
   [image: Cover: The Collected Prose of T.S. Eliot Volume 2 by Archie Burnett, T. S. Eliot ]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         
            T. S. Eliot

COLLECTED PROSE

            EDITED BY

ARCHIE BURNETT

            VOLUME 2

1929–1934

         

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               [image: ]

            

            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Guide to Using This Edition 

                  	Abbreviations 

                  	THE PROSE

                  	1929 

                  	American Critics

                  	Introduction to Goethe

                  	Turbervile’s Ovid

                  	Mr P. E. More’s Essays

                  	The Latin Tradition

                  	A Commentary

                  	[Works by Conan Doyle and A. K. Green]

                  	Second Thoughts about Humanism

                  	The Tudor Translators

                  	The Elizabethan Grub Street

                  	The Genesis of Philosophic Prose

                  	A Commentary

                  	Mr Barnes and Mr Rowse

                  	[Extraits d’un Journal by Charles du Bos]

                  	The Prose of the Preacher

                  	Elizabethan Travellers’ Tales

                  	The Tudor Biographers

                  	The Early Novel

                  	Second Thoughts about Humanism

                  	Preface

                  	A Commentary

                  	Experiment in Criticism

                  	Tradition and Experiment in Present-Day Literature

                  	1930 

                  	A Commentary

                  	A Humanist Theory of Value

                  	[God by J. Middleton Murry]

                  	[Baudelaire and the Symbolists by Peter Quennell]

                  	A Game at Chesse

                  	Poetry and Propaganda

                  	Religion without Humanism

                  	Thinking in Verse

                  	Rhyme and Reason

                  	The Devotional Poets of the Seventeenth Century

                  	A Commentary

                  	In Memoriam

                  	Mystic and Politician as Poet

                  	The Minor Metaphysicals

                  	John Dryden

                  	Message to the Anglo-Catholic Congress in London

                  	Second Message to the Anglo-Catholic Congress

                  	A Commentary

                  	Introduction

                  	Introductory Essay

                  	Arnold and Pater

                  	Introduction

                  	A Commentary

                  	On Reading Einstein

                  	Cyril Tourneur

                  	1931 

                  	A Commentary

                  	Thoughts After Lambeth

                  	A Commentary

                  	John Dryden I, II and III

                  	If I Were a Dean

                  	[The Prospects of Humanism by Lawrence Hyde]

                  	A Commentary

                  	[Son of Woman by John Middleton Murry]

                  	[Essays of a Catholic Layman in England by Hilaire Belloc]

                  	Thomas Heywood

                  	Introduction

                  	A Commentary

                  	[Fashion in Literature by E. E. Kellett]

                  	Preface

                  	Donne in our Time

                  	1932 

                  	A Commentary

                  	Charles Whibley: A Memoir

                  	Preface

                  	Studies in Sanctity. VIII. George Herbert

                  	Christianity and Communism

                  	Mr Harold Monro: A Poet and his Ideal

                  	Religion and Science: A Phantom Dilemma

                  	The Search for Moral Sanction

                  	A Commentary

                  	Building up the Christian World

                  	John Ford

                  	A Commentary

                  	Selected Essays 1917–1932

                  	I Tradition and the Individual Talent

                  	The Function of Criticism

                  	II ‘Rhetoric’ And Poetic Drama

                  	A Dialogue on Dramatic Poetry

                  	Euripides and Professor Murray

                  	Seneca in Elizabethan Translation

                  	III Four Elizabethan Dramatists

                  	Christopher Marlowe

                  	Shakespeare and the Stoicism of Seneca

                  	Hamlet

                  	Ben Jonson

                  	Thomas Middleton

                  	Thomas Heywood

                  	Cyril Tourneur

                  	John Ford

                  	Philip Massinger

                  	IV Dante

                  	V The Metaphysical Poets

                  	Andrew Marvell

                  	John Dryden

                  	William Blake

                  	Swinburne as Poet

                  	VI Lancelot Andrewes

                  	John Bramhall

                  	Thoughts after Lambeth

                  	VII Baudelaire

                  	Arnold and Pater

                  	Francis Herbert Bradley

                  	Marie Lloyd

                  	Wilkie Collins and Dickens

                  	The Humanism of Irving Babbitt

                  	Second Thoughts about Humanism

                  	Charles Whibley

                  	John Dryden The Poet the Dramatist the Critic

                  	Dryden the Poet

                  	Dryden the Dramatist

                  	Dryden the Critic

                  	A Commentary

                  	From T. S. Eliot

                  	Apology for the Countess of Pembroke

                  	1933 

                  	A Commentary

                  	A Commentary

                  	Critical

                  	A Commentary

                  	Catholicism and International Order

                  	[Letters of Mrs Gaskell and Charles Eliot Norton]

                  	A Commentary

                  	Housman on Poetry

                  	The Modern Dilemma

                  	The Use of Poetry and the Use of Criticism

                  	[11] Preface

                  	[13] Introduction

                  	Apology for the Countess of Pembroke

                  	The Age of Dryden

                  	Wordsworth and Coleridge

                  	Shelley and Keats

                  	Matthew Arnold

                  	The Modern Mind

                  	Conclusion

                  	Address By T. S. Eliot, ’06 To the Class of ’33, June 17, 1933

                  	1934 

                  	A Commentary

                  	Personality and Demonic Possession

                  	After Strange Gods

                  	Preface

                  	I

                  	II

                  	III

                  	Appendix

                  	Le Morte Darthur

                  	Tradition and Orthodoxy

                  	Shakespeare Criticism

                  	[Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 1772–1834]

                  	A Commentary

                  	The Story of the Pageant

                  	A Commentary

                  	[The Oxford Handbook of Religious Knowledge]

                  	[The Mystical Doctrine of St John of the Cross]

                  	[A Christian Sociology for To-day]

                  	In Sincerity and Earnestness: New Britain as I See It

                  	John Marston

                  	The Problem of Education

                  	A Commentary

                  	Religious Drama and the Church

                  	John Marston

                  	What Does the Church Stand For?

                  	Orage: Memories

                  	Index of Article Titles 

                  	About the Author 

                  	By T. S. Eliot  

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               [image: ]

            

            Guide to Using This Edition

         

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

         I have supplied or changed punctuation only where necessary, and have placed missing punctuation, as well as words, in editorial square brackets. One unusual practice in Eliot’s punctuation has been highlighted by Jayme Stayer:1 a comma inserted between subject and predicate:

         
            What the poet has to say about poetry, will often be most valuable …

            Even those of us who are not addressed, can agree that all ‘sane’ people are for peace.

         

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

         
            Archie Burnett

The Editorial Institute

Boston University

         

         
            1 ‘Of Commas and Facts: Editing Volume 5 of The Complete Prose’, T. S. Eliot Studies Annual, 2 (2018), 121–8.
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            1929

         

         American Critics

         Review of The Reinterpretation of American Literature, ed. Norman Foerster (1928).

         TLS, 1406 (10 Jan. 1929), 24. Unsigned. Gallup C275.

         This book is a compilation of essays on related subjects, written on various occasions, but having something of the nature of a symposium, though the various authors do not criticise each other. It is of considerable general interest. The authors are chiefly of the academic world and of the younger generation; they represent the most intelligent aspect of contemporary American scholarship. During the last twenty years, and largely under the influence of Irving Babbitt at Harvard and his friends, a new type of American scholar has appeared. While the influence of President Eliot, of Harvard, dominated – roughly during the last quarter of the nineteenth century – the standards of American university scholarship were Teutonic. The degree of Doctor of Philosophy was all important; in the field of letters it was obtained by minute researches and Forschungen. The teacher of modern languages was well equipped with Gothic and Icelandic and Low Latin, but was often without any wide philosophic view of literature, and completely out of touch with the creative work of his own time. Now the tendency is to fly to the other extreme: no American college is without a course or two in contemporary literature, and even of contemporary American literature; and contemporary literature is perhaps given an exaggerated importance. It must be pointed out that the influence of Professor Babbitt has been to establish a just balance: not to disparage the scholarly research of such men as Kittredge and his pupils, which has borne good fruit in our time in the work of men like Professor John Livingstone Lowes, of Harvard, and, on the other hand, not to neglect contemporary literature, but to judge it by universal and severe criteria.

         Mr Norman Foerster is one of the most brilliant of Mr Babbitt’s disciples, and one of those nearest to the master. His recent work, American Criticism (which has not yet been published in England), contains, besides much sound criticism, an authoritative exposition 4of the ‘New Humanism’. He has edited, with a preface, this collection of essays by colleagues of the American Literature Group of the Modern Language Association. These writers demand in unison a thorough revision of the traditional views of American literature and of the traditional methods of composing histories of American literature. As Mr Pattee’s essay entitled ‘A Call for a Literary Historian’ (reprinted from the American Mercury) shows, they are much in sympathy with the modern school of American history and desire to co-operate with it. They seem to belong, furthermore, to what may be called (without too much emphasis on dates and ages) the third generation of modern American criticism. The first generation is represented by Irving Babbitt and Paul Elmer More (the former little known, the latter almost completely ignored, in this country). Theirs was the first attempt to de-provincialise America, to replace the fireside criticism of men like James Russell Lowell by the harder standards of Sainte-Beuve and Taine and Renan. There followed a more impatient group of critics of America, represented in the rougher sort by Mr Mencken with his Prejudices and Americana and in the genteeler sort by Mr Van Wyck Brooks with his Wine of the Puritans and his Ordeal of Mark Twain. The tendency of Mr Mencken was to exaggerate the value of everything contemporary which offended Boston – whether it offended the Puritan traditions of Beacon Hill or the views of the Irish-American bishopric; the tendency of Mr Brooks to be merely querulous. The third generation represents the disciples of the first generation: among general men of letters it is represented by Mumford, Munson, Allen Tate, among others; in the universities it is represented by Mr Foerster and his friends. It is one of the most interesting post- War phenomena of America. It could hardly exist, in its actual form, without the confidence and self-consciousness which the War aroused in America; but it represents also the sanest attempt to criticise and control this post-War America.

         It is true, as these writers join in affirming, that there is no good history of American literature. It is also true, as they seem to be aware, that such a history would be very difficult to write. Barrett Wendell’s monumental work, to which several of the writers refer sarcastically, is out of date; it was written from the point of view of old Boston, and was almost an admission, in a great many words, that there is no American literature. The most brilliant book, fragmentary, prejudiced, unbalanced as it is, and sometimes completely misleading, is certainly Mr D. H. Lawrence’s dashing series of essays. Mr Lawrence’s essay on Fenimore Cooper is the best thing ever written on Cooper; as might be expected, he is by no means so inspired about Poe and Hawthorne. What we are not sure that all the authors in this volume recognise is the isolated speciality of the 5task. Anyone who writes a history of American literature as parallel to English or French literature, or any other literature European or Asiatic, will be wrong, however moderate or just his claims for America may be. The justification for the history of American literature – instead of merely promoting the important Americans into a history of English literature – is that there is undoubtedly something American, and not English, about every American author. There is also something English about him, even when his ancestry is Swedish, German or Italian. An American writer, to write a first-rate history of American literature, must know far more about England, and even about the rest of Europe, than an Englishman needs to write a history of English literature, or a Frenchman to write a history of French literature. The case of Henry James is in point; James is understood by very few Americans and very few Englishmen. To understand James one should know the America that he knew at least as well as he knew it, and the England that he knew (and the rest of England) perhaps better than he knew it. The authors of this volume insist rightly that the history of American literature can only be written by an American who is not limited to the point of view of Boston or New York or Philadelphia or Chicago but who is what we may call a cosmopolitan-American, with equal knowledge and understanding of the whole country. But we should add that he must have this further intimate knowledge of Europe. The genuine history of American literature will be one which shall have importance in Europe as well as in America. Perhaps these are some of the reasons why it has not yet been written, and why Mr Lawrence’s book, with all its faults, is still the best. There is some repetition, and much detail of little interest in itself, in this volume. But though only the expression of a desire for a history of American literature, it contains many hints of what is to come (Poe’s critical abilities are at last being recognised) and deserves the study of every English critic.

         Introduction to Goethe

         Review of Goethe and Faust: An Interpretation by F. Melian Stawell and G. Lowes Dickinson (1929), and Goethe’s Faust translated by Anna Swanwick (1928 edn).

         N&A, 44. 15 (12 Jan. 1929), 527. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C276.

         It is a pity that the first of these books should have to be offered for sale at fifteen shillings. I know quite well the size of the public and the costs of production; under present conditions no publisher would launch such a 6book at a lower price. But the authors express the desire to ‘extend, in this country, the circle, still too narrow, of those who are interested in Goethe and his work’; and the persons among whom it is worth while to extend that interest will be mostly young and impecunious. We can only hope for a run on the lending libraries, or a wave of American enthusiasm, so that the publishers may be able to produce the book later at a lower price. For the authors know their subject with scholarship and zeal; they have not made their book in a hurry; and it introduces a study which really needs introduction.

         The book is an introduction to Goethe through Faust, and an introduction to Faust by an ingenious mixture of commentary and translation. The translations are so good that I at first regretted that Miss Stawell and Mr Dickinson had not made two volumes, one the commentary and the other the complete translation of Faust which they say they have written. But a glance at Miss Swanwick’s translation, excellent for its period (1850–78) convinced me that their method was the best for their purpose. Only earnest devotion to self-improvement could carry one through some of the dreary wastes in the second part of Faust; only the beauty of the verse makes it possible. There are large quantities of the Second Part which not the best of translations could make palatable. I hope that the Stawell-Dickinson translation will eventually appear; but when it does, its readers should reread the present volume first.

         As the authors of this book are perfectly aware, Goethe, the object of passionate adoration to mid-Victorians, is at present in eclipse. It is highly desirable that he should again be admired and studied. But it is not merely a question of reviving a reputation; it is, at least in England and America, a matter of almost establishing a new one, so completely must critical opinion be revised. There have been good biographies, but for pure literary criticism, I suspect that we must wait for another generation to find the knowledge and understanding. That is not altogether our fault; the decline of interest in Goethe was an inevitable moment of history; and is connected with the reasons for which he is a writer of permanent greatness. Goethe is, as Mr Santayana made clear in an essay which is the nearest approach to a new critical opinion that I know, a philosophical poet. His philosophy, unfortunately, is that which the nineteenth century took up with, and it has therefore become too familiar to us in popular or degraded forms. Love, Nature, God, Man, Science, Progress: the post-Goethe versions of these terms are still current. But they are gradually being replaced: and as they are replaced, we shall be able to see Goethe more clearly and with more admiration.

         It might be excessive to say that we cannot understand the nineteenth century without knowing Goethe; but it may be true to say that we cannot 7understand that century until we are able to understand Goethe. And perhaps the best way to understand many of the ideas of the nineteenth century is to go back behind them, to the man who expressed them best, and in whom they were fresh and new and enthusiastic. It is a useful exercise, for instance, to try to catch the original spirit of a passage like the following, which the present book quotes:

         
            Nature! We are surrounded by her, engulfed in her…. She creates fresh forms for ever; what is now, has never been before; what was, never comes back again – everything is new and yet still old … each of her works has a being of its own, each manifestation is a unique conception, and yet they all make one…. Every moment she begins an unending race, and every moment she is at the goal…. She has neither speech nor language; but she creates hearts and voices, and in them she feels and speaks. Love is her crown….

         

         On me this falls as dismal as a rural sermon. But it once had meaning, and it will have meaning again; not the meaning of something believed in, but the meaning of something which was once believed. What remains is the fact that Goethe said many such things better than anyone else has said them, and, indeed, thought and felt them better than anyone else has thought or felt them. If a passage like the foregoing seems to us to be nonsense, read the Conversations with Eckermann, in which is wisdom that every generation must respect. It would be a delusion to think that we can isolate the poetry of Goethe from his ideas; we cannot understand his feeling without taking his thought seriously.

         Miss Stawell and Mr Dickinson have not attempted a critical revision of Goethe. Their book is an introduction, and they have done well to keep it so. There could be no better introduction to Faust. I applaud their attempt to revive interest in Goethe, not because I enjoy him, but because I wish I could do so, and because I regard my inability as an unfortunate limitation and prejudice. I cannot enjoy the Second Part of Faust, and to my mind the climax is an anti-climax. But if you do not enjoy it, you remain rather miserable because you do not. And this is not because it is a poem with a great reputation, and Goethe a poet with a greater reputation than that of any other poet in the two centuries in which he lived, but because one cannot escape the authentic feeling of greatness there.

         The translations, as I said above, are wholly admirable, and really give some sensation of the original. 8

         Turbervile’s Ovid

         Review of The Heroycall Epistles of Ovid, Translated into English by George Turbervile, edited with an Introduction and Glossary by Frederick Boas (1928).

         TLS, 1407 (17 Jan. 1929), 40. Unsigned. Gallup C277.

         A reprint of Turbervile’s translation of the Heroides has long been due not only to the author but to every student of Tudor verse. Turbervile’s translation of 1567 is memorable for two reasons: next to Golding’s Metamorphoses and Marlowe’s Amores it is the best Tudor translation of Ovid; and secondly, Turbervile is, with Golding, master of a verse form which it is very difficult to write well. The Cresset Press have spared no pains to give a well edited text and a handsome book. It is edited with introduction and glossary by Dr Boas; and it is illustrated by Miss Hester Sainsbury.

