the little Mushi that lives on and chirrups in dried seaweed. We do not know where are to-day our tears in the undergrowth of this eternal wilderness. We neither wake nor sleep, and passing our nights in a sorrow which is in the end a vision, what are these scenes of spring to us? this thinking in sleep of some one who has no thought of you, is it more than a dream? and yet surely it is the natural way of love, in our hearts there is much and in our bodies nothing, and we do nothing at all, and only the waters of the river of tears flow quickly.

         

         Here, I believe, has occurred that happy fusion of original and translator of which I spoke. And most of the translation is quite as good. Furthermore, I observe that although the Celtic suggestion is offensive, an occasional suggestion of Mr Pound’s other sources – of his Provençal mood, or his Anglo-Saxon mood – give rather an added charm.

         Anglo-Saxon, almost alliterative verse:

         
            
               
                  There is nothing here but this cave in the field’s midst.

                  To-day’s wind moves in the pines;

                  A wild place, unlit, and unfilled.

               

            

         

         Slightly Provençal echo:

         
            ‘She whom I left in the city?’ thought Narihira. But in the long tale, Monogatari….

         

         But I set out to discuss the Noh and the Image. Mr Pound remarks that the plays are at their best an image (p. 65), and therein consists their unity. But the unity of the image is surely the unity of Prometheus, if not to any great extent that of any other Greek drama; it is also the unity of certain cantos of Dante. The peculiarity of the Noh is that the focus of interest, and centre of construction, is the scene on the stage. In reading Hamlet, for instance, there is a perfectly clear image of a frosty night, at the beginning; in Macbeth there is a clear image of the castle at nightfall where the swallows breed. We imagine these, however, as they would be in reality; in reading the Noh, we have not so much help from our imagination, for the image we wish to form is the image on the stage. But in 82seeing the Noh, I imagine we have more help for our imagination. The note on Awoi No Uye tells us that

         
            Awoi, her struggles, sickness, and death are represented by a red, flowered kimono, folded once lengthwise, and laid at the front edge of the stage.

         

         The English stage is merely a substitute for the reality we imagine; but the red kimono is not a substitute in this sense; it is itself important. The more symbolical drama is, the more we need the actual stage. The European stage does not stimulate the imagination; the Japanese does. And as every gesture is of great importance, so we need to remember that the text is not the play.

         In general, we may say that the less ‘realistic’ literature is, the more visual it must be. In reading Pride and Prejudice or The Wings of the Dove we hardly need to visualise at all; in reading Dante we need to visualise all the time. Dreams, to be real, must be seen.

         When we speak of the Noh as dreamlike, we do not imply any attenuation of emotion, nor imply that the emotions of dreams are essentially different from the emotions of waking. The emotions are very few, and are the same over all the world; love and battle are the themes of Noh; but the ways of approaching these emotions are diverse. The Japanese method is inverse to that with which we are familiar. The phantom-psychology of Orestes and Macbeth is as good as that of Awoi; but the method of making the ghost real is different. In the former cases the ghost is given in the mind of the possessed; in the latter case the mind of the sufferer is inferred from the reality of the ghost. The ghost is enacted, the dreaming or feverish Awoi is represented by the ‘red kimono’. In fact, it is only ghosts that are actual; the world of active passions is observed through the veil of another world. But these passions are just as real, though we see them in retrospect, as in Kagekiyo, or by inference, as in Kakitsubata. Kagekiyo, the old blind hermit, dreams of the exploits of his youth:

         
            He thought, how easy this killing. He rushed with his spear-haft gripped under his arm. He cried out, ‘I am Kagekiyo of the Heike.’ He rushed on to take them. He pierced through the helmet vizards of Miyanoya. Miyanoya fled twice, and again; and Kagekiyo cried: ‘You shall not escape me!’ He leaped and wrenched off his helmet. ‘Eya!’ The vizard broke and remained in his hand, and Miyanoya still fled afar, and afar, and he looked back, crying in terror, ‘How terrible, how heavy your arm!’ And Kagekiyo called at him, ‘How tough the shaft of your neck is!’ And they both laughed out over the battle, and went off each his own way.

         

         83Then the chorus, in a lament almost Greek:

         
            These were the days of old, but, oh, to tell them! to be telling them over now in his wretched condition.

         

         There is nothing tenuous about this.

