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‘The desire to write a letter, to put down what you don’t want anybody else to see but the person you are writing to, but which you do not want to be destroyed, but perhaps hope may be preserved for complete strangers to read, is ineradicable. We want to confess ourselves in writing to a few friends, and we do not always want to feel that no one but those friends will ever read what we have written.’
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from ‘English Poets as Letter Writers’,


an unpreserved lecture given by TSE


at Sprague Memorial Hall, Yale University,


23 November 1933.


This fragment was recorded by his brother.


(MS Houghton)
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INTRODUCTION





At the time of our marriage in 1957 I was dismayed to learn that my husband had forbidden the future publication of his correspondence, because I appreciated its importance and fascination. As he often read aloud to me in the evenings – Kim, English and French poetry, Sherlock Holmes, Pickwick Papers, Uncle Remus – I took every opportunity to introduce a poet’s letters, until, eventually, he burst out laughing, and said he would relent on condition that I did the selecting and editing.


When in 1965 I began my research – which was interrupted three years later in order to prepare the hitherto missing manuscript of The Waste Land – the material relating to this volume filled a single folder in TSE’s desk, and many of today’s collections of Eliot letters were still in the hands of their recipients.


The correspondence with Ottoline Morrell did not become available until 1975, and that with Mary Hutchinson until 1977. Very few of their replies have been preserved, and there are none from Brigit Patmore. Letters to Ezra Pound came together at Yale University in stages, except for the last cache, now at the Lilly Library, Indiana University, which was only released in 1982 after a legal dispute. Those to J. H. Woods were given by his widow to Professor David G. Williams, who kindly allowed me to have photostats in 1981. Several unknown early letters to Scofield Thayer were an exciting bonus last year, together with a fair number to Ivor and Dorothea Richards.


Bruce Richmond, like W. H. Auden, threw away letters once they had been answered, and it is known that TSE’s to Lady Rothermere were not kept. I have been unable to trace his correspondence with Charles Whibley, J. M. Robertson or Frederic Manning, but fortunately there are some carbon copies.


On the deaths of his mother and brother, in 1929 and 1947, TSE recovered his correspondence with them and burnt a good part of it, together with their side, thus removing the family record of his final school year, his student days at Harvard and the period in Paris. Furthermore, in his mother’s case, there is a gap between 23 August 1921 and 12 January 1926, for which she may be partly responsible, having written to him on 8 March 1924 to say that she had all his letters from the time he went to Milton, and supposed she ought to destroy part of them.1




*





As Charlotte Eliot was forty-five when TSE was born, his eldest sister, Ada, who was nineteen years his senior, seemed more like a mother to him. He enjoyed eavesdropping on his siblings’ conversation, although Marian was inclined to say teasingly, ‘Little pitchers have big ears.’ This remark nettled him because at his dancing class one little girl had leaned heavily across him to hiss at another, ‘Look at his ears!’Mortified, he went home and tied them to his head with string.


From his mother, who understood him well, he inherited an anxious, nervous temperament. His father, he felt, was inclined to leave too much to her – such as taking him to the tailor – but no doubt this was partly due to his deafness. When they parted for the last time at the end of his 1915 visit, TSE was convinced that his father thought him a failure. This memory always tormented him, so he was thankful that his mother lived to see him achieve some success.




*





I intended this first volume to run to the end of 1926, which seemed a natural break, and was a biographical span which showed his relationship with several lifelong friends, but the physical extent of the book would, in my publisher’s opinion, have been too bulky for the reader’s comfort. We hope, by publishing the second part next year, to restore the balance. However, the significance of the year 1922, in which The Waste Land was published and The Criterion began, requires no emphasis.


During the course of his correspondence with Emily Hale, between 1932 and 1947 – when Vivien died, after nine years in a mental home – TSE liked to think that his letters to her would be preserved and made public fifty years after they were dead. He was, however, ‘disagreeably surprised’ when she informed him in 1956 that she was giving the letters to Princeton University Library during their lifetime. It seemed to him ‘that her disposing of the letters in that way at that time threw some light upon the kind of interest which she took, or had come to take, in these letters. The Aspern Papers in reverse.’




1–Valerie Eliot was slightly mistaken here: there are some letters between Charlotte Eliot and TSE beginning in 1923 (the first from her is dated 29 March 1923, and the first to her is from mid-October 1923). See Volume 2. 





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


He had met her, the daughter of a Boston Unitarian minister, at Eleanor Hinkley’s house in 1912, and before he left for Europe in 1914, he told her that he was in love with her. He had no reason to believe, from the way in which his declaration was received, that his feelings were returned ‘in any degree whatever’. They exchanged a few letters, ‘on a purely friendly basis’, while he was up at Oxford.


In a private paper, written in the sixties, he continued: ‘To explain my sudden marriage to Vivienne Haigh-Wood would require a good many words, and yet the explanation would probably remain unintelligible. I was still, as I came to believe a year later, in love with Miss Hale. I cannot however even make that assertion with any confidence: it may have been merely my reaction against my misery with Vivienne and desire to revert to an earlier situation. I was very immature for my age, very timid, very inexperienced. And I had a gnawing doubt, which I could not altogether conceal from myself, about my choice of a profession – that of a university teacher of philosophy. I had had three years in the Harvard Graduate School, at my father’s expense, preparing to take my Doctorate in Philosophy: after which I should have found a post somewhere in a college or university. Yet my heart was not in the study, nor had I any confidence in my ability to distinguish myself in this profession. I must still have yearned to write poetry.


‘Then in 1914 … my meeting with Ezra Pound changed my life. He was enthusiastic about my poems, and gave me such praise and encouragement as I had long since ceased to hope for. I was happier in England, even in wartime, than I had been in America: Pound urged me to stay … and encouraged me to write verse again. I think that all I wanted of Vivienne was a flirtation or a mild affair: I was too shy and unpractised to achieve either with anybody. I believe that I came to persuade myself that I was in love with her simply because I wanted to burn my boats and commit myself to staying in England. And she persuaded herself (also under the influence of Pound) that she would save the poet by keeping him in England.


‘To her the marriage brought no happiness … to me, it brought the state of mind out of which came The Waste Land.’




 





VALERIE ELIOT
























[image: ]





PREFACE





The publication of Volume 1 of The Letters of T. S. Eliot, edited by Valerie Eliot in 1988, covered the period of the poet’s life down to the publication of The Waste Land in 1922, with the bulk of the letters dating from between August 1914, when Eliot arrived in England, and the end of 1922. Volumes covering the rest of his career were to have followed, and Valerie Eliot has continued to gather letters from her husband’s correspondents and their families, from libraries in Britain and the USA, from the book trade, and from the archives of Faber & Faber. The remarkable scale and scope of Eliot’s correspondence became increasingly clear, however, and as the materials grew more copious the publication of subsequent volumes was postponed, until eventually the edition had to be reconceived on a more ample scale.




*





Among the letters that have come to light, over the last twenty years, a good many date from the period covered by the first volume, and fill important gaps in the literary record. These now appear in this integrated revised edition, along with others originally excluded as being of minor interest, but which flesh out the story of Eliot’s social life and literary career during these years. In all, the new edition contains some 200 new letters. These include important items of correspondence from Eliot to members of his family, while others illuminate his many friendships – with Mary Hutchinson, Wyndham Lewis, Aldous Huxley and Julian Huxley, the Sydney Schiffs and Virginia Woolf, as well as a wider cast of acquaintances and contacts. A few of the letters are straightforward arrangements to meet, but they help document Eliot’s London life during the years when he was establishing himself as an intellectual presence and writing some of his greatest poems; and they add valuable information about the publication of his work, particularly that of Ara Vos Prec with John Rodker’s Ovid Press in 1920, and The Waste Land in periodical and volume form in 1922. The cards and letters written during the gestation of The Waste Land from early 1921 to the end of 1922, though often brief and telegrammatic, are of enormous intrinsic importance, and they dramatise a crucial moment.




*





One of the strengths of the 1988 edition of Volume 1 came from Valerie Eliot’s decision to include voices other than the poet’s own, and in particular those of his family. The thirty-eight letters from Vivien Eliot are now supplemented by a further twenty, some written by her to Eliot’s mother in parallel with Eliot’s own letters. To the letters from Eliot’s father in the original edition are now added two more, both addressed to Eliot’s uncle, the Rev. Thomas Lamb Eliot; also included is a notable additional letter to Eliot from his mother.


Incorporating these additional letters into the original volume has involved several editorial adjustments: the text of the letters already published remains intact, but the annotation has been revised where necessary, and much additional annotation has been provided.




 





HUGH HAUGHTON
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BIOGRAPHICAL COMMENTARY 1888–1922







1888 26 SEPTEMBER – Thomas Stearns Eliot, seventh child of Henry Ware Eliot and Charlotte Champe Stearns Eliot, born at 2635 Locust Street, St Louis, Missouri.


1894? His nursemaid, Annie Dunne, takes him to Mrs Lockwood’s school. Spends summer holidays in Maine and at East Gloucester, Mass.


1897 Composes his first poem, four little verses, about the sadness of having to start school again every Monday morning.


1898 Goes as a day boy to Smith Academy.


1899 28 JANUARY to 19 FEBRUARY – Writes and illustrates in pencil fourteen numbers of ‘A Weekly Magazine’, The Fireside, containing ‘Fiction, Gossip, Theatre, Jokes and all interesting’.


1904 Visits the St Louis World’s Fair.


1905 JANUARY – Publishes in the Smith Academy Record ‘The Birds of Prey’; FEBRUARY – ‘A Fable for Feasters’; APRIL – ‘A Tale of a Whale’ and ‘A Lyric’; JUNE – ‘The Man Who was King’. Recites ‘Standing upon the shore of all we know’ on Graduation Day. 19 SEPTEMBER – TSE begins the academic year at Milton Academy, Milton, Mass.


1906 OCTOBER – Starts his freshman year at Harvard, lives at 52 Mount Auburn St. He studies Greek and English Literature, Elementary German, Medieval History and Constitutional Government. In DECEMBER he is put on probation for poor grades and ‘for working at a lower rate than most Freshmen’, although he has ‘an excellent record of attendance’.


1907 26 FEBRUARY – TSE is relieved from probation. (He told his second wife that he ‘loafed’ for the first two years.) 24 MAY – The Harvard Advocate publishes ‘Song’: When we came home across the hill’, and 3 JUNE ‘If time and space, as Sages say’, a slightly altered reprint of ‘A Lyric’. OCTOBER – In his sophomore year he shares rooms with John Robinson and Howard Morris in 22 Russell Hall, and meets Conrad Aiken, who becomes his closest Harvard friend. He studies History of Ancient Art, French Prose and Poetry, German Prose and Poetry, Greek Literature, Greek Prose Composition, History of Ancient Philosophy and History of Modern Philosophy.


1908 OCTOBER – begins his junior year and lives at 25 Holyoke Street. He studies the Literary History of England and its relation to that of the Continent from the Beginning to Chaucer, and from Chaucer to Elizabeth; Tendencies of European Literature of the Renaissance; English Composition; Latin Literature – General View of Latin Poetry; Latin Literature – The Roman Novel. 13 NOVEMBER – The Harvard Advocate publishes ‘Before Morning’, 25 NOVEMBER ‘Circe’s Palace’. DECEMBER – In the Advocate Library TSE finds The Symbolist Movement in Literature by Arthur Symons, which he describes in 1920 as ‘an introduction to wholly new feelings, as a revelation’ . Ten years later he continues ‘But for having read his book, I should not, in the year 1908, have heard of Laforgue or Rimbaud; I should probably not have begun to read Verlaine; and but for reading Verlaine, I should not have heard of Corbière.’ It has ‘affected the course of my life’.


1909 JANUARY – Joins the editorial board of the Harvard Advocate, which publishes 26 JANUARY ‘Song: The moonflower opens to the moth’ and ‘On a Portrait’, 7 MAY a review of The Wine of the Puritans by Van Wyck Brooks, 20 MAY ‘The Point of View’, 25 MAY ‘Gentlemen and Seamen’. 30 JUNE – BA. OCTOBER – starts his senior year and lives at 42 Apley Court. Begins MA course in the Graduate School of Arts and Sciences with: Chaucer; the Drama in England from the Miracle Plays to the Closing of the Theatres; Studies in the Poets of the Romantic Period; Literary Criticism in France, with special reference to the Nineteenth Century (with Irving Babbitt); Studies in the History of Allegory; Philosophy of History – Ideals of Society, Religion, Art and Science in their historical development (with George Santayana); and Florentine Painting. A classmate introduces him to Pound’s Exultations and Personae, with the comment ‘this is up your street: you ought to like this’, but TSE ‘didn’t really. It seemed to me rather fancy old-fashioned romantic stuff … I wasn’t very much impressed by it.’ 5 OCTOBER – The Harvard Advocate publishes his review of Egoists by James Huneker, and 12 NOVEMBER ‘Nocturne’.


1910 12 JANUARY – The Advocate prints ‘Humouresque’ (after J. Laforgue), and 26 JANUARY ‘Spleen’. FEBRUARY – Writes Part II of ‘Portrait of a Lady’. MAY – TSE in Stillman Hospital with scarlet fever. 24 JUNE – Class of 1910 graduates. TSE reads the Class Ode: ‘For the hour that is left us Fair Harvard, with thee’, in Sanders Theater, and it is published in the local newspapers. OCTOBER – TSE goes to Paris to attend the Sorbonne and hear Henri Bergson’s weekly philosophical lectures at the Collège de France. He is tutored by Alain-Fournier, and introduced to his brother-in-law, Jacques Rivière. At his pension, 151 bis rue St Jacques, he meets Jean Verdenal, a medical student, and they become very friendly. NOVEMBER – Writes Part I of ‘Portrait of a Lady’.


1911 21 FEBRUARY – MA. april – Pays his first visit to London, writes a poem, ‘Interlude in London’. JULY – Leaves for Munich and Northern Italy. Completes the third ‘Prelude’ and the final version of ‘Prufrock’. c. mid-SEPTEMBER – Leaves for America and East Gloucester. OCTOBER – Returns to the Harvard Graduate School to read for a doctorate in Philosophy. Lives at 16 Ash St. Aiken finds him ‘perceptibly Europeanized’. Enrols in Professor Lanman’s Indic Philology course, studies Sanskrit and reads Indian Philosophy with Professor Woods. NOVEMBER – Completes ‘Portrait of a Lady’.


1912 Appointed Assistant in Philosophy. Meets and falls in love with Emily Hale. The New Realism by E. B. Holt and others is published and ‘made a considerable stir in the philosophical departments of American universities’, TSE wrote in 1935. The Six Realists ‘were animated by a missionary zeal against the Hegelian Idealism which was the orthodox doctrine of the philosophical departments of American universities at the time, and which had begun to turn manifestly mouldy … the Six Realists were un-Teutonised, and on the whole anti-religious, which was refreshing; they were ascetically, even gloomily, scientific; and they professed considerable respect for Mr Bertrand Russell and his Cambridge friends. All this was to the good; but it must be admitted that the New Realism, like most pre-War philosophies, seems now as demoded as ladies’ hats of the same period.’


1913 JUNE – Buys F. H. Bradley’s Appearance and Reality. OCTOBER – Is appointed President of the University Philosophical Club. 15 DECEMBER – Pays Emma Wright Gibbs seven dollars for three hours’ dancing lessons.


1914 27 MARCH – TSE meets and comes under the influence of Bertrand Russell, a Visiting Professor at Harvard. 31 MARCH – TSE, who is appointed a Sheldon Travelling Fellow in Philosophy for the academic year 1914/15, plans to spend it at Merton College, Oxford. 7 JULY – Passes through London on his way to a summer school in Marburg. 1 AUGUST – Germany declares war on Russia. 2 august – The course, due to start next day, is cancelled, and students are told they cannot leave for a fortnight. 16 AUGUST – TSE departs for Frankfurt, reaches London five days later. Stays at 28 Bedford Place, Russell Square, W.C.1. Early SEPTEMBER? –Writes ‘Morning at the Window’. 22 SEPTEMBER – Meets Ezra Pound. OCTOBER – Runs into Bertrand Russell in New Oxford Street. 6 OCTOBER – Goes up to Merton College to study Aristotle under Harold Joachim. Pound sends Harriet Monroe ‘Prufrock’. DECEMBER – TSE, Brand Blanshard and Karl Culpin spend a holiday together at Swanage in Dorset.


1915 JANUARY – Lives at 1 Gordon Street, Gordon Square. MARCH – Reads a paper on ‘The Relativity of the Moral Judgement’ in Russell’s rooms at Trinity College, Cambridge. 24 APRIL – Tells Eleanor Hinkley that he has met some English girls ‘with such amusing names’, and one is called Vivien [Haigh-Wood], who is at that time living as a governess at 26 Malcolm Street, Cambridge. 2 MAY – Jean Verdenal is killed in the Dardanelles. JUNE – Poetry prints ‘Prufrock’. 26 JUNE – TSE marries Vivienne Haigh-Wood at Hampstead Registry Office. JULY – Wyndham Lewis’s magazine, Blast, prints ‘Preludes’ [I–IV] and ‘Rhapsody on a Windy Night’. 24 JULY – TSE sails for America to join his parents at East Gloucester. Visits Harvard’s Philosophy Department to discuss returning tor his degree. 21 AUGUST – Leaves for England, having decided his future lies there. SEPTEMBER – ‘Portrait of a Lady’ appears in Others. Russell offers the Eliots a room in his Bury Street flat. TSE begins teaching at High Wycombe Grammar School, lives at Sydney Cottage, Conegra Road, High Wycombe. OCTOBER – Poetry prints ‘The Boston Evening Transcript’, ‘Aunt Helen’ and ‘Cousin Nancy’. NOVEMBER – Catholic Anthology is published.


1916 Early JANUARY – Russell takes Vivien to Torquay for a holiday and is succeeded after five days by TSE, whose first review for the International Journal of Ethics is published. TSE begins teaching at Highgate Junior School. 6 MARCH – Tells Professor Woods that he is sending his thesis in a few days. Late MARCH – The Eliots move to 18 Crawford Mansions, Crawford Street, W.1. TSE prepares to sail to America on 1 APRIL in order to take his viva at Harvard, but at the last minute his boat is delayed for five days and he cancels his plans. 2 APRIL – TSE and Pound see Yeats’s Noh play, At the Hawk’s Well, with Mischio Itow as the hawk and masks by Edmund Dulac, in Lady Cunard’s drawing-room. 23 JUNE – Woods informs him that his thesis has been accepted ‘without the least hesitation’. 24 JUNE – TSE’s first contribution to the New Statesman. 21 AUGUST – The Eliots at Bosham cottage. 3 SEPTEMBER – Pound writes John Quinn that ‘Eliot seems to be getting on all right (though he is producing very little, practically nothing)’. 6 SEPTEMBER – TSE tells Henry that he often feels that Prufrock ‘is a swan song’. october – Begins reviewing for The Monist. 3 OCTOBER to 12 DECEMBER Gives a course of six lectures on Modern French Literature at Ilkley, Yorkshire, and begins the first year of a three-year tutorial class on Modern English Literature at Southall on Monday evenings. 3 DECEMBER – TSE’s first visit to Garsington. 5 DECEMBER – Tells Henry that he is giving up teaching at Christmas as he finds that he is ‘losing in every way’.


1917 19 MARCH – Starts work in the Colonial and Foreign Department of Lloyds Bank. 6 APRIL – America declares war on Germany. MAY – Begins writing for the Little Review. JUNE – The Egoist Limited publishes Prufrock and Other Observations. Clive Bell takes a number of copies to a party at Garsington and distributes them among the Morrells, Mary Hutchinson, Aldous Huxley, Middleton Murry and others, including Katherine Mansfield who reads the title poem aloud. TSE appointed Assistant Editor of The Egoist. JULY – Reviews ‘Reflections on Violence’ by Georges Sorel, trans. with an introd. by T. E. Hulme, in The Monist. (His copy is dated MAY 1916). 28 SEPTEMBER – Begins a course of twenty-five Friday evening lectures on Victorian Literature at the County Secondary School, Sydenham. OCTOBER – Starts second year of his tutorial class in Modern English Literature.


1918 JANUARY – In New York Knopf publishes Ezra Pound: His Metric and Poetry, after the subject has supplied the title and made three deletions in the text. It is issued anonymously because, Pound tells Quinn, ‘I want to boom Eliot and one can’t have too obvious a ping-pong match at that sort of thing.’ 9 JUNE – The Eliots at 31West St, Marlow. 2 AUGUST – TSE cables Henry to inquire about his chances of a military or naval training commission if he returns to America. 5 AUGUST – Tells Lewis that he is trying to get into US Navy. 25 august –Writes Henry that he has had a medical examination and been passed fit for limited service. As Washington has forbidden ‘any more commissions over here’ he is applying to be an officer in the Quartermaster’s or Interpreters’ Corps, and has been collecting testimonials. ‘It was a shock to both of us that Tom was graded so high in the medical exam,’ Vivien writes earlier to Mary Hutchinson. ‘I did not realise until then how much I had counted on his being passed quite UNFIT. I can’t understand it. He took a very strong certificate from our doctor, and had been fearfully ill over the weekend so that he was obviously in a wretched state.’ 8 SEPTEMBER – Tells his father that he now needs three American testimonials. 11 SEPTEMBER – Afraid that TSE ‘was likely to be took fer the Army’, Pound tells Quinn that he went to the Embassy ‘to point out that if it was a war for civilisation (not merely for democracy) it was folly to shoot or have shot one of the six or seven Americans capable of contributing to civilisation or understanding the word’. 11? SEPTEMBER – Pound sends Knopf TSE’s manuscript of poems after putting it into shape, as TSE has no time. He thought early publication ‘could strengthen TSE’s position with the authorities’. Mid-SEPTEMBER – The Eliots let their Marlow house ‘at a good rent’. OCTOBER – TSE begins his final Southall course on Elizabethan literature. c. 26 OCTOBER – Leaves bank as US Navy Intelligence has sent for him. 9 NOVEMBER – Returns to bank after official muddle and confusion. 10 NOVEMBER – Tells Jack Hutchinson ‘this ends my patriotic endeavours’. 11 NOVEMBER – Armistice Day. 15 NOVEMBER – Visits Leonard and Virginia Woolf at Hogarth House to discuss the publication of his Poems. 27 NOVEMBER – TSE sent Order of Induction into Military Service of the United States from St Louis, and told to report to the Headquarters European Forces in London. 18 DECEMBER – Pound writes Quinn that he is afraid that TSE is ‘in a bad way, back in his bank, but health in very shaky state. Doctor orders him not to write any prose for six months.’


1919 3 JANUARY – Henry Ware Eliot tells his brother that TSE is ‘getting along now and has been advanced at the bank so that he is independent of me’. 7 JANUARY – TSE’s father dies. 12 MARCH – He has been invited to become the Assistant Editor of The Athenaeum, TSE tells his mother. 6 APRIL – He informs Henry that he has declined the post. 4–14 MAY – TSE stays at the Hotel Constance, 23 Lancaster Gate, W.2. 11 MAY – The Eliots at Garsington. 12 MAY – Hogarth Press publishes Poems. 19 MAY – TSE is sent on a tour of the provinces by the bank ‘for some weeks’, returning at intervals. 9 JULY – TSE writes Quinn: [This] ‘part of Ulysses [Scylla and Charybdis] … struck me as almost the finest I have read: I have lived on it ever since I read it.’ 22 JULY – The Eliots accompany the Sacheverell Sitwells to the first night of Falla’s Three-Cornered Hat, performed by Massine and the Ballets Russes. 9 AUGUST – TSE leaves for a walking tour in the Dordogne with Ezra Pound, returning on 31 AUGUST. Vivien records that he was ‘very nice at first, depressed in the evening’. 29 SEPTEMBER – TSE meets Bruce Richmond, editor of the Times Literary Supplement, who admires his critical prose and invites him to write leading articles. 28 OCTOBER – Lectures on ‘Poetry’ under the auspices of the Arts League of Service in the Conference Hall, Westminster. 13 NOVEMBER – His first contribution, ‘Ben Jonson’, appears in the TLS. DECEMBER – The Egoist ceases publication.


1920 Early FEBRUARY – The Ovid Press publishes Ara Vos Prec. Late FEBRUARY – Knopf issues Poems in New York. 15 AUGUST – TSE meets James Joyce in Paris, and the following day leaves with Lewis for a painting and cycling holiday in northern France. 20 SEPTEMBER – The first mention of The Waste Land to his mother: ‘I want a period of tranquillity to do a poem I have in mind.’ 4 NOVEMBER – Methuen publishes The Sacred Wood. The current Dial contains his first contribution, ‘The Possibility of a Poetic Drama’. Later that month the Eliots move to 9 Clarence Gate Gardens, N.W.1. 2 DECEMBER – Tells his mother that he is ‘rather tired of [the essays] now, as I am so anxious to get on to new work, and I should more enjoy being praised if I were engaged on something which I thought better or more important. I think I shall be able to do so, soon.’