         George Turbervile, if now obscure, was very respectably born, and very respectably educated at Winchester and at New College, of which he became a Fellow. He was the author of some original verse which was printed, and of several translations from Latin, French and Italian, but these translations from Ovid are his masterpiece. He was only twenty-seven when they appeared: at that age he becomes an historical figure, and disappears again into oblivion. The first three editions, of 1567, 1569 and 1570, were published by Henry Denham; the fourth, by John Charlewoode, was published in 1580; and the fifth, by Simon Strafford, in 1600. It is not surprising that there were no further editions: the seventeenth century, even at its beginning, hardly appreciated the fourteener measure. But during his own century Turbervile’s translation appears to have enjoyed a deserved popularity, and probably fell into the hands of many writers who borrowed from Ovid through Turbervile. The present edition Dr Boas has based upon that of Charlewoode, as the differences are merely of ‘typography, spelling, punctuation, and a number of verbal variants due chiefly to printers’ errors’. Dr Boas expresses the hope that ‘it will be found that [Turbervile’s] work is not unworthy of being here presented, after 350 years, in this new dress.’

         It is not only not unworthy, but highly meritorious, and even important. It is not only historically important, but the best translation of the Heroides in English. The versification is of three kinds. A few of the Epistles are done into a blank verse which is itself interesting; some are in the regular fourteener; but the most spirited, to our mind, is that in which a twelve-syllable line alternates with a fourteen. In the present edition, as in the original, the couplets are printed as quatrains. For example, the opening lines of Dido to Aeneas: 9

         
            
               Even so when fates doo call

               ystretcht in moysted spring,

               Upon Meanders winding bankes

               the snowish Swanne doth sing.

               Not for I thinke my wordes

               may ought prevayle I wryte:

               For why? I know the haughty Gods,

               at this my purpose spite.

            

         

         This form, as used by Turbervile, has a surprising sprightliness and freedom from monotony, but he handles the true fourteener also as well as it can be handled. We are only now, with gradual increment of reprints, beginning to recognise the merits of this uncouth, peculiar form of verse. We can now recognise that the fourteener of Chapman’s Iliad is not the true fourteener, but almost an exercise, with a different vocabulary, in an already archaic form. By the time that Chapman wrote, the English vocabulary had so altered that this metre was obsolete. To find the fourteener vocabulary, at its most typical and also (we must admit) sometimes at its worst, we can go to the Tenne Tragedies of Seneca. Our only complaint against Dr Boas’s admirable introduction is that he gives the impression that Turbervile is extreme in quaintness where he is moderate. In apologising for the necessity for his excellent glossary Dr Boas says:

         
            Perhaps nothing is more striking in Turbervile’s use of words than his predilection for colloquialisms, and for terms that have for us somewhat mean or grotesque associations. Sometimes these lend additional force to his version, as when Paris describes Menelaus as ‘a rascall and a snudge’, or ‘that same unworthy patch.’ But more often they break the spell of the poetry and bring us up with a jerk. Even allowing for the subtle changes in the associations of words between Tudor times and our own …

         

         With all respect for Dr Boas’s scholarship, he seems here to have exaggerated. For one thing, there were ‘subtle changes’ of the associations of words between very early Tudor and late Tudor (Elizabethan), or at least between early Tudor and Jacobean, which are to be considered before we contrast the Tudor language with our own. For another, these ‘mean’ and ‘grotesque’ terms belong to the early Tudor vocabulary; and the more we saturate ourselves in the period the less these terms ‘break the spell of the poetry’, for they are of the tissue of that poetry and of that metre. You find more of them in Turbervile’s twelve and fourteen syllable verses than in his blank verse, interesting as the latter is; and to 10many persons Turbervile’s twelve and fourteen syllable verses will seem more spirited than his blank verse. But in particular Turbervile is really moderate in grotesqueness. The examples that Dr Boas quotes can not only be paralleled but exceeded from the work of Heywood, Newton and the other translators of Seneca:

         
            
               O wanny jaws of Blancke Averne, eake Tartar dungeon grim,

               O Lethes lake of woful Soules the joy that therein swimme,

               And eake ye glummy Gulphes destroy, destroy me wicked wight

               And still in pit of pangues let me be plunged day and night.

               Now, now, come up ye Goblins grim from water creekes alow.

            

         

         This is from Studley, a translator inferior to Heywood. It has charm, but it is much more grotesque than Turbervile. Turbervile is a classic English writer, in that he avoids the excesses of his own type of verse, though he writes it naturally and spontaneously.

         Dr Boas concedes that Ovid’s style ‘has often a well-bred familiar ease, but is misrepresented by anything that savours of pedestrianism or rusticity’. We doubt whether the vocabulary of Turbervile, or even that of Studley, could be called ‘rustic’ by the standards of its own time. It has nothing to do with the deliberate and artificial rusticity of the Shepherd’s Calendar. The statement is true of Ovid in general; but we might add that, in English translation, Ovid is equally misrepresented by anything that savours of modern scholarship or even of Augustan elegance. No one has translated Ovid better than Marlowe, who could not be called either rustic and pedestrian or pedantic; Golding follows next; but Turbervile is the third translator in the English language. It is open to question whether Miss Hester Sainsbury’s undeniable talents might not have been better employed than in illustrating Turbervile. We should appreciate her ten illustrations better as a separate portfolio. There may be many persons able to enjoy both Turbervile and Miss Sainsbury; but some would prefer to enjoy them separately. 11

         Mr P. E. More’s Essays

         Review of The Demon of the Absolute (New Shelburne Essays, Vol. I) by Paul Elmer More (1928).

         TLS, 1412 (21 Feb. 1929), 136. Unsigned. Gallup C279.

         Those who know Mr More as the author of the many volumes of ‘Shelburne Essays’, and of the five volumes entitled The Greek Tradition, will find that this first volume of ‘New’ Shelburne Essays is not merely a continuation of the old. In the former series, Mr More appears as a critic of the type of Sainte-Beuve, different from Sainte-Beuve by his wider range of literatures and his preoccupation with major, to the exclusion of minor, figures, and by a positive moral bent of Puritan origin. What connected these pieces of literary criticism was this moral interest, and the implications of his philosophic dualism. Since the last of the old series, Mr More has been following out the consequences of the Platonism which had always inspired his work, and in the latest of his Greek Tradition volumes, that on Christ the Word, has appeared as a champion of Athanasius and an interpreter of Greek to Anglican theology.

         In this new volume he is not occupied with theology. The essay which gives the title to the book is much the longest and the most interesting; the second, called ‘Modern Currents in American Literature’, is an able criticism of some contemporary authors from the point of view of the older generation. The next four essays on Poe, Borrow, Trollope and Vaughan are studies in literary criticism; the last is the translation of an episode from the Mahábhárata. The new reader should be warned that the character of this book is miscellaneous, though the several items are excellent. For this reason we concentrate attention on the preface and the first essay, which together make up nearly a third of the volume.

         The essay is a protest against certain modern tendencies in art and in philosophy, and it is to these tendencies that the author opposes his dualism. The demon of the absolute is for Mr More the spirit of heresy in all things: the human craving for unification which will push any theory to the extreme. There are, for the author of this book, certain absolute differences or gaps in the universe such as the gap between living and inanimate, or between mind and matter. In philosophy, we find that Mr More objects both to absolute idealism and to any form of materialism. In the theory of art, he devotes one chapter of this essay to attacking the doctrine of impressionism in criticism on the one hand, and that of absolute objective classification of works of art on the other hand. He points out, quite reasonably, that Anatole France’s theory of critical 12caprice has very little relation to his practice, which was the exercise of a delicate sensibility trained by standards and traditions.

         Mr More’s comments on the absolute in literature and art are full of good sense, although somewhat distracted for English readers by his retorts to American critics of his own work. The section of this essay which has the most pertinence and the liveliest expression is that on ‘The Phantom of Pure Science’. Mr More is naturally opposed to those modern developments of psychology of which Behaviourism is the extreme example and which would reduce ethics to biology. But he is also opposed to those scientists of whom Professor Whitehead is the most conspicuous, who would span the gulf between religion and science. This essay is one of the best pieces of criticism of the Whitehead philosophy that has been written. The author points out some of the most remarkable ambiguities in Professor Whitehead’s theories, and asserts the uselessness of Professor Whitehead’s God in religion:

         
            Formerly it was held that the human soul obeys the same laws as a stone; now we are to believe that a stone is of the same nature as the soul. In either case we avoid the discomfort of a paradoxical dualism and reduce the world to a monism which may plausibly call itself science, though as a matter of fact Mr Whitehead’s theory, if carried out, would simply abolish science…. Mr Whitehead discards the traditional scientific materialism for an alternative doctrine of organism, that is, for a theory of organic mechanism. Well and good. But is it unkind to ask the use of talking about an organical explanation when you do not know what you mean by organism, or to hint that no very clear idea will be evoked by joining together two unknown quantities, organism and mechanism, and calling the world an organic mechanism?

         

         In the essay from which we have just quoted Mr More has not elaborated his own theory of dualism explicitly. For that we must go to those parts of his work which deal directly with Plato and Platonism. We can go also to the work of his friend Professor Irving Babbitt, whose views in philosophy and literature are closely similar. We may further observe that the theories of More and Babbitt are very much in the current of the present time. Mr More’s essay would, we think, be approved by Mr Wyndham Lewis, and his dualism is remarkably similar to the theory of discontinuity put forward by the late T. E. Hulme. In the remarkable posthumous volume of Hulme’s notes which was published under the title of Speculations, Hulme outlined in a few rough notes a philosophy very similar to that of Mr More and Mr Babbitt. At the beginning of a draft entitled ‘Humanism and the Religious Attitude’ Hulme says: 13

         
            One of the main achievements of the nineteenth century was the elaboration and universal application of the principle of continuity. The destruction of this conception is, on the contrary, an urgent necessity of the present.

            Originally urged only by the few, it has spread – implicit in the popular conception of evolution – till it has attained the status of a category. We now absorb it unconsciously from an environment already completely soaked in it; so that we regard it, not as a principle, in the light of which certain regions of fact can be conveniently ordered, but as an inevitable constituent of reality itself. When any fact seems to contradict this principle, we are inclined to deny that the fact really exists. We constantly tend to think that the discontinuities in nature are only apparent, and that a fuller investigation would reveal the underlying continuity. This shrinking from a gap or jump in nature has developed to a degree which paralyses any objective perception, and prejudices our seeing things as they really are. For an objective view of reality we must make use both of the categories of continuity and discontinuity. Our principal concern, then, at the present moment, should be the re-establishment of the temper or disposition of mind which can look at a gap or chasm without shuddering.

         

         This theory of gaps, as it may be called, points in the same direction as Mr More’s dualism. Readers should not be deceived by Mr More’s apparently antiquated terms, mind and matter. Whatever terms we may use, the attempt of the demon of the absolute is always to reduce mind to matter or matter to mind; and the inevitable reaction of common sense is to answer each resolution of that kind by a new division. The gap, for Mr More, as well as for Hulme, is much more than a mere distinction between mind and matter. They both assert in effect that there is a gap between psychology and ethics; and that any so-called reconciliation between religion and science is nugatory, because there are no common differences to be reconciled. The other essays in Mr More’s book are all excellent; but anyone for whom the first essay is the introduction to Mr More’s writings should be advised to turn next to his book on Plato. 14

         The Latin Tradition

         Review of Founders of the Middle Ages by Edward Kennard Rand (1928).

         TLS, 1415 (14 Mar. 1929), 200. Unsigned. Gallup C280.

         This book consists of a series of Lowell Lectures delivered in Boston in 1928. Though obviously lectures, or obviously to anyone who has ever lectured, reproduced (in the author’s words) ‘substantially as they were delivered’, and though decidedly readable, these are not popular lectures; the subject is too limited and the author too learned. The eight chapters have, as in such a course of lectures they might be expected to have, eight topics: one is on St Ambrose, one on St Jerome, a third on a man on whom Professor Rand is one of the greatest living authorities – Boethius. The period of Christian culture treated is mainly the fourth, fifth and sixth centuries.

         Though each lecture may be read by itself, for information on its special subject-matter, at least two theses run through the whole and connect the essays. One is that the attitude of the Church towards classical culture was always double – an attitude of disapproval of pagan literature and learning was offset by one of pious preservation and enjoyment, so that Dr Rand is able to insist upon the continuity of the classical tradition in Christianity. His other thesis appears more fitfully, and rather in the guise of jocular slaps at Mr Paul Elmer More. It will not be wholly intelligible to readers who do not know Mr More’s great work on The Greek Tradition, and especially the volume entitled Christ the Word. We may explain briefly that Mr More’s contention is for the superiority of the Greek over the Roman tradition in orthodox Christianity, for the superiority of Greek theology, down to Athanasius, over Roman theology, and that Mr More finds in Latin theology, at the same periods and through the Middle Ages, an excessive imprint of the Roman legal mind, over-refining and over-defining. Without entering into any theological controversy, or revealing his own point of view in these matters – for his book is strictly concerned with literary, not theological, criticism – Dr Rand presents himself as a champion of the Latin tradition. Hence such pleasant asperities as calling Mr More a ‘Binitarian contra mundum’. But as Dr Rand does not really tackle Mr More in this book, we must leave them to wrangle the matter, if they will, on some other occasion; meanwhile reflecting that the difference may be partly due to Mr More’s being more saturated in the Greek and Dr Rand in the Latin Christian literature.

         There is no doubt that Dr Rand is a very fine scholar, and a scholar of intelligence and wide sympathies. Perhaps there is no first-rate Latinist, 15whose primary business it is to teach the Latin classics, who knows so well, and so humanely, the literature of Christian Rome. He shares the high view of humanism of his colleague Irving Babbitt, whom he quotes; and he carries his learning lightly and gracefully. His book, though crowded with suggestion, can be read through at a sitting. But each part, as we said, has its particular subject. In connexion with his first thesis, that of the continuity of pagan and Christian culture, he insists again and again upon the importance of Cicero to the early Christian writers. In one essay of much interest (‘St Augustine and Dante’) he takes pains to show the influence of classical culture, and particularly the influence of Cicero, upon Augustine, and through Augustine upon Dante. And Dr Rand is manifestly qualified in temper to sustain his own thesis, for he manifests throughout a balanced sympathy both with classical Roman thought and with the Catholic Church.

         Dr Rand hardly touches upon the literature of the High Middle Ages, and therefore his essay on ‘The New Poetry’ is mainly a defence and exposition – and a persuasive one – of the poetry of Prudentius. The hymns of St Ambrose are the only hymns of the canonical Latin hymnology to come within his field in this book. This essay is full of curious and fertile suggestions. Dr Rand quotes a hymn of Ambrose,

         
            
               Inventor rutili, dux bone, luminis,

               Qui certis vicibus tempora dividis,

               Merso sole chaos ingruit horridum,

               Lucem reddite tuis Christe fidelibus.

            

         

         To remind us that the author probably had in mind the line of Horace,

         
            
               Lucem redde tuae, dux bone, patriae.

            

         

         The least satisfactory of the essays, good as it is, is that on ‘St Ambrose the Mystic’. Like the essay on St Jerome, it is a capital introduction to the subject. But Dr Rand, who ought to know, and indeed does know, what medieval mysticism is, as he appreciates St Bernard and the Victorines, does not make out a very good case for St Ambrose as a mystic. ‘A sure path to mysticism is through allegory,’ he says. Mysticism is frequently allied to allegory; but it was a slip to call allegory a path to mysticism. What is most interesting in the essay is, again, the collocation of Ambrose with Cicero; but in choosing a title Dr Rand has for once gone astray. The book is to be commended to every student of letters; but in mentioning Dr Rand as one of the finest classical scholars and humanists of our time we may be permitted to add that we expect from him something more substantial than this book or than his charming little introduction to Ovid which was published a year or two ago. 16

         A Commentary

         C., 8. 32 (Apr. 1929), 377–81. Unsigned. Gallup C282.

         thoughts on a general election

         Everyone who cares for civilisation must dread and deplore that waste of time, money, energy and illusion which is called a General Election. No country pays so heavily for this undesirable luxury as Britain. In France political changes occur so frequently as to be indifferent; in America the recurrence of the malady is arranged every four years, and is rendered comparatively harmless by the fact that the results are usually known a year or two beforehand. But in Britain an election is still, more or less, what it pretends to be: its results cannot always be predicted. All that can be predicted this year is the usual waste of time, money and energy, a very small vote in consequence of the increased number of voters, and the return, known to Dryden, of ‘old consciences with new faces’.

         the literature of politicians

         Once upon a time there was supposed to be a sort of gentlemanly accord, even occasionally a union, between politics and literature. That was in the days before politics had been associated rather with the principles of cricket – even that jolly political game has vanished. The terms [378] between politics and literature were so amiable that the statesman at least made some attempt to preserve the elements of prose style. Perhaps British statesmen once had more leisure, time to re-read their sentences, and even look up their words in a dictionary. Mr Lloyd George was always a busy little man. But it is no relief to turn from his periods to the dreary sermons of Mr Ramsay Macdonald. And if we proceed from bad to worse, we arrive at length at the prose style of Mr Winston Churchill. Beyond a certain point, degrees of inferiority are indifferent; and in this sense there can be nothing appreciably worse than the style of Mr Churchill’s recent reminiscences in The Times newspaper. There may even be reason to fear that the Home Secretary, and perhaps all future Home Secretaries, may be so busy censoring English prose that they will have no time to study the art of writing and speaking it.