         The ‘image’ character of Noh makes the play brief. It also prevents rhetoric. And another consequence is that the dialogue is never conversation. (Perhaps this is another objection to making the personages talk like Irish peasants.) Nevertheless the plays are real plays, with real personalities. We do not forget ‘Changeful Tsunemasa, full of the universal unstillness’, who was ‘loved by the Emperor when he was a boy, but was killed in the old days at the battle of the West Seas’. He is as permanent as the youthful Theaetetus. Kumasaka is as real. So are the ghost lovers, with as fine a strangeness in their way as any lovers of Webster or Ford:

         
            
               
                  Kiri, hatari, cho, cho,

                  Kiri, hatari, cho, cho,

                  The cricket sews on at his old rags,

                  With all the new grass in the field; sho,

                  Churr, isho, like the whirr of a loom: churr.

               

            

         

         in their cricket song – a remarkable triumph of translator’s skill: it is certainly English, and it is certainly new in English.

         M. Bourget’s Last Novel

         
            Review of Lazarine by Paul Bourget (1917).

            NS, 9. 229 (25 Aug. 1917), 500–1. Unsigned. Gallup C46a. In the quotations from French ‘fiancailles’ has been corrected to ‘fiançailles’, ‘mutual’ to ‘mutuel’, and ‘prémedités’ to ‘prémédités’, on grounds that these may be misprints.

         

         M. Bourget’s novel is methodically laid out, into three parts: ‘Les Personnages’, ‘La Tragédie’, and ‘Le Dénouement’. One looks for a close-woven, inevitable tragic drama, and the construction is indeed very careful; yet the ‘Tragédie’ does not follow necessarily from the ‘Personnages’, nor the ‘Dénouement’ from the ‘Tragédie’. The persons are Robert Graffeteau, a mercantile aristocrat, a young and successful banker, now Captain, decorated for gallantry, invalided at Hyères. His divorced wife, Thérèse, a syren, a degenerate, an opium-smoker, thoroughly corrupt and odiously fascinating. Her lover, de Faverolles, a titled embusqué, a weak 84voluptuary further debauched by his mistress. Lazarine Emery, a virgin of country-family antecedents; and her father, a retired colonel with a taste for country life à l’anglaise. There is also the elder sister of Lazarine, who offers epistolary sympathy and advice; and a blinded officer, a friend of Graffeteau, whose steadfast Catholicism presents a contrast with the scepticism of the hero. The Emerys are ignorant of Graffeteau’s past; he knows that they, as fervent Christians, would regard his legal divorce as invalid; yet he cannot deprive himself of the society of Lazarine. At this point Thérèse appears; hating her husband, but jealous and still desiring him, she goes straight to the house of the Emerys, and lays the facts, decidedly perverted to present Robert in the most unfavourable light, before Lazarine. Having blocked Robert’s progress in this direction, she attempts, in a midnight assignation, to seduce him. Robert comes only in the hope of extracting from her a letter to Lazarine withdrawing the grosser allegations against him; but he finds himself gradually paralysed by the physical fascination of his former wife. She uses very potent perfumes. As he feels himself on the verge of surrender, he spies a revolver on her table. He seizes it; she smiles confidently, and in the last stage of despair he shoots her dead.

         The secrecy of the meeting prevents any suspicion from falling upon Robert; and he is now free, in the eyes of the Church as well as in the eyes of the law, to marry whom he pleases. But he is a murderer, a dishonour to the Army. He returns to the trenches and is killed in action. Lazarine, who has divined the truth of the mysterious death of Thérèse, yet does not reprobate her lover; she learns with joy that he has at the end recanted his free-thinking and died in the Faith; and she thinks of him thereafter as her eternal fiancé.

         Propaganda need not spoil a novel, and Lazarine is not a spoilt novel. We may be bored by Duchatel, the pious blinded officer, but we can put up with him. And Lazarine’s sister on the subject of marriage is very sound: ‘de vraies fiançailles … ce n’est pas une ivresse de coeur … c’est le don mutuel de toute une vie, de toute cette effrayante longueur de la vie.’ In the struggle between the desire for happiness and the fact of marriage which is something more than merely a Christian dogma, M. Bourget has really found what is most sincere and moving in his book. The novel is not spoilt by M. Bourget’s views. It is uninteresting simply because it is the natural result of M. Bourget’s literary method.