1921 SUNDAY 20 MARCH – TSE dines with the Woolfs and accompanies them to the Phoenix Society production of Congreve’s Love for Love at the Lyric Theatre, Hammersmith, and on 24 APRIL, with Edgar Jepson, sees Sybil Thorndyke in The Witch of Edmonton. 9 MAY – He tells Quinn that he is ‘wishful to finish’ a long poem which is now ‘partly on paper’. 10 JUNE – His mother, Marian and Henry arrive on the SS Adriatic, and occupy 9 Clarence Gate Gardens. TSE and Vivien move to 12 Wigmore Street. JULY – TSE and Scofield Thayer wonder if they can interest Lady Rothermere in establishing an international review, comprising the Dial in America and a new magazine edited by TSE in London, but by the beginning of August she has decided, partly for financial reasons, to confine herself to an English review. 16 AUGUST – TSE confides to Richard Aldington ‘in strict confidence that there is a possibility of a new literary venture’ [Criterion]. 20 AUGUST – TSE’s family return to America. Towards the end of SEPTEMBER TSE’s health breaks down. He sees a specialist who orders him to have three months’ complete rest and change, and the bank gives him leave. 15 OCTOBER – Goes to the Albemarle Hotel, Margate. Vivien joins him for part of the time. While there he decides to become a patient of Dr Vittoz in Lausanne. 12 NOVEMBER – Returns to London. 18 NOVEMBER – The Eliots go to Paris, and Pound sees some drafts of The Waste Land. 22? NOVEMBER – TSE leaves for Lausanne. Vivien remains in Paris. DECEMBER – TSE continues working on The Waste Land.


1922 2 JANUARY – TSE rejoins Vivien in Paris. Pound writes Quinn, ‘Eliot came back from his Lausanne specialist looking O.K.; and with a damn good poem (19 pages) in his suitcase; same finished up here; and shd. be out in Dial soon, if Thayer isn’t utterly nutty … About enough, Eliot’s poem, to make the rest of us shut up shop’ (21 FEB.). 12 JANUARY – TSE returns to London alone and succumbs to flu. Vivien goes to Lyons for about a week and plans to spend a few more days in Paris before following him. Mid-MARCH – Disturbed by reports from Aldington that TSE ‘was going to pieces’, Pound revives an earlier scheme to enable TSE to leave Lloyds Bank. Called ‘Bel Esprit’, the aim is to find thirty guarantors of £10 a year. 17 MAY – The Eliots at the Castle Hotel, Tunbridge Wells. TSE writes Ottoline Morrell that his forthcoming visit to Italy ‘will just save me from another breakdown, which I felt was impending’. 20 MAY – TSE tells Gilbert Seldes that his mind is ‘in a very deteriorated state, due to illness and worry’. Goes to Lugano for a fortnight. 11 JUNE – TSE dines with the Woolfs; Virginia records in her diary that he read The Waste Land. ‘He sang it & chanted it, rhythmed it. It has great beauty&force of phrase: symmetry;&tensity.’ JULY – He receives $200 from the Carnegie Fund of the US Authors’ Club. Ottoline Morrell launches the Eliot Fellowship Fund which involves Virginia Woolf and Aldington. It continues, on and off, until December 1927. AUGUST – TSE judges the Lloyds Bank Short Story Competition, and a Satirical Poem on the Housing Problem or the Cost of Living. 7 SEPTEMBER – Quinn arranges with Seldes and Liveright that TSE will get the Dial award of $2,000. 15 OCTOBER – First number of the Criterion. It contains The Waste Land, which also appears in the Dial. 16 NOVEMBER – Liverpool Post accuses him of accepting £800 raised by admirers to enable him to leave Lloyds Bank, and then refusing to do so. 30 NOVEMBER – Liverpool Post publishes TSE’s reply and apologises. 15 DECEMBER – Boni and Liveright publishes The Waste Land in New York. TSE inscribes a copy ‘For Ezra Pound il miglior fabbro’ [the better master].
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ABBREVIATIONS AND SOURCES















	 

	PUBLISHED WORKS BY T. S. ELIOT






	ASG

	
After Strange Gods (London: Faber & Faber, 1934)






	AVP

	
Ara Vos Prec (London: The Ovid Press, 1920)






	CP

	
The Cocktail Party (London: Faber & Faber, 1950)






	CPP

	
The Complete Poems and Plays of T. S. Eliot (London: Faber & Faber, 1969)






	EE

	
Elizabethan Essays (London: Faber & Faber, 1934)






	FLA

	
For Lancelot Andrewes: Essays on Style and Order (London: Faber & Gwyer, 1928)






	FR

	
The Family Reunion (London: Faber & Faber, 1939)






	HJD

	
Homage to John Dryden: Three Essays on Poetry of the Seventeenth Century (London: The Hogarth Press, 1924)






	KEPB

	
Knowledge and Experience in the Philosophy of F. H. Bradley (London: Faber & Faber, 1964; New York: Farrar, Straus & Company, 1964)






	IMH

	
Inventions of the March Hare: Poems 1909–1917, ed. Christopher Ricks (London: Faber & Faber, 1996)






	OPP

	
On Poetry and Poets (London: Faber & Faber, 1957; New York: Farrar, Straus & Cudahy, 1957)






	P

	
Poems (London: The Hogarth Press, 1919)






	P 1909–1925

	
Poems 1909–1925 (London: Faber & Gwyer, 1925)






	POO

	
Prufrock and Other Observations (London: The Egoist Press, 1917)






	SA

	
Sweeney Agonistes: Fragments of an Aristophanic Melodrama (London: Faber & Faber, 1932)






	SE

	
Selected Essays: 1917–1932 (London: Faber & Faber, 1932; 3rd English edn., London and Boston: Faber & Faber, 1951)






	SW

	
The Sacred Wood: Essays on Poetry and Criticism (London: Methuen & Co., 1920)






	TCC

	
To Criticise the Critic (London: Faber & Faber, 1965; New York: Farrar, Straus & Giroux, 1965)






	TUPUC

	
The Use of Poetry and the Use of Criticism: Studies in the Relation of Criticism to Poetry in England (London: Faber & Faber, 1933)






	TWL

	
The Waste Land (1922, 1923)






	TWL: Facs

	
The Waste Land: A Facsimile and Transcript of the Original Drafts, ed. Valerie Eliot (London: Faber & Faber, 1971; New York: Harcourt, Brace, Jovanovich, 1971)






	VMP

	
The Varieties of Metaphysical Poetry, ed. Ronald Schuchard (London: Faber & Faber, 1993; New York: Harcourt Brace, 1994)

























	 

	     PERIODICALS AND PUBLISHERS







	A.

	
The Athenaeum (see also N&A)






	C.

	The Criterion






	F&G

	Faber & Gwyer (publishers)






	F&F

	Faber & Faber (publishers)






	IJE

	International Journal of Ethics






	N.

	The Nation






	N&A

	The Nation & The Athenaeum






	NC

	New Criterion






	NRF

	La Nouvelle Revue Française






	NS

	New Statesman






	TLS

	Times Literary Supplement

























	 

	                PERSONS







	AH

	Aldous Huxley






	BD

	Bonamy Dobrée






	BR

	Bertrand Russell






	CW

	Charles Whibley






	CWE

	Charlotte Ware Eliot, TSE’s mother






	DHL

	D. H. Lawrence






	EP

	Ezra Pound






	EVE

	(Esmé) Valerie Eliot






	GCF

	Geoffrey (Cust) Faber






	HR

	Herbert Read






	HWE

	Henry Ware Eliot (TSE’s brother)






	IPF

	Irene Pearl Fassett (TSE’s secretary)






	JDH

	John Davy Hayward






	JJ

	James Joyce






	JMM

	John Middleton Murry






	LW

	Leonard Woolf






	MH

	Mary Hutchinson






	OM

	Ottoline Morrell






	RA

	Richard Aldington






	RC-S

	Richard Cobden-Sanderson






	SS

	Sydney Schiff






	TSE

	T. S. Eliot






	VHE

	Vivien Haigh Eliot






	VW

	Virginia Woolf






	WBY

	W. B. Yeats

























	 

	            ARCHIVE COLLECTIONS







	Arkansas

	Special Collections, University Libraries, University of Arkansas






	BL

	British Library, London






	Beinecke

	The Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library, Yale University






	Berg

	Henry W. and Albert A. Berg Collection of English and American Literature, New York Public Library






	Bodleian

	The Bodleian Library, Oxford University






	Bonn

	Universitäts und Landesbibliothek, Bonn University






	Buffalo

	Lockwood Memorial Library, State University of New York at Buffalo






	Bundesarchiv

	German Federal Archives, Koblenz






	Chicago

	Special Collections, The Joseph Regenstein Library, University of Chicago






	Cornell

	Department of Rare Books, Olin Library, Cornell University






	Fondren

	Fondren Library, Woodson Research Center, Rice University






	Gallup

	Donald Gallup Papers, The Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library, Yale University






	Gardner Museum

	Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum, Boston, Massachusetts






	Harvard

	University Archives, Harvard University






	Hornbake

	Hornbake Library, University of Maryland






	Houghton

	The Houghton Library, Harvard University






	Huntington

	Huntington Library, California






	King’s

	Modern Archive Centre, King’s College, Cambridge






	Lilly

	Lilly Library, Indiana University, Bloomington






	LSE

	British Library of Political and Economic Science, London School of Economics






	McMaster

	Mills Memorial Library, McMaster University. Hamilton, Ontario






	Milton Academy

	Milton, Massachusetts






	MIT

	The Weiner Papers Institute Archives, Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Cambridge, Mass.






	Reed College

	Portland, Oregon






	Mugar

	Mugar Memorial Library, Boston University






	NYPL (MS)

	New York Public Library (Manuscripts Division)






	Northwestern

	Special Collections, Northwestern University Library, Evanston, Illinois






	Princeton

	Department of Rare Books and Special Collections, Princeton University Library






	Rosenbach

	Rosenbach Museum and Library, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania






	Texas

	The Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin






	Tulsa

	Department of Special Collections, McFarlin Library, University of Tulsa, Oklahoma






	UCLA

	University of California at Los Angeles






	Vichy

	Bibliothèque Municipale, Vichy






	Victoria

	Special Collections, McPherson Library, University of Victoria, British Columbia






	Virginia

	Alderman Library, University of Virginia Library






	Washington

	Washington University Library, St Louis, Missouri






	Williams College

	Williamstown, Massachusetts
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EDITORIAL NOTES





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












	
del.

	deleted


 






	MS

	manuscript


 






	n. d.

	no date


 






	PC

	postcard


 






	SC.

	
scilicet: namely


 






	TS

	typescript


 






	< >

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

















Place of publication is London, unless otherwise stated.


Ampersands and squiggles have been replaced by ‘and’, except where they occur in correspondence with Ezra Pound.


Some obvious typing or manuscript errors have been silently corrected.


Dates have been standardised.


Some words and figures which were abbreviated have been expanded.


Punctuation has occasionally been adjusted.


Editorial insertions are indicated by square brackets.


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


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


Vivienne Eliot liked her husband and friends to spell her name Vivien; but as there is no consistency, it is printed as written.
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26 September 1888


St Louis, Missouri


‘Young Thomas (Stearns for his Grandfather) came forth at 7.45 this a.m. I like the name for your sake, and shall always feel as though that part of it was for you, though the prime cause was the other …’1







13 April 1943


Cambridge, Massachusetts


‘When you were a tiny boy, learning to talk, you used to sound the rhythm of sentences without shaping words – the ups and downs of the thing you were trying to say. I used to answer you in kind, saying nothing yet conversing with you as we sat side by side on the stairs at 2635 Locust Street. And now you think the rhythm before the words in a new poem! … Such a dear little boy!’2







1–Henry Ware Eliot to his elder brother, the Reverend Thomas Lamb Eliot (ms Houghton).


2–Ada Eliot Sheffield (1869–1943), the first-born, in her last letter to TSE, written while she was dying of cancer (MS Valerie Eliot). She and TSE were intellectually close; he described her as the Mycroft to his Sherlock Holmes. She has in mind The Music of Poetry (1942): ‘I know that a poem, or a passage of a poem, may tend to realize itself first as a particular rhythm before it reaches expression in words, and that this rhythm may bring to birth the idea and the image.’ 

























THE LETTERS


1898–1922
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1898








TO His Father1



MS Houghton


Thurs. 23–24 June 1898


Gloucester2 [Massachusetts]


Dear Papa,


It is very cool here when we get up – that is, indoors, outdoors it is just right. We have no sunflowers, there were two in the rosebed, and Marion weeded them up. I found the things in the upper tray of my trunk all knocked about. A microscope was broken and a box of butterflies and a spider.


Charlotte and I hunt for birds. She found a empty nest yesterday (23d). Marion, Margret (?) & Henry are going to Class-day.3


Yours Truly,


Tom.







1–Henry Ware Eliot; the other family members referred to are Marion, the fourth child and TSE’s favourite sister; Charlotte, the third child; Margaret, the second child; and Henry, the fifth child and TSE’s only brother, who was nine years his senior. See Glossary of Names.


2–From 1896 the family spent their summers in the house built by Henry Ware Eliot on land originally purchased in 1890 at Eastern Point, overlooking Gloucester Harbor. On earlier visits they had stayed at the Hawthorne Inn.


3–When ceremonies are held in schools or colleges to mark the graduation of the senior class.
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1904–1910








TO Charlotte Eliot Smith1



MS Houghton


August [1904]



Oliver’s Corner2


[Province of Quebec, Canada]


Dear Charlotte,




Hoping you are better,


At least enough to read my letter,


Which I have twisted into rhyme


To amuse you, I have taken time


To tell you of the happenings


Swimming, rowing, other things


With which I have the time been killing.


Wednesday morning, weather willing,


We after breakfast took a start,


Four of us, in a two horse cart


Together with a little luncheon,


Including things quite good to munch on,


To climb a mountain, quite a feat,


3000 ft., and in the heat.


To make a lengthy story short,


We did not take the path we ought,


And though we exerted all our powers,


It took us all of two three long hours


To reach the top, when, what a view,


Mount Washington, and Montreal too!


We took one hour down the road,


Then two hours more to our abode.


I suppose now I should desist, 


For I am needed to assist


In making a raft.


           The family sends


To you their love and complimen’s.


I must not close without once more a


Health to you and Theodora.





I am afraid this letter will not please you but I hope you will excuse your brother


Tom.







1–Charlotte had married George Lawrence Smith, an architect, in Sept. 1903. Their daughter, Theodora, had been born on 25 July 1904. Charlotte studied at the St Louis and Boston Art Schools, specialising in sculpture. For her oil portrait of TSE, see Plate 15.


2–In 1903 TSE’s uncle, Christopher Rhodes Eliot, had bought some land over the border in Canada, on Lake Memphremagog, as a site for a family camp. In the early years everyone slept under canvas. 








Charlotte C. Eliot1 TO the Head Master of Milton Academy2



MS Milton Academy


27 March 1905


2635 Locust St, St Louis


My dear Mr Cobb,


I write to ask whether at Milton Academy you will take a boy who has passed his finals for Harvard. My son is sixteen years of age and will be seventeen the 26th of September. As a scholar his rank is high, but he has been growing rapidly, and for the sake of his physical well being we have felt that it might be better for him to wait a year before entering on his college career. If you have any provision for such cases, and can keep him employed without his going over the same ground, please let me know, and oblige


Yours very truly,


Charlotte C. Eliot


Mrs Henry W. Eliot


Tom passed his preliminaries with credits in two studies. Took Latin prize last year at Smith Academy.3







1–Charlotte Champe Stearns Eliot, TSE’s mother; see Glossary of Names.


2–In Milton, Massachusetts. Richard Cobb was Head Master, 1904–10.


3–From 1898 to 1905 TSE was a dayboy at Smith Academy, which his grandfather had founded. ‘My memories of [it] are on the whole happy ones; and when, many years ago, I learned that the school had come to an end [in 1917], I felt that a link with the past had been painfully broken. It was a good school.’ He recalled with gratitude Mr Hatch, his English master, who ‘commended warmly my first poem [‘A Lyric’], written as a class exercise, at the same time asking me suspiciously if I had had any help in writing it … Well! so far as I am educated, I must pay my first tribute to Smith Academy; if I had not been well taught there, I should have been unable to profit elsewhere … I remember it as a good school also because of the boys who were there with me: it seems to me that, for a school of small numbers, we were a well-mixed variety of local types’ (from an Address delivered at Washington University, 9 June 1953). See ‘American Literature and the American Language’, To Criticise the Critic. 










4 April 1905


2635 Locust St, St Louis


My dear Mr Cobb,


Your letter was received yesterday, and I enclose today a list of studies taken here which my son has prepared. He and I have examined the catalogue you sent, and Tom thinks he could make out a course partly scientific, and then there are elective studies like ‘Advanced History, English and American’. Then he has had but two years of German, one with a poor teacher, and could resume that study, and drop French, in which he needs principally conversation. I should think he could drop Latin and Greek this year. He took the Latin prize last year at Smith Academy. His teacher informs him that in the Harvard preliminaries he received credit in French and English. He has always been a student, and read extensively in English literature, especially Shakespeare. He has read practically all of Shakespeare, whom he admires, and retains much in memory.


It is now partly in deference to his own wishes that we consider sending him to Milton. A friend suggests that he will be lonely there, because most of the boys have been there some years. I hope not, for although quiet and very dignified he is a most friendly boy, of sweet nature, and every inch a gentleman, withal very modest and unassuming, yet very self-reliant too.


We have lived twenty-five years on the old Eliot place, while all our friends have moved out, and Tom desires companionship of which he has been thus deprived.1 I talk with him as I would with a man, which perhaps is not so good for him as if he had young people about him.


If you think that Tom can make out a course, and you advise and are willing to take him, I should like a decision very soon, as otherwise his room must be engaged for Harvard. He has been a faithful student and we are willing to have him wander a little from beaten paths this year and take a somewhat miscellaneous course.


His teacher here says he can enter Harvard next year without repeating his examinations. I will write to Mr Hart and inquire.


 I have gone somewhat into detail to assist you in making an early decision, as the number admitted into your school is limited, I judge, and I should like a place reserved in one of the cottages of the upper school.


Yours very truly


Charlotte C. Eliot


Mrs Henry W. Eliot




1–TSE’s remarkable grandfather, the Revd William Greenleaf Eliot, whom Dickens described as ‘a gentleman of great worth and excellence’ (American Notes, 1842), had been a Unitarian Minister of the First Congregational Church in St Louis, 1834–70; and his widow, Abby Adams, remained there although the area became a slum. Their son, TSE’s father, stayed nearby out of loyalty. 










[In TSE’s hand:]












	I passed in June 1904, for Harvard:






	4

	Elementary

	English (a)






	2

	”

	French






	4

	”

	Latin






	4

	”

	Greek






	2

	”

	Algebra






	2 –

	Plane Geometry.

	 






	18 points.

	 

	 

























	I shall take in June, 1905:






	2

	Advanced

	Greek






	2

	”

	Latin






	2

	”

	French






	4

	”

	English (b)






	2

	Elementary

	Physics






	2 –

	”

	History (Greek and Roman)






	14 points

	 

	 

























	Total 32 points.






	 

	German






	 

	History






	 

	Trig. and Phys.






	 

	Chem.


















English: Hill’s Principles of Rhetoric. Pancoast’s Introduction to English Literature. Reading: Othello, Golden Treasury, Macbeth, Burke’s Speech on Conciliation [with America, 1775], Milton’s Minor Poems, Macaulay’s ‘Milton’ and ‘Addison’. Themes. Elocution.


Latin: Virgil’s Aeneid, Books 3–12. I read Books I–II last year. Ovid 2000 lines. Cicero, Milo. Grammar. Composition based on Caesar.


Greek: I read Xenophon’s Anabasis Books I–IV, with Hellenica at sight last year. Iliad I–III. Also Books IV–VI, VII and XVIII at sight. Odyssey selections. Xenophon at sight. Prose composition. 


French: Fraser and Squairs’ Grammar. Stone’s Grammaire Française. Résumés in French of the authors read. Reading: Horace, Corneille; Le Misanthrope, Molière; Andromaque, Racine; Zadig and other tales, Voltaire; Hernani, Les Misérables, Hugo; La Mare au Diable, La Petite Fadette, Sand; Five Tales of Balzac; Mademoiselle de la Seiglière, Sandeau; Athalie, Racine; and others. Memorizing poetry.


History: Myers’ History of Greece and History of Rome.


Physics: Wentworth and Hill’s Principles of Physics. Forty experiments.


Thomas S. Eliot







7 April 1905


St Louis


My dear Mr Cobb,


I do not know whether in my last note I made it sufficiently explicit, that if after reading my letter and looking over my son’s schedule, you approve of his entering Milton Academy, I desire to make formal application for his admission into one of the Upper School dormitory buildings.


Yours very truly


Charlotte C. Eliot







22 July 1905


Eastern Point, Gloucester


My dear Mr Cobb,


Your letter has just been forwarded to me from Saint Louis, which has caused delay in answering. My son’s marks were ‘B’ in History, and ‘C’ in everything else except Physics, in which he was conditioned, receiving ‘E’. This result was not unexpected, as he had in the latter study a poor teacher, who finally broke down with nervous prostration.


He would still greatly prefer to attend Milton Academy – I was, however, so discouraged by your last letter that I took steps to hire rooms at Cambridge. If Mr Eliot approves, however, I will see what steps can be taken to dispose of these (they are in a private house on Mt Auburn Street), provided you are still willing to take him on his ‘one condition’. He had intended to take German this year, which is on your programme.


How early is it necessary for you to know results of my Cambridge inquiries regarding disposal of rooms?


Yours sincerely,


Charlotte C. Eliot


You are probably out of the city, but I address this to Milton.







23 July 1905


Eastern Point, Gloucester


My dear Mr Cobb,


I write a line to say that if you are still in Boston or Milton, my son and I will make an appointment to call on and confer with you. I want to be sure he can go to Milton Academy, before taking active steps to dispose of his rooms.


I greatly prefer to have him a year at a Preparatory School, rather than to enter college this year. I am officially informed that his certificate of admission will hold good next year, making up physics.


Yours sincerely


Charlotte C. Eliot


Mrs Henry W. Eliot







26 July 1905


Eastern Point, Gloucester


My dear Mr Cobb,


I have just learned from your secretary that you are out of town, but will return on the 1st of August. As soon thereafter as is convenient to you, Tom and I will visit Milton Academy, and confer with you. Mr Eliot writes that he approves of his going to Milton rather than Harvard this year, and thinks it will do him good. As soon as I have perfected arrangements with you, I will close matters at Cambridge.


Tom’s certificate will admit him to college next year with only an examination in Physics, and any extra study will be a gain.


We should be happy to have you spend the day with us at Eastern Point, if you care for a fine view.


Yours sincerely,


Charlotte C. Eliot







28 August 1905


Eastern Point, Gloucester


My dear Mr Cobb,


I have been considering with my son-in-law, Mr Alfred Dwight Sheffield,1 who has had considerable experience in past years in a Preparatory School, the best course of study for Tom to pursue at Milton Academy this coming year. Mr Sheffield thinks, and I agree with him, that it is better to take studies other than those in which he has passed his examinations. This would exclude Latin, Greek and French, and perhaps English. Attendance at these courses would mean the reading again a second time much that he has already been over. This, Mr Sheffield believes, would induce a mental ennui. It certainly would not act as a stimulus.


Among the elective studies is Advanced History, upon which Tom could spend considerable time. Is this course always included in the curriculum, however small the number of students desiring to take it?


There are reasons why it would be better for Tom to take Chemistry at Milton than at Harvard. It would be more interesting and less technical and abstruse. Would it conflict with his Physics?


Physiography Tom does not care for, and I do not consider it worth while for a boy who reads and easily acquires general information.


As to the German, Tom is going through with Mr Bierwirth’s Thirty Lessons,2 and recalls much more than I expected – he could easily enter the Third Class were it desirable. German is still an open question.


Mr Sheffield, who is, I think, known to you, has offered to go to Milton on Saturday for an interview concerning Tom’s studies, but I am loath to accept his kind offer as it would shorten his stay here by a day. I should like however, in any case, to visit Milton again and ascertain more definitely what programme of studies can be arranged without conflict; all that I have written is merely preliminary to a final interview.


I should like to ask two practical questions. I desire to know whether a student is allowed to keep his trunk in his room, and if so, should it be of such a height that it can be kept under the bed? Also does an advanced pupil require a ‘swallow tail’ evening suit for any occasion, or are tuxedo suits worn? I inquire because my son has not yet attained his full growth.


Please let me know how long before the opening of the fall term it will be best for me again to confer briefly with you.3


Very sincerely,


Charlotte C. Eliot







1–Alfred Sheffield (1871–1961), husband of TSE’s eldest sister, Ada. ‘Shef’ taught English for four years at University School, Cleveland, Ohio, before joining the editorial staff of Webster’s International Dictionary.


2–H. C. Bierwirth, Beginning German: a series of lessons with an abstract of grammar (1903). Bierwirth was Professor of German at Harvard.


3–She and TSE saw Mr Cobb on Sat., 16 Sept. The term began on the following Tuesday, with TSE being placed in Forbes House.










17 September 1905


[Eastern Point]


My dear Mr Cobb,


I have purchased Tom a low steamer trunk, and should like very much to have him able to keep it under his bed in his room, unless it is an infringement of rules to which Mrs Chase would object. As there are no closets in the rooms, I think clothes not in immediate use can be best kept from dust etc. in a trunk.


You need not answer this note except to Tom personally.


With kind regards to Mrs Cobb,


Sincerely yours,


C. C. Eliot


[end September 1905]


Hotel Bellevue, Beacon St, Boston







My dear Mr Cobb,


I thought perhaps I had better explain to you just why Tom could not participate in football and other such strenuous sports, involving risk of strain. He has had a case of congenital rupture1 which, our physician thinks, is superficially healed, but as the abdominal muscles there are weak, care must still be exercised. He participated in the gymnasium training at Smith Academy. I think, however, it would be well for your instructor to know exactly Tom’s physical condition, and presume he examines each new pupil.


Tom has never fully realized until now, when he is almost the only fellow debarred from football, his physical limitations. We hope in a few years he will be entirely normal, but his rapid growth has rendered him less rugged, perhaps, although perfectly healthy. I hope he will soon be over his cold.


I know Tom will be particular about observing all rules.