         In our ideal Platonic Republic, of course, the country would be governed by those who can best write and speak its language – those, in other words, who can best think in that language.

         the politics of men of letters

         Meanwhile, in spite of Monsieur Benda, men of letters will go on worrying about the principles of politics. They are in fact the only men who 17do worry about its principles. Mr Bernard Shaw and Mr H. G. Wells, though birds of the same nest, do not always agree; and the pair of them seem to have little in common with Mr Wyndham Lewis (not D. B. Wyndham Lewis). Yet they are all worried about politics, and they all incline in the direction of some kind of fascism. Mr Wells’s fascism, it is true, is disguised behind the violent caricatures which he has drawn of Mussolini, and we do not suppose that he would be as well received in Italy as Mr Shaw. But it is merely that Mr Wells, during his afternoon naps, still dreams of Liberalism; while Mr Wells, in his morning [379] hours, makes hasty blue-prints of a really efficient administration. The aging Fabians, like the solitary artist, are more and more sympathetic towards some kind of autocracy.

         This tendency deserves very serious consideration, for owing to the writings of these authors and others, it will become the instinctive attitude of thousands of unthinking people a few years hence. It will be sympathetic to the workman who does not want a vote which he shares with the young women on the street corner. At present, it is a natural attitude for the restive intellectual, and has considerable justification. There are qualifications to be drawn, however, before it is too late. The extreme of democracy – which we have almost reached – promises greater and greater interference with private liberty; but despotism might be equally despotic. There is a difference between democracy and self-government. In complete democracy, everyone in theory governs everyone else, as a kind of compensation for not being allowed to govern himself. The advantage of overt dictatorship is that the authority has to take the responsibility for its own actions; whereas under democracy it can always pretend that it is giving the people what the people demands. A rational government would be one which acted for itself in matters concerning which ‘the people’ is too ignorant to be consulted (and would not pretend otherwise); which acted for the people in matters in which the people does not know its own mind; which did as little governing as possible; and which left as large a measure of individual and local liberty as possible. There are of course many more matters in the modern world than ever before, in which a central government must exercise its authority over the whole country: a parish cannot be allowed to neglect its sanitation, or its insect pests, or its control of its part of a river, because that would cause injury to its neighbours. In the banking system – which is a form, and perhaps the most important [380] form, of government – some mediation has to be found between central authority and local independence.

         We are in agreement with the eminent men of letters mentioned, in wishing to see the strengthening of central authority, the establishment of continuity in central policy, and its liberation from the humbug of 18pretending to act upon public opinion. Mr Wells’s blue-print committees of experts represent of course the particular route that Mr Wells’s mind has travelled: he retains a kind of Liberal optimism about Simon-commissions and Melchett-conventions. It is possible that Lord Melchett might be able to rule British industry entirely to its advantage. But Mr Wells would say that that is because Lord Melchett is an ‘expert’; we should say that it is because Lord Melchett is the independent and intelligent Alfred Mond.

         The men of letters seem to agree, and a great many obscure people will agree with them, that to have one fifty-thousandth part in choosing a representative (of whom one may know next to nothing) who himself will have only a small part in indicating the nomination of a Prime Minister who will himself be obliged to choose his Cabinet for various reasons, is a very poor kind of ‘self-government’ for a human being put in the world to form his own character and work out his own salvation. The ordinary man will add that it is difficult to choose between a Conservative Party which seems to have no programme, and a Labour Party which seems to have any number of inconsistent programmes. And the programme of a party on election-day is not necessarily the programme of the same party in office. All these reflections are common-place. We are not here concerned with the statistics of the coming election, but with the general state of mind five, ten or twenty years hence. If, as we believe, the indifference to politics as actually conducted is growing, then we must prepare a state of mind towards something other than the facile alternative of communist or fascist dictatorship.

         [381] last thoughts

         After all, the purpose of government is, or should be, the happiness of the governed in a good life. But it is as immoral to compel a man to lead a good life – which of course being compulsory would not be really good – as to allow him to ruin himself. It is right to protect a man against his neighbours; but the reminder to Censorships is, that there is a very fine line of discrimination between the morality of protecting a man against his neighbours and the immorality of protecting him against himself. 19

         [Works by Conan Doyle and A. K. Green]

         Review of The Complete Sherlock Holmes Short Stories by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1929), and The Leavenworth Case by Anna Katharine Green (1928 edn).

         C., 8. 32 (Apr. 1929), 552–6. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C283.

A superfluous comma after ‘Police’ in the penultimate paragraph has been removed.

         It might seem that Father Knox, in his definitive Studies in Sherlock Holmes (V, ‘Essays in Satire’, pp. 145 ff.) had said the last word on Sherlock Holmes: yet he overlooks several interesting points, and commits one gross error in saying that Rouletabille was the natural son of Ballmayer, when it is essential to the plot of The Yellow Room and The Lady in Black that he should be the legitimate son (his parents were married, if my memory is correct, in Cincinnati, Ohio); and says himself that a full examination would occupy two terms’ lectures. There may therefore be a few matters still unexplored. One is this: why do these stories, in spite of their obvious defects from our present high standards of detective fiction, reread so much better than The Leavenworth Case?

         I believe that The Leavenworth Case was the first detective story that I ever read; and that must be nearly thirty years ago. I wish that Messrs Gollancz, instead of merely reprinting it without explanations, had prefaced it with a biographical notice of Mrs Green, the author. She deserves that honour. It is true that she wrote only one other tale which at all approaches The Leavenworth Case, and I have forgotten its name; but she was deservedly popular towards the end of the nineteenth century, at a time when good detective fiction was not plentiful as blackberries. This book is still readable; but it is unfair to its author to present it among the fiction of the year without an explanation. It is still more interesting now, as a document upon sentimental taste in New York in the eighties and nineties, than as detective fiction.

         We have now come to a point of time at which it begins to be possible to separate with some assurance the permanent from the transitory in detective fiction. We have two standard works by which to judge: The Moonstone of Wilkie Collins and The Murder of Marie Roget of Poe. Edwin Drood may be a third, but that would be in the same type as Collins. These stories are at least as interesting as they ever were. Sherlock Holmes is almost as interesting as he was, but with a distinct shade of difference; The Leavenworth Case has faded. Why?

         The detective interest is a special one. Marie Roget is the purest of all detective stories, for it depends upon no ‘human’ interest [553] or interest of detail. Mr Croft, at his best, as in The Cask, succeeds by his thorough 20devotion to the detective interest; his characters are just real enough to make the story work; had he tried to make them more human and humorous he might have ruined his story. The love-interest in The Cask, is a postulate; it does not have to be developed, and puts no strain upon the author. But a writer may, like Collins – and that is his peculiar merit – reinforce detective interest by other interests. Collins had a wider gift for drama and fiction. The one thing not to do is to muddle the interests; as, to arouse detective hopes and provide only human satisfactions – or vice versa. It is here that Mrs Green failed. She did not realise that unless one can create permanent human beings, one had better leave one’s figures as sketchy as possible. She had great ability of the detective fiction order, but no firm control. Possibly, for her time, the public was not educated up to The Cask or The Benson Case. Yet her contemporary, Holmes, survives.

         Both books ‘date’, but there are two ways of dating. Sherlock Holmes reminds us always of the pleasant externals of nineteenth-century London. I believe he may continue to do so even for those who cannot remember the nineteenth century; though I cannot imagine what it would be like to read him for the first time in this volume, without the old illustrations. I wish that Messrs Murray would bring out another volume with the old illustrations: I cannot even remember the name of the artist: but I remember the hansom cabs, the queer bowlers, Holmes’s fore-and-aft cap, Holmes in a frock coat after breakfast, Sir George Burnwell when he ‘took down a life-preserver from the wall’. But in the Sherlock Holmes stories the late nineteenth century is always romantic, always nostalgic, and never merely silly.

         It is a great convenience to the critic to be able to compare what he is writing about with something else. But I cannot think of anything to which to compare Sherlock Holmes. He does not seem to be descended from either Sergeant Cuff or Monsieur Dupin. His relationship to Lecoq is quite superficial. He has had, on the other hand, a numerous progeny. So has Professor Moriarty. Only Mycroft Holmes, that colossal genius, has, so far as I know, no descendants. In Arsène Lupin, even in Raffles, we distinguish the features of the Robin Hood type. But Holmes was always reticent about his family: in fact he has no family to be reticent about. Another, and perhaps the greatest of the Sherlock Holmes mysteries [554] is this: that when we talk of him we invariably fall into the fancy of his existence. Collins, after all, is more real to his readers than Cuff; Poe is more real than Dupin; but Sir A. Conan Doyle, the eminent spiritualist of whom we read in Sunday papers, the author of a number of exciting stories which we read years ago and have forgotten, what has he to do with Holmes? The only analogies are such as make the case more puzzling. We can think of Sam Weller without thinking of Dickens, or of Falstaff or 21Hamlet without thinking of Shakespeare: yet we do not compare Conan Doyle with Dickens or Shakespeare. Even Holmes’s reality is a reality of its own kind. Never is he impeccable. He employs the most incredible disguises: in a good modern detective story, such as Mr Freeman’s, the author realises the need for apologising for disguises by explaining carefully how they were done. (sc. Angelina Frood). It was wrong of him to go mountain climbing in Switzerland when he could better have eluded Moriarty in London. The last two volumes show him in mental decay: he repeats himself; in His Last Bow he descends to the level of Bull-Dog Drummond; he repeats the name Carruthers for a new character, and again uses the name Lucas for another shady foreign gentleman of humble extraction. The Lion’s Mane and The Devil’s Foot are merely bits of natural history unworthy of a detective. And yet, if all the contemporary detective story writers brought out new books at the same time, and one of them was a new Holmes, it is the Holmes that we should read first.

         It is of course, the dramatic ability, rather than the pure detective ability, that does it. But it is a dramatic ability applied with great cunning and concentration; it is not spilt about. The content of the story may be poor; but the form is nearly always perfect. We are so well worked up by the dramatic preparation that we accept the conclusion – even when, as in The Red-Headed League, it is perfectly obvious from the beginning. (By the way, was bank robbery subject to capital punishment at that epoch? or else why should John Clay, when caught, have exclaimed ‘I’ll swing for it’? This is one of the minor points which Father Knox seems to have overlooked. And what sort of garments did burglars wear, when Athelney Jones tore off Clay’s accomplice’s coat-tails?). Also, it must be remarked that the author (for we must mention Sir Arthur now and then) shows wisdom or instinct in keeping the sentimental interest down. Several times he trips: in The Solitary Cyclist, for instance, the phrase, ‘we may save her from the worst fate that can befall a woman’, [555] might date the story fifty years before it was written, as well as the ‘forced marriage’ which follows. In The Second Stain (the plot of which follows The Naval Treaty, precedes The Bruce-Partington Plans, and turns up again, reinforced by a comic page-boy who would make a good part for Ernie Lotinga, in The Mazarin Stone – and by the way, in the last of these, ‘Count Negretto Sylvius’ is a name unworthy of the inventor of Dr Roylott of Stoke Moran, as the personage is unworthy of the inventory of Professor Moriarty) in The Second Stain, I repeat, the Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope is a preposterous figure. An indiscreet letter written before my marriage – a foolish letter, a letter of an impulsive, loving girl: that sort of letter would not serve in a detective story now, though we sympathise with the author for what he had to be careful not 22to imply. But on the whole Sir Arthur kept the sentiment in its place; and it is superfluous sentiment that dates a detective story.

         Now The Leavenworth Case is simply popping over with sentiment. And the sentimentality throws a spotlight upon every technical flaw in the plot.

         
            Seated in an easy chair of embroidered satin, but rousing from her half-recumbent position … I beheld a glorious woman. Fair, pale, proud, delicate; looking like a lily in the thick creamy-tinted wrapper that alternately clung to and swayed from her richly-moulded figure; with her Grecian front, crowned with the palest of pale tresses lifted and flashing with power … I held my breath in surprise, actually for the moment doubting if it were a living woman I beheld…. etc.

         

         But this slumberous blonde is merely Mary; when it comes to her cousin, Eleanor,

         
            Here, description fails me; Eleanor Leavenworth must be painted by other hands than mine.

         

         It is immediately certain that neither Mary nor Eleanor murdered old Mr Leavenworth: there is some dreadful mistake, and for most of the book, the toils close inexorably around the innocent. This sort of heroine belongs [not] to the Sherlock Holmes age, but to America, which was still apparently attached to the ideal heroine of the Wilkie Collins age. Sir Arthur never held up any of his tales with descriptions of this sort. The Leavenworth Case is a detective story of the period of transition. It has great merits. Mrs Green was so far as I know one of the first to use maps and drawings (before [556] Holmes used them) with an X to indicate the position of the body. She also had an expert to say whether a certain bullet came from a certain pistol. She was a thrilling writer in those days. And she has, I believe, influenced deeply the American, as distinct from the English, school of detective fiction. I seem to detect her influence upon even Mr Van Dine. In her later stories she inclined to over-elaborate machinery. In one called, I think, The Circular Staircase, people are killed by a leaden plummet which forms part of the ceiling decorations, and which is hauled up again into place by a wire; and there is an elaborate cryptogram hidden in some other preposterous place, which explains how to use the plummet. I recall a recent American tale in which a document which could easily have been left at a bank for safe custody is hidden behind a bookplate. Mr ‘Van Dine’, so far as I know the best of recent American detective writers, tends toward this vice (videlicet the turning of the key in The Benson Case, and the disposal of the revolver in The Greene Case).23

         But every writer owes something to Holmes. And every critic of The Novel who has a theory about the reality of characters in fiction, would do well to consider Holmes. There is no rich humanity, no deep and cunning psychology and knowledge of the human heart about him; he is obviously a formula. He has not the reality of any great character of Dickens or Thackeray or George Eliot or Meredith or Hardy; or Jane Austen or the Brontës or Virginia Woolf or James Joyce: yet, as I suggested, he is just as real to us as Falstaff or the Wellers. He is not even a very good detective. But I am not sure that Sir Arthur Conan Doyle is not one of the great dramatic writers of his age. And France, in the person of Arsène Lupin (about whom I hope to write at length) has rendered homage to him. What greater compliment could France pay to England, than the scene in which the great antagonists, Holmes and Lupin, are lying side by side on deckchairs on the Calais-Dover paquebot, and the London Commissioner of Police walks up and down the deck unsuspecting?

         I do not wish to discourage the reading of Mrs Green’s works. The Leavenworth Case is as well worth reading, for readers of current detective fiction, as any novel published since Mr Croft’s Starvel Farm. Those who have not read it ought to read it; those who, like myself, have read it many years ago, will want to read it again.

         Second Thoughts about Humanism

         Publ. in New Adelphi, 2. 4 (June/Aug. 1929), [304]–10, and revised in Hound and Horn, 2. 4 (July/Sept. 1929), 339–50: Gallup C285.

Further revised in SE. See below, pp. 604–13.

         The Tudor Translators

         Listener, 1. 22 (12 June 1929), 833–4. Subheaded ‘By T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C286.

         In dealing with some of the greatest prose writers of the sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries, I do not mean to follow the method of history books. What I want to do is to give a kind of cross section of English prose at one time, mostly in the later years of Queen Elizabeth; and by putting one after other examples of very different kinds of writing, to illustrate 24the very great richness and variety of that prose. To me, the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries have always seemed the most exciting period of English literature, both in prose and verse. It was a time of many inventions, of very rapid development of every kind. In studying its prose, still more clearly than in studying its verse, we can watch the English mind learning to think and to speak: we see many people learning to think in English where before only a few people had thought in Latin and preparing a language in which anything could be expressed. I am not going to examine the whole process, but merely to try to show a few of the kinds of prose writing of the time, without which we should not have our literature or our language of to-day.