         Probably the best book that M. Bourget ever wrote was his Essais de psychologie contemporaine. These studies of the writers of the ’70’s and ’80’s were precise, without being dogmatic; they were solid without the heaviness of Taine or Brunetière, for they manifested M. Bourget’s talent 85of analysis in company with the talent of curiosity. He was independent and solitary; he was interested in his subjects; his voyage was a voyage of discovery.

         What has since happened to M. Bourget, in fact, has been the disappearance of the sense of curiosity. Curiosity is suppleness, it is tolerance, it is the source of unbiased judgement as well as of enthusiasm and feeling. M. Bourget has gratified his taste for analysis; and his interest in analysis exceeds his interest in the material for analysis. With such anatomists as Racine and Stendhal life has an interest to which analysis is never quite adequate; there is always something unexplored. But where once the desire to understand and explain outweighs curiosity, the author restricts himself more and more; he confines himself to analysing what he has put together; his characters become easily exhausted, because the writer can extract no more than he has deliberately put in. M. Bourget is not interested in his characters at any particular moment; hence when he dissects their feelings for us, he can tell us little that we do not know already, and at times hardly escapes platitude.

         Of Thérèse, when she wants to seduce Robert:

         
            Et alors c’était une lassitude, un écoeurement, une nausée de son existence, si terne, si morne dans son apparente fantaisie!

         

         [501] Of Robert, after he has killed Thérèse:

         
            Les actes d’extrème violence, même prémédités, laissent toujours celui qui les a commis étonné devant leur accomplissement.

         

         There are pages of this. It is all a little beside the point. And after all, however carefully M. Bourget evolves his consequences, they are never quite convincing – neither the murder, nor Robert’s attitude or Lazarine’s attitude afterwards – because we are never made to understand particular feelings at particular moments. It would be a mistake to say that M. Bourget’s method simplifies too much, for one cannot be too simple; his method generalises to such an extent that all sense of movement is lost; a paralysis from which even a pistol-shot cannot arouse us.86

         Reflections on Contemporary Poetry. I.

         
            Review, in part, of Strange Meetings by Harold Monro (1917).

            Egoist, 4. 8 (Sept. 1917), 118–19. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C47.

         

         One of the ways by which contemporary verse has tried to escape the rhetorical, the abstract, the moralising, to recover (for that is its purpose) the accents of direct speech, is to concentrate its attention upon trivial or accidental or commonplace objects. This tendency is common to a very great variety of poets; what is less noticed is the divergence of form which it takes. To be concrete, if perhaps facile in generalisation, I may divide the tendency into its English and its American currents. With the American the effect is more usually an arrest at the object in view; the American poet is fearful of betraying any reaction beyond that revealed in the choice and arrangement; the effect is of an ingenious if sometimes perverse visual imagination in complete detachment from any other faculty. The Russian influence may here count for something; the Russian novel, with its curious trick of fastening upon accidental properties of a critical situation, and letting these in turn fasten upon the attention to such an extent as to replace the emotion which gave them their importance.

         This is the preoccupation of the accidental; the English tendency is rather to be preoccupied with the trivial. In this difference the American shows his too quick susceptibility to foreign influence; the Englishman his imperviousness. For contemporary English verse has borrowed little from foreign sources; it is almost politically English; the Georgian poets insist upon the English countryside, and are even positively patriotic. When, therefore, they turn to the common object, to the animal or flower or hearth-rug, it is in the mood, not of Dostoevski but of Wordsworth. Because of this Wordsworthian strain I have called their attention trivial (not invidiously) rather than accidental. Both methods or manners, the Wordsworth and the Dostoevski, may be distinguished from another which is more universal: it is universally human to attach the strongest emotions to definite tokens. Only, while with the Russian the emotion dissolves in a mass of sensational detail, and while with Wordsworth the emotion is of the object and not of human life, with certain poets the emotion is definitely human, merely seizing the object in order to express itself. When Donne says:

         
            
               
                  Whoever comes to shroud me, do not harm,

                  Nor question much,

                  That subtle wreath of hair, which crowns my arm –

               

            

         

         87or when he uses the same idea again, perhaps more effectively:

         
            
               
                  When my grave is broke up again …

                  And he that digs it, spies

                  A bracelet of bright hair about the bone

               

            

         

         the feeling and the material symbol preserve exactly their proper proportions. A poet of morbidly keen sensibilities but weak will might become absorbed in the hair to the exclusion of the original association which made it significant; a poet of imaginative or reflective power more than emotional power would endow the hair with ghostly or moralistic meaning. Donne sees the thing as it is.