With kind regards to yourself and Mrs Cobb,


Yours sincerely,


Charlotte C. Eliot


Should Tom ever be ill, which I do not apprehend, I should like to be informed by telegraph.







1–He remembered as a small boy asking his nurse why a naked child in a book was not wearing his truss, which he had assumed all boys wore (Valerie Eliot).










20 May 1906


2635 Locust St [St Louis]


My dear Mr Cobb,


Tom has written home requesting permission to swim in a quarry pond near the Academy. As this authority from parents is a new requirement, it conveys the impression that there is an element of danger, and Mr Eliot and I would like to know the conditions. We both have a prejudice against quarry ponds, partly because Mr Eliot’s sister was drowned in one,1 and also because every year the quarry ponds about the city prove fatal to boys bathing in or skating on them. This is partly due to the deep holes in the bottom rock. I suppose Milton boys never attempt diving in one. Mr Eliot says if the pond is stagnant, fed by rains, there is danger of typhoid. If fed by springs, the cold currents must be carefully avoided. Do boys use their own judgement as to the length of time to remain in the water?


A boy may be very careful himself, but the peril of a comrade endangers his rescuers. I have seen quarry ponds surrounded by steep rock that looked dangerous.


Although sorry to trouble you, we do not feel ready to accord Tom the required permission until we are better acquainted with conditions.2


Very cordially yours


C. C. Eliot








FROM H. W. Eliot to E. H. Wells3



MS Harvard


7 December 1906


The Hydraulic-Press Brick


Company, Missouri Trust Building,


St Louis


Dear Sir,


I thank you for your letter of the 4th containing information which I already had received from my son, who is sufficiently concerned therefore.4 He did not know that English did not count. I am inclined to think that he has been permitted (with the assistance of his College advisors) to take courses all of which are difficult and require much outside reading. I do not know if this can be remedied. When he comes home for the holidays I will discuss it with him.


Yours truly,


H. W. Eliot







1–Abby Adams Eliot (‘Ada’) had drowned in 1864, aged sixteen, in a skating accident. TSE’s eldest sister was named after her.


2–On the Head Master’s reassurance, permission was given. He added that TSE seemed happier than he had been at first, and was mingling much more with his fellows (23 May).


3–E. H. Wells was Assistant Dean of Harvard College, 1905–7.


4–TSE had been placed on probation at the end of his first semester at Harvard. He later told Valerie Eliot that he ‘loafed’ for the first two years.











TO His Mother1


PC Houghton


Tuesday [1909]


Port Clyde, Maine


My dear Mother


We have had very light and very warm weather: pleasant and lazy. This is only about twenty-five miles from North Haven.


Your aff. Son


Tom







1–Addressed to Mrs H. W. Eliot, Eastern Point, Gloucester, Massachusetts. 








FROM His Mother



MS Houghton


3 April 1910


4446 Westminster Place,


[St Louis]


My dear Boy,


I was very glad indeed to receive your last letter,1 and pleased with the success of your lecture. I am so much interested in every detail of your life, my only regret being that you have not time to write more fully. You have not yet told me your marks in the two remaining courses. Surely you must know by this time. I enclose a postal on which I hope you will write and mail.


I hope in your literary work you will receive early the recognition I strove for and failed. I should so have loved a college course, but was obliged to teach before I was nineteen. I graduated with high rank, ‘a young lady of unusual brilliancy as a scholar’ my old yellow testimonial says, but when I was set to teaching young children, my Trigonometry and Astronomy counted for naught, and I made a dead failure.


Shef2 wrote early in the fall, that he thought before the end of the collegiate year your ideas would crystallize and you would know better the best direction for your literary activity. I have rather hoped you would not specialize later on French literature. I suppose you will know better in June what you want to do next year. And you will have the literary judgment of able advisers probably. I cannot bear to think of your being alone in Paris, the very words give me a chill. English speaking countries seem so different from foreign. I do not admire the French nation, and have less confidence in individuals of that race than in English. I suppose I am not enough of a scholar to know what is termed the ‘particular genius’ of any people. I will enclose Henry’s last letter, as you say you have not heard from him for so long. I wish you could live nearer together. But New York is more likely to be your destiny than Chicago.


You must be sure and secure tickets when the time comes for Father and me to hear your Ode.3 Is it on Class Day, at Sanders? You know Henry had no tickets. Having a part may enable you to secure them. I am glad you know the Littles so well. They must be a fine family. Ed4 was one of the nicest of Henry’s friends. Poor fellow! he was very pathetic in his enfeebled condition.


I suppose you have been too busy to see Marian or Uncle Chris’ family. And also too busy to write for the Advocate,5 since you have sent no more copies.


Father will send your draft tomorrow. When is the Easter vacation?


Today has been typically April – showers and sunshine. We have a wood fire in the study. Father has had a little cold. He seems to tire easily. We are hoping Ada will come on in May to the Conference of Charities.6 She thinks she must be at the Hotel several days. I hope then she will stay with us as long as possible – until we go.


I will not enclose the card – Please let me know without.


Your loving Mother


Hope the trip to New Haven will be pleasant. Father thinks before long you can take your deposit from Bank if you are to leave Cambridge.







1–None of TSE’s letters to his parents from Milton Academy, Harvard or Paris has been


preserved. After their mother’s death, TSE told his brother on 25May 1930 that he was ‘glad


to have the letters to make ashes of’.


2–He was about to become an instructor in rhetoric and composition at Wellesley College.


3–As Class Odist, TSE recited his tribute to ‘Fair Harvard’ in Sanders Theater on Graduation Day, 24 June (Poems Written in Early Youth).


4–Edward Little (1881–1905), who died of tuberculosis, was co-illustrator with Frederick Hall of Harvard Celebrities. His brother Clarence (1888–1971), known as ‘Pete’, was a classmate of TSE.


5–After the ‘Ode’, TSE did not contribute again until 1934.


6–Ada was a member of the Massachusetts State Board of Charities, 1909–14. As a probation officer in New York City’s prison, 1901–4, she had been known as ‘the angel of the Tombs’.





 





Henry Ware Eliot to Thomas Lamb Eliot1



MS2 Reed College


[St Louis]


12 May 1910


Dear Bob,


The world wags and the end draws nigher.


Laus Deo.


I have not seen your Tom3 lately but he is well and busy. My Tom is in hospital at Cambridge – probably scarlet fever which is epidemic in Boston. We have so much difficulty in getting information that Lottie goes to Boston tonight. Why don’t folks think more of the feelings of absentees and give them the whole story! It is unfortunate just now as Tom is working so hard for his A.M. which is just in sight.4


Tis a parlous world.


Yr


H







[image: ]





In the autumn of 1910, TSE went to Paris for the academic year to attend the Sorbonne, and to hear the weekly lectures at the Collège de France by the philosopher Henri Bergson. Nearly fifty years later he said, ‘I had at that time the idea of giving up English and trying to settle down and scrape along in Paris and gradually write French.’ He left France in July 1911 to visit Munich and northern Italy, before returning to Harvard to work for his doctorate in philosophy.




[image: ]







1–Thomas Lamb Eliot (1841–1936), brother of TSE’s father, was Pastor of the First Unitarian Society of Portland, Oregon, 1867–93; author of The Radical Difference between Liberal Christianity and Orthodoxy. See Earl M. Wilbur, Thomas Lamb Eliot, 1841–1936 (Portland, 1937).


2–From a copy made by the recipient’s granddaughter.


3–Thomas Dawes Eliot (1889–1973), who was to become Professor of Sociology at Northwestern University, 1924–54.


4–Although his illness was not serious, he was unable to sit his final examinations.





 





TO Theodora Eliot Smith



MS Houghton


[Postmark 23 December 1910]     [Paris]
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1911








TO Theodora Eliot Smith



MS Houghton


[late February? 1911]


Paris


My Dear Theodora,


Thank you very much for the nice letter that you sent me, and the Valentine of Puss in Boots. Have you the puss in the green boots still, and do you remember the story about him?


You must have been studying hard in order to be able to write so nicely. I have been studying too. But I often go out and walk in the Luxembourg Gardens, which is a sort of park like the Boston Public Gardens, or the park back down the hill from your home in Brookline, where you used to go. There is a pond there too, and the children play boats when it is not too cold. There are lots of boats and they sail right across the pond and right through the fountain and never upset. They spin tops and roll hoops. You would like the French children. I don’t think they have as many playthings as the American children, but they seem quite happy. I see lots of them in the Champs Elysées (which is a long wide street) on Sunday afternoon, riding in little carts behind goats. But it is hard to talk to the little ones, because they don’t talk French very well yet, and I don’t either.


When they are older and go to school you see them walking out two by two, very quiet and proper, in a long line, with their teachers. They all wear black capes, and carry their schoolbooks on their backs underneath the capes, so that they all look as if they had big bumps on their backs. And they wear black pinafores, and have their legs bare all winter. But it is never very cold in Paris. It has not snowed here all winter, and the little steamboats go up and down the river like black flies: ‘fly-boats’, they call them.


Just about now you are having supper in America, and here, it is my bed time. Isn’t that funny?


– With love to mother and father and all the dolls


Your


Uncle


TOM











TO Eleanor Hinkley1



PC Houghton


[Postmark 24 March 1911]


[Paris]


Dear Eleanor, I have been meaning to write a letter to thank you for your Christmas card, and I don’t think that I did. I am not sure that this card will go through the American post. I have not seen this costume2 on the street and I don’t think it will be a success. Is the Cambridge season agreeable this year? I have no news from there.


Ever sincerely yours


T


Give my regards to Aunt Susie and Barbara3







1–Eleanor Hinkley, TSE’s cousin; see Glossary of Names.


2–It showed a model wearing la jupe-culotte (divided skirt) at the Auteuil races, where it continues, according to the caption, ‘à égayer les habitués … qu’elle intrigue par la nouveauté de ses mystérieux dessous’ [‘to amuse the race-goers … intriguing them by the novelty of the mysterious under-garments’].


3–Eleanor’s mother (sister of TSE’s mother) and Eleanor’s sister, Barbara (1889–1958), who in 1909 had married Edward Welch (1888–1948).








TO Eleanor Hinkley



MS Houghton


26 April [1911]


151 bis rue Saint Jacques [Paris]


Dear Eleanor,


I just came back from London1 last night, and found a pile of letters waiting for me, with yours sitting on the top. I mounted to my room to read them; then my friend the femme de chambre burst in to see me (after two weeks absence). She tells me I am getting fat. Also she had a store of news about everyone else in the house. Monsieur Dana2 has gone to the Ecole Normale, where he has to rise every day at seven. This is a prime joke, and lasted for ten or twelve minutes. Monsieur Verdenal3 has taken his room, because it is bigger than M. Verdenal’s room, and gives upon the garden. Had I been out into the garden to see how the trees poussent [are growing]? So then I had to go into M. Verdenal’s room to see how the garden did. Byplay at this point, because M. Verdenal was in the garden, and because I threw a lump of sugar at him. And a Monsieur americain named Ladd has taken M. Verdenal’s room. He does not speak French very well yet. He speaks as Monsieur spoke in November. (And I shortly heard Monsieur Ladd bawling through the hall ‘A-vous monté mes trunks à l’attique?’4 – I settle the affair by crying out ‘les malles au grenier!’


But finally I read the letters, and enjoyed yours more than any. In fact I must compliment you on it – you have a gift for letter writing. This was quite different from any I have had all year. I have no news equally amusing to repay with. I feel rather guilty about that, I do: for Paris has burst out, during my absence, into full spring; and it is such a revelation that I feel that I ought to make it known. At London, one pretended that it was spring, and tried to coax the spring, and talk of the beautiful weather; but one continued to hibernate amongst the bricks.5 And one looked through the windows, and the waiter brought in eggs and coffee, and the Graphic (which I conscientiously tried to read, to please them) and commented on the chauffeurs’ strike6 and all was very wintry and sedate. But here! –


But I was outdoors most of the time. I made a pilgrimage to Cricklewood. 7 ‘Where is Cricklewood?’ said an austere Englishman at the hotel. I produced a map and pointed to the silent evidence that Cricklewood exists. He pondered. ‘But why go to Cricklewood?’ he flashed out at length. Here I was triumphant. ‘There is no reason!’ I said. He had no more to say. But he was relieved (I am sure) when he found that I was American. He felt no longer responsible. But Cricklewood is mine. I discovered it. No one will go there again. It is like the sunken town in the fairy story,8 that rose just every May-day eve, and lived for an hour, and


only one man saw it.*


<* Note explanatory: I suggest that if the Sayward family were English


– well, they might live in Cricklewood.>


– I have just discussed my trip with the prim but nice English lady at the pension. She said ‘And did you go through the Tower?’ ‘No!’ ‘Madame Tussaud’s?’ ‘No!’ ‘Westminster Abbey?’ ‘No!’ here I triumphed again – ‘the Abbey was closed due to the coronation preparations!’9 (This is a remark which, in a novel, would be ‘flung back’). I then said – do you know




St Helens


St Stephens


St Bartholomew the Great


St Sepulchre


St Ethel[d]reda10 





and finally – Camberwell Work House! And she knew none of these. ‘I have it on you!’ I cried (for I know her well enough for that). But she does not understand the American dialect.


– But at this point, lest you should give people the idea that I wasted my


time! note that I have seen




National Gallery


Brit[ish] Mus[eum]


Wallace Collection (made notes!!)


S. Kensington11 (in large part)


Cambridge University


Hampton Court


The Temple


The City – Thoroughly


Whitechapel (note: Jews)12


St Pauls


et al.


also the Zoo (note: gave the apterix a bun)13
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And so I will close this spring letter which becomes more and more foolish. Do write again.


Thanking you in advance


Yours faithfully


Thos. S. Eliot







1–His first visit, always associated in his mind with the music of Herman Finck’s ‘In the Shadows’ (1910), which was popular at the time.


2–Henry (‘Harry’) Dana (1881–1950): educated at Harvard, he had been a lecturer in English at the Sorbonne 1908–10. He was later dismissed from Columbia for pacifist activities.


3–Jean Verdenal, who was to be dedicatee of Prufrock and Other Observations: see Glossary of Names.


4–‘Have you taken my trunks [malles] up to the attic [grenier]?’


5–‘We hibernate among the bricks / And live across the window panes’ (‘Interlude in London’, ll. 1–2, in IMH, 16).


6–Motor cab proprietors were seeking an increase in charges, which had remained unaltered since 1907, and their drivers were in dispute with them over the payment of petrol tax. Although the Home Secretary had appointed a commission to examine the grievances, drivers in London’s West End went on strike on 15 Apr. To the public’s delight, the horse cab came into its own again, The Times reporting two days later that ‘the cab-driver with a silk hat reappeared after a long absence and some astonishing animals were to be seen between the shafts’.


7–Cricklewood, London N.W.2, ‘was [then], I should think, part of the parish of Hendon but no more than a hamlet. It rose to fame owing to its position on the Edgware Road and the tavern there which became a tram stop’ (John Betjeman to Valerie Eliot, 15 Mar. 1978). Though most of the places that TSE visited would form part of a regular tourist itinerary, his ‘pilgrimage to Cricklewood’ (like his visit to the City and Camberwell Work House) shows his independence of Baedeker. TSE’s copy of Baedeker, London and Environs (1908), is at King’s.


8–‘Germelshausen’ by Friedrich Gerstäcker (1816–72) tells of a lost village, under Papal interdict, which appears for a day’s revelry once every hundred years before sinking beneath the earth again. On 18 June 1936 TSE wrote to Lady Richmond ‘East Coker was delightful, with a sort of Germelshausen effect’; and after publication of East Coker he wrote to H. S. Häussermann on 24 May 1940, ‘I think that the imagery of the first section (though taken from the village itself) may have been influenced by recollections of Germelshausen, which I have not read for many years.’


9–King George V was crowned on 22 June.


10– St Helen’s Bishopgate, St Stephen Walbrook, St Bartholomew the Great, West Smithfield, and St Sepulchre Old Bailey are churches in the City of London. The medieval Roman Catholic St Etheldreda is in Ely Place, Holborn. TSE’s love of City churches is further in evidence in TWL, l. 264 (his note to that line refers to The Proposed Demolition of Nineteen City Churches), as well as in his pageant play The Rock (1934), staged on behalf of the ‘Forty-Five Churches Fund of the Diocese of London’.


11–The old name for the Victoria & Albert Museum (until 1899).


12–By 1900 there were about 135,000 Jews in London, most of whom lived within the East End around the Whitechapel area. In East London (1898), the Christian missionary Henry Walker noted of Whitechapel, ‘Here, in spite of the English-looking surroundings, [the stranger] is practically in a foreign land, so far as language and race are concerned. The people are neither French nor English, Germans nor Americans, but Jews.’


13–An apterix is ‘A New Zealand bird, about the size of a goose, with merely rudimentary wings and no tail, called by the natives Kiwi’ (OED). TSE wrote three reviews for the Egoist in 1918 under the pseudonym ‘Apteryx’, or ‘T. S. Apteryx’. 








TO Edward Forbes1



MS Harvard


22 May [1911]


c/o Credit Lyonnais, 19 bvd des


Italiens [Paris]


My dear Mr Forbes


I have just arranged with Alphonse-Picard that they should send you a copy of the Trocadero catalogue.2 It appears to be a new edition. As for the Luxembourg, there is no catalogue. I suppose that the museum is conceived to be never in a stable enough condition to warrant it.3 There are three ‘guides’ containing selections (illustrations) of the sculptures only. If you would like them, let me know, but I judged them useless for museum purposes.


This is a long time since you wrote asking for the catalogues, and no doubt you thought that your letter was never received. Perhaps you have already obtained the catalogue through someone else, or perhaps the lack of it may have bothered you a great deal. In any case, I hope you will not attribute my delinquency to gross negligence, but rather to a fundamental failing of character. I have been known to procrastinate even longer.


— — — — — — — — — — —


I have enjoyed my winter very keenly, and have gained, I think, a great deal. My opinions on art, as well as other subjects, have modified radically. At Christmas I travelled for two weeks in France, and saw several things not often visited – including Poitiers, Angoulême, Toulouse, Albi, Moissac, and other places in the south west. My Easter vacation I spent in London. At present, I am commencing a series of trips to towns about Paris, and began last Sunday with Rouen.


After the middle of June I shall go to Munich for some time, to study German.4 I hope to spend a few weeks, at least, in Italy.5


If you come to Europe this summer, I shall hope to see you. In case the catalogue does not arrive, send me word of it.


Please remember me to Mrs Forbes


Sincerely yours


Thomas Eliot.







1–Edward Forbes (1873–1969): collector and Harvard benefactor; Director of the Fogg Museum at Harvard, 1909–44. TSE had taken his course Fine Arts 20b in 1909–10.


2–Camille Enlart, Le Musée de Sculpture Comparée du Trocadero (1911).


3–The Luxembourg Museum was devoted to works by living painters and sculptors. They remained there for ten years after the artist’s death, and the best of them were then selected for the Louvre.


4–He left France in July 1911 for Munich and northern Italy before returning to Harvard for the autumn to work for his doctorate in philosophy. In a letter to Eudo Mason (21 Feb. 1936), he was to recall that most of ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’ was written ‘in the summer of 1911 when I was in Munich’.


5–See TSE’s ‘Notes on Italy’ (Houghton). 








FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


Dimanche [July? 1911]


[Paris]


Mon cher ami,


Je suis impatient de vous voir trouver du papier à lettres en Bavière, et d’en recevoir un échantillon couvert de votre belle écriture avant que la bière allemande n’ait engourdi votre esprit. Elle y aurait d’ailleurs de la peine, si lourde soit-elle, et nous voyons que quelques naturels du pays y échappèrent; l’histoire conte que le terrible Schopenhauer en était fort amateur. Il jouait aussi de la clarinette, mais c’était peut-être pour embêter ses voisins.1 Voilà bien assez de choses pour nous rattacher à la vie. La volonté de vivre est mauvaise, cause de désirs et de peines mais la bière est appréciable – et l’on continue. O! Raison.


Je viens de lire hier soir la Mère et l’Enfant de Philippe,2 quelle belle et bonne chose; blanche comme le pain et le lait, sans procédés, sans littérature. Il faut l’aimer, bien l’aimer pour la comprendre. J’ai compris à propos de ce bon Philippe tout ce qu’a d’inférieur la critique purement intellectuelle, un jour où j’ai entendu quelque Sorbonnard dire à propos de ses romans: ‘Très intéressant! Comme il a bien étudié la vie des humbles.’ Pauvre, pauvre ami, plus que toutes les misères, cette phrase lui eût été douloureuse. Avoir souffert, vécu chacune de ses lignes pour servir de sujet d’étude au professeur de littérature – qui n’y verra rien – tant il est vrai que c’est nous-mêmes que nous projetons sur toutes les choses extérieures. Il faudrait, en critique, réserver la raison à démolir, à cogner sur les faux bonshommes, à cogner dur pour mettre par terre les faiseurs, falsificateurs professionnels de l’art. Les bonnes choses restent à la lumière; il faut en parler pour les faire connaître, comme on prête un livre à un ami. Tout essai de démonstration par l’intelligence de la beauté d’une oeuvre d’art est, sans aucun doute, une contradiction. Monsieur Dana en tressaillerait derrière ses lorgnons d’or, mais c’est comme cela, le critique rationnel m’a toujours fait penser à l’enfant qui casse son jouet mécanique pour voir ce qu’il y a dedans. Et que dire des critiques scientifiques? Mais ceux-ci ne sont pas dangereux, ils sont trop embêtants et personne ne les lit.


Au revoir, mon vieux, je vous serre la pince cordialement.


Jean Verdenal.3







1–The daily routine of Arthur Schopenhauer (1788–1860), author of Die Welt als Wille und Vorstellung (1819), involved a good intake of beer as well as clarinet practice. TSE later noted that his (and Verdenal’s) literary hero Laforgue was fascinated by ‘the Kantian pseudo-Buddhism of Schopenhauer’ (VMP, 216).


2–La Mere et l’Enfant (1900), by Charles-Louis Philippe (1874–1909). TSE’s copy of this novel (Édition de la NRF, 4th edition), is inscribed ‘T. S. Eliot / Paris / September 1911’ (Houghton). In his preface to a translation of Philippe’s Bubu of Montparnasse, TSE would praise the author’s ‘sincerity’; comparing him to Dickens and Dostoevsky, he called him ‘perhaps the most faithful to the point of view of the humble and oppressed themselves … more their spokesman than their champion’ (Bubu of Montparnasse, trans. Laurence Vail [Paris, 1932], 10).


3–Translation: My dear friend, I am waiting impatiently to hear that you have found some notepaper in Bavaria, and to receive an example of it covered with your beautiful handwriting, before German beer has dulled your wits. As a matter of fact, it would have some difficulty in doing so, and we see that even a few natives of the country escaped its effects; history tells us that the formidable Schopenhauer was a great beer-lover. He also played the clarinet, but perhaps that was just to annoy his neighbours. Such things are quite enough to make us cling to life. The will to live is evil, a source of desires and sufferings, but beer is not to be despised – and so we carry on. O Reason!


I have just read – only last evening – Mother and Child by Philippe, what a good and beautiful book; as wholesome as bread and milk, without artifice or rhetoric. To understand it, you have to like it, really like it. It was in connection with Philippe that I realised what is so unsatisfactory about purely intellectual criticism, one day when I overheard some Sorbonne professor saying about his novels: ‘Very interesting! How well he has studied the lives of humble people.’ Poor, good fellow, the remark would have hurt him more than the worst of his sad experiences. To have suffered and lived every line he wrote only to become a subject of study for a professor of literature – who will miss the point – so true it is that we project ourselves on to everything outside us. Reason, in criticism, should be reserved for demolishing, for hammering charlatans, for hammering phoneys and falsifiers of art until they are laid low. The good things stand out of their own accord; they have to be talked about to make them known, as you lend a book to a friend. Any attempt on the part of the intelligence to demonstrate the beauty of a work of art is, undoubtedly, a contradiction in terms. Monsieur Dana would shudder behind his gold pince-nez if he heard this, but it’s true; a rationalistic critic always makes me think of a child breaking his clockwork toy to see what there is inside. As for scientific critics? But they are not dangerous; they are too boring and no one reads them.


Goodbye, my dear fellow, I shake you warmly by the hand. Jean Verdenal. 











FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


[Mid-July 1911]


151 bis rue St Jacques, Paris


Mon cher ami,


Je reçois votre lettre1 au moment où je vais quitter Paris pour aller quinze jours là-bas aux Pyrénées. Tout le monde a quitté déjà, à part Fellows;2 et des figures de passage remplissent la maison; presque toutes repondent à l’étiquette ‘vieille fille americaine’. Cela suffit.


Le spectacle de Paris ces jours-ci (fête du 14 juillet) était assez intéressant. C’est, avec les jours gras, la vraie fête de Paris, maintenant que l’ ‘antique renouveau des fêtes surannées ne fleurit plus aux vieux pavés du siècle dur’. Je crois même que l’expression artistique est plus parfaite qu’au Mardi gras, rien ne sonne de travers. Illuminations officielles, revue et cocardes, populo dansant; horribles orchestres dont les valses vous suggestionnent totalement; c’est une atmosphère chaude, poussiéreuse, suante sous un ciel ardent; c’est tricolore, commandé par l’État et les gens s’en donnent de rigoler. L’après-midi les gosses triomphent, les sales gosses à mirlitons; le soir il monte une excitation sensuelle qui va en grandissant; le cheveux des filles sont collés aux tempes de sueur; la roue des loteries tourne; la roue des chevaux de bois tourne entraînante, attirante de lumière, chaque oscillation des chevaux cambrant le torse souple des poules, une jambe bien prise est entrevue par la ‘jupe fendue à la mode’; un souffle lourd et gras passe chaudement.