         You may wonder at my beginning with translators, for translation does not seem to most people nowadays a particularly important part of literature. But the man who translated a famous Latin or Greek or French or Italian book into English was doing a different work, with different aims and standards, from the learned scholars who translate the classics nowadays. Their public was very different from the people who now read modern translations of Virgil or Tacitus in the Loeb Translation Series. Many of their readers were more like the novel-reading subscriber to a library when he takes home a novel translated from German or Scandinavian. He wants a good novel, and does not care much whether it be English, American, or a translation, except that in the latter he enjoys (or not) the local colour and foreign scenes. The Elizabethan reader of translations might or might not have heard of the author before he picked up the translation; but he read the book in the same spirit in which he would have read a book originally written in English. Obviously, the first task of the modern translator of a classical work is accuracy: if he mistranslates, or shows in any way that he is not a perfect master of the original language, the reviewer will find him out and denounce him directly. But if he translates into stale style, that is a minor fault; and scrupulous accuracy does not always allow a vivid style. That is inevitable, and it is right that a modern translation should be scholarly. But the Elizabethan translator had first of all to make a book that would interest readers of books. Sometimes, like Florio, who translated Montaigne, he happened to be so well qualified that we usually prefer to read him still in preference to modern translations; sometimes, like Adlington, who translated the Golden Ass of Apuleius (even the title is a translator’s variation), the translation is so shameless as to be almost a different book. The differences between the King James’ Authorised Bible and the modern Revised Bible only matter when some theological distinction is at issue, but Adlington’s Apuleius is very different from Apuleius in Latin. It is quite certain that Adlington’s knowledge of Latin 25was very poor, and that he depended upon a French translation, as he makes all the mistakes that the French translation made. It is natural that a popular thriller like the story of Apuleius, a genial tale of witchcraft and adventure comparable to Dracula, should be seized upon by a rogue of a translator who did not know his job; and that the Bible should be entrusted to the greatest scholars of the time, such as Bishop Andrewes: it is a fortunate accident that Montaigne should have been translated by a man who was at least bilingual. But what is important is that in Tudor times all of these people, from the eminent bishop who composed his own prayers in Greek and Hebrew, down to the hurried hack who translated from a translation, could write beautiful English.

         They could do more than that. Their very freedom, in introducing to an eager public literary treasures for the first time, makes possible at best a kind of fidelity denied to the modern translator. They give the effect, and I imagine had much of the feeling, of men writing the books themselves; we often have the impression of men thinking the thoughts, and feeling the emotions of original authors. If you try yourself to translate from Latin or Greek, you are painfully aware of the differences between Latin or Greek ways of thinking and feeling and our own; even in translating a modern language into English, you are aware of the differences in mentality between any particular foreign people and your own. If you transmute the original too much, you falsify; but if you are painfully literal, you falsify, to the reader who does not know the original language, in a different way, and you do not even make sense. We know a great deal more about ancient Greece and Rome now, but the expansion of knowledge leaves less room for imagination. We have to use two terms: translation and paraphrase. In the former we are as faithful as possible, in the latter we are consciously unfaithful to the literal text, for the sake of catching the spirit and making English prose or verse with it. The Tudor translation was between translation and paraphrase.

         Now when I said that all English authors were indebted to the translators, I mean several kinds of indebtedness. From histories and romances, the dramatists and poets were glad to borrow and adopt plots and even parts of the text. But there are larger debts of two kinds. First, the effort of translating into English so much literature of kinds that had not been written in English before, exercised the vocabulary as it had never been exercised before. Old words were sometimes revived, as Spenser deliberately revived them in his original poetry; new words had to be coined; popular idioms and proverbial phrases were given literary standing and preservation; meanings of words were developed. We see a similar process nowadays only when a new science is developed, and new words have been hurriedly constructed out of Greek and Latin roots, or 26imported from France or Germany. When it is merely a new science that is in question, we may often well wonder whether the language is not worse off than before. But the English of the sixteenth century were not merely learning new sciences, they were learning to think and to express themselves. And this leads us to the second great debt of every writer to the Tudor translators: their work with vocabulary and syntax was teaching the English mind to think in English, was maturing emotions, too. When Henry VII came to the throne, the English mind, and the civilisation that expressed it, was cruder by a century than the French mind, and still further behind the Italian. By the time of Charles II, it had caught them up. In this process, the part played by a book of the importance of Montaigne’s Essays is incalculable. England had not yet produced a man as mature, as civilised, as Montaigne; but here he was, translated into such English that his thoughts could now be thought in English.

         No one, I think, can read Hamlet, especially after reading the earlier plays in order, without feeling that this play represents some deep emotional and intellectual crisis in the life of the poet. Its tone is different from that of his earlier [834] plays, and is continued and transcended in the later plays. Whatever the emotional experience in Shakespeare’s life may have been we shall perhaps never know, and have no business to ask; but there is very little doubt that his mind, just at this time, was fed and sustained upon the thought of Montaigne in Florio’s translation. Florio appeared in good time for Shakespeare to have read the book before Hamlet: it was a popular, widely-read book. Hamlet in his meditations is almost a more intense projection of one aspect of the brooding inquisitiveness of Montaigne. Read especially chapter XII of the second book of Montaigne (Vol. II in the ‘Everyman’ Florio), that longest and most curious of all his chapters which is entitled the ‘Apologie of Raimond Sebond’. One must read it all and slowly, for this is not a case of verbal borrowing, but of saturation in thought and feeling:

         
            When we dream, our soul liveth, worketh and exerciseth all her faculties, even and as much as, when it waketh; and if more softly, and obscurely; yet verily not so, as that it may admit so great a difference, as there is between a dark night and a clear day: Yea as between a night and a shadow: There it sleepeth, there it slumbreth: More or less, they are ever darknesses, yea, Cimmerian darknesses. We wake sleeping, and sleep waking. In my sleep I see not so clear; yet can I never find my waking clear enough, or without dimness. Sleep also in his deepest rest, doth sometimes bring dreams asleep: But our waking is never so vigilant, as it may clearly dissipate and 27purge the ravings or idle phantasies, which are the dreams of the waking, and worse than dreams. Our reason and soul, receiving the phantasies and opinions, which sleeping seize on them, and authorising our dreams actions, with like approbation, as it doth the days. Why make we not a doubt, whether our thinking, and our working be another dreaming, and our waking some kind of sleeping?

         

         You can, I think, turn to the pages of Hamlet, the lines of Hamlet, of which this passage rouses an echo in your minds.

         I have chosen North’s Plutarch also because of Shakespeare. Not because I think it is the best of all the translations. If comparison could be made at all, I should single out, after the Bible, Florio’s Montaigne, Holland’s translation of another work of Plutarch, the Moralia, and Sir Thomas Urquhart’s Rabelais. North, like Adlington and others, made his translation from the French, but with the advantage of a very good translation in French, that of Amyot. North betters his original, and indeed his English is superior to Plutarch’s Latin. But the best testimony to North’s excellence is the use Shakespeare made of him: and I have taken North for this reason. You probably know quite well how heavily Shakespeare drew upon North for his Roman plays, and indeed that Shakespeare’s knowledge of Greece and Rome was chiefly derived from it. But it is worth a moment, in the present context, to glance again at two brief parallel passages of North and Shakespeare in Coriolanus. Here is Shakespeare:

         
            
               If, Tullus,

               Not yet thou knowest me, and, seeing me, dost not

               Think me for the man I am, necessity

               Commands me name myself.

            

         

         And North, in prose:

         
            If though knowest me not yet, Tullus, and seeing me, dost not perhaps believe me to be the man I am indeed, I must of necessity bewray myself to be that I am.

         

         Shakespeare again:

         
            
               My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done

               To thee particularly, and to all the Volsces,

               Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may

               My surname, Coriolanus: the painful service,

               The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood

               Shed for my thankless country, are requited28

               But with that surname; a good memory,

               And witness of the malice and displeasure

               Which thou shouldst bear me; only that name remains.

            

         

         And North:

         
            I am Caius Marcius, who hath done to thyself particularly, and to all the Volscians generally, great hurt and mischief, which I cannot deny for my surname of Coriolanus that I bear. For I never had other benefit or recompense, of all the true and painful service I have done, and the extreme dangers I have been in, but this only surname: a good memory and witness of the malice and displeasure thou shouldst bear me. Indeed, the name only remaineth with me.

         

         My first feeling about these astonishing parallels is certainly not moral indignation against Shakespeare for robbing so openly; nor do I raise the cry of ‘lack of originality’; no, I admire the self-confidence of the master, and the consummate skill of the man, who could, by altering so little, turn a piece of fine prose into a piece of great poetry. But, second, these verses of Shakespeare are a concentrated piece of literary criticism of the style of North. The fact that Shakespeare altered so little, is the best possible testimonial to the beauty of North’s prose; and his alterations are a commentary on its limitations. Re-read the passages yourselves: Coriolanus IV. v. and North’s Plutarch Coriolanus (Vol. III, p. 35, in the Temple Edition). Every change made by Shakespeare is not merely the change from prose to verse, but an absolute improvement in force, concision, and ease of syntax. The verse of Shakespeare is more mature than the prose of North; but it proves how very fine the prose of North is; and indicates one way in which the prose of the translators contributed to the development of the English language.

         (From a talk on June 11)

         The Elizabethan Grub Street

         Listener, 1. 23 (19 June 1929), 853–4. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup C287.

         I call this ‘The Elizabethan Grub Street’ instead of ‘Elizabethan Novelists’ for two reasons. Although most of the men I shall mention wrote novels or romances, among their many other tasks, it is their whole work in all its variety, not their novels by themselves, which throws light upon their time. And I wished to omit two novels which are not in the Grub 29Street class: the Arcadia of Sidney and the Euphues of Lyly. The latter is a very dull book; the former I believe to be absolutely the dullest novel in the language. Both have much higher literary pretensions than my Grub Street work; and just because they are more studied and artificial and ‘literary’, remain as curiosities of the literature of a period, rather than as documents of life. And furthermore, it is not out of Arcadia and Euphues, but out of the work of the hack novelists and pamphleteers that the modern novel comes; for it emerges triumphantly in the work of a man who belongs to their type but wrote a more developed language and wrote with greater genius: Daniel Defoe.

         Some of the more important of these men are Greene, Dekker, Nashe, Deloney, and Lodge. Greene and Dekker are particularly known as dramatists, but any of these men would have turned his hand to anything. They belonged to a new class of men which the Tudor age produced, and to which Marlowe himself belonged. They were mostly university men who, on coming down from Oxford or Cambridge, found themselves able to earn some sort of poor living by their pen. They were sometimes a little disreputable, and often lived recklessly and in great poverty, and wrote from hand to mouth; they were the first hack and free lance journalists whose life, even in the pages of Thackeray who has immortalised their nineteenth century descendants, has been made to appear more picturesque than it really was. This humble literary type is really a product of the sixteenth century. The universities bred a race of educated men who had no inclination for the church but found that they could write; the multiplication of printing presses, and the increasing popular demand for sensational reading matter as well as for plays, gave them an opportunity. They were proud of their academic distinction, and sported their M.A.s whenever possible; but they were rather despised, especially by such university pundits as Gabriel Harvey.

         Their forms of composition are several. They were ready, as in the famous Martin Marprelate case, to write controversial pamphlets to order, mostly (as was the custom of the time) highly vituperative; political or theological pamphlets – for Church affairs were as popular and as acrimonious then as they are now. Another form of their activity has its parallel in the modern world; their exposures, or pretended exposures, for they had little scruple in mixing fact and fiction, of the life of the underworld. This perennial interest is, of course, for us very competently supplied by the daily press, though we require also our volumes of confessions of criminals, accounts of famous crimes, etc. One of the most resourceful masters of this form of literature was Robert Greene, who wrote several successful pamphlets on the art of ‘conny-catching’, that is to say, various kinds of thieving and swindling, as practised in London. 30I must add that the authors of pamphlets sometimes pretended to be reformed thieves, sometimes to be merely public-spirited citizens; but that their intention was invariably to warn the public against the dangers and temptations of London. They mingled a certain amount of truth with what may be called realistic fiction, and in this prepared the way for their greater exemplar Defoe. Robert Greene was a resourceful [854] fellow, and managed to do well with a special line of his own, which was deathbed confessions. Two were published in one year, his Groats worth of Wit Bought with a million of repentance and The Repentance of Robert Greene. The fact that he repented and died so often has thrown some doubt on his sincerity, and obscured the genuine literary art which gives them plausibility and interest.

         The Elizabeth public liked to have its flesh creep, and the horrors of the tragic stage were supplemented by the prose writers. Dekker, far above any other of the pamphleteers as a dramatist, wrote in several forms. His Wonderful Year is a grisly account of the plague in London, again anticipating Defoe; and the comparison with Defoe’s Journal of the Plague Year has great interest in showing the swift development of the English mind. Defoe still makes us shudder by his plain matter-of-fact narration; his is a style which anyone would be proud to emulate; Dekker more often makes us laugh, for in his narrative are shrieking mandrakes, gibbering ghosts, and the other properties which only the poetry of the drama can make us take seriously. Yet in the midst of all this rubbish you find here and there a straightforward paragraph, a simple tale well told. In The Gull’s Horn Book Dekker turns his hand to satirising amusingly the pretentious young man about town; in Lanthorn and Candle Light he rivals Greene in exposing villainies.

         When these writers turned their hand to romance, it is precisely the qualities exercised by their pamphleteering that preserves their novels, and which gave rise to a new type of novel. The old type was chivalrous or pastoral; chivalrous so far as it derived from medieval fiction and pastoral in imitation of the late Greek and Latin through the Italian renaissance. The work of Sidney and Lyly is mostly pastoral. So is much of the Grub Street fiction, and that part of it is very dull reading. But there is another kind of fiction, represented very well in Mr Saintsbury’s selection in the Everyman Library by Deloney’s Jack of Newbury, and Thomas of Reading, and Nashe’s Unfortunate Traveller. Deloney has, I think, been overrated in recent years, and especially by Mr Saintsbury.

         But Thomas Nashe is a very great writer indeed, in his own way; the only one of the Grub Street prose writers to show real genius. His Unfortunate Traveller is the first really interesting English novel. The plot is extremely crude. The hero, Jack Wilton, is a pleasing rascal who serves 31a nobleman; the two travel through Europe, and a tenuous narrative links together various escapades in courts, camps and cities. What really keeps the story moving, although it also interrupts it, is Nashe’s marvellous gift for words. He seems always intoxicated with his own vocabulary. If he has a piece of murderous villainy to describe, he speaks as follows:

         
            He grasped her by the ivory throat, and shook her as a mastiff would shake a young bear, swearing and staring he would tear out her weasand if she refused. Not content with that savage constraint, he slipped his sacrilegious hand from her lily lawn skinned neck, and enscarfed it in her long silver locks, which with struggling were unrolled. Backward he dragged her even as a man backwards would pluck a tree down by the twigs, and then like a traitor that is drawn to execution on a hurdle, he traileth her up and down the chamber by those tender untwisted braids, and setting his barbarous foot on her bare snowy breast, bade her yield or have her wind stamped out. She cryed, stamp, stifle me in my hair, hang me up by it on a beam, and so let me die, rather than that I should go to heaven with a beam in my eye …

         

         and so forth. After a number of scenes equally thrilling, we are rather surprised to be told by the author towards the end of the tale: ‘Prepare your ears and your tears, for never till this thrust I any tragical matter upon you.’

         Nashe has a genius of torrential flow of language. Mr Wyndham Lewis, in his book Time and Western Man, has a good paragraph about Nashe, whom he compares with James Joyce, rather to the detriment of the latter. But there is great fun, besides great stimulus to one’s own freedom in the use of words, in the reading of Thomas Nashe. Of all these men he is the greatest writer. He has a facility in coining and a resourcefulness in using words which make him comparable to Rabelais. His humour is by no means rabelaisian; that is to say it has none of the geniality. He writes most often to hurt someone. Combine the garrulity of Falstaff with something of the bitterness of Swift, and you have some approximation. A large part of his time was spent in attacking or defending; in the art of vituperation he has no superior; like other of his contemporaries, he knew something of the inside of prison life. Robertson says well of his style that he could ‘stamp distinction upon scurrility and compass beauty of rhythm in a treatise penned either for writing’s sake or for gain.’ Much of his prose work is a part of that extraordinary controversy of anonymous pamphleteers which is known as the Martin Marprelate controversy; and much is devoted to his enemy, the Cambridge scholar Gabriel Harvey. In the novel, his masterpiece is 32The Unfortunate Traveller. For a thrilling pamphlet about ghosts and apparitions, the Terrors of the Night has real beauty; in Lenten Stuffe there is a jovial humour; for invective, I think that Have With You to Saffron Walden, one of his attacks upon Harvey, is the top of his form. Unfortunately, these are hardly to be found except in the collected edition; and Nashe’s very abundance makes him little read except by those who will take the trouble to find their way about. I will therefore quote from the only book, except The Unfortunate Traveller; that is Pierce Penniless his Supplication to the Devil, which, like most of the pamphlets by other authors to which I have referred, can be had in the admirable and cheap series of Bodley Head Quartos published by John Lane. (Price 3/-).

         Pierce Penniless professes to be a hack writer who has fallen upon bad times. He decides to appeal to the Devil, who for some reason is out of town. The appeal itself, when Pierce has found a messenger to deliver it, is a defence of poetry very different from Sidney’s, incidental to abusing every sort of evil doer except poets. While reviewing the Seven Deadly Sins, he finds time to explain:

         
            With the enemies of poetry, I care not if I have a bout, and those are they that term our best writers but babbling ballad makers, holding them fantastical fools, that have wit, but cannot tell how to use it. I myself have been so censured among some dull-headed divines: who deem it no more cunning to write an exquisite poem than to preach pure Calvin, or distil the justice of a commentary in a quarter sermon. Prove it when you will, you slow-spirited Saturnists, that have nothing but the pilfries of your pen, to polish an exhortation withal: no eloquence but tautologies, to tie the ears of your auditory unto you: no invention but here is to be noted, I stole this note out of Beza or Marlorat: no wit to move, no passion to urge, but only an ordinary form of preaching, blown up by use of often hearing and speaking: and you shall find there goes more exquisite pains and purity of wit, to the writing of one such rare poem as Rosamund, than to a hundred of your dunsticall sermons.