         When Wordsworth, however, fixes his attention upon:

         
            
               
                  the meanest flower that blows

               

            

         

         his attitude is utterly different. His daffodil emphasises the importance of the flower for its own sake, not because of association with passions specifically human.

         In the Georgian poets we observe the same attitude. The emotion is derived from the object, and such emotions must either be vague (as in Wordsworth) or, if more definite, pleasing. Thus, it is not unworthy of notice how often the word ‘little’ occurs: and how this word is used, not merely as a necessary piece of information, but with a caress, a conscious delight:

         
            
               
                  Just now the lilac is in bloom

                  All before my little room….

               

               
                  And under that Almighty Fin

                  The littlest fish may enter in….

               

               
                  Making everything afraid,

                  Wrinkling up his little face … (i.e. the hare).

               

               
                  The little black cat with bright green eyes….

               

               
                  And his little frame grew stout

                  And his little legs grew strong….

               

            

         

         A typical example of this type of poetry, and one of the most charming, is a short lyric of Mr Davies:

         
            
               
                  Sweet Chance, that led my steps abroad,

                  Beyond the town, where wild flowers grow –

                  A rainbow and a cuckoo, Lord,

                  How rich and great the times are now! …

                  88A rainbow and a cuckoo’s song

                  May never come together again;

                  May never come

                  This side the tomb.

               

            

         

         There is just the suggestion of a moral or philosophical conclusion (hinting at the law of probability) which divides the mood from the Elizabethan, and allies it to Wordsworth. In another poem, Mr Davies approaches this master still more closely (‘The Kingfisher’):

         
            
               
                  Nay, lovely Bird, thou art not vain;

                  Thou hast no proud, ambitious mind….

               

            

         

         The Georgian Love of Nature is on the whole less vague than Wordsworth’s, and has less philosophy [119] behind it: for Wordsworth had a philosophy, though ill apprehended from foreign teachers; the Georgian plays more delicately with his subject, and in his style has often more in common with Stevenson. On the other hand, not having abstractions to fall back upon, the modern poet, when he diverts his attention from birds, fields, and villages, is subject to lapses of rhetoric from which Wordsworth, with his complete innocence of other emotions than those in which he specialised, is comparatively free. Thus Rupert Brooke, after a number of lines which show a really amazing felicity and command of language, in ‘The Fish’, descends to:

         
            
               
                  O world of lips, O world of laughter,

                  Where hope is fleet and thought flies after …

               

            

         

         retrieved happily by another fine passage at the end. And another poem is completely spoilt by such adjectives as ‘crying-sweet’, ‘scattering-bright’.

         Mr Harold Monro has a vocabulary less rich, less astonishing, than Brooke’s, but at the same time less rhetorical. He is one of those (for he is to be associated to the Georgian poets) who has the most consistently pursued one direction. He is less literary, often more natural; he is also less a Little-Englander, and deserves a public not purely insular. Often he employs the same tone of infantile simplicity:

         
            
               
                  The stars must make an awful noise

                  In whirling round the sky …

               

            

         

         but the total effect of his last volume is not one of prettiness. That he knows how to handle the pretty mood is attested by an earlier poem, ‘Milk for the Cat’, which escapes insipidity by its extraordinary cleverness; he can reflect in an almost Emersonian mood (‘Often we must entertain’), but 89his consistent effort has been to express the strangeness of the familiar objects and ‘meetings’:

         
            
               
                  How did you enter that body? Why are you here?

                  At once, when I had seen your eyes appear

                  Over the brim of earth, they were looking for me.

               

            

         

         It is a limited genre; but it is a legitimate bypath of poetry. It has been done best, perhaps, by Henri Bataille. Only in something harder can great passion be expressed; the vague is a more dangerous path for poetry than the arid. Perhaps it is one sign of this weakness that I cannot select any poems from this book as of particular excellence; but the book as a whole makes a more complete impression than any but a very few of recent years.

         Eeldrop and Appleplex, II

         
            TLR, 4. 5 (Sept. 1917), 16–19. Attributed to ‘T. H. Eliot’ in the subheading. Gallup C48.