Toute cette manifestation extérieure répond bien, sans aucun doute, à l’actuelle tendance régnant dans le peuple de Paris. C’est, tendance peu élevée, matérialiste, mais je ne dirais pas grossière, car le peuple Parisien reste fin, sceptique et distingué malgré tout; dans les instants graves il saura être généreux, je crois. On peut considérer qu’il subit la même poussée que l’aristocratie au XVIIIe siècle. Vous rencontrerez constamment aujourd’hui le type ‘ouvrier intelligent et instruit’; il ne croit plus aux vieilles histoires de jadis; beaucoup croient à la science (!) mais surtout beaucoup ont refoulé les bons élans intérieurs, attirés par le désir de raisonner. Sans doute la plupart restent de braves gens et de bons types, malgré tout, et intuitivement, mais leur système les condamne, logiquement. Vous entendez des gens du monde dire avec sourire que ‘la demi-culture, la demiscience, le demi-intellectualisme ne leur donnera rien’. Mais, ô braves gens, est-ce que l’intellectualisme tout entier vous donnera beaucoup plus? Cependant que le positivisme (matérialisme mal déguisé) descend et se vulgarise, voici qu’une tendance vers l’Idée se montre dans l’Élite, chaque jour plus forte. Toute la fin du XIXe siècle en est pleine et la manifestation la plus marquée est sans doute dans la poésie moderne, puis dans la musique. La forme souvent prise est celle d’un retour au christianisme catholique ou évangélique galiléen. Quelle valeur y a-t-il dans les innombrables et diverses oeuvres ayant cet aspect? Quelles différences en effet! aperçues dès qu’on prend q[uel]ques noms (Verlaine, Huysmans, Barrès, Francis Jammes, Péguy, Bourget, Claudel, Le Cardonnel etc.).3 Je fais cette salade exprès, pour montrer le tri à faire. Nous en recauserons si vous voulez. Il serait convenable de discerner en chacun ce qui revient à diverses causes: snobisme, intérêt, sincère repentir, defaut d’intelligence, croyance catholique et littérale du dogme, point de vue social (national, provincial, traditionnel, école), évocation du passé, procédé littéraire, pragmatisme, etc. Il convient surtout de dire pour chacun en quelle mesure il peut influencer notre vie intérieure vers la connaissance du bien suprême.


Mon vieux, je serai là en septembre, bien content de vous revoir; croyez à toute mon amitié.


Jean Verdenal




1) J’ai lu le Mystère de la Charité de Jeanne d’Arc.4 J’aime surtout le récit que Madame Gervaise fait de la Passion (Bethléem et finit à Jérusalem). J. V.


2) Tâchez donc si possible d’entendre qq. chose de Wagner à Munich. J’étais l’autre jour au Crépuscule dirigé par Nikisch;5 la fin est sans doute un des points les plus hauts où l’homme se soit élevé.


3) J’oubliais encore de vous dire que le semaine d’avant j’ai eu plusieurs fois le plaisir d’aller avec Prichard6 boire de l’eau minérale et manger des haricots verts, en divers restaurants. Quelle âme belle et forte, mais un peu raide quand on ne la connaît pas encore.7










1–TSE was staying at Pension Bürger, Luisenstrasse 50, Munich.


2–Unidentified.


3–Paul Verlaine (1844–96), poet; Joris-Karl Huysmans (1848–1907), author of À Rebours; Maurice Barrès (1862–1923), nationalist intellectual and polemicist; Francis Jammes (1868–1938), poet; Charles Péguy (1873–1914), poet and Catholic nationalist, discussed by TSE in NS 8 (7 Oct. 1916); Paul Bourget (1852–1935), novelist, whose Lazarine was reviewed by TSE in NS 9 (25 Aug. 1917, unsigned); Paul Claudel (1868–1955), influential Catholic poet, dramatist and essayist, to whom TSE paid tribute (Le Figaro Littéraire 10, 5 Mar. 1955); Louis Le Cardonnel (1862–1936), religious poet.


4–Charles Péguy, Le Mystère de la Charité de Jeanne d’Arc (1909). Much of Péguy’s drama takes the form of a theological dialogue between Madame Gervaise and Jeanne. Mme Gervaise’s meditation on the Passion includes: ‘Vie commence à Bethlehem et finie à Jerusalem / Vie comprise entre Bethlehem et Jerusalem. / Vie inscrite entre Bethlehem et Jerusalem … / Vie commence à Bethlehem et qui ne finit pas à Jerusalem’ (Oeuvres poétiques complètes [1975], 437).


5–The Hungarian Arthur Nikisch (1855–1922) became in 1895 principal conductor of both the Leipzig Gewandhaus Orchestra and the Berlin Philarmonic. Götterdämmerung (‘The Twilight of the Gods’) is the last opera in Wagner’s tetralogy The Ring of the Nibelungs: TSE refers to the song of the Rheinmaidens in his notes to l. 266 of TWL.


6–Matthew Prichard (1865–1936), English aesthete who had become secretary to the Director of the Boston Museum of Fine Arts in 1902. Henry Eliot had given TSE an introduction to him.


7–Translation: My dear friend, I have received your letter just as I am on the point of leaving Paris to go down for a fortnight to the Pyrenees. Everyone has already gone, apart from Fellows; and the house is filled with ephemeral visitors, almost all corresponding to the label ‘elderly American spinster’. No more need be said.


    Paris has presented quite an interesting spectacle recently (14 July, Bastille Day). Together with the period around Shrove Tuesday, it is the true Parisian holiday, now that ‘the antique renewal of age-old feast-days no longer flowers on the ancient cobblestones of this hard century’. I even believe that it takes a more artistic form than Shrove Tuesday; nothing is out of key. Official illuminations, march-past, patriotic rosettes, the common folk dancing in the streets; appalling bands playing overpoweringly emotional waltzes; the atmosphere is warm, dusty and sweaty, under a blazing sky; a tricolour, State-commissioned atmosphere, and the populace enjoys itself up to the hilt. In the afternoon, the children take over, wretched urchins blowing tin trumpets; the evening is filled with an ever-mounting sensual excitement; sweat makes the girls’ hair stick to their temples; lottery wheels spin; a merry-go-round, attractively lit and alluring, also revolves, and with every jerk of the wooden horses, the whores brace their supple busts and a shapely leg can be glimpsed through the slit of a ‘fashionably split skirt’; a heavy, sensuous gust flows warmly by.


    All this outward demonstration corresponds, without doubt, to the present dominant tendency among the Parisian populace. Not being a very elevated tendency, it is materialistic, but I would not call it coarse, since your average Parisian, even so, remains subtle, sceptical and refined; in time of danger, he will, I believe, know how to behave generously. There is reason to think that the Parisian working class is undergoing the same evolution as the aristocracy in the eighteenth century. Today, you constantly come across examples of the ‘educated, intelligent worker’; he no longer believes in the old stories dating from the past; many of them believe in science (!) but, what is more important, many have repressed their good inner impulses through a desire to think rationally. (No doubt, most of them remain nice people and decent fellows, intuitively and in spite of all this, but, logically, they are doomed by their system.) You can hear upper-class people remarking with a smile that ‘semi-culture, semi-science and semi-intellectualism will bring them no advantage’. But, my dear, good people, will complete intellectualism give you much more? While positivism (materialism poorly disguised) spreads downwards through society, an aspiration towards the Idea can be seen growing daily stronger among the Elite. The end of the nineteenth century is permeated by it, and it shows itself most markedly, no doubt, in modern poetry, then in music. It frequently takes the form of a return to Christianity, whether Catholic or Galilean and evangelical. What value is there in the innumerable and varied works showing this feature? What differences appear, indeed, as soon as you think of a few names! (Verlaine, Huysmans, Barrès, Francis Jammes, Péguy, Bourget, Claudel, Le Cardonnel, etc.). I deliberately quote them at random to show the sorting out to be done. We’ll talk about all this again some time, if you like. It would be appropriate to decide, in each case, how far various causes have operated: snobbishness, self-interest, sincere repentance, flawed intelligence, literal Catholic belief in the dogma, social attitudes (national, provincial, traditional, sectarian), harking back to the past, literary artifice, pragmatism, etc. But the main thing is to say, in the case of each, how far he can influence our inner life towards the knowledge of the supreme good. 
     My dear fellow, I shall be here in September, and very pleased to see you again; all friendly greetings.


                                            Jean Verdenal


1) I have read The Mystery of the Charity of Joan of Arc. I particularly liked Madame Gervaise’s account of the Passion (Bethlehem and Jerusalem, life beginning at Bethlehem and ending in Jerusalem). J. V.


2) Try, if possible, to hear something by Wagner in Munich. I went the other day to the Götterdämmerung, conducted by Nikisch; the end must be one of the highest points ever reached by man.


3) Another thing I forgot to tell you is that, the previous week, I had the pleasure of going several times with Prichard to drink mineral water and eat French beans, in various restaurants. A fine, strong nature, but a little stiff until one gets to know him. 











FROM Alain-Fournier1



MS Houghton


25 July 1911


2 rue Cassini [Paris]


Mon cher ami,


Combien je vous suis reconnaissant des renseignements que vous avez pris la peine de m’envoyer sur cette littérature anglaise que je connais si superficiellement et que je désirerais tant connaître!


Je vais me faire acheter, les uns après les autres, tous les livres que vous m’avez indiqués. Mais quand vais-je pouvoir les lire?


En ce moment j’achève le livre de Ford2 que vous m’avez donné et où je trouve tant de fièvre et tant de pathétique beauté.


Durant quelques jours de vacances que j’ai pris à la campagne, j’ai achevé la lecture facile de Catriona de Stevenson. Je trouve là les qualités les plus françaises de subtilité, de grâce et d’héroisme, le talent de romancier le plus fin et le plus précis mis au service des aventures le plus délibérément invraisemblables …


Je suis aussi en train de lire le Typhon de Conrad que vous m’avez indiqué, et je vais acheter Youth.3


Je n’ai que peu de temps à vous consacrer aujourd’hui. Je veux seulement m’excuser de mon retard et remettre à plus tard une lettre plus importante. Savez-vous que le jeune homme à qui je donnais des leçons de philosophie pour le bachot a été reçu avec ‘mention’ grace à des notes de philos. renversantes. 17/20 à l’oral. Le professeur l’a gardé près d’une demi-heure et lui a dit que depuis trois ans il n’avait pas mis une note aussi forte!


Voyez que, si je suis bon chroniqueur, je n’aurais pas été non plus trop mauvais professeur. N’importe, je crois que je ne me risquerais plus à vous donner des leçons de Philosophie. Tout au plus de français, si vous voulez, mais vous n’en avez guère besoin, si j’en juge par votre lettre.


Ce que vous me dites des Allemands m’intéresse infiniment. Moi qui étais internationaliste il y a quatre ou cinq ans, je partirais aujourd’hui bien volontiers contre eux. Et je crois que la majorité des Français est comme moi.


J’ai entendu dire déjà que leur architecture était parfois intéressante.


Je suis allé porter vos paquets de livres rue St Jacques, mais vous étiez déjà parti. Je suivrai vos instructions sur ce point, car, hélas, je ne serai pas à Paris au commencement de Septembre. Je pars le 26 août à Mirande (Gers) faire une période de manoeuvres de vingt-quatre jours.


Ne manquez pas de me tenir au courant de tout ce qui vous arrive et de tout ce qui vous intéresse et croyez-moi


Votre bien sympathiquement dévoué


Alain-Fournier


PS Lire quelque chose de moi dans la Nouvelle Revue Française de 1er Septembre.4




 





[On envelope] Un de mes amis désire savoir dans quelles parties de l’Allemagne on parle l’allemand le plus pur. Pourriez-vous le renseigner? Il désirerait résider dans la banlieue d’une ville agréable. A. F.5 







1–Henri-Alban Fournier (1886–1914): author, under the pseudonym Alain-Fournier, of Le Grand Meaulnes (1913). He tutored TSE in French language and literature, and made him recite passages from the classics. Fournier shared with his pupil his delight in Gide, Péguy  Stendhal, Marivaux, and the novels of Dostoevsky in French translation. (On 11 Apr. 1911, TSE saw the first dramatisation of The Brothers Karamazov, adapted by Jacques Copeau and Jean Croué, at the Théâtre des Arts: see Nancy Hargrove, ‘T. S. Eliot and the Parisian Theatre World, 1910–11’, South Atlantic Review 66: 4, Autumn 2001.) TSE would remember Fournier’s ‘exquisite refinement, quiet humour and his great personal charm’: see Robert Gibson, The Quest of Alain-Fournier (1953).


2–Possibly Ford Madox Ford’s Ladies Whose Bright Eyes: A Romance (1911), which TSE later recommended to William Turner Levy as a ‘treat in store’ (Affectionately T. S. Eliot, 1968, 136), although the novelist did not change his name from Hueffer to Ford until 1919.


3–Igor Stravinsky recorded TSE saying in his later years that Youth and ‘The End of the Tether’ were ‘the finest stories of their kind I know’ (Themes and Conclusions [1972], 71).


4–‘Portrait’, NRF 3: 33 (1 Sept. 1911) – the last of Fournier’s short stories – is a brief memoir of a school acquaintance who came to a tragic end.


5–Translation: My dear friend, I am most grateful to you for the information you have taken the trouble to send me about English literature, a subject with which I am very superficially acquainted and that I would so much like to know more about.


    I am going to order, in turn, all the books you mention. But when shall I be able to read them?


    At the moment, I am finishing the book by Ford you gave me, and in which I find so much feverish emotion and heart-rending beauty.


    During a few days’ holiday in the country I finished Stevenson’s Catriona, an easy book to read. I find in it the eminently French qualities of subtlety, grace and heroic feeling, together with the most delicate novelist’s gift, put at the service of the most deliberately incredible adventures …


    I am also busy reading Typhoon by Conrad, which you mentioned to me, and I am going to buy Youth.


    I have only a little time to spare today. I merely wish to apologise for my delay in replying, while postponing the writing of a more substantial letter until later.


    Would you believe it – the young man I was coaching in philosophy for the baccalauréat has passed with distinction thanks to some staggering philosophy marks? Seventeen out of twenty for the oral. The examiner kept him talking for half an hour and said he had not given anyone such a good mark for the last three years!


    So you see, I may be a good story-teller, but I would not have been too bad a teacher either. Even so, I don’t think I would ever again venture to give you philosophy lessons. French lessons, at a pinch, if you like, but, to judge by your letter, you hardly need any.


    I am greatly interested by what you say about the Germans. Although I was an internationalist only four or five years ago, I would now very willingly march against them. And I think the majority of Frenchmen are like me.


    I have been told that German architecture is not without interest.


    I took your parcels of books to the rue Saint-Jacques, but you had already left. Tell me what I should do about them because, unfortunately, I shall not be in Paris at the beginning of September. I am leaving on 26 August for Mirande (Gers) to take part in manoeuvres lasting twenty-four days.


    Don’t fail to keep me informed of everything that happens to you or interests you, and believe me. Yours most truly, Alain-Fournier


    PS You can read something by me in La Nouvelle Revue Française of 1 September.


    [On envelope] One of my friends would like to know in which parts of Germany they speak the purest German. Could you tell him? He would like to stay on the outskirts of some pleasant town. A. F. 











FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


Mardi 171 Octobre [1911]


[Paris]


Ne croyez pas que je vous oublie. Mais pour quelques semaines encore je travaille douze heures par jour. Sans grand espoir, je passe les diverses épreuves à quelque faible distance de ce qu’il faudrait pour réussir; je m’entends chaque jour répéter que je suis trop jeune. Je continue avec la vitesse acquise, assez fatigué mais excité heureusement comme il convient.


Excusez ma hâte à vous quitter. Votre lettre m’a fait plaisir; nous causerons un autre jour.


Cordialement je vous envoie mille choses affectueuses.


J. Verdenal


PS J’ai quelquefois déjeuné avec Prichard qui me semble engagé sur une mauvaise voie – ‘artificielle’ dirais-je – à propos de la morale (?)2







1–Appears to be misdated ‘18 Octobre’. Tuesday was the 17th.


2–Translation: Don’t think I have forgotten you. But for a few more weeks I shall be working twelve hours a day. With no great hopes, I am sitting the various parts of the examination a little below the level required for success; every day I tell myself I am too young. I am maintaining the momentum, exhausted but appropriately exhilarated by the tension.


    Excuse my haste in leaving you. I was pleased to have your letter; we will talk together some other time. Cordially, J. Verdenal


    PS I have lunched occasionally with Prichard, who seems to me to be on the wrong course – an ‘artificial’ course, I should say, in relation to morality(?). 
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FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


Lundi 5 Février 1912


151 bis [rue St Jacques, Paris]


Cher ami,


L’abrutissement de ces derniers mois de galère m’a laissé bien paresseux. Depuis un mois mon concours est fini; suis nommé Interne provisoire et devrai recommencer le métier l’été prochain et l’automne. Zut. Enfin c’est un échelon. Mais recommencer encore à être asservi aux mêmes chinoiseries creuses que cet été, refréner toute émotion et toute, si petite fût-elle, lueur d’intelligence!


N’y pensons plus. Après ma dernière épreuve quelques semaines de vacances étaient imposées – repos béat en province dans la neutralité d’une bonne nourriture et de promenades réglées, avec le débouché sentimental de la vie de famille. Depuis quinze jours je suis à Paris et peu à peu reprends contact avec la vie, à tâtons, comme le conducteur de tramway raccroche le trolley au fil électrique. – Je ne sais trop à quoi me raccrocher – peu d’amis (mon meilleur ami est en voyage), pas de relations les ayant toutes plaquées volontairement depuis plusieurs mois, plus d’habitudes pour remplir le temps intelligemment, et la pluie tombe. Je me rabats sur mes bouquins – avec méfiance cependant – c’est très artificiel. Je sens de vagues nostalgies, et je mordrais facilement à n’importe quoi. Et ce qu’il faut avant tout éviter, c’est de faire exprès la course à un idéal artificiel. La musique va plus directement au fond de moi-même et j’en entends assez ces joursci (toujours Wagner surtout). Je commence à me reconnaître dans la Tétralogie. Chaque fois le drame s’éclaire et les passages obscurs prennent une signification. Tristan et Y., du premier coup vous émeuvent atrocement, et vous laissent aplati d’extase, avec une soif d’y revenir. Mais je bafouille, tout cela est confus et difficile, et impossible à raconter, nécessairement (sans cela on n’aurait pas éprouvé le besoin de le dire en musique). Tout de même, je serais heureux de savoir que vous entendez du Wagner vous aussi en Amérique, ainsi que du Franck si vous en avez l’occasion. C’est ce qui m’intéresse le plus pour le moment.


Je vois quelquefois Prichard, pour déjeuner dans un restaurant végétarien qui a l’air d’une boutique (c’en est une). On y mange des choses aux noms étranges comme ceux d’une religion inconnue; les initiés  commandent sans la moindre gêne ‘une protose aux poivrons’, un ‘nuttolène’. Ces noms de chimie organique répondent à des choses qui simulent la viande sans en être, comme il y a aussi des bouteilles de jus de raisin non fermenté simulant le vin. Je déteste ce genre de choses. Les végétariens sont des êtres dignes de louanges; on voit des habitués, des vieilles filles avant tout, des étudiantes étrangères, des préparateurs de quelque chose dans une faculté, des hyperboréens – ils ont la conscience d’accomplir un rite en mangeant leur lait caillé Bulgare; ce sont des convaincus qui démontrent aux autres qu’ ‘on peut fort bien se passer de viande’. C’est merveilleux de pouvoir s’emballer pour de semblables choses et cela dénote une grande âme. Ce bon Prichard raconte un peu toujours la même chose; cet homme qui prêche la vie et l’action est un des êtres les plus figés que je sache – parfois il dégage un peu d’ennui. Et cependant j’aime sa sincérité, son sens des verités vitales, sa bonté, quoique parfois appliquée à des choses inutiles (y a-t-il des choses inutiles?). Quand je parle plus d’une heure avec lui, j’ai un mal de tête. Ne trouvez-vous pas qu’il y a toujours une certaine gêne à l’écouter? Et puis par moments il expose mal, il embrouille physique et métaphysique (à propos des couleurs). L’absolu de certaines de ses affirmations m’agace un peu – eh! n’avonsnous pas assez déjà de systèmes. Je ne parviens pas à voir ce qu’il y a derrière, ce qui importe. Qu’est-ce que cache son visage anguleux, aux yeux petits mais profonds? Je ne crois pas que nous nous comprenions fort bien l’un l’autre, et notre amitié ne progresse pas. Je vous en reparlerai. (N’attribuez pas grande valeur à tous mes jugements actuels, soyez indulgent pour mon abrutissement en pensant que peut-être il est passager.)


Je suis flémard et déshabitué de tout effort intellectuel. Vingt fois, cher ami, depuis un mois j’ai voulu vous écrire, et n’ai pas la force de le réaliser. Cela devient inquiétant, cette mollesse. J’occupe votre petite chambre de l’an dernier, et j’aime que le lit soit dans un petit renfoncement, mais les dessins du papier (vous en souvient-il?) m’ont bien souvent exaspéré. Zut, je viens d’avoir l’idée de vous envoyer un tout petit bout de ce papier en question – au même instant je m’aperçois que l’idée n’est pas de moi et me vient d’une lettre de J. Laforgue,1 et je n’en ferai rien. Je ne suis pas sûr d’avoir jamais eu une idée personnelle. Je voudrais n’avoir rien lu, ni rien entendu dire, jamais. Quand retrouverai-je un peu de cette spontanéité, de cette ardeur que j’avais (oh bien mal placée, cher ami, placée dans la science) que j’avais vers mes dix-huit ans? Je ne suis pas fait pour être mélancolique (et puis c’est trop romantique), je ne sais guère agir; et si j’agis, (ô l’action, ô Bergson) je suis assez malin pour qu’un sincère regard vienne bientôt analyser la joie d’agir et la détruire. Il est vrai que mon action s’exerce à des métiers bizarres – si artificiels (comme apprendre de mémoire des descriptions de maladies, comme dessiner en couleurs des organes – ça c’est assez amusant, encore).


Toutes mes ardeurs, aujourd’hui vaines comme un feu d’artifice raté, pourront-elles un jour pleinement s’épanouir? L’espérance me reste encore, mon vieux, douce et grave, voilée encore et peut-être demain souriante …


Mon cher ami, nous ne sommes pas très loin, vous et moi, de la limite au dela de laquelle les êtres perdent, l’un l’autre, je ne sais quelle influence, quelle puissance d’émotion naissant à nouveau quand ils sont rapprochés. Ce n’est pas seulement le temps qui peut faire l’oubli – la distance (l’espace) y a une part qui est grande. Elle déjà pèse entre nous, sans doute (avouons le franchement) puisque des occupations stupides, et beaucoup de paresse ont tellement raréfié ma correspondance. Cela m’obsédait, (sur un plan peu conscient encore, émergeant parfois) que je ne vous aie pas écrit depuis plusieurs mois. Ceci excuse la longueur de cette lettre et son décousu. Ecrivez-moi de vos nouvelles, avec détails suggestifs, comme vous savez; secouez votre gracieuse nonchalance et donnez-moi un peu de temps volé à vos études – si indigne que j’en sois. Je ne vois pas trop quelle figure vous pouvez faire parmi tous ces Americains (il doit encore en rester là-bas, malgré tous ceux qui sont ici). J’oubliais de vous donner des nouvelles de la boîte – tout est absolument pareil (c’est la 2474me fois ce soir que je vois Madame Casaubon tenir sa serviette entre son menton et sa gorge pendant que ses mains ridées remuent la salade). Il y a votre philosophe Fuller.2 C’est un homme charmant; bon garçon, aimable, très joyeux camarade avec tout le monde et plein d’anecdotes. J’ai cru longtemps que je ne pourrais rien en tirer mais je me suis trompé: nous faisons ensemble de la gymnastique suédoise tous les matins. En ce moment il est à Rome auprès de sa mère. Louise Rousselot se marie – avec un agrégé.


Cher ami, je vous serre la main.


Jean Verdenal


Je recopie cette phrase d’A. Gide3 qui me plaît infiniment ces jours-ci:


‘Alternative – Ou d’aller encore une fois, ô forêt pleine de mystère, jusqu’à ce lieu que je connais où, dans une eau morte et brunie, trempent et s’amollissent encore les feuilles des ans passés, les feuilles des printemps adorables.’


<Excusez l’écriture – l’orthographe, le style et les ratures – mais j’avais l’habitude de descendre parfois dans votre chambre en vieux veston, sans col et en pantoufles.>4







1–‘What can I send you as a souvenir this time?’ Laforgue asked his sister Marie in a letter of Sept. 1881. ‘From the corner behind the chest of drawers in my room I have cut a piece of wallpaper. Treasure it’ (Oeuvres Complètes de Jules Laforgue [Paris, 1925], IV, 13).


2–B. A. G. Fuller (1879–1956): later Professor of Philosophy at Harvard; author of A History of Greek Philosophy (1923).


3–The penultimate sentence of André Gide, Paludes (1895).


4–Translation: Dear Friend, The drudgery of these last months as a galley-slave has left me feeling very lazy. My examination ended a month ago; I have been given a temporary appointment as houseman, and must begin work again next summer and autumn. Damn. Still, it’s a step on the ladder. But to think of being in thrall to the same vacuous complexities as during last summer, and having to suppress all emotion and any glimmer of intelligence, however minute!