         

         But when one becomes a little used to the long breathing sentences, the torrential phrases, and the perpetual surprises of conceit, one finds something more than archaic quaintness: one finds life in this style, a life from which our language can still be renewed. We look to old prose like this for two qualities. First, it issues from something inferior and proceeds to something better: it has the quality of development. Second, if it has more than merely historical interest, it has some quality peculiar to its own stage: something which had not existed before, and which is lost in the very process of improvement by the next generation. In the invectives 33and absurdities of Nashe there is this quality, which is not quaintness but the vigour of youth with its inexperience. To call such a style quaint is to lack imagination: for it is to view something as interestingly dead which is really interestingly alive.

         (From a talk on June 18)

         The Genesis of Philosophic Prose

         bacon and hooker

         Listener, 1. 24 (26 June 1929), 907 –8. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup C288.

         In case this sounds rather forbidding, I must say at once that I do not propose to discuss either the philosophy of Bacon or the theology of Hooker; I wish only to consider the two men as great prose writers, and indicate their contribution to the English language which we use to-day. Think first of what would be left in English prose of the last years of Elizabeth without these two men. There would be the rich and lively prose of the translators, and the skilful popular journalism of the men like Greene, Dekker and Nashe. There would be a language well fitted for historical narrative, description, and even biography; a language fitted for splendid pulpit oratory, more gorgeous with Donne, more intellectual with Andrewes. And there is another prose which I have not mentioned and shall not discuss: the great prose of the great dramatists. I do not take it up here, because dramatic prose, being the brief give and take of dialogue, is a rather special type: but I would ask you to keep it in mind. It is difficult to discuss by itself: some of it, as in the comedies of Middleton, is related to the prose of the Grub Street writers; there is the heightened style of Jonson – the most intelligent man of his time – and finally there is the unique prose of Shakespeare, who was one of the greatest prose writers of all time. And by the way, we are apt to overlook the great prose of Shakespeare because of the drama and the greater poetry: but try the experiment of reading aloud a passage of his prose, say from the Oxford Book of English Prose, without informing your listeners of the author’s name, and see the effect. There is no finer prose than Shakespeare’s.

         But if you took merely the writers whom I have already mentioned, and those with whom I shall deal later, and ignored Hooker and Bacon, I think that you would find in all of it either a certain boyishness, as in the people we looked over last week, or a certain pedantry and quaint stiffness, as in Donne and Andrewes, or a kind of luxuriance of style, as in 34Donne and Andrewes and later in Jeremy Taylor, and especially Browne and Burton, all of which are qualities to be enjoyed, but which seem to us antique. Of all of the writers we examine, Bacon and Hooker seem to me among the most modern. That they are the fathers of modern philosophy and theology respectively is not the point with which I have to deal: my point here is that they are the fathers of the modern abstract style. We do not all study philosophy, but we must all make use of a kind of writing which these two men made possible; make use of it, I mean, either when we write or in much that we read. Any kind of argument, legal, political, or general; any kind of scientific exposition or explanation, from the theory of relativity to how to clean a typewriter or oil a motor car, owes something to Bacon and Hooker.

         About the personalities of these two men, close contemporaries, I need say little. Francis Bacon, the great Chancellor, is too important an historical figure, and too picturesque and tragic a figure; there is the great essay on him by Macaulay, and the glittering portrait of him by Mr Lytton Strachey in his recent Elizabeth and Essex. About Richard Hooker, you can find out all you need to know from the introduction to the ‘Everyman’ edition of his great work, the Laws of Ecclesiastical Polity. If Bacon were alive to-day, he would be a K.C., earning, as he did in his time, a very large income; he would be a cabinet minister, or a cabinet minister out of office. If Hooker were alive to-day, he might be a Lady Margaret or Regius Professor of Divinity. Bacon’s name would be known to every newspaper reader, Hooker’s only in university and theological circles. The two men had no more in common then than they would have now; they certainly did not know the common work in the creation of English prose in which they collaborated; but as prose masters, after three hundred years, they are now equals.

         I should not advise anyone to tackle Hooker, either in his great work, the Ecclesiastical Polity, or in his minor works, unless he is interested in the subject. Nothing is more dreary, or more deadening to this sensibility, than to read ‘for the sake of the style’ some book on a subject about which you care nothing. I think myself that the subject of Hooker’s book is a very interesting one, and indeed very pertinent to some modern problems. For he set himself no less a task than a justification of the Church of England as against both Romans and dissenters, a task which involved a statement of the relation of the Established Church to the Civil Government. The nature of the task implies both philosophical training and legal gifts for its execution. I will not say that Hooker settled the matter once for all; for the problem is, if anything, more difficult and complicated now than it was then: my point is that he was dealing with a problem which is as much ours as it was his, and dealing with it as a master. 35

         Although I do not wish to incite anybody to read Hooker unless he is interested in the subject, I should like to quote a passage almost at random, to show the maturity of Hooker’s prose:

         
            Some things are so familiar and plain, that truth from falsehood, and good from evil, is most easily discerned in them, even by men of no deep capacity. And of that nature, for the most part, are things absolutely unto all men’s salvation necessary, either to be held or to be denied, either to be done or avoided. For which cause St Augustine acknowledgeth that they are not only set down, but plainly set down in Scripture; so that he which heareth or readeth may without any great difficulty understand. Other things also there are belonging (though in a lower degree of importance) unto the offices of Christian men: which, because they are more obscure, more intricate and hard to be judged of, therefore God hath appointed some to spend their whole time principally in the study of things divine, to the end that in these more doubtful cases their understanding might be a light to direct others.

         

         Now there are obviously, in the choice and especially in the arrangement of words, a good many antiquities. Compare it with the writing of any good modern theologian, like Canon Rawlinson, or with one of the best written decisions of the Law Lords, or with the style of such modern masters of philosophical prose as Mr Bertrand Russell or the late F. H. Bradley, and it will appear obsolete. The style of Hooker, and the style of Bacon, have a stiffness due to their [908] intellectual antecedents being Latin and not English prose; and this stiffness continues in the next generation into the styles of Thomas Hobbes in his Leviathan and Edward Hyde, Earl of Clarendon in his History of the Great Rebellion. But it is the stiffness of the first exercises of the muscles and joints of English prose: you have only to read a paragraph from one of the early Tudor writers, such as Elyot or Ascham, to find it supple and subtle in comparison. And I must ask you to accept a distinction between this stiffness and what I call immaturity. One is a question of style, the other a question of mind. Read again something that you read in connexion with my last subject, something by Nashe or Greene or Deloney: these journalists will seem to you to have the mental development of boisterous schoolboys, but Hooker will seem quite grown up.

         And the difference of mind will be still more obvious to the general reader when he takes up Bacon. The only readers for Hooker will be those who are interested in theology; but anyone who is interested in the history of the modern and the English mind must attend to Bacon. He wrote, among a great mess of work in Latin and English, two small 36books which anyone can buy and everyone should read: the Essays, and the Advancement of Learning, published in the Oxford World’s Classics, each at two shillings.

         I hope that some of you have at least looked at Florio’s translation of Montaigne’s Essays: you may even have read the ‘Apologie de Raimond Sebond’ and then re-read Hamlet. The form of thought of Montaigne’s Essays undoubtedly supplied the inspiration to Bacon. The likeness, and still more the difference, is very interesting.

         The prose of the Essays shows, certainly, a less mature mind than Montaigne’s. Montaigne is a very highly civilised man indeed. I must confess that he is rather too civilised for me, and that I prefer cruder forms of literature: but that is an aside. But Montaigne, in his essays, is a personality: one feels that he is quite willing to give himself away, to admit his defects and peculiarities with a humorous detachment, and an entire absence of self-consciousness, vanity or pose, which is the mark of a highly civilised person. Bacon does not thus betray himself, and in this is inferior to Montaigne. And yet for England to produce the Essay at all, a highly cultivated form of thought, was a great step forward. And in his essays Bacon has a kind of polished ease which we have not met within in our previous Elizabethans, and will not meet again. He has that gift of putting what we have often thought vaguely ourselves, in a phrase which seems quite final. Here is a passage from his essay ‘Of Great Place’ which has application to Bacon’s own life, and to the lives of any politicians of our own time:

         
            Men in great place are thrice servants – servants of the sovereign or state, servants of fame, and servants of business; so as they have no freedom, neither in their persons, nor in their actions, nor in their times. It is a strange desire to seek power, and to lose liberty; or to seek power over others, and to lose power over a man’s self. The rising unto place is laborious, and by pains men come to greater pains; and it is sometimes base, and by indignities men come to dignities. The standing is slippery, and the regress is either a downfall, or at least an eclipse, which is a melancholy thing: cum non sis qui fueris, non esse cur velis vivere. Nay, retire men could not when they would, neither will they when it is reason; but are impatient of privateness even in age and sickness, which require the shadow; like old townsmen, they will be still sitting at their street door, though thereby they offer age to scorn.

         

         This might serve as a funeral oration for a present-day politician. It serves also for the venal and corrupt politician, the great Chancellor, Francis Bacon, Earl of Verulam and Viscount St Albans, whose life 37twittered out at Highgate in 1626. But it was a very great thing, towards the end of the 16th century, for a writer in the English language to produce this kind of meditation; and almost every paragraph of Bacon’s essays is as good as this. The writers we have examined before, and most of those we shall examine later, have, with all their virtues, the vice of long-windedness and diffuseness; often we can say of them as was said of a modern theologian, that they never use one word when four will do: but in Bacon you find the very mature virtue of concision and sparseness.

         But to my mind – being, as I have said, not civilised enough to enjoy the Essay as much as some of my friends do – Bacon’s most exciting book is The Advancement of Learning. It is not quite true that Bacon is the first modern philosopher – though Bacon is at least the compatriot of two and namesake of one, of the first modern philosophers: I mean William of Ockham and Roger Bacon. But he is the first modern English philosopher to write in English. It is true that he committed what he thought his more serious works to a rather third-rate Latin; but when he wrote in English, he wrote well. The first book of his Advancement of Learning is concerned with the advantages of learning in general: skip it and begin with the second book.

         
            The mathematics are either pure or mixed. To the pure mathematics are those sciences belonging which handle quantity determinate, merely severed from any axioms of natural philosophy; and these are two, geometry and arithmetic, the one handling quantity continued, and the other dissevered. Mixed hath for subject some axioms or parts of natural philosophy, and considereth quantity determined, as it is auxiliary and incident unto them. For many parts of nature can neither be invented with sufficient subtlety, nor demonstrated with sufficient perspicuity, nor accommodated unto use with sufficient dexterity, without the aid and intervention of the mathematics, of which sort are perspective, music, astronomy, cosmography, architecture, enginery, and divers others.

         

         You might compare this passage with a paragraph from some good modern book explaining recent scientific theory to the general reader. Take Professor Eddington’s new book The Nature of the Physical World. There is no living scientist of any where near Mr Eddington’s eminence who can write better English, precise, spare, lucid, and free from unnecessary technicalities. But if you compare his writings with the Advancement of Learning, you will find certainly an immensely greater mastery of the subject than Bacon’s – Bacon, even for his day, was inadequately equipped with scientific learning and practice – but no greater mastery of English. What Professor Eddington has to say could 38almost be said in the language of Bacon; what Bacon had to say could not have been said in the English language of a generation before Bacon.

         
            Bacon was no scientist; but what he had was an intuitive understanding of the future before experimental science, and a passionate faith in it.

         

         It is not my business here to criticise Bacon’s ideas: only to make two points. One, that Bacon, in the two books I have discussed, is certainly one of the authors we must read in order to understand the modern world; and two, that Bacon is with Hooker, otherwise so different from him in temper, the founder of the modern English prose style for philosophy, theology, law, science, and every form of prose in which exact reasoning, classification and exposition of ideas is the first thing; of prose which is truly prose, not merely prose aspiring after the condition of poetry. And of this kind of prose Bacon and Hooker have never been antiquated and will never be surpassed.

         (From a talk on June 25)

         A Commentary

         C., 8. 33 (July 1929), 575–9. Unsigned. Gallup C289.

         national preservation

         A good deal has been accomplished, during the last year or two, towards preserving monuments and places of historical interest or beauty; and much generosity, devotion and hard work have been well spent. Much has been done locally at Oxford and at Cambridge, and the danger and desecration of Stonehenge is known to everybody.

         We choose this moment for expressing regret that none of the political parties found room to provide any programme of National Preservation among its mostly vague or dubious policies. For, as we have said before, our present behaviour is hardly more than hand to mouth, and should at least be supplemented by some far-sighted central direction. We say ‘direction’, rather than ‘authority’, because there are obvious demerits in replacing local zeal by central bureaucracy. Yet, while Oxford and Cambridge are comparatively able to look after themselves, there are many parts of the country, and isolated monuments, which cannot. A central Association could do much towards surveying the whole country, with an intelligent eye to necessary or inevitable developments, 39and calling attention in good time to those buildings and pieces [576] of countryside which may be threatened and ought to be preserved. But an organisation having government standing and government funds (to be supplemented, no doubt, by private generosity), could accomplish much more. What is needed is a working arrangement between central and local effort and between public and private responsibility.

         There is all the more reason for some government responsibility, in that any government is (as at Lulworth) a possible offender, and a difficult one to bring to book. When reading the Liberal election pamphlet on unemployment, we reflected that this enthusiasm for construction might, in the name of making work, involve a good deal of destruction too, or at least of defacement; and some of Mr Lloyd George’s phantom employees might well have been engaged on work of preservation.

         We need a central organisation under government auspices and with government funds to deal with the country as a unit; if we cannot have that, there should at least be a central private association. Such a society should prepare, with the assistance of affiliated local societies, a report of the condition of every country and every village; and when any building or piece of country worth preserving is in danger, it should be ready at least to advertise the fact, and be able to arouse interest. It should be concerned with the City Churches as well as the Wye Valley; with buildings which are merely perishing from decay as well as those which are in risk of demolition. At present there is always the danger that while our attention is being directed to one menace something else will be happening of which we may not hear till too late. St Magnus Martyr was not as important as Stonehenge, but still it was not insignificant.

         an international award

         The Criterion is to co-operate with four other European reviews in presenting a new form of literary prize. [577] The five reviews – The Criterion representing Britain, La Nouvelle Revue Française representing France, La Rivista de Occidente representing Spain, Nuova Antologia representing Italy, and Die Europaeische Revue representing the German-speaking countries, will compose a jury to decide on the merits of unpublished fiction of suitable length submitted to it from each of the five countries in turn. As the project originated with the Europaeische Revue, it is right that the first competition should be for stories in German. The story chosen as the best by a majority of the jury will be published as nearly simultaneously as possible in the five reviews, but of course in translation. The intention is to follow the competition for German fiction, with awards to be made in the same way for the best stories submitted in English, French, Italian and Spanish. An 40announcement of the conditions will be made when the jury is ready to consider English fiction.

         It is obvious that such an enterprise is sympathetic to a review like The Criterion, which has always tried to make known in England the best of foreign thought and literary art. We feel some pride in the fact that The Criterion was the first literary review in England to print work by such writers as Marcel Proust, Paul Valéry, Jacques Rivière, Ramon Fernandez, Jacques Maritain, Charles Maurras, Henri Massis, Wilhelm Worringer, Max Scheler, E. R. Curtius, and others. We welcome the opportunity of association with reviews of the same standing and of similar ideals in their respective countries. We hope to have the successful German story for publication in September.

         the dolmetsch foundation

         A society was incorporated a year ago, under the presidency of Robert Bridges, which has not had enough notice. Arnold Dolmetsch has the gratitude and admiration of everyone who cares for music. His work in dis-[578]covering and interpreting old music, in the technique of copying the old instruments and in the technique of playing them, is known throughout the world. But it is not realised that Mr Dolmetsch has not yet communicated any share of his learning and accomplishment to more than a very few persons; and the Foundation is to serve the purpose of carrying on his work. It has already maintained one scholarship out of temporary funds and hopes to maintain such scholarships permanently, for the purpose of enabling young students to perfect themselves in Mr Dolmetsch’s work. It also hopes to establish workshops for manufacturing and repairing instruments such as Mr Dolmetsch makes.

         This is a society which deserves and needs the support of everyone. Full information can be had from the Secretary, at 37, Walbrook, E.C.4.

         second thoughts on the brainless election

         A number of kindly, tired gentlemen with hoarse voices and nothing to say, made speeches; when they found themselves forced to mention each other, their remarks were in the best of taste, if not always in the purest English. It was cricket, and extremely slow cricket. In their broadcast-oratory, they only omitted to do two things: split their infinitives, or produce a new idea.

         We should not murmur a word of objection against the ‘new faces’ (not so new either) being provided with ‘old consciences’ (often quite satisfied ones), if we had any hope of their being provided with ‘new ideas’. But who, inspecting photographs of the amiable Mr Macdonald, 41Mr Thomas, Mr Henderson, or Mr Snowden (a lamb in economist’s clothing), could still look for inventions and discoveries?