         

         The suburban evening was grey and yellow on Sunday; the gardens of the small houses to left and right were rank with ivy and tall grass and lilac bushes; the tropical South London verdure was dusty above and mouldy below; the tepid air swarmed with flies. Eeldrop, at the window, welcomed the smoky smell of lilac, the gramophones, the choir of the Baptist chapel, and the sight of three small girls playing cards on the steps of the police station.

         ‘On such a night as this,’ said Eeldrop, ‘I often think of Scheherazade, and wonder what has become of her.’

         Appleplex rose without speaking and turned to the files which contained the documents for his ‘Survey of Contemporary Society’. He removed the file marked London from between the files Barcelona and Boston where it had been misplaced, and turned over the papers rapidly. ‘The lady you mention,’ he rejoined at last, ‘whom I have listed not under S. but as Edith, alias Scheherazade, [17] has left but few evidences in my possession. Here is an old laundry account which she left you to pay, a cheque drawn by her and marked “R/D”, a letter from her mother in Honolulu (on ruled paper), a poem written on a restaurant bill – “To Atthis” – and a letter by herself, on Lady Equistep’s best notepaper, containing some damaging but entertaining information about Lady Equistep. Then there are my own few observations on two sheets of foolscap.’

         ‘Edith,’ murmured Eeldrop, who had not been attending to this catalogue, ‘I wonder what has become of her. “Not pleasure, but fulness of 90life … to burn ever with a hard gem-like flame”, those were her words. What curiosity and passion for experience! Perhaps that flame has burnt itself out by now.’

         ‘You ought to inform yourself better,’ said Appleplex severely, ‘Edith dines sometimes with Mrs Howexden, who tells me that her passion for experience has taken her to a Russian pianist in Bayswater. She is also said to be present often at the Anarchist Tea Rooms, and can usually be found in the evening at the Café de l’Orangerie.’

         ‘Well,’ replied Eeldrop, ‘I confess that I prefer to wonder what has become of her. I do not like to think of her future. Scheherazade grown old! I see her grown very plump, full-bosomed, with blond hair, living in a small flat with a maid, walking in the Park with a Pekinese, motoring with a Jewish stock-broker. With a fierce appetite for food and drink, when all other appetite is gone, all other appetite gone except the insatiable increasing appetite of vanity; rolling on two wide legs, rolling in motorcars, rolling toward a diabetic end in a seaside watering place.’

         ‘Just now you saw that bright flame burning itself out,’ said Appleplex, ‘now you see it guttering thickly, which proves that your vision was founded on imagination, not on feeling. And the passion for experience – have you remained so impregnably Pre-Raphaelite as to believe in that? What real person, with the genuine resources of instinct, has ever believed in the passion for experience? The passion for experience is a criticism of the sincere, a creed only of the histrionic. The passionate person is passionate about this or that, perhaps about the least significant things, but not about experience. But Marius, des Esseintes, Edith …’

         ‘But consider,’ said Eeldrop, attentive only to the facts of Edith’s history, and perhaps missing the point of Appleplex’s remarks, ‘her unusual career. The daughter of a piano tuner in [18] Honolulu, she secured a scholarship at the University of California, where she graduated with Honours in Social Ethics. She then married a celebrated billiard professional in San Francisco, after an acquaintance of twelve hours, lived with him for two days, joined a musical comedy chorus, and was divorced in Nevada. She turned up several years later in Paris and was known to all the Americans and English at the Café du Dome as Mrs Short. She reappeared in London as Mrs Griffiths, published a small volume of verse, and was accepted in several circles known to us. And now, as I still insist, she has disappeared from society altogether.’

         ‘The memory of Scheherazade,’ said Appleplex, ‘is to me that of Bird’s custard and prunes in a Bloomsbury boarding house. It is not my intention to represent Edith as merely disreputable. Neither is she a tragic 91figure. I want to know why she misses. I cannot altogether analyse her “into a combination of known elements” but I fail to touch anything definitely unanalysable.

         Is Edith, in spite of her romantic past, pursuing steadily some hidden purpose of her own? Are her migrations and eccentricities the sign of some unguessed consistency? I find in her a quantity of shrewd observation, an excellent fund of criticism, but I cannot connect them into any peculiar vision. Her sarcasm at the expense of her friends is delightful, but I doubt whether it is more than an attempt to mould herself from outside, by the impact of hostilities, to emphasise her isolation. Everyone says of her, “How perfectly impenetrable!” I suspect that within there is only the confusion of a dusty garret.’