    Let’s forget about it. After the final session, I had to take a few weeks’ holiday – blissful provincial rest in a neutral atmosphere of good food and regular walks, and with the sentimental release of family life. I have been in Paris for a fortnight, and am gradually reestablishing contact with life, tentatively, as a tram-driver fits the trolley-pole back on to the power-wire. I am at a loss to know what to hang on to – few friends (my best friend is away), no acquaintances, since I deliberately dropped them all some months ago, no habits with which to fill time intelligently, and the rain is coming down. I fall back upon my books – mistrustfully, however – the expedient is very artificial. I feel vague surges of melancholy and could easily get absorbed in anything. And what must be avoided above all is chasing deliberately after some artificial ideal. Music goes more directly to the core of my being, and I have been listening to it quite a lot recently (still mainly Wagner). I am beginning to get the hang of The Ring. Each time the plot becomes clearer and the obscure passages take on a meaning. Tristan and Isolde is terribly moving at the first hearing, and leaves you prostrate with ecstasy and thirsting to get back to it again. But I am not making much sense, it is all so confused and difficult, and impossible to put into words, and necessarily so (otherwise, no one would have felt the need to express it in music). However, I should be happy to know that you too are able to hear some Wagner in America, and something by Franck as well, if you get the opportunity. This is what I am most interested in at the moment.


    I see Prichard occasionally for lunch in a vegetarian restaurant which looks like a shop (it is one). The dishes have strange names, like those of some unknown religion; initiates think nothing at all of ordering ‘a protose of peppers’, a ‘nuttolène’ [a type of vegetarian loaf]. These names, smacking of organic chemistry, correspond to substances which pretend to be meat without being so, just as there are bottles of unfermented grape-juice pretending to be wine. I hate this sort of thing. Vegetarians are praiseworthy people; there are habitués among them, elderly spinsters especially, foreign women-students, technicians from some university laboratory or other, and Hyperboreans – they are conscious of performing a rite as they consume their Bulgarian curds; they are convinced people, demonstrating to others that ‘it is quite easy to do without meat’. It is wonderful to be able to enthuse about such things, and a sign of greatness of soul. The worthy Prichard’s conversation is still more or less the same; although he preaches in favour of life and action, he is one of the most hidebound individuals I know – sometimes he can be ever so slightly boring. Yet I like his sincerity, his instinct for vital truths, and his goodness, although it is sometimes directed towards useless matters (are there useless matters?). If I talk with him for more than an hour, I am left with a headache. Don’t you find listening to him always rather a strain? And then, at times, he expounds his ideas badly, mixing up physics and metaphysics (in connection with colours). The absolute nature of some of his assertions irritates me a little – well, haven’t we enough systems already? I cannot see what lies behind them, what is important. His bony face, with its small, deepset eyes hides what, exactly? I don’t think we understand each other very well and our friendship is not progressing. I will tell you about it some other time. (Don’t attach any great value to my present judgements; excuse my stupefied state with the thought that it is perhaps only temporary.)


I am feeling work-shy and have lost the habit of intellectual effort. Twenty times, my dear fellow, during the last month I have felt like writing to you, and haven’t had the strength to do so. This listlessness is becoming rather worrying. I now occupy the little room that was yours last year, and I like having the bed in a little recess, but the pattern of the wallpaper (do you remember it?) often gets on my nerves. Damn. It occurred to me a moment ago to send you a little piece of wallpaper – then I immediately realised that the idea was not mine but that I had got it from a letter by J. Laforgue, so I will abstain. I am not sure of ever having had an idea that really belonged to me. I wish I had never read or heard anything, ever. When shall I recover a little of the spontaneity and enthusiasm that I had (oh, it was quite wrongly invested, dear friend, invested in science) that I had around the age of eighteen? I was not made to be a melancholic (anyway, melancholy is too romantic), and I have little gift for action; and if I act (O action, O Bergson), I am bright enough to take a sincere look at the joy of action and destroy it by analysis. It is true that action, in my case, is applied to bizarre, highly artificial practices (such as learning descriptions of diseases by heart or making coloured drawings of organs – the latter, actually, is quite amusing).


Will my enthusiasms, now as inoperative as damp squibs, ever be able to flower fully? The hope still remains with me, my dear fellow, a sweet and serious hope, as yet veiled but tomorrow, perhaps, wreathed in smiles …


My dear friend, we are not very far, you and I, from the point beyond which people lose that indefinable influence and emotive power over each other, which is reborn when they come together again. It is not only time which causes forgetfulness – distance (space) is an important factor. It is already, no doubt, making itself felt between us (let us admit this frankly), since my stupid occupations and considerable laziness have made my letters few and far between. I was bothered by the thought (sometimes only half-conscious, at other times fully so) that I had not written to you for several months. That is the excuse for the length of this letter and its disjointedness. Send me news of yourself, with evocative details, as you know how; shake off your elegant indolence and grant me a little time filched from your studies, however unworthy of it I may be. I cannot quite imagine what sort of figure you cut among all those Americans (there must still be some left in America, despite the number here). I had almost forgotten to give you news of the pension – everything is just the same (this evening, for the 2474th time, I shall see Madame Casaubon hold her napkin between her chin and her chest as her wrinkled hands mix the salad). Your philosopher, Fuller, is still here. He is a charming man; decent, likeable, hail-fellow-well-met with everyone, and full of stories. For a long time, I thought I would be able to make nothing of him, but I was wrong; we do Swedish exercises together every morning. At the moment, he is in Rome with his mother. Louise Rousselot is getting married – to an agrégé.


Dear friend, I shake your hand. Jean Verdenal


I am copying out here a sentence by André Gide, which has given me enormous pleasure during the last few days: ‘The Alternative: – Or to go once more, O forest filled with mystery, to that place I know, where, in darkened, stagnant water, the leaves of bygone years are still steeping and softening – the leaves of adorable springtimes.’


Excuse the handwriting – the spelling, the style and the crossings out – but I was in the habit of sometimes coming down to your room in an old jacket, collarless and in slippers.











FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


Lundi 22 Avril 1912


[Paris]


Mon cher ami,


Une vivace ardeur de soleil de printemps m’a poussé aujourd’hui à sortir dans les bois. Le petit bateau m’a doucement conduit à Saint Cloud entre les claires et vertes rangées de jeunes feuilles tendres inondées de lumière. Là-bas la poussée printanière était moins éclatante, cristallisée dans les lignes artificielles des grandes allées; décor délicat, presque irréel et, diraisje, féerique, si ce mot n’avait pas été employé à tort et à travers et déformé.


Alors, ce soir en rentrant j’ai pensé à vous écrire, parce que vous me fûtes particulièrement évoqué par le contact de ce paysage senti ensemble.* Excusez mon affreux papier, je n’ai que cela sous la main.


* Note. Le paysage n’a cependant que peu evoqué le bon Prichard et votre grand ami Child.1


Aucun événement special ne m’est arrivé depuis l’an dernier, et peut-être cependant le temps n’a pas été perdu. Je n’ai pas appris grand’chose, ni fait de nouvelles connaissances en Art. Mais j’ai pris conscience de la force de quelques-uns de mes élans; <J’écris en largeur, c’est moins gênant> je commence à avoir moins peur de la vie et à voir les vérités moins artificiellement. Je répète souvent les mêmes phrases qu’autrefois mais leur trouve un sens plus intense, plus cuisant. Je m’exprime très mal parce que cela n’est encore pas bien défini. Je suis comme si j’avais toujours vécu à l’aube et comme si bientot le soleil allait paraître. La lumière de mon monde intérieur change: des faces encore obscures s’éclairent (brillerontelles jamais?). Je me sens plus jeune et plus mûr à la fois; j’étouffe dans le nonchalant découragement où j’ai vécu. Voici sans doute le prélude de quelque nouvelle course après l’absolu, et comme les autres fois on se laissera tromper.


Je suis assez intéressé par tout cela. Il est très net que l’ ‘idéal’ est un élan intérieur et non une attraction du dehors puisqu’on peut être passionné sans objet. (Seulement nous n’en avons bien conscience que quand il rencontre quelque chose à quoi s’appliquer, tel un rayon de lumière quand il frappe un pan de mur.) Or les hommes tant qu’ils vivront en seront animés (puisque qu’il est inhérent à l’élan de la vie) et l’atteinte d’un but ne pourra l’assouvir puisqu’il préexiste à ce but. C’est ce qui


1) Nous fait croire à une finalité à la vie


2) Fait que cette finalité est inconnaissable.


Et nous avançons, nous avançons toujours.


Excusez mon bavardage, si ça vous embête, sautez par dessus et pardonnez-moi d’écrire au courant de la plume des idées qu’il faudrait vraiment au moins essayer de présenter avec plus de clarté. Ce n’est pas facile de se faire comprendre, et puis d’ailleurs ce n’est pas mon métier. 


A propos, le cubisme est détruit par le futurisme qui proteste contre les musées, etc. et a fait une grande exposition chez Bernheim.2 Voici des exemplaires de la nouvelle école, à moins qu’une autre encore n’apparaisse pendant que ma lettre traverse la mer. On est offusqué à notre époque par le manque de modestie des gens de lettres et des artistes qui créent des écoles nouvelles tous les six mois, et par leur faiblesse de se mettre à plusieurs pour lutter. Ce mélange de violence et de manque de force n’indique rien qui vaille et nous souffrons de ce que l’art ne soit pas au niveau de notre sensibilité.


Au revoir, mon vieux, écrivez-moi quand cela vous passera par la tête. J’espère que vous faites de belles choses là-bas, et que germent des fleurs radieuses.


Jean Verdenal3







1–Harrison Bird Child (1889–1944), later an American Episcopal priest, had been with TSE at Milton Academy and at Harvard (Class of 1911).


2–One of the first Futurist exhibitions outside Italy was held at the Bernheim-Jeune Gallery in Paris in Feb. 1912. The term ‘Cubism’, first used by Louis Vauxcelles in 1908, was applied to the work of Picasso and Braques, and by 1911 there were frequent references to a ‘Cubist school’ of painters.


3–Translation: My dear friend, A persistent blaze of spring sunshine prompted me to go out into the woods today. The little boat carried me gently to Saint Cloud between translucent green rows of tender young leaves drenched in light. At Saint Cloud, the explosion of spring was less conspicuous, being crystallised into the artificial lines of the great avenues; it was a delicate, unreal scene, even fairy-like, I would say, if that word had not been too much bandied about and distorted.


    So, this evening, when I got back, I thought of writing to you, because you were especially called to mind by the contact with a landscape we appreciated together.*


    * NB. However, the landscape only faintly recalled the worthy Prichard and your great friend Child.


    Nothing special has happened to me since last year, and yet the time has not, perhaps, been wasted. I haven’t learned much or acquired any new knowledge of Art. But I have come to realise the strength of some of my aspirations; <I am writing straight across the sheet – it’s less awkward> I am beginning to be less afraid of life and to see truths less artificially. I often repeat the same sentences as in the past, but their meaning now strikes me as being more intense, more excruciating. I am expressing myself very badly, because all this is not yet very clear in my mind. It is as if I had always lived before daybreak and the sun were just about to rise. The light in my inner world is changing: surfaces still dark are beginning to gleam (will they ever shine brightly?). I feel both younger and more mature; I am stifled by the listless discouragement in which I have been living. This is no doubt the prelude to some new pursuit of the absolute and, as on previous occasions, I shall be taken in.


    I am quite interested by all this. It is very obvious that the ‘ideal’ is an inner impulse and not an attraction from outside, since it is possible to be passionate without an object. (However, we are only fully aware of the ideal when it encounters something to which it can apply itself, like a ray of light striking a patch of wall.) But men, as long as they exist, will be inspired by it (since it is inherent in the impulse of life itself) and it cannot be appeased by the achievement of any goal, since it existed before the goal. It is this which


1) Leads us to believe that life has a purpose


2) Makes that purpose unknowable.


And so we go forward, always further forward.


Excuse this blather; if it bores you, skip it and forgive me for putting down, just as they occur, ideas that I really ought to try at least to explain more clearly. It is not easy to make oneself understood, and besides it is not my line of business.


Incidentally, Cubism has been destroyed by Futurism, which protests against museums, etc. and has a big exhibition at Bernheim’s. Such are the manifestations of the new school, unless yet another springs up while my letter is crossing the sea. One is shocked these days by the lack of modesty on the part of writers and artists who create new schools every six months, and by the weakness which makes them band together to fight. The mixture of violence and lack of strength is not a good omen and we suffer from the fact that art is not on a par with our sensibilities.


Goodbye, my dear fellow, write to me whenever the thought occurs to you. I hope you are doing splendid things in America, and that radiant blooms are germinating. Jean Verdenal.













FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


Le 26 Août 1912


[Paris]


Mon cher ami,


Depuis un mois rentré de vacances volontairement sportives et hygiéniques, ‘bien douché, bien musclé’, je mène la vie la plus occupée du monde dans un bel entraînement pour concours. Grande mobilisation de tout le peu de médecine que je sais, revue en grand de toutes les questions, astiquage: ce sont les préparatifs au combat; les jours passent dans ce bel entrain.


Et ce soir voici que, sonnant dix heures (toutes les cloches du quartier sonnent et presque en même temps une grêle assez loin bientôt écrasée par les coups plus espacés d’une cloche plus grave, vous en souvient-il?) voici que tout à coup je pense à vous pendant que sonnent dix heures. Et votre image est là devant moi, alors je vous écris ce petit mot. Puis vite, vite – bonsoir … là – je reviens au travail.


Jean Verdenal.


PS Ecrivez-moi quand vous pourrez, cela me fera plaisir. Hôtel-Dieu, place du Parvis, Notre-Dame.1







1–Translation: My dear friend, Back a month ago from an intentionally athletic and healthgiving holiday, ‘well-showered and with muscles in trim’, I am now leading the busiest possible life to get myself perfectly in shape for the examination. Full mobilisation of every scrap of my meagre medical knowledge, general review of all questions, polishing up of details: such is the preparation for the battle to come; the days fly past as I labour away.


And then this evening, on the stroke of ten (all the bells in the area are ringing and, almost at the same time, comes a tinkling of fairly distant chimes, soon blotted out by the measured pealing of a deeper bell, do you remember?) suddenly I think of you as ten o’clock is striking. And your image is there in front of me, and so I am writing you this little note. But now, a hurried, very hurried good night … because I must get back to work. Jean Verdenal


PS Write to me when you can, I shall be pleased to hear from you. Hôtel-Dieu, place du Parvis, Notre Dame.











FROM Jean Verdenal



PC Houghton


[Postmark 7 September 1912]


Aubonne


Ca va mon vieux – Je voudrais tellement que [tu] serais avec moi. Aff Jean.1







1–Translation: How are you my friend – I wish so much that you could be with me. Affectionately, Jean.











FROM Jean Verdenal



MS Houghton


Le 26 Décembre 1912


[Paris]


Mon cher ami,


J’arrive à la fin de cet ennuyeux concourse, la tête assez semblable à un grand magasin détenant tout ce qu’on veut pour bluffer le public. Dans un mois, j’espère avoir réussi et ne plus rien garder de l’encombrant étalage. Comme tout métier, la médecine ne retient que les connaissances qu’elle utilise. Il n’y faut rien chercher que de pratique. J’aurai ce métier. Par moments, cela m’irrite d’y être astreint; un certain orgueil intellectuel nous a déprécié la valeur d’avoir un métier. Et puis on a la peur d’y avoir perdu un temps réclamé par de plus graves problèmes. Prenons-le autrement: je tâcherai qu’il soit l’occupation appliquée, méticuleuse, la discipline nécessaire à ne point m’énerver ailleurs. Puisse cependant ma pensée progresser libre et mon coeur répondre aux appels de la vie …


Je me propose un plan régulier de culture philosophique et littéraire. Excusez mon ambition, mais je hais les amateurs. On en fourmille, car le public aime le clinquant; mais est-il étalage plus odieux que celui d’objets sacrés? Ne dédaignons pas la méthode. Je vous vois avec plaisir appliqué à des études sérieuses; votre goût délicat et votre clairvoyance y auront plus bel emploi qu’à des futilités. Je vous souhaite pour cetre année une ardeur souvent renouvelée – ardeur, flamme – mais c’est au coeur qu’en est la source et voici où nos voeux doivent être prudents. ‘Amène sur moi les biens, ô Dieu, que je te les demande ou non, et écarte les maux quand même je te les demanderai.’


Au revoir, mon cher ami, et bien à vous.


J. Verdenal.


PS J’ai revu le bon Prichard qui m’a dit force opinions ridicules sur maintes oeuvres d’art, et répété des théories dont il ne sort guère. Il n’a pas, je crois, assez d’études philosophiques et scientifiques pour échapper aux charlatans.1 







1–Translation: My dear friend, I am coming to the end of this boring examination, and my head is rather like a department store stocked with anything and everything to hoodwink the public. A month from now, I hope I shall have passed and can dispense with the burdensome display. The medical profession, like any other, is only interested in knowledge it can make use of. No good looking to it for anything other than the practical. It is to be my profession. At times, I feel exasperated at being obliged to submit to it; a sort of intellectual pride causes us to underrate the value of having a profession. Also, there is the fear of having wasted time needed for more serious problems. But let us take a different view: I shall endeavour to make it into a conscientious, meticulous occupation and the discipline necessary to prevent me wasting nervous energy in other directions. I hope, however, that my thought will continue to develop freely and that my heart will respond to the calls of life …


I propose to give myself an organised scheme of literary and philosophical study. Forgive my ambition, but I detest amateurs. There is no lack of them, since the public is fond of the flashy; but what more disgusting display could there be than that of sacred objects. Let us not despise methodicalness. I see with pleasure that you are engaged in serious study; your delicate taste and perspicacity will be put to better use than in dealing with futile matters. I wish you, for the coming year, an oft-renewed ardour – ardour, flame – but its source is in the heart, and here it is that our wishes must be prudent. ‘Bring good upon me, O Lord, whether I ask for it or not, and remove evil from me, even though I ask for it.’


Goodbye, my dear friend, and all best wishes. J. Verdenal.


PS I have seen the worthy Prichard again; he delivered himself of a mass of ridiculous opinions about a host of works of art, and repeated theories from which he more or less refuses to budge. He hasn’t, I think, a sufficient grounding in philosophy and science to avoid being taken in by charlatans.
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1913–1914








TO Eleanor Hinkley



PC1 Houghton


[Postmark 29 June 1913]


Portland, Maine


This is sure one warm place. Am having photo snapped: if real good will send you one.


Yours etc


TSE


PS Going to have fortune told. If real nice will let you in on it.







1–Entitled ‘Quitcherkidin’, the postcard shows a woman tickling a man with a long feather.








TO W. E. Hocking1



MS Houghton


10 October 1913


16 Ash St, Cambridge,


Massachusetts


My dear Professor Hocking


I am writing to you as a representative of the Harvard Philosophical Club. We are anxious to secure a speaker for our first open meeting of the year, which will take place on Friday evening the thirty-first of October. Would it be possible for you to come up to Cambridge and address us on that night? We feel that it would be very much to the interest of the club and the pleasure of the public if you could accept. As you are an old member of the club yourself I have no need to describe the sort of occasion that our public meetings are; I can only assure you of our appreciation in the case of your acceptance. The club, of course, defrays the expenses of speakers whom it invites from a distance. And if you cannot accept for this date, could you suggest some other time, either in November or December, or later in the year, when it might be possible for you to come?2


Very truly yours


Thomas S. Eliot


(President)







1–William E. Hocking (1873–1966), idealist follower of Josiah Royce; Professor of Philosophy at Yale, 1908–14; Harvard, 1914–43. Author of The Meaning of God in Human Experience (1912).


2–Hocking spoke on Bergson’s Philosophy of Art, 5 Dec.











[image: ]

This was TSE’s first dramatic appearance, in 1913, at one of the private theatricals given in the house of his aunt, Mrs Holmes Hinkley, for the benefit of The Cambridge Visiting Housekeeper, a scheme organised by Mrs Hinkley to train unskilled girls for domestic service. Eleanor Hinkley recorded that ‘the scenes were laid in the parlor fireplace in a space no bigger than seven square feet, so that the actors could be seen by the audience in the next room, through a doorway that was four feet eight’. The guests consisted of relatives, friends of the cast, and neighbours.














TO Professor W. E. Hocking



MS Houghton


7 December [1913]


16 Ash St


My dear Professor Hocking


I am writing just to remind you to send a note of your expenses either to me or to our treasurer, Mr A. A. Roback, 51 Mt. Auburn Street, whenever it is convenient to you.


I hope that you feel justified for the time and fatigue of coming up to address us – if you could have talked (as I did) with a number of the members afterwards you would realise our gratitude!


Sincerely yours


Thomas S. Eliot







  FROM Henry Ware Eliot TO Thomas Lamb Eliot



MS Reed College


7 March 1914


[St Louis]


Dear Bob,


You must and I have written to Tom D.1 It probably is a good thing to mix foreign blood with our effete New England people. Especially if it means brawn. It will prevent petering out.


I can’t get up sympathy with Sex Hygiene. It is a questionable fad.


I do not approve of public instruction in Sexual relations. When I teach my children to avoid the Devil I don’t begin by giving them a letter of introduction to him and his crowd. I hope that a cure for Syphilis will never be discovered. It is God’s punishment for nastiness. Take it away and there will be more nastiness, and it will be necessary to emasculate our children to keep them clean.


So there!


Yr


H







1–Unidentified, but probably Thomas Dawes Eliot.











FROM His Father



MS Houghton


11 April 1914


[St Louis]


My dear Tom:


I am much pleased that you have rec[eive]d the Scholarship,1 on ac[coun]t of the honor, as you couldn’t get it unless you deserved it. You have never been a ‘burden’ to me, my dear fellow. A parent is always in debt to a son who has been as dutiful and affectionate as you have been.


Yrs.


P.







1–On 31 Mar., the President and Fellows of Harvard University had appointed TSE a Sheldon Fellow in Philosophy for the academic year 1914–15. He planned to use this travelling award, worth $1000, at Merton College, Oxford, after attending a summer school in Marburg.








TO The Secretary of the Bureau of Information, University of Marburg



MS Bundesarchiv1


15 June 1914


[London]


Dear Sir,


I have received the announcement of your summer courses, and should like to ask a few questions, if I may impose upon your courtesy.


1) Do the July and August courses cover the same ground, or is the latter more advanced?


2) As it is impossible for me to reach Marburg till the 10th or 11th of July, could I still join the July course?


3) Is it possible for a foreigner to attend lectures without attending every series?


If the two courses (July and August) cover the same ground, I will subscribe to the August course, though I shall be in Marburg in July.


Perhaps these questions are answered in your pamphlet, but you will forgive a foreigner his uncertainty. Would you be so good as to reply (in either English or German – I read the latter readily enough) to me care of the British Linen Bank, Threadneedle St, London, England.


Very sincerely yours


T. S. Eliot


(Sheldon travelling fellow, Harvard University).







1–Eventually returned after being taken to the USA in German Captured Documents, container 189.











TO Eleanor Hinkley



TS Houghton


[Postmark London 7 July 1914]


[Crossing the Atlantic]


Dear Friend:


I thought that I would while away a weary hour by culling for you a few of the fruits of my excursion upon Neptune’s empire. Free from the cares and irks of city life, indifferent to my whilom duties, I sit in my snug little cabin lazily watching the little clouds slip across the sky and the trunks slide across the floor. From my tiny round window I can see a flock of lovely birds dip and skim athwart the zenith (sparrows I believe – I am not much on ornithology). There are not a few interesting people among our company; many from the West. Some seventy, inspired by devotion to Art, join together in a University Tour (pronounced Tewer). There are about the same number of men and girls – 98 girls and 18 men,1 so that we have great fun, especially when it comes to dancing to the sound of the captain’s phonograph. There are diversions aplenty: shuffleboard, ringtoss, bridge, checkers, and limericks. Wednesday last we held a field day. Twould have given you keen delight to have seen me in the Pillow Fight, astride a pole, a pillow in each hand. The master of ceremonies was a real charming man, he introduced me as the champion of Russia. Some of his remarks were real witty and bright, for instance: ‘We have here Mr Williams and Miss Williams in the driving contest. Mr Williams and Miss Williams are not related yet’. I was also entered in the Thread the Needle contest, with my partner, Miss Mildred Levi Of Newton, the belle of the boat. Then last night we held a concert, for somebody’s benefit. Miss Mazie Smith sang us ‘Good bye Summer good bye good bye’.2


Collected from various sources:


Well I never should have said you came from St Louis … Is Harvard going to be your college … How did you enjoy your visit to America? … Well I thought you were an Englishman … When I look at the water, heven, it ’eaves my stomach ’orrible … My but you do have grand thoughts! … why arn’t you dancing? … Very pleased to meet you … My name’s Calkins, Michigan 1914 … Aw I wish I’d known what was good for me and staid in Detroit Michigan, it’s a long swim to the Irish coast … If I ever get to Liverpool I’m going to join the church … Ah no sir they don’t make no trouble for me, they just lays where I put’em and  honly wants to be left quiet … Try the tripe and onions, its just lovely … Yes this genlmn knows I’m speakin gospel truth (pointing at me) he’s connected with the buildin trades hisself, he knows how business is now, its Wilson and Bryan’s3 made all the trouble … &, &, &.


This is not a real letter, as I am not writing letters till I reach Marburg. Your letters baffled me completely, with the exception of the first, which I guessed at once. You would be amused at some of my attributions. Regards to the bunch in the little old burg.


[unsigned]







1–The figures are reproduced as TSE typed them.


2–The refrain of a popular Edwardian ballad, ‘To Angela … Goodbye’, with words by G. J. Whyte-Melville (1821–78) and music by Paolo Tosti (1846–1916).


3–President Woodrow Wilson (1856–1924) and his Secretary of State, W. J. Bryan (1860–1925).








TO Conrad Aiken1



MS Huntington


19 July 1914


care Herr Superintendent Happich,


Luth. Kirchhof 1.