         There is of course a great opportunity – for the Conservative Party; an opportunity which we are quite certain it will fail to seize. It is the opportunity of thinking in [579] leisure, and of appreciating the efforts of private persons who have committed some thinking already. The Labour Party is a capitalist party in the sense that it is living on the reputation of the thinking done by the Fabians of a generation ago (we do not know whether any Fabian veterans are still thinking or not). The names of a few men of brains (though not necessarily of sense) still lend it a sunset glory. The Conservative Party has a great opportunity, in the fact that within memory of no living man under sixty, has it acknowledged any contact with intelligence. And also it has a long, if extremely muddled tradition; or at least, it has a history which an agile mind at any time can manipulate into a tradition. It has, what no other political party at present enjoys, a complete mental vacuum: a vacancy that might be filled with anything, even with something valuable. Will it, during its holiday, be inclined to take any notice of the fancies of men who like to think, and do not want to hold office of any sort? We are ready to place a bet on the negative.

         Mr Barnes and Mr Rowse

         C., 8. 33 (July 1929), 682–91. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup C290.

         I am gratified that my comments on the literature of Fascism, in The Criterion of December last, provided the occasion for the very able articles on Fascism and Communism by Mr J. S. Barnes and Mr A. L. Rowse respectively in the April number. My own rôle was merely to ask questions; but I find that Mr Barnes and Mr Rowse have suggested to me new, and I hope more intelligent, questions to ask. Indeed I think the interesting questions are those which can be asked of both parties or schools, for the most interesting is precisely the question of what the two political theories have in common. Between the exposition of the two causes there is one obvious superficial difference: that Mr Barnes, who is a friend of Signor Mussolini and a Director of the International Centre of Fascist Studies at Lausanne, speaks as a convinced supporter of fascism, whereas Mr Rowse, like some other intellectual students of communism, speaks rather (if I understand him) as a sympathetic critic. Yet the phrase is attributed to Mussolini that ‘fascism is not for 42export’; whereas the protagonists of communism in Russia seem to be desirous of converting the whole world to the doctrine of Moscow. In spite of these and other contradictions I am by no means the first person to observe a family likeness between fascism and communism – Major Douglas, I believe, has called attention to it, among others: but perhaps it deserves reiteration.

         One of the characteristics which the two doctrines have in common is certainly familiarity. They have both been already partially absorbed by the popular mind, so that, in the intellectual sense, there is nothing ‘shocking’ about [683] them; and as they seem to be so easily absorbed by the popular mind, one suspects that they must have a good deal in common with what was in the popular mind already. They are both, in other words, perfectly conventional ideas. When the ordinary man is terrified by the bogey of a fascist or communist dictatorship, it is not his mind that is terrified. He may be terrified by the notion that fascism may interfere with his right to ‘brawl as he likes’, or that communism may confiscate his savings, or merely by a vague prospect of bullets flying about the streets. If, on the other hand, you talk to him about the divine right of kings, or the advantages of an hereditary oligarchy, he will retort either with open derision and hearty giggles, or with the patient gentleness with which he treats a harmless maniac. These ideas, are, as ideas, and whether true or false, revolutionary; and a really revolutionary idea is often to be divined by the laughter it evokes. Fascism and communism, as ideas, seem to me to be thoroughly sterilised. A revolutionary idea is one which requires a reorganisation of the mind; fascism or communism is now the natural idea for the thoughtless person. This in itself is a hint that the two doctrines are merely variations of the same doctrine: and even that they are merely variations of the present state of things. Nothing pleases people more than to go on thinking what they have always thought, and at the same time imagine that they are thinking something new and daring: it combines the advantage of security and the delight of adventure.

         Man can believe almost anything: his capacity for credulity is unlimited. Only, he makes one condition: that his old beliefs shall not be disturbed. (I distinguish between what he believes, and what he thinks he believes.) The wildest fancy, which does not touch his rooted beliefs, can be accepted; the strongest reasoning will be rejected with contumely if it injures one of these beliefs. It is easy to believe the proposition ‘that the propositions of Einstein are true’ – because they disturb nothing: the ‘disturbance’ [684] has all taken place in the minds of physicists. Facility of belief is of course irrelevant to the question of truth and error: I have merely made the point that neither fascism nor communism is now shocking or revolutionary to the ordinary mind. 43

         I must hasten to declare that I have cleared my mind of any prejudice against what communists or Marxians call the ‘materialist theory of history’. Marxians sometimes fear that outsiders will connect the materialist theory of history with materialism. There is an ancient and respectable philosophical doctrine called ‘materialism’, which is almost extinct; represented to-day by the eminent solitary figure of George Santayana. But what could this Aristotelian, neo-Thomist materialism of Mr Santayana have to do with a ‘materialism’ which issues almost directly from the brain of Hegel? The ‘materialist interpretation of history’ bears the imprint of its idealistic German origin: it might better be called the fatalistic, or even the conventional interpretation of history. For it seems to be merely a theory that things happen. I have no quarrel with Marx’s ‘materialistic interpretation’ of past history, which is intelligent and within limits very illuminating, but this materialistic interpretation seems to be simply incompatible with desiring anything; or if not, then it is rather suspicious that what the communists say must come to pass should be so exactly what they desire to come to pass. Suppose that the materialistic interpretation of history had been discovered four hundred years ago by some capitalist intellectual: he might have said that ‘capitalism’ was something that was bound to be realised sooner or later. So the communist seems to say that communism is bound to be realised; but surely the ‘materialist interpretation’ of history ought to carry him further, and make him admit that communism is bound to lead to something else (if being is indeed becoming, as most people think); and that something else to something else; and finally to something that might horrify the [685] communist of to-day as much as communism might have horrified my imaginary ‘capitalist’ of four hundred years ago. In other words, this historical conception seems to me incompatible with value; for if all these things are bound to happen then there is no reason for preferring any state of things to any other, either earlier or later.

         In fact, communism, so far as I can understand it, is like fascism and most political theories, in mingling science with feeling. I can see no reason why the theoretical communist should desire anything, since what he desires is bound to give place to something else. But if communism is desirable, then the materialistic interpretation of history does not matter a fig one way or the other.

         In spite of the fact that the materialistic interpretation is not materialistic, I still fear that the word ‘materialism’ has some emotional charm for communists which I cannot share. I suspect, in fact, that the communist is under the spell of Victorian science. I turn for enlightenment to our refreshing contemporary La Revue Marxiste, and read in its manifesto the following:  44

         
            La croissance du prolétariat a contraint cette bourgeoisie à se replier vers des formes de pensée de plus en plus réactionnaires, à passer par toutes les nuances de l’idealisme pour en arriver – en plein XX siècle – à reconnaître et à utiliser, dans son exploitation des masses opprimées, les aspects les plus grossiers de la superstition religieuse. Mais ce recul coincide avec le triomphe du matérialisme dialectique dans le mouvement. Le temps est venu d’armer le matérialisme présent et d’appeler les témoignages du matérialisme passé, inconnu en France, ou dénaturé.

         

         This is a little hard on that large part of the French bourgeoisie which has fought the battle of anti-clericalism during fifty years, and which has not always had to employ ‘the religious superstition’ in order to oppress its inferiors; but what seems to me more deplorable is this flinging about of the magic word ‘materialism’. If the defenders of communism reprehend its opponents for mistaking the use of the word ‘materialism’, then they ought to warn their own [686] friends to use it more cautiously. In the interior of the same review I found a very interesting essay by the late Nicolai Lenin, entitled ‘De l’importance du matérialisme militant’. According to Lenin, ‘militant materialism’ should be also ‘militant atheism’. But he says further that ‘militant materialism ought to make an alliance with the representatives of the natural sciences, who incline towards materialism’. It appears presently that the political materialist must try to bring in the ‘natural scientists’, even Einstein who ‘does not attack the foundations of materialism’. The materialistic interpretation of history is of course like any other interpretation of history, an aspect of history. It is just as genuine an aspect as any other. Like every other interpretation of history, it asserts itself to be the ‘fundamental’ interpretation: and if one went into the matter thoroughly, one would question it, not from the point of view of any other interpretation, but from the point of view of an observer who believes that any interpretation of history is merely a selection of a particular abstracted series of causes and effects, and is valid only from a particular point of view. I suspect that the materialistic interpretation derives much of its cogency (like any other) from a sentimental prejudice: namely, for this interpretation, that the most important thing is that human beings should be fed and clothed and sheltered (which is not self-evident). I believe, that is, that any interpretation of history being a selection, is preceded by a valuation, which is a postulate and cannot be justified rationally.

         I am quite ready to admit that the ‘materialistic interpretation of history’ is not materialistic; but quotations like the above make me suspect that the communist has also a sentimental attachment to the 45word ‘materialism’; that he is, in fact, a French revolutionist a hundred and fifty years behind the times, as well as an Hegelian revolutionist. And to the Anglo-Saxons, accustomed to regard God with good-humoured tolerance, the ‘militant atheism’ is disturbingly silly.

         [687] What I find in both fascism and communism is a combination of statements with unexamined enthusiasms. It may well be that in any political theory there must be this combination. But then it is the part of the political thinker to analyse these elements, and to recognise the irrational element in his own philosophy. But that is what political philosophers never do. Mr Barnes seems to me to confound the rational and irrational elements in fascism; and Mr Rowse seems to me to try to isolate the rational and ignore the irrational element in communism. It is true that the latter observes that the Russians ‘are a great and gifted nation, and one cannot but think that a race of a hundred and thirty millions will be very important in world politics in the future’. Without denying the great gifts of the Russian races, I cannot see why a people should be important because of its numbers, except for a reason that Mr Rowse does not mention: that everybody else wants to sell them goods at a profit (and get paid.)

         There is much in the essays of Mr Barnes and Mr Rowse with which I cordially agree. For instance, when Mr Rowse speaks of the ‘revolutionary character of the bourgeoisie’, I can only express assent: the bourgeoisie is timid in thought, and revolutionary in act. Nothing is more revolutionary than the two-seater.

         
            
               Merrily sang the monks of Cowley

               As Morris Bart. went driving by….

            

         

         But I want to know how much the verbal incantations count, in both these doctrines. It seems to me that any political theory ought to be analysable roughly into three parts: an economic doctrine, a wisdom (sophia) and an enthusiasm. And the political theorist ought to be quite clear in criticising his own theory, as to the distinctions; he should, so far as he can, isolate the irrational element and confess it frankly. What most do is to diffuse the emotional element through the theory, and so conceal it from themselves as from others, and become the servants, [688] not the masters, of words. By admitting to oneself the existence of the irrational nature of one’s enthusiasm, it is possible to effect a kind of continuity between the enthusiasm, the wisdom, or humane knowledge of humanity, and the strict economic doctrine.

         I do not mean that every political theory should be based upon an original economic doctrine: it may start from ethical or even theological premises; but it should have an economic doctrine appropriate to it. 46What strikes me about the two doctrines I am criticising, and about much political theory, is the muddle of economics and enthusiasm for words. Nor do I suggest that political thought is impossible to anyone but an economist, for a glance at the world of economists would dispel this fancy. But one ought to know where things begin and where they end. The really interesting thing about fascism is its syndicalism, its organisation of workers, and its financial policy, if it has any. Order, Loyalty, realisation of the individual in the life of the State, are words of good implication and good report, which sum up the tendency of a mass of feelings in the mind of the person who uses them. But what the outsider would like to know is, first, to what the difference in economic theory between fascism and communism amounts. Mr Barnes tells us that ‘Fascism would substitute for the commonly accepted contractual interpretation of the idea of the Sovereign People, the idea of the sovereignty of the State machine’ – an idea, I should suppose, common to fascism and communism. He admits, further, that Fascism is not ‘just a revolt against Communism’.

         
            The threat of Communism, which was the work of the non-combatants, provided merely the anarchical conditions which gave Mussolini and the ex-combatants their opportunity of sweeping away the old regime, which … had allowed Italian society to fall into a condition of practical anarchy.

         

         It would seem from this that Fascism was a revolt against a threat only of Communism, but still more against an actual anarchy. No one can confuse communism with [689] anarchy. The revolt was against anarchy, but took a fascist instead of communist form: so its word became Nationalism instead of Internationalism.

         Now I must confess, as an onlooker, that I cannot see very much fundamental difference between Nationalism and Internationalism: the first term can sound either more pernicious or more glorious than it is, and the second as well. The first exalts one particular group of men, the second (in theory) all mankind; and neither of these deities seems to me particularly worthy of worship. The wise man will pay due respect to both, the fanatic to one.

         The test of both doctrines is of course their finances. Both doctrines are apparently anti-capitalistic. The essence of capitalism does not seem to me, as an ignorant observer, to be the division of humanity into those who live on earned and those who live on unearned income, but the concentration of power into a few hands; it is not the numbers of obscure though wealthy persons who can live on their dividends who matter – not the shareholder, but the active director. The interesting point about capitalism is its creation of economic or financial power, distinct from the 47political power, and in a way less responsible. If Italy or Russia wishes there to be but one power, they cannot afford, let us say, to borrow money from America. The interesting question to answer is whether Russia or Italy succeeds in concentrating all power into political hands, or whether they will merely evolve a new financial class.

         I willingly concede to Mr Barnes that the philosophy of the Action Française is evolved from eighteenth century rationalism. What is important is the extent to which it has transcended its origins. I would point out too that its ‘nationalism’ (which was primarily a struggle against internal enemies, not an instrument of foreign aggression) is less nationalistic in essence than is fascism. The vital dogma is not nationalism but royalism. For it is not, as Mr Barnes thinks, a ‘deification of the State’, nor is it what Mr Barnes commends, ‘the idea of the sovereignty [690] of the State machine’; it is the reintroduction of the idea of loyalty to a King, who incarnates the idea of the Nation. And in this idea is I think the alternative to Nationalism. Fascism seems to me rather (in the form in which it has succeeded up to date) to represent the Napoleonic idea. The latter, in contrast to the idea of Monarchy, is a familiar conventional modern idea: it is the doctrine of success. The feeling towards a dictator is quite other than that towards a king; it is merely the consummation of the feeling which the newspapers teach us to have towards Mr Henry Ford, or any other big business man. In the success of a man like Mussolini (a man of ‘the people’) a whole nation may feel a kind of self-flattery; and the Russian people deified itself in Lenin. Both Italy and Russia seem to me to be suffering from Napoleonism. And this does not strike one as an ‘utter repudiation of materialism’.

         To sum up. Both fascism and communism seem to me to be well-meaning revolts against ‘capitalism’, but revolts which do not appear to get to the bottom of the matter; so that they are likely to be merely transformations of the present system which will completely satisfy the materialistic interpretation of history. Their economic and political doctrines, which have much in common, are attached to enthusiasms which appear to be contradictory. Fascism supports the Church, Communism would destroy it. But neither attitude seems to me to have any necessary connection: an atheistical fascism, or a devout communism, is theoretically conceivable; but it is quite intelligible that local circumstances should determine the attitude in each place. Fascism is (begging Mr Barnes’s pardon) nationalistic, and communism internationalistic: yet it is conceivable that in particular circumstances fascism might make for peace, and communism for war. The objections of fascists and communists to each other are mostly quite irrational. I confess to a preference for fascism in practice, which I dare say most of my readers share; and I will not admit [691] that 48this preference is itself wholly irrational. I believe that the fascist form of unreason is less remote from my own than is that of the communists, but that my form is a more reasonable form of unreason. But my chief purpose in venturing to criticise two authors immeasurably more learned and competent than myself, is to affirm my previous contention that neither fascism nor communism is new or revolutionary as idea.

         [Extraits d’un Journal by Charles du Bos]

         Review of Extraits d’un Journal: 1908–1928 by Charles du Bos (1928).

         C., 8 (July 1929), 762. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C290a.

         Charles du Bos is a writer whose name is known to everyone who knows contemporary French literature, though he writes but little. This is a journal of a man of culture and taste and insight, who knows well several literatures, including English, and who in two volumes entitled Approximations has written some of the best pieces of contemporary criticism. It is, in fact, a book of some importance.

         The Prose of the Preacher

         the sermons of donne

         Listener, 2. 25 (3 July 1929), 22–3. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup C291.

         In the classification of prose styles the theology of Hooker is nearer to the philosophy of Bacon than it is to the prose of Donne and other great preachers. The first represents an important step in the development of reasoning; the second represents a step in the development of oratory. However far apart in beliefs, the work of Bacon and Hooker brings us nearer to Hobbes and Berkeley and Locke and Hume; however different in subject matter and in style, the sermons of Donne bring us nearer to the speeches of Burke and other great politicians. They have a relation, on the other hand, to the more ‘decorative’ or ‘poetic’ prose in English; to Jeremy Taylor, of course, but also to De Quincey. In Hooker and Bacon we find what we may call ‘reasoning in tranquillity’; in Donne we find ‘reasoning in emotion’.