         ‘I test people,’ said Eeldrop, ‘by the way in which I imagine them as waking up in the morning. I am not drawing upon memory when I imagine Edith waking to a room strewn with clothes, papers, cosmetics, letters and a few books, the smell of Violettes de Parme and stale tobacco. The sunlight beating in through broken blinds, and broken blinds keeping out the sun until Edith can compel herself to attend to another day. Yet the vision does not give me much pain. I think of her as an artist without the slightest artistic power.’

         ‘The artistic temperament –’ began Appleplex.

         ‘No, not that.’ Eeldrop snatched away the opportunity. ‘I mean that what holds the artist together is the work which he does; separate him from his work and he either disintegrates or solidifies. There is no interest in the artist apart from his work. And there are, as you said, those people who provide material for [19] the artist. Now Edith’s poem “To Atthis” proves beyond the shadow of a doubt that she is not an artist. On the other hand I have often thought of her, as I thought this evening, as presenting possibilities for poetic purposes. But the people who can be material for art must have in them something unconscious, something which they do not fully realise or understand. Edith, in spite of what is called her impenetrable mask, presents herself too well. I cannot use her; she uses herself too fully. Partly for the same reason I think, she fails to be an artist: she does not live at all upon instinct. The artist is part of him a drifter, at the mercy of impressions, and another part of him allows this to happen for the sake of making use of the unhappy creature. But in Edith the division is merely the rational, the cold and detached part of the artist, itself divided. Her material, her experience that is, is already a mental product, already digested by reason. Hence Edith (I only at this moment arrive at understanding) is really the most orderly person in existence, and the most rational. Nothing ever happens to her; everything that happens is her own doing.’

         92‘And hence also,’ continued Appleplex, catching up the thread, ‘Edith is the least detached of all persons, since to be detached is to be detached from one’s self, to stand by and criticise coldly one’s own passions and vicissitudes. But in Edith the critic is coaching the combatant.’

         ‘Edith is not unhappy.’

         ‘She is dissatisfied, perhaps.’

         ‘But again I say, she is not tragic: she is too rational. And in her career there is no progression, no decline or degeneration. Her condition is once and for always. There is and will be no catastrophe.’

         ‘But I am tired. I still wonder what Edith and Mrs Howexden have in common. This invites the consideration (you may not perceive the connection) of Sets and Society, a subject which we can pursue tomorrow night.’

         Appleplex looked a little embarrassed. ‘I am dining with Mrs Howexden,’ he said. ‘But I will reflect upon the topic before I see you again.’

         A Forgotten Utopia

         
            Review of Christianopolis: An Ideal State of the Seventeenth Century, translated from the Latin of Johann Valintin Andreae by Felix Emil Held (1916).

            NS, 9. 230 (1 Sept. 1917), 523–4. Unsigned. Gallup C48a. The name ‘C. Voigt’ has been corrected to ‘C. Vogt’ (as a misprint after ‘Voigt’ just before); also corrected ‘Weckerlin’ to ‘Weckherlin’. The dedication ‘dem Engelischen Ritter, Heinrich Wotton’ is in the text ‘Heinrich Ritter, engelländischen rittern’, but looks to be Eliot’s error.

         