Marburg, a./d. Lahn, Germany


BLESS2


                                                                    COLUMBO


BOLO BLUBUNG CUDJO


THE CHAPLAIN BRUTUS SQUIRTY PANSY


BLAST


THE BOSUN COUSIN HUGH THE COOK


PROF. DR. KRAPP


My dear Conrad


If you are in London, I am going to ask a serious favour of you. I should like <you!> to go to Murray’s Agency, 23 Regent Street, and reclaim (by means of the authorisation which I enclose) the valise which I have left there, having previously found out, from the American Express Co. whether you can send it to me in Marburg. There is a blue suit in it, and as I am perhaps going to live with a Lutheran Herr Pfarrer, I want to be able to look herrlich [splendid] on Sundays. If you can send it, I will refund you a money order at once. I think that the Am. Ex. told me it would cost about 6s. 6d. to send it. <The card in the leather holder ought perhaps to be redirected.> It is insured for storage in Murray’s, but I don’t know whether that insurance would cover a trip, and I should like to insure it between sending and receiving. It would be sent I suppose to the railroad station or the post office, <if possible?> as I don’t know just when I shall leave this hôtel or just what my address will be. <Address: care Herr Superintendent Happich, Luth. Kirchhof 1.>


Marburg is charming, and I will write you more about it later, when I have seen more of the people. It seems a wonderfully civilised little place for its size: as you can get Abdulla’s cigarettes and several kinds of tooth powder; and being all on the side of a steep hill, is very compact. The houses have beautiful unkempt gardens, with great waves – ‘where tides of grass break into foam of flowers’!3 – of roses, in terraces looking out over the hills. Just now the Student verbindungen [societies] are very evident, as they are holding fests [celebrations] and parades, and their colours decorate all the houses; in a couple of weeks they will be gone. I think that this will be a very pleasant exile on the whole, – though I cannot look upon a summer in Germany as anything but an exile.
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I called upon a Herr Professor this afternoon this is a very clear likeness of him – but he is a very good sort, and his wife is charming, though they neither have any conversation; and I was very much rattled, and wiped the sweat from my face as I stuttered every mistake in the language.


Belgium was a fatiguing trip in the hot weather. Bruges is charming if you like that sort of thing – very ‘picturesque’ – malerisch, but has a sort of post-putridity about it, the sort which infects small old towns and old things generally – Italy stinks the same way, except up in the lakes. The chimes are damnable – my hotel was opposite them, couldn’t sleep – in Ghent I was round the corner from them – in Antwerp I could lie in bed and look at them – in Brussels, which is a large modern town, very likeable and no sights to see – I slept. Flanders on the whole I don’t care for; it is neither French nor German, and seems to combine some of the defects of both. Still, it is unique, and the paintings are stunning! only one (great) one in Ghent,4 but treasures in Bruges and Antwerp and Brussels: Memling, van Eyck, Mastys, David, Breughel, Rubens – really great stuff. And I’m not in close sympathy with Flemish art either. <And O a wonderful Crucifixion of Antonello of Messina. There are three great St Sebastians (so far as I know):




1) Mantegna (Ca d’Oro)


2) Antonello of Messina (Bergamo)


3) Memling (Brussels)>5





I have written some stuff – about fifty lines, but I find it shamefully laboured, and am belabouring it more. If I can improve it at all I will send it you. If you write me Poste Restante I shall get it; and if you are in the country (or just off for the country) you must of course leave my luggage out of consideration. It is not essential to me. If you are not in the country or going to the country you might wait a few days, and I will send you an address. Meanwhile I will send you this to go to sleep on:




Now while Columbo and his men


Were drinking ice cream soda


In burst King Bolo’s big black queen


That famous old breech l(oader).


Just then they rang the bell for lunch


And served up – Fried Hyenas;


And Columbo said ‘Will you take tail?


Or just a bit of p(enis)?’





The bracketed portions we owe to the restorations of the editor, Prof. Dr Hasenpfeffer (Halle), with the assistance of his two inseparable friends, Dr Hans Frigger (the celebrated poet) and Herr Schnitzel (aus Wien). How much we owe to the hardwon intuition of this truly great scholar! The editor also justly observes: ‘There seems to be a double entendre about the last two lines, but the fine flavour of the jest has not survived the centuries’. – Yet we hope that such genius as his may penetrate even this enigma. Was it really the custom to drink ice-cream soda just before lunch? Prof. Dr Hasenpfeffer insists that it was. Prof. Dr Krapp (Jena) believes that the phrase is euphemistic, and that they were really drinking seidlidz powder. See Krapp: STREITSCHRIFT GEGEN HASENPFEFFER.6 1.XVii §367, also Hasenpfeffer: POLEMISCHES GEGEN KRAPP7 I–II. 368ff. 490ff.
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By the way, I find that I have only one (torn) pair of pajamas, and my dictionary does not give the word for them. Que faire? The dictionary, however, gives the German equivalent for gracilent and pudibund. You might do something with that, but I lack inspiration.8 I really feel very constipated intellectually. Some people say that pain is necessary (‘they learn in suffering’ etc),9 perhaps others that happiness is. Both beside the point, I think: what is necessary is a certain kind (could one but catch it!) of tranquillity, and sometimes pain does buy bring it. A kind of tranquillity which Dostoievsky must must <on second thoughts I delete the line> have known when he was writing his masterpieces at top-speed to keep from starving. But I have come to fancy that a perfectly commonplace happiness (such as I now find so attractive!) would be a great stimulus. For when you have all those little things you cease to fret about them, and have room for a sort of divine dissatisfaction and goût [taste] for the tragic which is quite harmless, d’ailleurs [moreover], and compatible with a bank account. I think perhaps that only the happy can appreciate the tragic, or that the tragic only exists for the happy. Anyhow, I have become a great friend of the petites gens de l’histoire,10 materialist, even ‘householder’. Das ewig weibliche.11 –



– Bien affectueusement Tom.


Be sure to let this matter alone if at all inconvenient, for I think that the agency will perhaps forward it themselves. If you did go there you could let them do it.







1–Conrad Aiken, poet, novelist and critic: see Glossary of Names.


2–TSE was imitating WL’s magazine Blast 1, which had appeared in June, and included a series of Blessings and Curses. Several of the characters here recur in TSE’s Bolo poems. Aiken’s memoir of TSE at Harvard and afterwards offers an account of the ‘hilariously naughty parerga’ about Bolo, Columbo and others: ‘these admirable stanzas … were to continue for years as a sort of cynical counterpoint to the study of Sanskrit and the treatise on epistemology’.


3–A. C. Swinburne, ‘Laus Veneris’, l. 55.


4–The Adoration of the Mystic Lamb, a polyptich by the van Eyck brothers, is the altarpiece of St Bavo’s Cathedral.


5–Andrea Mantegna (c.1431–1506) painted three versions of St Sebastian, the last of which is in the Ca d’Oro in Venice. A ribbon curling from a candle in its bottom right-hand corner bears the motto ‘nihil nisi divinum stabile est; caetera fumus’ (‘nothing is permanent unless divine; the rest is smoke’), quoted in the epigraph to TSE’s poem ‘Burbank with a Baedeker: Bleistein with a Cigar’. The St Sebastian in Bergamo is by Raphael (Antonello da Messina’s is in the Staatliche Gemäldegalerie, Dresden); and Hans Memling’s St Sebastian is in the Musée des Beaux-Arts, Brussels.


6–‘Disputation contra Hasenpfeffer’.


7–‘Polemics contra Krapp’.


8–‘Pudibund, in the clinging vine’ (‘Exequy’, TWL: Facs, 102–3).


9–‘He said: “Most wretched men / Are cradled into poetry by wrong, / They learn in suffering what they teach in song”’ (P. B. Shelley, Julian and Maddalo, ll. 544–6).


10–‘The humble people of history’.


11–‘The Eternal Feminine’ (Goethe, Faust, l. 12,110).











TO Conrad Aiken



MS Huntington


25 July 1914


c/o Herr Supdt. Happich,


Luth. Kirchhof 1, Marburg a. Lahn


Dear Conrad,


I’ve written to Murray, who will forward the bag, so don’t concern yourself. I hope you are happily stowed away in the country by this time. I find myself very well fixed here chez the Herr Pfarrer, his wife, and his daughter Hannah. The people are extremely kind, the quarters comfortable, the view from my windows (south) excellent – over roofs and hills – the house is on the side of the hill, and the hill is steep – the food is excellent – I find that I like German food! I like German people! and we have five meals a day. I stuff myself; the Frau Pfarrer thinks I don’t eat enough. Then I swim (there are baths) or walk (there are beautiful walks among the woods) but not far, because I must always be back in time for the next meal.


I enclose some stuff – the thing I showed you some time ago, and some of the themes for the ‘Descent from the Cross’ or whatever I may call it.1 I send them, even in their present form, because I am disappointed in them, and wonder whether I had better knock it off for a while – you will tell me what you think. Do you think that the Love Song of St Sebastian part is morbid, or forced? Then there will be an Insane Section, and another love song (of a happier sort) and a recurring piece quite in the French style beginning




‘The married girl who lives across the street


Wraps her soul in orange-coloured robes of Chopinese.’ –





Then a mystical section, – and a Fool-House section beginning




‘Let us go to the masquerade and dance!


I am going as St John among the Rocks


Attired in my underwear and socks …’





Does it all seem very laboured and conscious? The S. Sebastian title I feel almost sure of; I have studied S. Sebastians – why should anyone paint a beautiful youth and stick him full of pins (or arrows) unless he felt a little as the hero of my verse? Only there’s nothing homosexual about this – rather an important difference perhaps – but no one ever painted a female Sebastian, did they?2 So I give this title faute de mieux.


Send me some verse, please. I am working up my Greek, mornings, and read Logische Untersuchunger3 evenings. We rejoice that the war danger is over.


Affy. T. S. E.
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Appearances appearances he said


I have searched the world through dialectic ways


I have questioned restless nights and torpid days


And followed every by-way where it lead


And always find the same unvarièd


Interminable intolerable maze.


Contradiction is the debt you would collect


And still with contradiction are you paid


And while you do not know what else you seek


You shall have nothing other to expect.


Appearances appearances he said


And nowise real; unreal, and yet true;


Untrue, but real – of what are you afraid?


Hopeful of what? Whether you keep thanksgiving


Or pray for earth on tired body and head


This truth <word> is true on all ways you keep the paths you tread


As truth as truth need be (when all is said)


That if you find no truth among the living


You will not find much truth among the dead.


No other time than now, no other place than but here, he said.









       He drew the shawl about him as he spoke


       And dozed in his armchair till the morning broke.
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[image: ]










1–Aiken later sold the poems enclosed in this letter. They were eventually printed in IMH from the drafts that TSE sent with those of The Waste Land to John Quinn in 1922. The Descent from the Cross (which appears to be the provisional title for the collection of poems he was writing at this time, including ‘The Love Song of St Sebastian’) refers to the central panel in Rubens’s great triptych in Antwerp Cathedral, which TSE had recently seen.


2–The OED’s first record of the term ‘homosexual’ is in a translation of Richard von Krafft-Ebing’s Psychopathia Sexualis (1892). This is followed by a quotation from Havelock Ellis (1897), and a reference by Bernard Shaw to ‘The forty tolerated homosexual brothels of Berlin’ (NS 21/22 Nov. 1914). St Sebastian became something of a homosexual icon in the late nineteenth century, as in Frederick Rolfe’s sonnets about Guido Reni’s ‘St Sebastian’ published in The Artist magazine (1891), and John Gray’s ‘Saint Sebastian: On a Picture’ (1896). Likewise, Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray (1891) refers to ‘medallions of many saints and martyrs, among whom was St Sebastian’. The first art-historical account of homoeroticism in representations of the saint was by Georges Eekhoud, ‘Saint Sebastien dans la peinture’, Akdemus 1 (15 Feb. 1909).


3–Logische Untersuchunger [‘Logical Investigations’], (1900–1) by Edmund Husserl (1859–1938), Austrian founder of the philosophy of phenomenology. TSE’s annotated copy of the 1913 edition, inscribed ‘T. S. Eliot / Marburg 1914’, is in the London Library.


4–TS Hornbake Library. For TSE’s manuscript, see IMH, 75–9.


5–So, correctly, ‘led’.











TO Eleanor Hinkley



MS Houghton


26 July 1914


bei Herrn Suptdr. Happich,


Luth. Kirchhof 1, Marburg a. Lahn
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Dear Eleanor


Mit freun[d]lichem Gruss aus Deutschland! [With friendly greetings from Germany!] Here I am, safely out of harm’s way, settled in the bosom of the family of the Lutheran Pastor, and the church is right across the street. I have just been to church, and feel as good as gold. This will not be an exciting summer, but I think a pleasant one, though I hope you will not circulate any gossip about me and the Pastor’s daughter. She is named Hannah. In the evening, when we gather about the lamp, and the Herr Pfarrer takes a nap and composes his thoughts, and the ladies sew needlework, then the Frau Pfarrer says ‘Ach Hannah, spiel uns ein Stuck Beethoven’, [‘Oh, Hannah, play us a bit of Beethoven’,] and Hannah spiels for 15 minutes. Hannah also sings, and can talk a little French and English (but she hasn’t tried it on me). Then we read the paper, and discuss the Balkan Question, and the difference in climate between America and Deutschland. Altogether they are aw’f’ly good people, and we all eat a great deal. I feel that I am quite in darkest Germany. I have heard talked not a word of English since my arrival. This is a small town, but as small towns in Germany sometimes are, more a miniature compact city than a small town, as it has very good shops, and a cunning little street car that runs round the town on one track, and little narrow streets. You walk down the middle of the chief business street, and the street is about as wide as a very wide sidewalk, and on the sidewalks just two people can pass squeeze by (two Germans). As the town is very small, and the university numbers 2500, the students are much in evidence. Lately they have been having student fests, and the various clubs parade the streets in the evening carrying paper lanterns of their colours (usually three colours); and as they come winding down the steep narrow streets it makes a pretty sight. The houses are much decorated too; apparently each student hangs a flag of his club colours out of his own window.
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The students appear a little cub-like and uncouth, but are fearfully polite – I have always considered the Germans the politest people on earth. In fact everyone, servants, railroad employés, and all, are very obliging.




[image: ]





From my window I have a beautiful view (there is a little grove – telegraph poles, I believe? I am not strong in botany). The house is on the side of this steep hill, and my window looks out over the roofs toward distant hills on the other side of the Lahn valley. The country about is really quite charming, hilly and wooded, with nice walks, not too wild; a woody farming country, such as I like – I don’t care for ‘sublime’ scenery, do you? Only one cannot walk far, or one would miss a meal; – for we have five a day. One is either just recovering from a meal or just preparing for one. As I was going out to swim the other day the Frau Superintendent (Superintendent seems to be a sort of rector) suggested that I had better eat some bread and sausage to fortify myself. Really, the food is very good; I had not supposed that I could like German food.
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I shan’t have anything very exciting to narrate this summer; this is as peaceful a life as one could well find. Perhaps I shall make some amusing acquaintances in my summer-school; the reception is next Sunday evening. They have excursions, just as in Cambridge, and I intend to participate in them. You must tell me about your Summer School and I will tell you of mine … I wrote to Walter Cook;2 has he come to see you? I think that he will if the letter reaches him. Do you know Bill Greene,3 or shall I send him an introduction to you? You would like him, I know; he is not intense, but he is very gentle and good and nearintellectual. He will be in Cambridge this winter.
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I wished that you had been on the boat; there were some amusing characters. Miss Levi was very attractive in her way. She is an Irish Roman Catholic Jew! Her mother was Irish. – There were several persons on the boat who claimed to come from Chestnut Hill4 – ‘but it’s really Newton’. Sometimes it was Newton Highlands, – but I think every Newton had a representative. You should have seen us round the piano on the 4th July, singing ‘Rally, rally round the Flag, Boys!’5 They were awfully good people, some of them. Then there was Miss Bessie Wood, of Somerville (do you know her? She is a Saff.); everyone thought I was her nephew.


Affy


Tom.







1–Signs (above and right): NACH DER SCHÖNEN AUSSICHT [TO THE BEAUTIFUL VIEW]; BIER LOKAL [PUBLIC HOUSE]. HEUTE ABEND UM 8 UHR KUNSTLER-KONZERT [THIS EVENING AT 8 P.M. ARTISTS’ CONCERT].


2–Walter Cook (1888–1962), Harvard Class of 1911, archaeologist and teacher.


3–William C. Greene. See letter of 14 Oct. 1914. He had been at Harvard with TSE and Aiken, working alongside them on The Advocate, and went as a Rhodes Scholar to Oxford in 1912.


4–Chestnut Hill, Newton, Newton Highlands and Somerville were then suburbs of Boston.


5–‘Rally Round the Flag, Boys’ (1862), by George F. Root, was originally a rallying song for supporters of the Union, but was also sung in an adapted form by Confederate troops.











TO Eleanor Hinkley



PC Houghton


[Postmark 22 August 1914]1


c/o British Linen Bank,


Threadneedle St, London
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Dear Eleanor,


I have just got to London after being five days on the route. The


Germans treated us royally, but we had to stay in Marburg two weeks


without any outside communication, and did not feel very much at ease. I


will write about it soon. Do write to me here.


Tom.







1–Germany declared war on Russia on 1 Aug. 1914, and on France two days later. Germany’s invasion of neutral Belgium on 4 Aug. provoked Britain to declare war on Germany the same day.








TO His Mother



MS1 Houghton


23 August 1914


28 Bedford Place, London


Dear Mother,


I hope that by this time you will have received the letter that I sent by the courtesy of Mr Bicker, to mail in Boston. I did not write during the two weeks after the outbreak of war, because I could obtain no certain information as to the probability of letters arriving, and hoped (as proved to be the case) to be able to telegraph from London before any such letters could reach you. I did send one card (in German) asking for money – which proved unnecessary, and I hope that you received my cable of the 3rd of August.


I confess that I did feel a little doubtful of the advisability of remaining in Germany a day or two before war was declared against Russia; but it never entered my head that England would declare war too: and we all supposed that after the mobilization, we could (as proved the case for those of us who were Americans) slip away without difficulty. Besides, I had come to Germany expressly. The summer school was just opened that day, and I did not want to lose my summer for a scare. It was not until evening (August 2) when the pupils assembled that I appreciated the seriousness of our position. We were told it would be impossible to leave for a fortnight; that it would be impossible for the summer course to continue; but that to fill our time during the enforced stay various makeshift courses and conversation groups would be arranged. The director made a speech in which he cautioned us to be very careful, to avoid crowds, and not to talk in foreign languages in the street. By this time he had got us pretty well frightened of course, and no one was taking very keen interest in the proposed courses. The Russians, who knew they wouldn’t get out anyway, were miserable and silent; there appeared to be only one Frenchman, the professor, who was also miserable; the English and Americans were talkative and excited. We made a list of names, and we tried to communicate with the consul at Frankfurt, and couldn’t think of anything else to do, and disbanded for the evening. At first I was for taking the makeshift course, but as it gradually came upon me that I might need the money I decided to withdraw, and was subsequently glad I did. I had 20 marks cash; 10 went for the cable; next day I got 45 marks back which I had paid for the course; and subsequently, my $40 American Express checks proved to be good. But there were several days when I found my letter of credit useless, I feared that I might have to stay till my 40 marks would no longer get me over the frontier; for although I was not paying my board (they knew I could not) there was laundry every week, soap, haircuts etc. In the event, I had quite enough.


There was really no danger for us, but the suspense – penned up with no certain communications and no knowledge of when we could get out, and with only imperfect sympathy with the people we were among, (though we saw only German papers and felt that Germany was quite in the right); all this made a fortnight seem a month. There were eight or nine of us who used to gather every evening at the Kaiserhof, pool our misinformation and take heart from the fact that no one knew anything. Gradually the group dwindled; one man went to Berlin; one tried to get to Italy; at the end there were four of us, who hoped to reach Rotterdam together. As for the English, the women were all right, and are now getting away; as for the men, they stay’d in their houses, or went to the Poorhouse, where I suppose they are yet, – looked after sharply and getting board at seven and a half marks a week, but humanely treated. There was one Irishman, a very plucky chap, who managed to keep about, and joined us every evening. He came to the train to see us off. I suppose he is in the Poorhouse by this time; he had only 80 marks left.


When we made up our minds to leave, I did not know whether it would be possible to get to England or not, but there was a rumor (nothing was more than a rumor) that one could get money by having one’s letter of credit viséd by a consul, and I thought I could throw myself on the consul at Rotterdam, in any case. Anything to get out of the country, even if we had to travel steerage (we were prepared for that). We left Marburg Sunday afternoon. The trip to Frankfurt is ordinarily an hour and a half. It took five hours. Mobilization ended, but they were still on the lookout for bombs. There were soldiers on the train, too, reservists. I shall never forget one woman’s face as she tried to wave goodbye. I could not see his face; he was in the next compartment. I am sure she had no hope of seeing him again.


At Frankfurt we had to spend the night, and see the consul next day. Here there was good news; boats were moving to England. We have our passes viséd by the Dutch consul, and went on. We had taken a chance; it was not certain that we could get through Cologne by train; but the boats down the Rhine would have taken three days, and it was raining. Some went to Cologne. In the train we fell in with a man I had known in college, with his wife, and as we filled one compartment, had a pleasant day. Of course there was little enough to eat, as no dining cars were run. We reached Cologne at 10 p.m. after a change and a tedious wait. We made a good supper, and decided to press on the same night. So we tried to sleep with our heads on tables in the waiting room, and were very uncomfortable till 3 a.m., when we took our train. The train was crowded; Germans but some Americans; and we were packed in tight. We got underway late, just at daybreak. At 7 a.m. we had to change again, and had time for breakfast. There was another change; then another, and we reached the frontier about 3 p.m. We were very nervous, expecting to be searched, but they did not even open our bags; looked at our passes – ‘Amerikaner – ach, schoen!’ [‘American – oh fine!’] let us by.


It was a tremendous relief to be in neutral country; even the landscape seemed more peaceful. We reached Rotterdam at 10 p.m. and got the last room in the hotel. I slept very solid! We had to wait a day there; a most uninteresting shipping town. There two of our party got passages on a freighter for $100 apiece to Boston. The last man and I took a train for Flushing – changing twice – slept on the boat, an excellent boat; and got to London the following night. And that’s all. The American pass does anything in Germany. They are making a strong bid for American sympathy.2 I was treated with the greatest courtesy everywhere. As the German press offers only a very one sided view of affairs, it is safe to say that they are getting this sympathy from Americans in Germany. Besides, they are extremely hospitable and warmhearted; all the hosts of Americans in Marburg told them to stay and not to think of paying. The people in general are persuaded of the rightness of the German cause; so was I, to a certain extent, till I found that the English papers were making exact contradictions of the German. Germany is animated by an intense spirit, but I don’t see how she can possibly win. They will do no harm to England; the waters as we approached were black with English warships. And Germany is putting forth every ounce of strength. ‘Deutschland kaempft um das Existenz!’ [‘Germany is fighting for her existence!’] they say and they are right. But I think it is better that Germany should go. London is full of Americans but I have not met any acquaintances yet.


[incomplete]







 1–From a copy in her hand.


2–‘As soon as the panic that followed the outbreak of war had subsided, elaborate orders were issued that every courtesy should be shown to Americans, and all this week special trains have been running for their benefit from Munich, Frankfurt and other centres to Rotterdam and Flushing, where nothing was left undone which could give to the departing guests a favourable last impression of Germany’ (The Times, 25 Aug. 1914).








TO Henry Eliot



MS Houghton


Monday 7 September [1914]1


28 Bedford Place, Russell Square,


London W.C.


My dear Henry,


I will ask my tailor to send you some samples at once, if he has any winter goods now; he could make you a suit to my measure; as he is a cash tailor he would have to have the money before you have the suit. I will pay him if you like, when the time comes.


 I fear that I have no interesting anecdotes of my adventures beyond what I have already imparted. I was interviewed by a reporter when I got here, but had nothing interesting to give him even had I been willing to communicate it. It is really much more interesting to be in London now than it was to be in Germany: the latter experience was much like the childhood’s exasperation of being in an upper berth as the train passed through a large city. – In fact it was an intolerable bore. There, one was so far from any excitement and information that it was impossible to work; here in all the noise and rumour, I can work. The quarter where I live is rather foreign anyway, being composed exclusively of boarding houses, in rows, all exactly alike except for the fancy names on them; and now we are full up with Belgian and French refugees, whole families of them, of the well-to-do sort, with babies and nurses;2 – we have just acquired a Swiss waiter instead of a German one who was very unpopular (one excited lady said ‘what’s to prevent him putting arsenic in our food?’ I said ‘Nothing! – he already puts blacking on my tan shoes’) so I have been talking French and acquiring a war vocabulary. The noise hereabouts is like hell turned upside down. Hot weather, all windows open, many babies, pianos, street piano accordions, singers, hummers, whistlers. Every house has a gong: they all go off at seven o’clock, and other hours. Ten o’clock in the evening, quiet for a few minutes, then a couple of men with late editions burst into the street, roaring: GREAT GERMAN DISASTER!3 Everybody rushes to windows and doors, in every costume from evening clothes to pajamas; violent talking – English, American, French, Flemish, Russian, Spanish, Japanese; the papers are all sold in five minutes; then we settle down for another hour till the next extra appears: LIST OF ENGLISH DEAD AND WOUNDED. Meanwhile, a dreadful old woman, her skirt trailing on the street, sings ‘the Rosary’4 in front, and secures several pennies from windows and the housemaid resumes her conversation at the area gate.5


I find it quite possible to work in this atmosphere. The noises of a city so large as London don’t distract one much; they become attached to the city and depersonalise themselves. No doubt it will take me some time to become used to the quiet of Oxford. I like London better than before; it is foreign, but hospitable, or rather tolerant, and perhaps does not so demand to be understood as does Paris. Less jealous. I think I should love Paris now more than ever, if I could see her in these times. There seems to have come a wonderful calmness and fortitude over Paris, from what I hear; the spirit is very different from 1870. I have a great deal of confidence in the ultimate event; I am anxious that Germany should be beaten; but I think it is silly to hold up one’s hands at German ‘atrocities’ and ‘violations of neutrality’. The Germans are perfectly justified in violating Belgium – they are fighting for their existence – but the English are more than justified in turning to defend a treaty. But the Germans are bad diplomats. It is not against German ‘crimes’, but against German ‘civilisation’ – all this system of officers and professors – that I protest. But very useful to the world if kept in its place.