         Up to quite recent times the sermons of Donne were hardly read except by the specialist in seventeenth-century prose; most people, if they have 49the prejudice that sermons must be dull, suppose that their dullness increases in direct ratio to their age. This is not true, for the best sermons of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries are not only among the most interesting sermons in the language, but among the best prose of any kind in the language. Even to-day very few people have the courage or interest to read through the many volumes of Donne. But we had, a few years ago, the admirable selection of passages from these sermons edited by Mr Logan Pearsall Smith at the Clarendon Press. The chief defect in the introduction to this book, otherwise excellently critical, is that the editor did not appear sufficiently interested in the other preachers of the period; and the chief defect of the book is that the selections are all much too short, and give the impression that Donne in preaching was from time to time inspired to a paragraph or so of superb English between dreary wastes of antiquated theology. The truth is that Donne’s sermons are brilliantly written throughout, and brilliantly constructed, with a beginning, a middle and an end. For this reason I prefer the selections, including one complete sermon, given by Mr John Hayward in his recent volume of Donne’s poetry and selected prose published by the Nonesuch Press.

         To put ourselves into a mood to read one of Donne’s sermons, it is worth while reminding ourselves of the reasons for the popularity of preaching at that time. In the first place, theological questions were taken very seriously by everyone but the most ribald. Theology was, indeed, a very important part of politics, and politics meant serious matters of peace or strife, prosperity or persecutions. The English Church had a dangerous position to defend, and the security of Church was then one question with the security of Crown and State. With all questions of foreign politics, the relations of England with France, Spain and the Empire, was inextricably involved the question of Canterbury versus Rome; and a priest from Rome was regarded with as much suspicion, and was indeed in much greater danger at times, than a Russian Communist emissary is now. With all questions of domestic politics was involved the question of Canterbury versus Geneva and Zurich: that is to say, the struggle which culminated in the Civil Wars and the assassination of Charles I was the struggle between the Established Church and the Presbyterians, Independents, Anabaptists, Brownists, Family-of-Love and the other stern dissenting sects. A sermon, by an important preacher, in an age when there were no regular newspapers, had something of the excitement of an important political speech at a moment when people are politically excited.

         The second reason for the popularity of the sermon is that it took the place now taken by many other popular Sunday amusements; the third to be remembered is the greater emotionality of the people. The beatitude 50of Paradise, the horror of Hell, could be painted in colours to delight or terrify the auditors. They were, I suppose, neither better nor worse than ourselves for being so easily moved; but they enjoyed themselves more thoroughly.

         Donne was by no means either the first or the last of the great English preachers; I believe that his contemporary, Bishop Andrewes, is greater, and Jeremy Taylor certainly must take an equal rank. But Donne is undoubtedly the most readable. Hugh Latimer, Bishop of Worcester, was a great preacher and a great prose writer long before Donne; and you can read some of his sermons preached before Edward VI in a volume in the Everyman edition. The peculiarity of Donne is that he was not only a great prose master, but also a great poet, and in many passages in his sermons we are reminded that he is not only a theologian but a poet, and a very human poet too. And both as a poet and as a man, a very modern person. He imports into English prose two qualities for the first time – qualities which we find among his contemporaries only in the blank verse of Shakespeare and the highest passages of Shakespeare’s dramatic contemporaries: a curious knowledge of the human heart, and a stateliness of phrase and image hitherto possible only in verse. As an example of the former a very well-known passage will suffice:

         
            I am not all here, I am here now preaching upon this text, and I am at home in my library considering whether St. Gregory, or St. Jerome, have said best of this text, before I am here speaking to you, and yet I consider by the way, in the same instant, what is likely you will say to one another, when I have done, you are not all here either; you are here now, hearing me, and yet you are thinking that you have heard a better sermon somewhere else, of this text before; you are here, and yet you think you could have heard some other doctrine of down-right Predestination, and Reprobation roundly delivered somewhere else with more edification to you; you are here, and you remember yourselves that now ye think of it: This had been the fittest time, now, when everybody else is at church, to have made such and such a private visit; and because you would be there, you are there.

         

         Donne was in early years brought up, before deciding upon the Church of England, among Jesuit surroundings; his command of the terrors of death and damnation in other passages shows him a student of the Ignatian method; and I think he shows his training here too, in winning his auditors by sympathy and understanding, and suddenly pulling them up at the end. You would not find a passage like this in any other great contemporary preacher. He confesses later: 51

         
            I throw myself down in my chamber, and I call in, and invite God, and His Angels thither, and when they are there, I neglect God and His Angels, for the noise of a fly, for the rattling of a coach, for the whining of a door; I talk on, in the same posture of praying: eyes lifted up; knees bowed down; as though I prayed to God; and if God, or His Angels should ask me when I thought last of God in that prayer, I cannot tell: Sometimes I find that I had forgot what I was about, but when I began to forget it, I cannot tell. A memory of yesterday’s pleasures, a fear of to-morrow’s dangers, a straw under my knee, a noise in mine ear, a light in mine eye, an anything, a nothing, a fancy, a chimaera in my brain, troubles me in my prayer.

         

         It is interesting to remark about Donne that although he appears first in history as a poet and aspiring worldly courtier, he betrays almost no contact with the literature of the time. [23] He never alludes to his contemporary dramatists or poets, and certainly shows no direct influence by them; yet we know that he sometimes frequented the society of Ben Jonson, who left a critical phrase and a commendation of Donne. We are apt to suppose that a poet of all people must have read a great deal of poetry, certainly that he must enjoy poetry. There are, however, poets who do not much care for reading poetry, and Donne was one of them. His poetic imagination was fed chiefly on works of theology and law. In his verse, he is a theologian and a lawyer, and in his theology, he is very much a poet. We admit that there are greater poets than Donne; we should, I think, admit that there are greater theological writers and greater preachers.

         But it is this mixture that gives Donne the quality which we express by the feeble worn-out word ‘fascination’. Hugh Latimer was adept in homely illustrations to drive a point home to an unlettered audience; Jeremy Taylor, in the next generation, has a sweetness and purity of tone unknown to Donne, Andrewes in his sermons, and Cranmer in his great prayer-book, rose to greater heights. But Donne could best appeal to the ordinary worldly person of his day and of our day; and being a poet, could appeal, too, to an audience educated in verbal beauty by the Shakespearian drama. In the following passage we hear, I think, in the voice of the preacher, the minor tones of Shakespearian drama. Donne is the contemporary of John Webster, John Ford, Thomas Middleton and Cyril Tourneur:

         
            Shall we, that are but worms, but silkworms, but glowworms at best, chide God that he hath made slowworms, and other venomous creeping things? shall we that are nothing but boxes of poison in ourselves, reprove God for making toads and spiders in the world? 52shall we that are all discord, quarrel the harmony of His creation, or His providence? Can an apothecary make a sovereign triacle of vipers, and other poisons, and cannot God admit offences, and scandals into his physic?

         

         And again, in the following, the poet speaks:

         
            Methuselah, with all his hundreds of years, was but a mushroom of a night’s growth, to this day. And all the four monarchies, with all their thousands of years, And all the powerful Kings, and all the beautiful Queens of this world, were but as a bed of flowers, some gathered at six, some at seven, some at eight, All in one morning, in respect of this day.

         

         These are the sorts of passage to delight in first; we can then proceed to study the ingenuity with which Donne, in a long passage, will employ one simile, and develop it in immense detail. It is an old method in the sermon; it was used by the Buddha; you find it in Latimer’s Sermons on the Card and on the Plough; it has been used again. But Donne has an exceptional fertility in detail. One specimen is found on p. 72 of Mr Pearsall Smith’s selection ‘The World is a Sea’, in which he brings forth every possible interpretation of this metaphor. The Elizabethan congregation was prepared to stay a long while, to listen standing for two hours; and in a sermon of such length to such an audience it was highly desirable to hammer every point very hard indeed. And for such hammering Donne’s metaphors and similes were perfectly adapted. And it is of interest that many of them, as every reader of his poems knows, were drawn from his personal experience; many are of seafaring, ships and tempests; and send us back to his early poems for reminiscences of his voyage, as an adventurous young man, long before he thought seriously of the Church, to the Azores.

         And finally no one can fully appreciate the greatness of Donne’s enrichment of English prose without reading carefully at least one sermon from beginning to end. His method is that of other contemporary divines, in so far as he takes his text seriously and searches for exact meanings in every word and phrase. There is invariably this process, in an age when the exactness of the biblical text was undoubted, and the verbal inspiration taken literally. The meanings of one small text may be many, but they are all based on the exact word. This way of dealing with the text of a sermon is remote from us, but it had its literary as well as its theological advantages: for in those days a text had to be something more than a pretext; and the reasoning from it had to be close, and the illustrations of it clear. 53

         While insisting on the peculiar qualities of the prose of Donne, which make it unique in its own and any time, one ought to show him also in his place as one among the great divines of the English Church of that period, of whom Hooker is another, and Andrewes is another, and remark upon the extent to which not the Church only, but the whole of English civilisation, is indebted to those men. Without Hooker, the prose of the philosopher, the jurist, even of the scientist, would not have developed so rapidly; without Donne, the more ornate types of English prose, of Sir Thomas Browne and Jeremy Taylor, would not have developed so rapidly. And compare the prose of Donne with that of Thomas Nashe. Donne is of a more mature intellectual generation: not merely a greater writer, but more adult. There are ‘poetic’ passages in the prose of Nashe and his group: but with Donne the sensibility of the poet and dramatist is infused into a prose which is that of the man of thought.

         (From a talk on July 1)

         Elizabethan Travellers’ Tales

         Listener, 2. 26 (10 July 1929), 59–60. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup C292. In the quotation from Hakluyt ‘The 12 in the morning’ has been emended to ‘Then 12 in the morning’.

         I wish to turn away for a while from the professional men of letters, to consider a type of prose which is interesting in any period, because it gives a good index of the general state of prose writing in its time. All of the men we have so far dealt with have been professional writers, each in his own line; we shall presently meet with the amateur writer, the courtier and man of action, in Sir Walter Raleigh and Fulke Greville. But there are also men who, in the exercise of some other business, have occasion to set down plain accounts of their affairs. Among such people are travellers and explorers – except, of course, those who merely travel for the sake of writing up their adventures afterwards – and especially sea-captains, who are obliged to keep log-books. Often such writing, when simple and sincere, has a beauty of its own. For a famous modern specimen I will refer you, not to Doughty’s Arabia Deserta, which is the work of a very highly sophisticated professional writer, but to Captain Scott’s account of the death of Oates on the Antarctic Expedition, as moving a story of heroism as any I know, which is quoted in The Oxford Book of English Prose. Not only was there a good deal of such writing in Tudor times, but there was a good deal of public interest in it; and I do 54not think that I should give you a fair view of the types of Tudor prose unless I lingered a little over this one.

         It was natural that the English reading public, in the later days of Elizabeth, should take a lively interest in accounts of foreign countries. The exploits of their own navigators, before and after the Armada, filled them with exultation and curiosity. So there was a large consumption of books purporting to describe foreign parts and the Antipodes; and any account, from the most fraudulently fabulous to that of the genuine eyewitness, was eagerly received. Most of these books have no literary merit, but to Richard Hakluyt we owe a great debt. I have not recommended you to read Hakluyt yourselves, and you will understand the difficulty when I explain the nature of his book. It is called Principal Navigations, Voyages and Discoveries of the English Nation, and is designed to be nothing less than an encyclopedia of travels, voyages and explorations of Englishmen. It is in many volumes. Hakluyt was solely an editor, for the book is a compilation from many sources ancient and contemporary; it is, in fact, a source book. Many, perhaps most, of the inclusions are of little interest except to the historian; the literary merit varies indefinitely between one piece and the next. What are of interest to us are the narratives written by Elizabethan voyagers, often obscure or anonymous, about what they have themselves witnessed, and without pretence to literary style. If I knew of a good book of selections from Hakluyt, made with a view to illustrating the prose of Tudor navigators, I should recommend it to you; but so far as I know, there is no way with Hakluyt but to plough straight through the many volumes, or to look in each volume for what may be of interest.

         I will quote a passage which I have chosen because it is nothing out of the ordinary, but typical of the way these men write. It is from an account of the Last Voyage of Sir Francis Drake and Sir John Hawkins in the West Indies.

         
            The 4th of November we began to unlade the Richard, one of our victuallers, which was by the next day unladen, unrigged and then sunken. Then we stood North-west and then North; and the next morning saw the islands of Monserrata, Redonda, Estazia, St. Christopher and Saba. The biggest of these islands is not past 8 leagues long. There is good anchorage in 8, 7 and 5 fathoms water, fair white sand. Then we stood away south west, and on the 8 in the morning came to an anchor some 7 or 8 leagues off within certain broken islands called Las Virgines, which have been accounted dangerous: but we found there a very good road, had it been for a thousand sails of ships in 14, 12 and 8 fathoms fair sand 55and good anchorage, high islands on either side, but no fresh water that we could find: here is much fish to be taken with hooks and nets: also we stayed on shore and fowled. Here Sir John Hawkins was extreme sick; which his sickness began upon news of the taking of the Francis … Then 12 in the morning we weighed and set sail into the sea due south through a small straight but without danger, and then stood West and by North for St. Juan de Puerto Rico, and in the afternoon left the three small islands called ‘The Passages’ to the Southward of us, and that night came up to the Easternmost end of St. John, where Sir John Hawkins departed this life.

         

         It ought to strike you as curious how like this anonymous entry in an Elizabethan log-book is to any entry in any seaman’s log-book to-day. Somehow this passage strikes on my ear as more modern than anything I have quoted before. One reason for giving it is to point out to you that the skeleton, so to speak, of English prose was almost the same in Elizabethan times as it is to-day. When you find an Elizabethan with a plain tale to tell – and for plain tales one should go to log-books – he told it much as a master mariner of our own time would tell it; and told it, I think, very well. I get more of the sensation of reality in Elizabethan voyages out of reports like that than out of, let us say, Kingsley’s Westward Ho! This is not the romance of Drake and Hawkins fabricated in London; it is the reality.

         Here is an account of another adventure, the taking of Cartagena, by Sir Francis Drake:

         
            Our Lieutenant-General, taking the advantage of the dark (the daylight as yet not broken out) approached by the lowest ground, according to the express direction which himself had formerly given, the same being the sea-wash shore, where the water was somewhat fallen, so as most of all their shot was in vain. Our Lieutenant-General commanded our shot to forbear shooting until we were come to the wallside, and so with pikes roundly together we approached the place, where we soon found out the barricades of pipes or buts, to be the meetest place for our assault, which, notwithstanding it was well furnished with pikes and shot, was without staying attempted by us: down went the buts of earth, and pell mell came our swords and pikes together, after our shot had first given their volley, even at the enemies nose. Our pikes were somewhat longer than theirs, and our bodies better armed; for very few of them were armed; with which advantage our swords and pikes grew too hard for them, and they driven to give place. In this furious entry the Lieutenant-General slew with his own hands the 56chief Ensign Bearer of the Spaniards, who fought very manfully to his life’s end.

         

         This sort of narrative not only seems to me very good workmanlike prose, but brings me nearer to the reality of Elizabethan adventure than any modern romancing, or any contemporary romancing, such as the boisterous patriotism of Heywood in his play The Fair Maid of the West. In that play the Spanish captain, baffled by the stolid fortitude of his English prisoner, exclaims:

         
            
               These English! Can nothing daunt ’em?

            

         

         In the paragraph above the unknown narrator remarks modestly ‘our pikes were somewhat longer than theirs, and our bodies better armed’. He seems to me all the more a hero for that modest statement.

         I hope that a comparison of these passages with what I have quoted previously, and what you have read, will help to give you a wider view of the accomplishments of Tudor prose than you had before. I must pass now to a writer by no means anonymous, who has much in common with these [60] writers, but whose varied interests united several kinds of prose in his writings, just as they brought together several kinds of activity in his life. It is Sir Walter Raleigh.

         Now Raleigh is remarkable as a prose writer by the fact that, belonging to several worlds, the world of the court, the world of literature, the world of the quarterdeck, the world of the camp, he can combine several styles of prose. I might remind you as well of the still obscure and little-known club of atheists which is supposed to have met at his house, of which Thomas Kyd and Marlowe, the dramatists, are supposed to have been members. There is hardly a side of Elizabethan life which this Devonshire soldier of fortune did not touch. His account of the end of the Revenge, the fight off the Azores, is, I think, his masterpiece. There are many bits I should like to quote: his picture of the sailors falling off the deck of a Spanish galley stuck on a mudbank, like sacks of coals poured out. But I cannot find anything better or more typical than the passage already quoted by Mr Robertson and by Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch.

         
            All the powder of the ‘Revenge’ to the last barrel was now spent, all her pikes broken, forty of her best men slain, and the most part of the rest hurt. In the beginning of the fight she had but one hundredth free from sickness, and fourscore and ten sick, laid in hold upon the ballast. A small troop of men to such a ship, and a weak garrison to resist so mighty an army. By those hundred all was sustained, the volleys, boardings, and entrings of fifteen ships of war, besides those which beat her at large. On the contrary, the Spanish were 57always supplied with soldiers brought from every squadron; all manner of arms, and powder at will. Unto ours there remained no comfort at all, no hope, no supply either of ships, men or weapons; the masts all beaten overboard, all her tackle cut asunder, her upper work altogether razed; and in effect evened she was with the water – but the very foundation or bottom of a ship, nothing being left overhead either for flight or defence.