         Towards the end of the sixteenth century there was born in Germany one Johann Valintin Andreae. At the age of fifteen he was admitted to the University of Tübingen, where, says his editor, he ‘perfected himself’ in Latin, Greek, Hebrew, French, Spanish, Italian and English. He also read widely in contemporary history and literature; not the least of his interests was the study of mathematics. It is not surprising that a youth of such attainments should have won successively the positions of Diakonus in Vaihingen, Dekan and Spezialsuperintendent in Calw, Hofprediger and Consistorial-Rat in Stuttgart. In the midst of the duties incumbent upon so important an official, Andreae yet found time for certain Schriften, mostly in Latin, one of which is here translated and edited. We deplore the absence, in Professor Held’s scholarly introduction, of more personal detail; the lives of seventeenth-century men of learning sometimes reveal very entertaining unconventionalities, but [524] perhaps in Andreae’s case such detail is missing. Dr Held is 93chiefly concerned with the mutual influence of Andreae’s and other Utopias; he is naturally concerned to show that his author experienced the minimum and exerted the maximum. He makes out, indeed, a very good case; and we are quite ready to believe that he confutes all preceding commentators, W. Hossbach, von Mohl, Guhrauer, Sigwart, Huellermann, Glöckler, Gussmann, Voigt, Prys, Brugel and C. Vogt. In the course of tracing the labyrinths of possible acquaintanceships which may have connected Andreae with Bacon, More, and Gott (the author of Nova Solyma), Dr Held turns the bones of many humanists. Their very names are delightful! How might Bacon have known of Andreae? First, Bacon corresponded with Sir Henry Wotton. Sir Henry was much abroad, and knew German so well as to be always mistaken for a German in Vienna. Second, Andreae visited Geneva, and Isaac Casaubon lived in Geneva; Casaubon knew the Wottons and corresponded with Bacon. Third, Andreae entered Tübingen in the same year as Georg Weckherlin, who became Milton’s secretary; and Weckherlin dedicated a poem to ‘dem Engelischen Ritter, Heinrich Wotton’, the Wotton who knew Casaubon and corresponded with Bacon. And Weckherlin was a friend of Benjamin von Buwinckhausen, Stadthalter of Alençon; Andreae conducted von Buwinckhausen’s funeral services. Lastly, there is Sir Toby Matthew, who, having espoused the Catholic faith, lived mostly out of England, travelled in Germany as well as France and Italy, and wrote constantly to Bacon, keeping him informed of literary and scientific affairs. All this is a little confusing, but introduces us to several worthies whom we should be glad to look up at the British Museum, and Dr Held convinces us that

         
            it would seem almost impossible that Bacon should not have heard of Andreae’s works through one or the other of their mutual acquaintances,

         

         though it is not proved that any one of these men actually did know Andreae.

         There is certainly a strong generic resemblance between all the ideal states of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and it seems quite likely that Christianopolis is a link and not merely an offshoot; also it is possible that

         
            the principles of a general reformation in education and the plan of a ‘college’ as outlined in the Christianopolis and other works of Andreae, were an important factor through J. A. Comenius, Samuel Hartlib, John Dury, and their associates, in the founding of the Royal Society of London.

         

         94As for the merits of the work itself, it must be confessed that this is less entertaining than Professor Held’s learned introduction. The beginning is similar to that of the New Atlantis. The author takes ship on the vessel Phantasy, and is wrecked on the island Caphar Salama. He is the sole survivor. While he is drying his undershirt he is accosted by a watchman, who volunteers kindly to lead him to the happy city, at the sight of which in the distance the traveller is wonderstruck, and exclaims:

         
            I shall evade neither the bath, the razor, nor the brush, that, being washed, scraped, and cleansed, I may be admitted to the pure abodes of truth and goodness.

         

         The aspect of the city, as seen in the plan and view which form Andreae’s frontispiece, is sufficiently pleasing; for it consists of a perfect square, with spatulate turrets at the corners. In the exact centre is a high tower, not unlike that of the Y.M.C.A. in Tottenham Court Road, designated as the Templum cum Prytaneo; in a small square around it is the College; a larger square outside this is the Botanic Garden; surrounding this in turn are the Allotments (Hortuli Civium); and in successive squares the dwellings, mills and shops of the four hundred householders.

         The method of Andreae’s chapters, which are short, varies but little. He begins with exact description, enumeration and measurement, and ends with a moral reflection. We turn to a chapter on ‘The Drug Supply House’, expecting a prototype of Boots’s. The chapter begins:

         
            Outside the gate now, stands the pharmacy, and no place in the world has a more carefully selected collection.

         

         But by the end of the page Andreae has not told us how the citizens are supplied with drugs; he has got on to saying:

         
            There is more vexation and irksome labour in the foolishness with which men wear out their powers, than in those things which can raise them aloft and admit them to a contemplation of our earth.

         

         For the rest, Andreae is a strong Lutheran and in most matters inclined to conservatism, often with a good deal of reason. We learn that in the perfect city ‘the married women make use of the knowledge which they acquired while in college’, and that ‘it is a rare thing among them, and not at all considered a manly act, for the husband to beat his wife.’ But what perhaps attracts our attention most in a Utopia is the political organisation, and here Andreae (German though he was) has foreshadowed one of the most modern of our instruments of government. His chapter is entitled ‘The Triumvirate’.