Yours


affy Tom







1–TSE put ‘Monday 8 September’.


2–See ‘London, The City of Refuge’: ‘This invasion has turned London into a city where alien tongues can be heard everywhere. In omnibuses and trains, in the shops and theatres, one sees foreigners and one listens to foreign speech. One might almost suggest that London’s motto should be, “Ici on parle Français”, for in certain parts of the city the language of our allies is heard almost as frequently as our own. The bulk of London’s French and Belgian guests are women and children, whose men are under arms …’ (The Times, 10 Sept. 1914, 4).


3–See ‘Severe German Defeat’, The Times, 8 Sept. 1914, 8: ‘In an attack on the southern section of the Antwerp fortifications yesterday the Germans lost a thousand dead and retreated towards Vilevorde in a demoralized condition.’


4–‘The Rosary’ (c.1901): poem by Robert C. Rogers, music by Jennie P. Black.


5–‘I am aware of the damp souls of housemaids / Sprouting despondently at area gates’ (‘Morning at the Window’, 3–4).








TO Eleanor Hinkley



MS Houghton


8 September [1914]


28 Bedford Place, Russell Square




[image: ]





My dear Eleanor


Here I am in Shady Bloomsbury, the noisiest place in the world, a neighbourhood at present given over to artists, musicians, hackwriters, Americans, Russians, French, Belgians, Italians, Spaniards, and Japanese; formerly Germans also – these have now retired, including our waiter, a small inefficient person, but, as one lady observed, ‘What’s to prevent him putting arsenic in our tea?’ A delightfully seedy part of town, with some interesting people in it, besides  the Jones twins, who were next door for a few days, and Ann Van Ness1 who is a few blocks away. I was quite glad to find her, she is very pleasant company, and not at all uninteresting quite interesting (that’s better). Only I wish she wouldn’t look like German allegorical paintings – e.g. POMONA blessing the DUKE of MECKLENBURGSTRELITZ, or something of that sort – because she hasn’t really a German mind at all, but quite American. I was in to tea yesterday, and we went to walk afterwards, to the Regent’s Park Zoo. The only other friend I have here now is my French friend of the steamer, just returned from Paris, who is also very interesting, in a different way – one of those people you sometimes meet who do not have much discursive conversation on a variety of topics, but occasionally surprise you by a remark of unusual penetration. But perhaps I do her an injustice, as she does talk pretty well – but it is more the latter that I notice. Anyway it is pleasant to be in contact with a French mind in a foreign city like this. I like London very well now – it has grown on me, and I grew quite homesick for it in Germany; and I have met several very agreeable Englishmen. Still I feel that I don’t understand the English very well. I think that Keith2 is really very English – and thoroughly so – and I always found him very baffling, though I like him very much. It seemed to me that I got to know him quite easily, and never got very much farther; and I am interested to see (this year) whether I shall find it so with all English; and whether the difficulty is simply that I consider him a bit conventional. I don’t know just what conventionality is; it doesn’t involve snobbishness, because I am a thorough snob myself; but I should have thought of it as perhaps the one quality which all my friends lacked. And I’m sure that if I did know what it was, among men, I should have to find out all over again with regard to women.


Perhaps when I learn how to take Englishmen, this brick wall will cease to trouble me. But it’s ever so much easier to know what a Frenchman or an American is thinking about, than an Englishman. Perhaps partly that a Frenchman is so analytical and selfconscious that he dislikes to have anything going on inside him that he can’t put into words, while an Englishman is content simply to live. And that’s one of the qualities one counts as a virtue; the ease and lack of effort with which they take so much of life – that’s the way they have been fighting in France – I should like to be able to acquire something of that spirit. But on the other hand the French way has an intellectual honesty about it that the English very seldom attain to. So there you are.


I haven’t said anything about the war yet. Of course (though no one believes me) I have no experiences of my own of much interest – nothing, that is, in the way of anecdotes, that are easy to tell – though the whole experience has been something which has left a very deep impression on me; having seen, I mean, how the people in the two countries have taken the affair, and the great moral earnestness on both sides. It has made it impossible for me to take adopt a wholly partizan attitude, or even to rejoice or despair wholeheartedly, though I should certainly want to fight against the Germans if at all. I cannot but wonder whether it all seems as awful at your distance as it does here. I doubt it. No war ever seemed so real to me as this: of course I have been to some of the towns about which they have been fighting; and I know that men I have known, including one of my best friends, must be fighting each other. So it’s hard for me to write interestingly about the war.


I hope to hear that you have had a quiet summer, at best. Did Walter Cook ever call? If you have seen Harry [Child] let me know how he is, and that he is not starving himself.


Always affectionately


Tom


PS (After rereading). Please don’t quote Pomona. It’s perhaps a literary as well as a social mistake to write as one would talk. I apologise for the quality of this letter anyway.







1–Ann Van Ness (b. 1891), daughter of a Unitarian Minister.


2–Elmer D. Keith (1888–1965) graduated in 1910 from Yale, where he won the University poetry prize. A Rhodes Scholar at Oriel College, Oxford, 1910–13, he later worked at Harvard University Press.








TO Conrad Aiken



MS Huntington


30 September [1914]


Merton College, Oxford


Dear Conrad,


No, I’m still in London, but I go to the above address Tuesday. I reflect upon the fact that I neglected to add my address to my last. I wait till Tuesday because there is a possibility of dining at a Chinese restaurant Monday with Yeats,1 – and the Pounds. Pound has been on n’est pas plus  aimable,2 and is going to print ‘Prufrock’ in Poetry and pay me for it.3 He wants me to bring out a Vol. after the War. The devil of it is that I have done nothing good since J. A[lfred] P[rufrock] and writhe in impotence. The stuff I sent you is not good, is very forced in execution, though the idea was right, I think. Sometimes I think – if I could only get back to Paris. But I know I never will, for long. I must learn to talk English. Anyway, I’m in the worry way now. Too many minor considerations.4 Does anything kill as petty worries do? And in America we worry all the time. That, in fact, is I think the great use of suffering, if it’s tragic suffering – it takes you away from yourself – and petty suffering does exactly the reverse, and kills your inspiration. I think now that all my good stuff was done before I had begun to worry – three years ago. I sometimes think it would be better to be just a clerk in a post office with nothing to worry about – but the consciousness of having made a failure of one’s life. Or a millionaire, ditto. The thing is to be able to look at one’s life as if it were somebody’s else – (I much prefer to say somebody else’s). That is difficult in England, almost impossible in America. – But it may be all right in the long run, (if I can get over it), perhaps tant mieux [so much the better]. Anyway, I have been living a pleasant and useless life of late, and talking (bad) French too. I have dined several times with Armstrong5 who is very good company. By the way, Pound is rather intelligent as a talker: his verse is well-meaning but touchingly incompetent; but his remarks are sometimes good. O conversation the staff of life shall I get any at Oxford? Everything à pis aller. Où se réfugier? [Everything’s a stand-in. Where can one hide?] Anyway it’s interesting to cut yourself to pieces once in a while, and wait to see if the fragments will sprout.


My war poem, for the $100 prize, entitled


UP BOYS AND AT’EM!


Adapted to the tune of ‘C. Columbo lived in Spain’ and within the


compass of the average male or female voice:
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I should find it very stimulating to have several women fall in love with me – several, because that makes the practical side less evident. And I should be very sorry for them, too. Do you think it possible, if I brought out the ‘Inventions of the March Hare’,6 and gave a few lectures, at 5 p.m. with wax candles,7 that I could become a sentimental Tommy.8







 1–William Butler Yeats (1865–1939): Irish poet and playwright.


2–‘Pound couldn’t have been kinder’: TSE called on Ezra and Dorothy Pound (for EP, see Glossary of Names) at 5 Holland Place Chambers, Kensington, with an introduction from Aiken, on 22 Sept.


3–On this same day (30 Sept.), EP wrote to Harriet Monroe, editor of Poetry, telling her that ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’ was ‘the best poem I have yet had or seen from an American. PRAY GOD IT BE NOT A SINGLE AND UNIQUE SUCCESS. He has taken it back to get it ready for the press and you shall have it in a few days.’ EP sent the poem in Oct., writing ‘Hope you’ll get it in soon.’ When Monroe demurred, he wrote: ‘No, most emphatically I will not ask Eliot to write down to any audience whatsoever … Neither will I send you Eliot’s address in order that he may be insulted’ (9 Nov.). To further objections, he replied: ‘“Mr. Prufrock” does not “go off at the end”. It is a portrait of failure, or of a character which fails, and it would be false art to make it end on a note of triumph. I disliked the paragraph about Hamlet, but it is an early and cherished bit and T. E. won’t give it up, and as it is the only portion of the poem that most readers will like at first reading, I don’t see that it will do much harm’ (31 Jan. 1915). Finally he implored her (10 Apr.), ‘Do get on with that Eliot’ (Selected Letters of Ezra Pound 1907–1941, ed. D. D. Paige, 1950). The poem was published in Poetry 6: 3 (June 1915).


4–‘Oh, these minor considerations! …’ (‘First Caprice in North Cambridge’, l. 11 (IMH).


5–Martin Armstrong (1882–1974), British author, was serving as a private in the 2nd Battalion, Artists’ Rifles.


6–This is the title, cancelled by TSE himself, on the flyleaf of the Berg Notebook (IMH, i).


7–A whimsical thrust at gatherings in Harold Monro’s Poetry Bookshop.


8–Playing on his own name and J. M. Barrie’s title, Sentimental Tommy (1896).








TO The Chairman of the Committee on Sheldon Fellowships



MS Harvard


2 October 1914


Merton College, Oxford


Dear Professor Briggs,1


In accordance with the requirements I send my address, which willremain the same throughout the year. I had expected to go to Germany for the spring term, but this will now evidently be impossible, so I shall remain here until the end of the year.


Very sincerely yours


Thomas S. Eliot







1–Professor L. B. R. Briggs (1855–1934), Dean of Harvard University, 1878–1934. In his article ‘Donne in our Time’, in A Garland for John Donne, ed. Theodore Spencer (1931), TSE was to recall how Briggs ‘read, with great persuasiveness and charm, verses of Donne to the Freshmen at Harvard’, which was ‘enough to attract to private reading at least one Freshman who had already absorbed some of the Elizabethan dramatists, but who had not yet approached the metaphysicals’.








TO J. H. Woods1



MS Professor David G. Williams


5 October 1914


Merton College, Oxford


My dear Professor Woods,


I received your letter of the 22nd September by the last boat. I repent of having caused you such a mass of correspondence, and forward my apologies and thanks.


I am going up to Oxford tomorrow. I shall not forget your request, and will keep for your inspection any notes I may take or get; and if anything turns up that may be of immediate use to you I will see to having it copied. I believe that I told you that Joachim2 expected to have no other pupils, but would go through the Post[erior]-Anal[ytics]3 and perhaps the de Interp[retatione] with me alone.


I have been plugging away at Hüsserl, and find it terribly hard, but very interesting; and I like very much what I think I understand of it. I have also broken ground by going through most of the Metaphysics for the first time in Greek.


I hope that you have had a restful as well as fruitful summer at Rockport.


Very sincerely


Thomas S. Eliot


If you hear anything of German universities being open for neutrals in the spring, I hope you will let me know, as we have no communication with Germany from here. But it would greatly surprise me to hear that work there was possible.







1–James Haughton Woods, Professor of Philosophy at Harvard, see Glossary of Names.


2–H. H. Joachim, philosophy tutor at Merton College, Oxford: see Glossary of Names.


3–TSE invoked ‘the opening phrases of the Posterior Analytics’ in ‘The Perfect Critic’ [II], A., 23 July 1920; SW, 9.











TO Eleanor Hinkley



TS Houghton


14 October 1914


Merton College, Oxford


My dear Eleanor:


A letter crossing one of yours can hardly be regarded as an answer to it, and so I am writing again. This is a good time for writing letters; I always have half an hour or so before breakfast. You see, we have to report to a roll call at ten minutes before eight – that is, rush across two quadrangles and sign one’s name to a blank paper, and breakfast never seems to appear till about half past eight. The discipline is excellent practice in getting up early, at least; it is a great many years since I have made a practice of rising at quarter past seven, and please do not say that it will be very good for me, for I am sure that it will have not the slightest effect upon my character one way or another. There are a certain number of other regulations here, but I forgive that for the sake of being taken care of, as I hate having to look out for myself. You don’t have to think about meals, and the day is pretty well divided up for you. I do not object to the boarding school discipline in the least – for a time. I suppose that everyone will want to know how I like Oxford, and of course I shall be quite unable to give an unqualified answer one way or another. I like it quite well enough to wish that I had come here earlier and spent two or three years; perhaps even before the end of my college course at home, for I am sure that I should have got more profit from both my work and my play. I think that I should have gotten along with the undergraduates better and made more friends than I made at Harvard, though I should be very sorry to have to give up those whom I did make. On the one hand I like the English very much, and on the other hand I don’t think that I should ever feel at home in England, as I do for instance in France. Perhaps I admire the English more in some ways but find the French more congenial. I should always, I think, be aware of a certain sense of confinement in England, and repression; one puts up with it in one’s native land, and is simply more conscious of it in a country in which one does not have to live. But even these qualifications ought to be qualified, and I do not want to give the impression that my admiration for Oxford is of a grudging sort. I only mean that Oxford is not intellectually stimulating – but that would be a good deal to ask of a university atmosphere. At least, if it isn’t stimulating, it is relaxing, and that is a good deal in itself. It is a dreadful climate, I know, but one seems able to eat and sleep very well, and keep very healthy.


My only exercise so far has been walking. The country about here is beautifully adapted for long walks, as perhaps you know, and at the present time, at least, is not infested with automobiles. There is a dear little village named Cumnor, which perhaps you know, with low thatched cottages, where I have walked. I think that the English countryside is more beautiful than the French; at any rate the scenery seems more solid and massive, and the trees are bigger and more beautiful; the little villages more picturesque, if also dirtier. The middle class localities, the rows of semidetached villas, are certainly far uglier than anything I can remember in France, and the middle class life must be more drab and dismal. I hope to take up a little rowing, if we can gather enough Americans and such English as are too-short-sighted to be acceptable for the Training corps. There will of course (I have just put on a new ribbon) be no regular sports here this year, as the university is too much depleted. We have about forty men up in this college, and that is more in proportion than Magdalen, for example; and all the able-bodied English will be worked in to the officers training corps. Doubtless some of them will get commissions later; so that by the end of the year, I am afraid, the university will be sensibly reduced even below its present numbers, which are about a third of the ordinary enrollment. Four recent Magdalen graduates have been killed already. I should have liked to have gone in to the training corps myself, for the sake of being able to take my exercise with the Englishmen, but they won’t take a foreigner. It is not pleasant to think that if the Germans did get over here I should be obliged to sit still and not even look out of the window, but I suppose that the contingency is a remote one. Francis Thwing, by the way, says that he is having himself naturalised as an Englishman and is to join the corps; and he hopes to get a commission.1 I certainly shall not go to that length. But one feels very much the strain of the present situation even in Oxford; and no doubt you do in America too. I hope that we may not have to stand another year of it.


Just now I am working on my great ten-reel cinema drama, EFFIE THE WAIF, with which I hope to provide funds for the visiting housekeeper. It is to be staged at vast expense, the first reel to be in the mountains of Wyoming, but I expect some difficulty in assembling all my actors, as for the role of SPIKE CASSIDY the reformed gambler, I want W. J. Bryan2 <perhaps Carl3 would do> and for that of SEEDY SAM, the blackmailer, Pa Noyes,4 and the others in proportion. Here is the scenario for the first reel:


MEDICINE HAT, Wyoming, Christmas Eve. Spike Cassidy, the most notorious gambling house proprietor in the county, (ever since the early death of his wife, his only good influence), returns from the saloon, where he has won all the money and shot a man, to find a small bundle on his doorstep. He stops and stoops. A feeble cry from the bundle – it squirms, it is warm, it is alive! He takes it tenderly in his arms. Large snow flakes begin to fall, the clock strikes twelve, and the small organ in the orchestra plays softly ‘peace on earth, goodwill to men’.


Scene: YE POOR LITTLE MOTHERLESS BRAT.


REEL TWO


Spike, reformed by the sweet insidious influence of the child, has managed to make virtue pay, and is now mayor and the richest man in the county. Effie believes herself his daughter, is just returned from the convent in Paris where she has been receiving all the fixings that money can buy.


Scene: (Sitting on the arm of the old man’s chair and patting his grey locks):


FATHER, WONT YOU TELL ME SOMETHING ABOUT MOTHER NOW?


SOME OTHER TIME, DEAR.


REEL THREE


But there is a canker in the rose. Seedy Sam, the partner of Spike’s (now the Hon. Daniel Cassidy) early crimes, has returned, a ruined and desperate man, with his son Peter (a comic simpleton, this part to be taken by Raymond Smyth).5


Scene: YOUR DAUGHTER’S HAND FOR MY SON PETER. OR I DENOUNCE YOU FORTHWITH.


REEL FOUR


Walter Desborough (a good role for Tracy)6 scion of one of Harlem’s oldest and richest families, goes west to seek his fortune. His father has been swindled out of all his wealth, and has died of the shock. There is one property left – a mine, value unknown, near Medicine Hat, Wy. Walter leaves his weeping widowed mother to seek his fortune in new fields. As the canal boat carries him westward up the Erie he turns and gazes at the Statue of Liberty disappearing on the horizon (not strictly accurate geography, but a fine scene) – 


Scene: CAN I WHO REALLY REMEMBER EVER FORGET?


In the next scene we are carried back to the stately manor where Gwendoline, Lady Chomleyumley, still mourns the loss of her infant daughter, torn from her at a tender age by her wicked brother-in-law. This is as much as I have completed, but you see its possibilities. I have not chosen any candidate for the role of Effie. Do you think that Ann Van Ness could fill it competently? By the way, before she left she said that she ‘would be glad to hear from me’. I don’t find myself particularly keen about writing to her. Not that I don’t like her very much; but there are moments when I don’t; and there are many people whom one likes to know very much up to a certain point – and you don’t know where that point is until you hit it. Perhaps it is simply that I thought her father rather plebeian (I have cast him for a comic postman in EFFIE THE WAIF.) I don’t know what you will think of me for talking this way.


I had a pleasant time in London, and saw several pleasant people. Do you remember Bertie Russell,7 whom you admired? I met him on the street and found that he was living quite near me, and went and had tea with him.8 As I expected, he is a pacifist,9 but he talked very interestingly on the European situation. It was he who said that the Germans made the same mistakes in their warmaking that he had always found in their scholarship – where, said he, a German writer had always read every book under the sun except the one which counted: so in war they were careful to provide their soldiers with forceps for cutting barbed wire but managed their diplomacy in just such a way as to unite everybody against them. – He has a little apartment furnished in very good taste, not overcrowded, in fact almost preciously simple, with only one picture on the wall.


I will send Bill Greene a card. I hear, by the way, that he only got a fourth in Greats last summer – a great shock to everyone. Keith had a second, which is very good, and Bill was rather expected to secure a first. I mention this as possibly he may be a bit sensitive about it, so one can talk about other things.


I appreciate your Social Column of Births, Funerals, and Broken Hearts – it is rather an Agony column. I have nothing to offer in return but to continue my column of


BRILLIANTS


‘Est-ce-vous dansez le verrry-mussstard?’


HOW did you learn to speak such good English? I’d never know you were a foreigner … Well I never! I thought all this time you were one of the Belgians! Bertha! this young man’s a countryman of ours!


My nephew was in Germany and he had a terrible time. You see, he’s a sort of literary young man, and he’s very reticent. He’s had a good education, and he loves his books, but he’s so reticent I suppose they thought he was a spy. Well, as I wrote his mother, it’s bad for his nervous system, but it’ll be good for his moral character.


You can leave the curtain up, sir. It ud take a seven footer to look in your window. That ouse hoppisite? Ho, that’s honly the warden’s ouse, sir.


_________________


I am sure that you must have liked the Haven, even if Pete [Little] didn’t recognise you, and it’s awfully healthy. I hope that Emily [Hale]10 is not very tired and will have a good servant, as she speaks as if she were going to start in acting very soon. Tell me what you are going to do at Radcliffe11 this Fall. I was surprised to find that girls attend the lectures here – come right into the college buildings, and attend the same lectures as the men. PS No one looks at them.


Affectionately


Tom


(signed)


PS I think I am the only man in this college who takes cold baths.


BRILLIANT: ‘Do you keep it hup all winter, Sir?’







1–Francis Butler-Thwing (1891–1964). After graduating from Harvard he spent a term at New College, Oxford, then entered Sandhurst Military College. Twice wounded in the war he retired, a captain in the Coldstream Guards, in 1922.


2–W. J. Bryan (1860–1925), unsuccessful Democratic Presidential candidate, and Secretary of State under President Wilson, was an advocate of ‘free silver’.


3–Unidentified.


4–James Noyes, father of Eleanor Hinkley’s close friend Penelope.


5–Raymond Smyth (1888–1918), metallurgical engineer.


6–Tracy Putnam (1894–1975), who became a physician.


7–Bertrand Russell (see Glossary of Names) had lectured at Harvard in spring 1914.


8–Russell was living at Russell Chambers, Bury Street, nr. the British Museum, just a short walk away from TSE’s lodgings at 28 Bedford Place.


9–Though not describing himself as a pacifist, Russell was a vocal conscientious objector.


10–TSE had met Emily Hale at Eleanor Hinkley’s home in 1912 (both in Glossary of Names).


11–Radcliffe College (chartered in 1894): the women’s college associated with Harvard.








TO William C. Greene1



MS Herbert T. Greene


[14 October 1914]


Junior Common Room,


Merton College, Oxford


Dear Bill


I presume you are now going through what I tried my hand at last year; teaching freshmen what they didn’t want to know and what I didn’t know myself. Since arriving here I have decided that I knew a number of things which were not essential and was ignorant of a number of things which are. I wish now that I had taken a year – several years – here first and done my Harvard work later, instead of beginning my house at the roof. I have begun to entertain the highest respect for English methods of teaching in addition to the disapproval for our own which I had acquired through experience. I would give a great deal to have done the regular undergraduate course here. But I must make the best of it now. Oxford is a quiet and deserted place now, but, I expect, a better place to work in. At any rate, I find it exceedingly comfortable and delightful – and very ‘foreign’.


I wonder how you will like Cambridge [Mass.] after three years absence. I am enclosing a card, in case you care to call upon my cousin [Eleanor Hinkley], who knows your brother and knows you by reputation at least. The address is 1 Berkeley Place, Cambridge (I have no small envelopes by me, so enclose it loose.)


I hear Conrad’s book is out.2 Remind him that he was to send me a copy, and tell him that he ought to write to me. E. D. Keith also.


I expect to be back in the summer. The war looks to keep up for a long time; if so we shall lose most even of the undergraduates whom we have.


I am glad that I chose Joachim, for I like him very much, and I imagine that he is the best philosopher here; though I think Prichard3 is good. But I should hate to have to subsist only on the Oxford sort of philosophy.


 


Yours always


T. S. Eliot







1–William C. Greene (1890–1978), formerly a board member of the Harvard Advocate with TSE and Conrad Aiken. As a Rhodes Scholar at Balliol College, Oxford, in 1912, he was the first American to win the Newdigate Prize. Later Professor of Greek and Latin at Harvard.


2–Conrad Aiken, Earth Triumphant and Other Tales in Verse (1914).


3–H. A. Prichard (1871–1947), Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, 1898–1924; White’s Professor of Moral Philosophy, 1928–37; intuitionist moral philosopher; author of Kant’s Theory of Knowledge (1909) and the influential essay ‘Does Moral Philosophy Rest on a Mistake?’ (1912).








TO Norbert Wiener1



TS MIT


23 October 1914


Merton College, Oxford


Dear Wiener


I hear from an American here that you are back at Cambridge. If you should ever come up here (which I suppose not likely?) or if you are to be about London during any of the vacations, I hope you will let me know. How are you getting on?


Sincerely,


T. S. Eliot







1–Norbert Wiener (1894–1964), founder of Cybernetics; Professor of Mathematics at Massachusetts Institute of Technology, 1932–9. He gained his Harvard PhD at eighteen and was now a Sheldon Fellow, 1914–15, studying at Cambridge with BR and the mathematician G. H. Hardy.








TO Norbert Wiener



MS MIT


Tuesday [9? November 1914]


Merton College, Oxford.


Dear Wiener,


I am glad to know that my letter reached you. I don’t know just what I shall do in vacation, but should like to get hold of you. I was planning to retire somewhere in the country with books; travelling sounds expensive and one can’t leave England anyway. Let me know what you are to do when you have decided.


I am doing my work under Joachim. I also have J. A. Smith,1 who I imagine is unknown outside of Oxford. Bradley is seldom up, and never teaches. I should like to have a chance to meet him.2


You seem to be doing phil[osophy] rather than math[ematics].3 I can’t imagine what on earth you are doing with McTaggart,4 unless you are reading Hegel or drinking whiskey.


Sincerely,


T. S. Eliot







1–J. A. Smith (1863–1939), Waynflete Professor of Moral and Metaphysical Philosophy, 1910–36; co-editor of the Oxford edition of Aristotle (12 vols, 1908–52); translator of De Anima.


2–F. H. Bradley (1846–1924), English Hegelian philosopher; Fellow of Merton College from 1870; and author of Ethical Studies (1876), Appearance and Reality (1893), and Principles of Logic (1922). TSE was never to meet him – Bradley had been suffering from poor health since 1871 and led a secluded life – but he went on to complete in 1916 his doctoral dissertation on him: Knowledge and Experience in the Philosophy of F. H. Bradley (1964). After his death, TSE called him ‘the last survivor of the academic race of metaphysicians’.


3–Wiener had addressed the Cambridge discussion group The Heretics on ‘Scepticism’, 31 Oct.


4–John McTaggart Ellis McTaggart (1866–1925), Hegelian philosopher; Lecturer in Moral Sciences at Trinity College, Cambridge, 1897–1923; author of Studies in the Hegelian Dialectic (1896), Some Dogmas on Religion (1906), and A Commentary on Hegel’s Logic (1910).











TO J. H. Woods



MS Professor David G. Williams


9 November [1914]


Merton College, Oxford


Dear Professor Woods,


I have promised to keep you au courant, but I do not quite know what I have to offer. I am following these courses of lectures, Joachim’s on the Ethics, Collingwood’s1 (of Pembroke) on the de Anima,2 and J. A. Smith’s Logic. Joachim is reading the Posterior Analytics with myself and one other man (who is likely to get a commission in the new army by Christmas, so that I may possibly have J. to myself); and besides I have an hour a week conference with Joachim and Smith’s ‘Informals’ which are quite informal indeed, as only one other man besides myself attends them. Smith’s Lectures are interesting as representing the purest strain of old fashioned Hegelianism to be found in England, I believe, and a type of philosophy with which I had never come into contact. The de Anima course consists in reading, explaining, and commenting upon the text. Collingwood is a young person, but very good, I think. We use the Teubner text. C. likes Rodier’s the best; better than Hicks. The course is to end with the term, and I fear that we shall not cover the whole of the three books. The other courses continue; and I see that Stewart is to have a course – a class, I mean – in the Enneads [of Plotinus].3 I intend to go to this, and probably also to a course on the Politics [of Aristotle].


The course of Joachim’s on the Ethics is particularly good. J. is perhaps the best lecturer here. He sticks pretty closely to the text, explaining other portions of Aristotle – especially parts of the Organon, when relevant. I find the abundance of cross references very useful.


The Posterior Analytics I find very difficult. I accompany it with the commentary of Zabarella,4 which is remarkably good, and very minute, so that this reading takes most of my time. If there is a copy in the British Museum (and Pacius5 also) I shall make good use of it during the vacation. If the Harvard library possesses a copy I hope that you will let me know, as I should consider it great good luck. J. A. Smith also said that he owed his knowledge of Aristotle chiefly to Zabarella.


I do not think that anyone would come to Oxford to seek for anything very original or subtle in philosophy, but the scholarship is very fine, and the teaching of philosophy, especially the historical side of philosophy, as a part of the training and equipment of an honnête homme, has aroused my keen admiration. For anyone who is going to teach the Oxford discipline is admirable. It has impressed upon my mind the value of two things: the value of personal instruction in small classes and individually, and the value of careful study of original texts in the original tongue – in contrast to the synoptic course.


I do not know whether any of my notes would be of the slightest use to you, but if either my notes on the Ethics, de An. or Post-Anal. would interest you I should be very glad indeed to typewrite them off for you. – Or if there are any books you wish to be looked up second-hand – I am sorry that nothing on the Metaphysics or on the later Platonic dialogues is offered this year. I believe that J. has some good notes on ΖΗθ6 but I do not like to ask to borrow them.


Very sincerely yours


Thomas S. Eliot







1–R. G. Collingwood (1889–1943), Waynflete Professor of Moral and Metaphysical Philosophy, 1936–41. His books The Principles of Art (1938) and The New Leviathan (1942) are in TSE’s library.


2–In his annotated copy of Aristotle, De Anima Libri III, ed. Guilelmus Biehl (Leipzig, 1911), TSE later wrote: ‘Used in 1914–15 with notes made during R. G. Collingwood’s explication de texte, and extracts from Pacius’ commentary on the De Anima which Joachim made me read’ (King’s).


3–E. R. Dodds, in his autobiography Missing Persons (1977), traced his love of Plotinus back to the classes given by J. A. Stewart, author of Notes on the Nichomachean Ethics of Aristotle (1892) and Plato’s Doctrine of Ideas (1909): ‘The membership of the class was initially six, but as Stewart proved to be an unexciting teacher it quickly dropped to two. I was one of the two; the other was a young American lately arrived from the Graduate School at Harvard … Like me he was seriously interested in mystical experience. But what astonished me as I came to know him better was the wide knowledge of contemporary European literature, poetry in particular, which he gradually revealed. Then one day he confessed shyly that he had written some poems himself’ (40).


4–Giacomo Zabarella (1533–89) published a commentary on Aristotle’s Posterior Analytics in 1582.


5–Giulio Pace’s edition of the Organon (1584).


6–Metaphysics VII–IX.








TO Conrad Aiken



MS Huntington


16 November [1914]


[Merton College]


Dear Conrad


I was very glad to hear from you after the summer interval. But why are you ‘slothful’? Are you satisfied to be in Cambridge at present? It would seem that there was nowhere else to go at present, unless you went to New York. I conclude that London is a pleasant place when the road to Paris is gesperrt [closed], and hope to pass several weeks there during the vacation. University towns, my dear fellow, are the same all over the world; only they order these matters better in Oxford.1 For intellectual stimulus, you will find it not in Oxford nor in Urbana Indiana (or is it Illinois).2 Only the most matter of fact people could write verse here, I assure you. But life is pleasant in its way, and perhaps I also am contented and slothful, eating heartily, smoking, and rowing violently upon the river in a four oar,3 and performing my intellectual stint each day. Oxford even at this time is peaceful, always elegiac. It is Alexandrine verse, nuts and wine. What else? Oh yes, I have had to buy a larger collar. What else should I say about Oxford, or about the war? Let us take them for granted.


I think that you criticise my verse too leniently. It still seems to me strained and intellectual. I know the kind of verse I want, and I know that this isn’t it, and I know why. I shan’t do anything that will satisfy me (as some of my old stuff does satisfy me – whether it be good or not) for years, I feel it more and more. Not in the life I have been leading for several years. And I don’t know whether I want to. Why should one worry about that? I feel that such matters take care of themselves and have no dependence upon our planning –




I can’t say that I always understand


My own meaning when I would be very fine


But the fact is that I have nothing plann’d


Except perhaps to be a moment merry –4





I have secured your book. I regret to tell you that I have seen no advertisements of it in England, have they taken any steps about that? Of course, it’s a low time for poetry; but it would be an outrage if you did not get some good reviews in America. And they do take their time in reviewing verse, always. Could you not have it on sale at the Poetry Bookshop, at least? If you were over here it might be possible for you to give a reading there. You say nothing about your plans for next year, which I presume are affected by the war. Better wait till spring and see then –


Bien affectueusement


Th. Eliot







1–Cf. the opening of Sterne’s Tristram Shandy: ‘they order these matters better in France.’


2–Cf. ‘Tell it not in Gath, Publish it not in the streets of Askelon’ (2 Samuel 1. 20).


3–His crew, of which he was stroke, beat the only other four-oar that could be mustered in wartime Oxford. Later his prized pewter mug was stolen during a removal.


4–Byron, Don Juan IV v: ‘I don’t pretend that I quite understand / My own meaning when I would be very fine; / But the fact is that I have nothing planned, / Unless it were to be a moment merry.’ In 1933 TSE wrote that he had thought of prefixing this stanza to Ash-Wednesday if ever it went into a second edition: ‘There is some sound critical admonition in these lines’ (TUPUC 30–1).











TO Conrad Aiken



MS Huntington


Saturday 21 November [1914]


Junior Common Room,


Merton College, Oxford


Dear Conrad,


Will you do me a great favour? I enclose a money order for $4. Will you go to Galvin, or to Howard in Cambridge, and order some red or pink roses, Killarney I suppose. I understand that Emily [Hale] is to act in the Cambridge Dramatic play which will be early in December – I suppose the 5th or the 12th; you will have to find out which date, if you can. I enclose a card; please put it in a small envelope and address it to her simply Miss Hale, ‘Brattle Hall’, and have the roses for the Saturday night performance. The name of the play is Mrs Bumpstead-Leigh.1 If you can’t find out when the play comes off, or if you can’t find out without conspicuous inquiry, or if, as is quite possible, this reaches you too late, simply hold the money and send the flowers at Christmas. In that case the address is


                           5 Circuit Road,


                               Chestnut Hill.


I have lent your book to Scofield Thayer,2 who has expressed himself quite enthusiastic over it. He thinks, as I do, that the title poem is decidedly the most successful and unusual.


Yours


Tom







1–Mrs Bumpstead-Leigh (1911) is a comedy by Harry James Smith (1880–1918).


2–Scofield Thayer, the future editor of The Dial, had known TSE at Milton Academy and Harvard, and was now studying philosophy at Magdalen College, Oxford. See Glossary of Names.








TO Eleanor Hinkley



MS Houghton


27 November 1914


Merton College


Dear Eleanor,


I regretted very much that I could not share your supper with you, but I was satisfied on the whole to have the letter for myself. I really feel quite as much au courant of Cambridge life as anyone can who has not yet learned the fox trot.1 In the same mail with your letter came this picture, which I enclose without comment, to indicate my state of mind. I expect when I return to put myself into the hands of Lily2 for a month of the strictest training: rise at six, run around Fresh Pond, bath, breakfast of one egg followed by ancle exercises for one hour, knee exercises one hour, and so on; and perhaps by the time I emerge I shall be able to appear in society without your having to blush for me. I was able to make use of the fox trot in a debate in the college common room a few evenings ago. The subject was ‘Resolved that this society abhors the threatened Americanisation of Oxford’. I supported the negative: I pointed out to them frankly how much they owed to Amurrican culcher in the drayma (including the movies) in music, in the cocktail, and in the dance. And see, said I, what we the few Americans here are losing while we are bending our energies toward your uplift (building the city beautiful, as a young clergyman so aptly put it); we the outposts of progress are compelled to remain in ignorance of the fox trot. You will be interested to hear that my side won the debate by two votes.


Lily may have forgotten to tell you what struck me very much at the time, that the name of the druggist in whose shop we met was Jones. A really striking motive for EFFIE THE WAIF. How can I work it in? At present I am engaged in drilling and giving names to all the comic and villainous characters who fall in love with EFFIE, and all the villainous and comic characters who fall in love with WILFRED (the hero – his name was Walter, but I thought Wilfred better). As the drayma takes place chiefly on the plains (you must have either the plains or the desert if you expect a good pursuit) there is of course DANCING BEAR the chief of the Pottawottobottommies, a terrible fellow, given to drink, and no end treacherous. Then there is Traihi Sheik, the maharaja of Chowwannugger. You simply have to have either a red Indian or an East Indian, and I see no reason why you should not have both. They will be distinguished from each other by the fact that Bear wears feathers and a very old silk hat (for comic effect a red Indian is absolutely worthless without an old silk hat); while Traihi wears a turban and polo boots (he was at Christ Church): otherwise they are exactly alike, except perhaps that Traihi is a shade the more treacherous and given to drink of the two. The way I bring the latter in I consider especially ingenious. Guendolyne Lady Chumleyumley, who is really Effie’s mother, though everybody has guessed it, has been getting lonelier and lonelier all alone in her baronial halls all alone with fifty-five devoted servants (to whom I have not yet given names, but who will all play some part); this process of increasing loneliness has been going on for eighteen years (Effie was lost at the age of one – the audience now computes Effie’s age by a sum in higher mathematics similar to that by which I learned the age of my old flame Hannah in Germany). Finally she decides, having had no sleep throughout this time, eighteen years, that something must be done. She receives a tip that there is an old faquir in India who has been very successful in recovering lost umbrellas, etc. It was in India that Effie was stolen. Shall she return to these scenes, so painful to her memory?


If she had had more gumption she would probably have done so long before, but that would have spoiled everything. She arrives in India. Everyone wonders who the strange memsahib is, so liberal with backsheesh (here a street scene, with camels, monkeys (comic) and pythons), but who has never been seen to smile. (She has not smiled for eighteen years). Still beautiful, she has a troupe of comic and villainous lovers of her own, but she will remain faithful to the memory of her Adalbert – perhaps he too is still alive (of course he is: but he is still in captivity in Turkestan, where he works on the farm, and we won’t get him out for several reels yet). Finally she interviews the faquir. After a lot of hocus pocus, he produces a crystal sphere into which she gazes. The next reel of course shows what she saw in the sphere: the whole history of the foul abduction of her husband and her babe from their station in Kashmeer, with the aid of a monkey, a cobra, and a man-eating tiger. I shall elaborate this later; the point is that she is finally shown Effie in her present position in the act of spurning Peter (Effie is going to be awfully good at spurning before she gets through). Here she faints dead away. Meanwhile Traihi Sheik has been hanging about in the ante room waiting to see the faquir about a matter of a purloined jewel which weighs ten pounds and has religious associations as well, has got tired of waiting, and bursts in just in time to look over her Ladyship’s shoulder and catch a glimpse of Effie’s face in the crystal. Of course it’s all off at once. He turns to the audience, rolls his eyes and tears at his shirt in the usual oriental fashion to show passion.


SCENE: I WILL FIND HER IF SHE LIVES UPON THIS GLOBE. BE SHE PRINCESS OR BE SHE PEASANT MAID. I WILL MAKE HER MAHARANEE OF CHOWWANNUGGER.


I started to tell you all about Effie’s lovers, and I hoped to do them up in one letter, but I shall have to postpone the rest. I will only briefly mention Karl Wurst, who works in the barber shop in Medecine Hat. You see, I thought it would be so novel and interesting to have a German spy, and it doesn’t interfere with his business in the least to have him in love with Effie (he sees her waiting in the carryall while her so-called father the hon. Cassidy is being shaved: comic scene, Karl slices a bit off his ear while looking out of window at Effie). Of course Karl is really Lieutenant Prince Karl of Katzenkraut-Schwerin, occupied in doing some plans of the local gas-works.


This is nearly the end of the term. I am planning to spend a fortnight or so somewhere on the south coast with two friends – one an Amurrican, the other an Englishman, and then return to London, which I find has a strong attraction for one.


I think that you understand poor Harry [Child] exceedingly well, and you say some things which had not occurred to me. It’s just because the whole thing seems so strained and forced, and yet that given the premisses, he carries out the programme with so much pluck and modesty and temperateness and sense, that he is particularly appealing and pathetic. And he is what a good many people engaged in religion are not, not because they have more sense or wisdom, but simply because they have not the fortitude or feeling. I feel a particular sympathy with him, because I know that I may have come very near to drifting (if you would use the word drift – err is perhaps better) into something rather similar, though with very different dogmas; it begins with having intelligence and not applying it to some subject matter which should be at once personal, and solid enough to let one’s personality develop freely without allowing it to wander into freaks and vagaries. Anyway, I have had for several years a distrust of strong convictions in any theory or creed which can be formulated. One must have theories, but one need not believe in them! I wish I could see how it was going to end for Harry. I don’t believe he has anything very serious on his conscience, but even two or three merely wasted years are something which such a man may never be able to forget or smile at.3


I haven’t very many


BRILLIANTS


Scout (breaking a tumbler with his thumb before my very eyes):


Kind o’ light for college use, aint they, sir?


I’m only a plain man, Effie, but I love you.


(Thanksgiving Day sermon): … And what are we, the young men of America, doing to help build the city of God? … (Silence, followed by breathing).


Affectionately


Tom


You will be interested in Hawkes, one of the most attractive men (and the best scholar) in the college, who is engaged to a German girl, and doesn’t want to go to fight in the least.4 It seems a pity that he couldn’t have broken his ancle last summer, instead of little Bulmer,5 who I think regrets his incapacity. These things don’t happen only in civil-war plays, you see.







1–The foxtrot, invented by the vaudeville star Harry Fox in New York in the summer of 1914, was danced to ragtime music.


2–Lily Jones, with her sister Pauline, taught dancing and was involved in the theatre.


3–TSE made a marginal line against this paragraph and wrote ‘What syntax’.


4–Frederick Hawkes (1892–1974) served in the war, after which he married his German fiancée. He ultimately became President of the College of Estate Management and Master of the Worshipful Company of Farmers.


5–John Legge Bulmer went up to Merton in 1913. As a second lieutenant in the 5th Oxford and Bucks. Light Infantry, he was reported missing, presumed killed, in action in France, on











TO Norbert Wiener



TS MIT


[December 1914]


Swanage, Dorsetshire


Dear Wiener,


Did you ever get a note from me? I addressed it to ‘Malcolm’ Street, but it occurred to me afterwards that you might have meant ‘Magdalen St’1 and I had misread it.2 If you are in London any time during the vac. you will probably find me at the address below.


 


Sincerely,


T. S. Eliot


1 Gordon St


Gordon Square


W.C.







1 May 1917, aged twenty-two.


2–Magdalene; Magdalen is the spelling used in Oxford.


3–He had been right the first time: on 7 Jan. 1915 he sent a postcard to Scofield Thayer, reading: ‘I forgot to say that Wiener’s address is 26 Malcolm St.’ The postcard shows Rembrandt’s Le Philosophe en Méditation (Louvre), with its spiral staircase, and to the right of the picture, TSE wrote: ‘Something pour faire descendre la dame aux cheveux rouges. Moralité de [?] Toujours prêt’ [‘Something to make the lady with the red hair come down. Ready made morality’].








TO Conrad Aiken



MS Huntington


31 December 1914


[London]


My dear Conrad,


Thank you very much for performing my commission so cleverly; I hope that it did not give you great inconvenience; and I hope that you will let me know if there were any extra expenses in the way of express or messenger commissions; also let me know (to appease mere curiosity), how you informed yourself of the place and time.


I am back in London now till January 15, not at your old home, which had run down fearfully in cooking, but at a pension off Gordon Square,1 in rather a nice street, where the houses are neither named nor painted. The inhabitants however are not interesting, but are mostly Americans – including two middlewestern professors and their families. We have six weeks vacation, of which I spent nearly three at the seashore [at Swanage] in Dorsetshire.


Oxford is all very well, but I come back to London with great relief. I like London, now. In Oxford I have the feeling that I am not quite alive – that my body is walking about with a bit of my brain inside it, and nothing else. As you know, I hate university towns and university people, who are the same everywhere, with pregnant wives, sprawling children, many books, and hideous pictures on the walls. I have decided to have no pictures on the walls, but I should like some good china. Of my own choosing: solid glowing colours, and a few Indian silks, and perhaps a terracotta by Maillol.2 Outside I should have two bell pulls, viz – and the second should have no bell. Come let us desert our wives and fly to a land where there are no Medici prints, nothing but concubinage and conversation. That is my objection to Italian Art: the originals are all right, but I don’t care for the reproductions.




[image: ]





Oxford is very pretty, but I don’t like to be dead. I don’t think I should stay there another year, in any case; but I should not mind being in London, to work at the British Museum. How much more self-conscious one is in a big city! Have you noticed it? Just at present this is an inconvenience, for I have been going through one of those nervous sexual attacks which I suffer from when alone in a city. Why I had almost none last fall I don’t know – this is the worst since Paris. I never have them in the country. Wiener, like a great wonderful fat toad bloated with wisdom, has returned to Cambridge; Scofield Thayer, who has developed a good deal and promises to be a fine dilettante and talker if he loses all literary ambition, has also gone to Cambridge to see Santayana;3 Pound and Russell I have not yet found; Armstrong is in camp in Putney, where I have written to him; and another man is in the country. So for a couple of days I have seen no one but the humble folk of the pension. I am very dependent upon women (I mean female society); and feel the deprivation at Oxford – one reason why I should not care to remain longer – but there, with the exercise and routine, the deprivation takes the form of numbness only; while in the city it is more lively and acute. One walks about the street with one’s desires, and one’s refinement rises up like a wall whenever opportunity approaches. I should be better off, I sometimes think, if I had disposed of my virginity and shyness several years ago: and indeed I still think sometimes that it would be well to do so before marriage.


I hope you will write soon and tell me about yourself. I think one’s letters ought to be about oneself (I live up to this theory!) – what else is there to talk about? Letters should be indiscretions – otherwise they are simply official bulletins.


Always yours


Tom







1–At 1 Gordon Street.


2–Aristide Maillol (1861–1944): French sculptor who specialised in classical female nudes.


3–George Santayana, writer and philosopher: see Glossary of Names. On 15 Nov. he spoke at the Cambridge Heretics on ‘An Interpretation of Transcendentalism’. In Mar. 1915 Thayer would address the Heretics on ‘The Aesthetic Value of Orthodoxy’. 
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[ORIGINAL ENCLOSURES]”

Oh little voices of the throats of men

That come between the singer and the song

Oh twisted little hands of men held up

To rend the beautiful and curse the strong.

Impatient tireless undirected feet!

On what remote frontier of heaven and hell

Shall time allow our divers ways to meet?

Yet you do well to run the ways you run

Yes you do well to keep the ways you keep

And we who seek to measure joy and pain

We blow against the wind and spit against the rain
For what could be more real than sweat and dust and sun
And what more sure than night and death and sleep?

Introduction.
To be
amplified

at the end

also.
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Stunt Show

Monday, February seventeen, at eight o'clock

“ From Ignorance our comfort flows."

— Prior
(a) " Ecstasy " Mrs. H. H. Beach
Songs. (8) *Julia’s Garden™ J. H. Rogers
(c) “Serenata™ Tost
Miss Euiey Hawe
“An Evening at the Bayham Badgers'" Dickens

Bayham Badger  Muss Evevx Bouwss
Mr. Bayham Badger  Ma. C. W, Purmaw
Mr. Jarndyee M, H. Hutt
Buder M. Joun Rouer

* Rosamond and her Mother,” (1813) Miss Edgevorth

Rosamond Muss Euzasern Avten
Her Mother  Muss ELtanor HiwkLey

A Débutante Monologue, (1913)
“We're only asking Buds Anon

Débutante  Miss KaTnarine Muno

Intermission —— Auction
( () "Mavourncen™ Mpor Loy
Songs (b) Old Air
1 (9) “May Morning " Denza
Muss Bwiuy Hae
*Monsieur Marcel and his latest Marvel " E. Hinkley

M. Marcel  Mr. THomas. ELiot
The Marvel Miss Auy Gozzatol
Assisant Mr. H. R. Bowstx

“ Arnold Bennett choosing a Heroine ™ E. Hinkley
The Actress Muss LiLian Suirk
The Sunday School Teacher Miss Maion Evior
The Governess Miss Saxan EvARTS
Amold Bennet Mx. PuiLir ADams
“An Afternoon with Mr. Woodhouse ™ Jane Austen
M. Elton Muss Ewiny Haie
Emma Miss E. Hunkiey

Mr. Woodhouse M. Thomas Euior
Mr. Knighlly  Ma. Thacy Purian
Butler Mn. Joww Remey

The Scenes from Miss Edgeworth, Jane Austen and Dickens, arranged by
MISS HINKLEY

Prompicr, MISS ANNA GRISWOLD Usher, MISS PENELOPE NOYES
At ond Proverty Monager, MRS. SOHIER WELCH
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Now while our heroes were at sea
They pass’d a German warship.
The captain pac’d the quarterdeck
Parading in his corset.
What ho! they cry’d, we’ll sink your ship!
And so they up and sink’d her.
But the cabin boy was sav’d alive
And bugger’d, in the sphincter.
/ Yours
Tom.

The poem was declined by several musical publishers on the ground that
it paid too great a tribute to the charms of German youth to be acceptable
to the English public. T acknowledg’d the force of the objection, but replied
that it was only to be regarded as a punitive measure, and to show the
readiness and devotion to duty of the British seaman.
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Across the window panes the plumes ¢re of lilac swept
Stirred by the morning air

Across the floor the shadows crawled and crept

And as the thin <light> shivered through the trees
Around the muffled form they danced and leapt
They crawled about his shoulders and his knees
The[y] rested for a moment in his hair

Until the daylight drove them to their lair

And then sprang up a little damp dead breeze

That rattled at the window while he slept

And had those been human voices a¢ in the chimneys
And at the shutters, and along the stair

You had not <knowns> whether they laughed or wept.
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The Love Song of St Sebastian

I would come in a shirt of hair

I would come with a little lamp in the night

And sit at the foot of your stair

1 would flog myself until I bled

And after hour on hour of prayer

And torture and delight

Until my blood should ring the bighe <lamp>

And glisten in the light

I should arise your neophyte preterite!

And then put out the light " ot present’

And <To> follow where you lead
To follow where your feet are white

In the darkness toward your bed

And where your gown is white

And against your gown your braided hair

Then you would take me in

Because I was hideous in your sight

You would take me in to your bed without shame
Because I should be dead

And when the morning came

Berween your breasts should lie my head.

I would come with a towel in my hand

And bend your head between <belows my knees.
Your ears curl back in a certain way

Like no ones else in all the world

When all the world shall melt in the sun

Melt or freeze

1 should <shall> remember how your ears were curled.
1 shakt <should> for a moment linger

And follow the curve with my finger

And your head between my knees

I think that at last you would understand

There would not be one word to say NOT to

You would love me because I should have strangled you  rhyme with
And because of my infammy. ———————— ‘mammy

And I should love you the more because I had mangled you
And because you were no longer beautiful
To anyone but me.
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