         
            95The triumvirate is the safest form of government, when it admits only the best in the state and those most experienced in public affairs, since one must work up through all steps of virtue to it. Each one of the leaders does his own duty, yet not without the knowledge of the others; all consult together in matters that concern the safety of the state. Each has a senate, but on fixed days they all meet together that decision in the most important matters may be reached with common consent.

         

         This is a very out-of-the-way book and well worth reading.

         William James on Immortality

         
            Review of Human Immortality: Two Supposed Objections to the Doctrine by William James (1917).

            NS, 9. 231 (8 Sept. 1917), 547. Unsigned. Gallup C48b.

         

         These two editions are convenient reprints of the Ingersoll Lecture of 1898. A considerable number of philosophers, scientists and men of letters have taken their turn as Ingersoll lecturer; few have succeeded in contributing anything very important to an obscure problem; yet the series has the interest, in retrospect, of a comparative study of points of view. William James’s is one of the small number that have any individual interest, and the interest which it has is due chiefly to its place in the development of James’s thought, and the light which it casts upon his philosophic attitude.

         The place of the lecture among James’s works, it must be admitted, is not a very important one. The sub-title of the lecture is characteristic of an attitude very frequent in James: the union of sceptical and destructive habits of mind with positive enthusiasm for freedom in philosophy and thought. His own personal feeling about immortality, he admits frankly, ‘has never been of the keenest order’, but he had great curiosity, and a curiously charming willingness to believe anything that seemed preposterous to the ordinary scientific mind. He hated oppression in any form; the oppression of dogmatic theology was remote from him, who lived in the atmosphere of Unitarian Harvard; but the oppression of idealistic philosophy and the oppression of scientific materialism were very real to him. Many of James’s ideas may be due rather to his antipathy to other people’s narrow convictions than to convictions of his own; as when, in a footnote to this lecture, he suggests a notion 96which he repeats elsewhere more emphatically, that ‘there might be many minds, sc. divine, behind the scene as well as one’.

         Philosophically, the footnotes, though they are chiefly citations, contain several suggestions which are more provocative than the lecture itself. They show that James was already struggling toward the philosophy barely outlined at this death, the ‘Radical Empiricism’ which he considered more important than his Pragmatism. Note 3 observes, for example, that the point of view taken in the lecture has been ‘the ordinary dualistic point of view’, but that:

         
            An absolute phenomenism, not believing such a dualism (of mind and matter) to be ultimate, may possibly end by solving some of the problems that are insoluble when propounded in dualistic terms.

         

         The two points made and elaborated in the body of the lecture are the ‘transmission’ theory of psycho-physics, and the futility of the objection to immortality as an appalling and tiresome multiplication of souls. On the latter point, James is characteristically democratic, genially drawing a picture of a future life which includes animals and savages and our primitive ancestors. The former point, the theory that the absolute dependence of mind upon brain is only the dependence of the workman on his tool, the theory that the function of the brain is not to generate consciousness but to ‘limit’ it, has since been made familiar by Bergson’s Matter and Memory, and had already been developed by F. C. S. Schiller. There are difficulties in the theory which James does not quite face: the greatest of these perhaps is that we do not clearly conceive what it is, according to the theory, that is ‘transmitted’; what ‘consciousness’ is, apart from its actualisation through the brain into thoughts and words and acts. Thus James compares consciousness to the air which is shaped by the vocal cords into ‘my personal voice’; and later he says that after death the ‘sphere of being’ which supplied the consciousness would remain intact. Personal immortality always tends to evaporate in this way. It would be easy to pick the lecture to pieces; its binding fluid is its attack upon dogmatic disbelief, not any constructive theory. But James has an exceptional quality of always leaving his reader with the feeling that the world is full of possibilities – in a philosopher, a rare and valuable quality; and what seems scepticism or inconsistency or vagueness in others, James has the knack of communicating as a sense of sincere adventurousness.97

         [A Defence of Idealism by May Sinclair]

         
            Review of A Defence of Idealism: Some Questions and Conclusions by May Sinclair (1917).

            NS, 9. 233 (22 Sept. 1917), 596. Unsigned. Gallup C48c.
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