         

         The same man could write a dithyrambic address to Death which reminds us of Donne, Taylor, or Thomas Browne; but the style of the paragraph I have just quoted he learned in the same school as the humble authors of log-books such as I have mentioned. In his account of the discovery of Guiana he could give a fair plain narrative, with observations upon the geography, flora and fauna, and the customs of the inhabitants. Not the least interesting part of that book is the report of recommendations which Raleigh drew up for the Queen, including a practical scheme for discrediting the Spaniards among the natives:

         
            De las Casas book of the Spanish cruelties with fair pictures, or at least a large table of pictures expressing the particularities of the cruelties there specified (neatly wrought for the better credit of our workmanship, and their easier understanding) would be sent to the Inca, and his Caciques by some interpreters, that they may publish them among their vassals, and to all the estates of the confining countries round about that they may be all (as much as is possible) conjointly linked, and exasperated against the Spaniards. And by informing them that the Spaniards do hold their religion of the Pope, the great enchanter or cousener, and troubler of the world, who sent them first to invade those countries, who teacheth them to break all faith, promises, oaths, covenants with all such as be not of their own religion, so far forth as may serve his turn, who giveth his followers dispensation to steal, rob, rebel and murder; and likewise pardoneth for money whatsoever wrongs or villainies, are by them committed.

         

         I am not able, in the space that I have, to describe the rise of historical writing in Tudor England, or to deal with it as a special type. I have had to make rather simple divisions; and to deal with history by itself. I should have to bring in the work of translators, and particularly Berners’ translation of Froissart’s Chronicles; and I should have had to touch upon it in discussing Bacon, whose History of the Reign of Henry VII is one of the first modern English histories. Modern history had begun in France and Italy before it was practised in England. From Machiavelli and 58Guicciardini, Bacon and others learned something of the art of scholarly and reflective history; from Froissart and Commines they learned that the Chronicle can be a living memoir of events in which the author took part. I would point out especially that I believe the writing of history in English was very much aided by the work of men like Raleigh and the various navigators who recounted their own experiences. Gradually the sense of fact asserts itself, gradually the English mind becomes more critical of hearsay and old myths and records. Holinshed, to whom Shakespeare owed so much, is still a medieval chronicler; Bacon and Raleigh are modern historians. We must still wait for Lord Clarendon, writing after the accession of Charles II, for the first great historical work in English by an Englishman. But the sense of history was greatly developed by men writing about their own experiences with a feeling that they were a part of history, not merely personal adventures.

         Raleigh’s History of the World is an important historical work in another way. It is not important for its information, because he began with the Creation of the World and left it unfinished before he had reached A.D., but because of his conception of there being such a thing as a history of the world. Bacon, in his history of Henry VII’s reign, shows a perception of history as not merely a chronicle of events, but as an illustration of character, and as material for the study of the theory of government. Raleigh, in his history of the world, is the first person to show a perception of the unity of history, of the relation of the history of one race and nation to that of another; and though he does not use the modern word, he is the first to have some grasp of the concept of civilisation in general, of a process and development in the history of people after people. It is, I think, a very remarkable thing that the man who was primarily a soldier and sailor and courtier, incidentally a minor poet, could both set down in such fine English the images of actions in which he had taken part, such curiosity about the countries and strange peoples which he visited, and, at the same time, have such a view of the meaning of history as a whole.

         (From a talk on July 9) 59

         The Tudor Biographers

         Listener, 2. 27 (17 July 1929), 94–5. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’.

In the penultimate para. ‘Stewart’ has been corrected to ‘Stuart’. Gallup C293.

         The three specimens of the art of biography, with which I shall close my review of Tudor types, all come rather late in history. Fulke Greville’s life of his friend Sir Philip Sidney was not published until 1652, twenty-four years after the author’s death. Lord Herbert of Cherbury, the brother of the more famous George Herbert, is really a Caroline, born in 1583. Sir Thomas Urquhart, whose translation of Rabelais I have already mentioned, is a true anachronism, for his little biography of Crichtoun was published in 1652. Yet he is an Elizabethan in spirit, and in those days his native seat of Cromartie was a long way from London; and as Mr Charles Whibley, in his essay on Urquhart reprinted in his Studies in Frankness, has vindicated his inclusion of Urquhart as a Tudor translator, I need not supply a fresh vindication of my inclusion of him as a Tudor biographer. And the recent appearance of an edition of The Admirable Crichtoun, by Harpers, edited by Mr Hamish Miles – a book of which my only complaint is that it costs a guinea – makes Urquhart’s inclusion all the more desirable.

         And when we have considered the biography, I hope and believe that I shall have covered all the important types of late Tudor prose. I do not suggest that other types of prose have not been discovered later. Pepys’s Diary, for instance, represents a later stage of civilisation; for perfect specimens of letter-writing we must wait at least for Dorothy Temple; good parliamentary oratory is hardly possible before the eighteenth century. But nearly all the major possibilities of English prose were first exploited by Elizabethans.

         The informal biography is very popular at the present time, both here and abroad; witness the work of Mr Lytton Strachey and of his semidisciple M. André Maurois, whose lectures, called Aspects of Biography, have lately been published in England. It represents, of course, a reaction against the official two-volume biography – not necessarily against only the biographies of statesmen published by authority of their executors. The Elizabethans knew nothing of the official biography. Fulke Greville writes with passionate enthusiasm of a friend, Urquhart with equal enthusiasm, though not as a personal friend, of his countryman.

         Fulke Greville, Lord Brooke, whose proud tomb you can see at Warwick, was a man of Sir Philip Sidney’s own type, and one of the set of courtly poets associated with the name of Sidney’s sister, the Countess of Pembroke. He was the author of several plays in which there 60is much really fine poetry; he was one of those called ‘Senecals’ who tried unsuccessfully to impose the classical or Senecan form upon modern English tragedy. He followed much the same career as Philip Sidney, with less distinction and with less romance. He had, I think, a profounder mind, a better intellect, than Sidney, yet he survives more as the biographer of Sidney than for any other of his accomplishments. It is not wholly unjust; for Greville was not a great enough thinker or great enough poet to stand out in an age of so many great men. Neither was Sidney; but Sidney remains as the typical figure of the literary courtier and soldier of the age; and Greville as his biographer.

         Greville does not follow any method that the reader of any modern biography might expect. He gives no dates, says nothing of Sidney’s marriage or domestic life; and on the other hand includes, even in quite a short book, a good deal that we should not expect: reflections on the policy of Queen Elizabeth and the situation abroad; and critical remarks about his own dramatic works. Yet his enthusiastic admiration for his friend does, in the end, give us something like a portrait.

         There is one story of Sir Philip Sidney which every child has read, but not every adult has read it in the words in which Greville tells it. At the battle of Zutphen Sidney was mortally wounded:

         
            Howsoever, by this stand, an unfortunate hand out of those forespoken trenches, brake the bone of Sir Philip’s thigh with a musket shot. The horse he rode upon, was rather furiously choleric, than bravely proud, and so forced him to forsake the field, but not his back, as the noblest, and fittest bier to carry a martial commander to his grave. In which sad progress, passing along by the rest of the Army, where his uncle the general was, and being thirsty with excess of bleeding, he called for drink, which was presently brought him; but as he was putting the bottle to his mouth, he saw a poor soldier carried along, who had eaten his last at the same feast, ghastly casting up his eyes at the bottle. Which Sir Philip perceiving, took it from his head, before he drank, and delivered it to the poor man, with these words, ‘Thy necessity is greater than mine.’ And when he had pledged this poor soldier, he was presently carried to Arnheim.

         

         Greville is not, I admit, a great prose writer; it is seldom that he writes even as well as this; he is at his best in verse, and verse of a solemn declamatory sort. Yet his little Life of Sidney, with all the tiresome irrelevancies he includes, and all the interesting detail he leaves out, remains a biography of permanent enjoyment; and an important step towards modern biographical writing. 61

         Urquhart is a very different figure, a great if extravagant prose writer, and a real eccentric. He was a Scot of very long lineage, which he made still longer, by compiling a family tree tracing the descent of the Urquharts from Adam, and bringing in on the way the best mythological families of Greece, as well as the Queen of Sheba. With such a descent, it is not surprising that he stood by his King, and hated Presbyterians, against whom he employed the resources of his enormous vocabulary. It is also not surprising, though deplorable, that some of the Roundhead troops retaliated by destroying many of his manuscripts. But out of what were left he himself survived to make some compilations: the little Life of Crichtoun is really an incident in a greater work, but complete in itself. It is not, like Greville’s Sidney, a memorial to a friend or acquaintance; The Admirable Crichtoun, a Scottish adventurer at Italian courts, was merely a personage who excited Urquhart’s imagination, as another Scot who was his model in the arts and practices of manhood, warfare, scholarship, gallantry and courtesy. His story is therefore a kind of fantasia, yet a more straightforward and lucid narrative than that of Greville. While Greville’s prose hobbles, that of Urquhart’s sports like a dancing horse – I was going to say a dancing elephant, but that would not be quite [95] fair. Here is his account of a duel in which the Scot, the ‘matchless Crichtoun’, of course vanquished his Italian adversary:

         
            The sweetness of Crichtoun’s countenance, in the hottest of the assault, like a glance of lightning on the hearts of the spectators, brought all the Italian ladies on a sudden to be enamoured of him; whilst the sternness of the other’s aspect, he looking like an enraged bear, would have struck terror into wolves, and affrighted an English mastiff. Though they were both in their linens (to wit, shirts and drawers, without any other apparel) and in all outward conveniences equally adjusted; the Italian, with redoubling his strokes, foamed at the mouth with a choleric heart, and fetched a pantling breath: the Scot, in sustaining his charge, kept himself in a pleasant temper, without passion, and made void his designs: he alters his wards from tierce to quart; he primes and seconds it, now high, now low, and casts his body (like another Proteus) into all the shapes he can, to spy an open on his adversary, and lay hold of an advantage; but all in vain: for the invincible Crichtoun, whom no cunning was able to surprise, contrepostures his respective wards, and with an incredible nimbleness of both hand and foot, evades his intent, and frustrates the invasion.

         

         I admit that Urquhart, in this passage, is not altogether orderly with his pronouns; so that you probably were not sure at every moment 62whether he was speaking of the Scot or of his Italian antagonist; but there is life and beauty in the style. Urquhart has a verbal vitality similar to that of Nashe; but I think he is a finer and more mature writer. You say at every page: ‘he can never keep this up’, but he does keep it up, and the lyrical strain never flags to the end. He has, of course, a fine theme to end on, in Crichtoun’s death. Crichtoun is waylaid by the ungrateful and jealous Italian princeling whom he had loyally tutored, with a band of ruffians. Crichtoun, single-handed, routs the band utterly, and is about to despatch the prince himself, who was masked, when he is made aware of the prince’s identity. Then, as the flower of courtesy, he kneels and humbly offers his sword to the prince, who, I am sorry to say, runs Crichtoun through the body with it. ‘In the interim of which accident’, as Urquhart puts it, the beautiful Italian lady who was enamoured of Crichtoun:

         
            having slipped herself into a cloth of gold petticoat, in the anterior scente whereof was an asterisk pouch, wherein were enchased fifteen several diamonds, representative of the constellation of the primest stars in the sign of Virgo …

         

         (the rest of her dress and the beauty of her person are described in a sentence three pages long) appears upon the scene, and

         
            All this from their imagination being conveyed into the penitissim corners of their souls in that short space which I have already told, she, rending her garments, and tearing her hair, like one of the graces possessed with a fury, spoke thus: ‘O villains! what have you done? you vipers of men, that have thus basely slain the valiant Crichtoun, the sword of his own sex, and buckler of ours, the glory of his age, and restorer of the lost honour of the court of Mantua: O Crichtoun, Crichtoun!’

         

         Greville’s Life of Sidney, and Urquhart’s Life of Crichtoun still more so, are delightful books to read, or I should not have dealt with them. But we must recognise also that in spite of the prolix inconsequence of the first, and the amazing extravaganza of the second, there is in them the beginning of modern biography. Any earlier works which may look like biography belong more nearly to the beginning of modern history.

         Lord Herbert of Cherbury, a great member of a great family, was one of those curious mixed natures – philosopher, scholar, poet, courtier, and not wholly admirable politician – who belong to a type not so purely Elizabethan and Stuart as we like to suppose. He wrote the story of his own life, as he says and no doubt believed, for usefulness to posterity: its usefulness has been not quite that aimed at. He was extremely conceited, 63and rather thick-skinned; somewhat vainglorious, and he sometimes twists the facts to suit his vanity. The first and dullest part of the book takes its origins in such works as The Courtier and The Gouvernor, which deal with the proper education for young gentlemen. We learn, what is not very interesting, that Lord Herbert approved of swimming, except for those who are subject to convulsions and cramps, and disapproved of horse-racing and dicing. The story only begins to be interesting when he decides, after an inconclusive argument with his wife about the settlements they should make for their children to travel abroad, taking with him as secretary, by the way, one of the most charming minor poets of the time, Aurelian Townshend.

         The book was written by a tiresome and not altogether honest-minded man, yet an able philosopher and poet. It is interesting in the story of English prose, because the beginning of autobiography marks a further stage beyond the beginning of biography, in the development of the English mind. What information Herbert gives us about himself is not quite what he intended to convey; but although he is not, we feel, really frank about himself, yet he professed and pretended to be, and that is already something. And when we read some of the greater biographies in English, such as that of Gibbon or that of John Stuart Mill, we shall appreciate them all the better for knowing something about the beginnings of this type of prose.

         (From a talk on July 16)

         The Early Novel

         Review of The History of the English Novel: The Elizabethan Age and After by Ernest A. Baker (1929), and John Lyly and the Italian Renaissance by Violet A. Jeffery (1929).

         TLS, 1434 (25 July 1929), 589. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C293a.

         Professor Baker’s book succeeds in fulfilling two functions: by itself, it summarises usefully all the information about the forms of fiction in Elizabethan times; and it also takes its place as one volume in his history of the novel of which several volumes remain to be written. It covers, we believe, the most difficult period of the history of the novel; and the task was difficult because the ‘novel’ at that period must be a somewhat arbitrary distinction. Few of the writers of the time were solely or even primarily novelists; and with the exception of Deloney, they are all more interesting for their miscellaneous work than for their novels or romances. Dr Baker has made the book, rightly, as comprehensive as 64possible; nothing is omitted which could be fitted in; and he has made a useful book of reference as well as one section of a history.

         Only a study of this kind can impress upon us how very slow the development of the modern novel was, how long it had to wait for the propitious moment to emerge as a distinct form of writing. As Dr Baker says, if the Elizabethans had evolved the novel, it would have been of a very different type from that of Richardson and Fielding. The needs which the novel came to satisfy were not existent; for the major needs of literature were all satisfied by the drama. Therefore the Elizabethan ‘novel’ takes two forms: the artificial and sterile form of Sidney and Lyly; and the popular journalism of Deloney and the pamphleteers: it is the latter which provides the real origins. Elizabethan fiction, in Dr Baker’s words, is ‘an obscure, slight and unsatisfactory affair’. He points out admirably the two chief obstacles to its being anything else:

         
            One vital need – one, however, of which no writer saw the real bearings – was the want of a suitable prose. Most of the current prose – all of it indeed that was employed in works to be read for enjoyment – was a much more artificial mode of expression than the diction of contemporary verse. Denied the charms of rhyme and metre, the prose writer did not reflect that poetic licence was also disallowed; on the contrary, he tried to make up for the deficiency by an exhausting strain after point and epigram, trope and metaphor, and such artificial effects of assonance, alliteration, and iterating cadence as in verse would have been intolerable.

         

         The other reason was that

         
            writers had the vaguest and most confused apprehension of the problem to be solved; whether the main object was the story or the moral, the incidents or the picture of life; truth, insight, life-likeness, or strangeness, ingenuity, surprise.

         

         And Dr Baker concludes that ‘fiction does not normally arise and flourish in times of intense creative energy’, but rather ‘in the quiet intervals when writers are less imaginative and more critical’.

         Concerning the individual writers – Sidney, Lyly, Greene, Lodge, Nashe, Deloney, Dekker and others, there is little new to be said; but the reader will find an accurate account, with specimens. Dr Baker’s inclusion of the writers of ‘characters’ may seem a little superfluous, but it is vindicated by its issue in the imaginary portraits of Addison. The inclusion of Addison remains to be vindicated by the next volume of the work. Our only question of Dr Baker’s method is one which cannot be answered until these volumes appear: we wonder whether his method is 65to take the modern novel, the developed type, and trace the causes which led up to it, or whether he is merely chronicling the various writings which look something like the novel. We do not see how his work can be more than a chronicle unless he has made up his mind as to what a novel is. But the acuteness of some of his comments lends us to hope that he has done so.

         Miss Jeffery’s book is a thesis on a special subject. Some modern scholars have asserted that Lyly owes no direct debt to Italian authors. The common reader would suppose the contrary; and the researches of other scholars, such as Professor Schoell, show more and more the indebtedness of Elizabethan writers to Continental contemporaries. Miss Jeffery has not quite as clear a case as Dr Schoell had in tracing the borrowings of Chapman, but her accumulation of probabilities, powerful and concurrent, lends to conviction. We often suppose that if a writer borrows he must borrow from those of his contemporaries who are still remembered and important. Lyly was probably influenced in some general tricks of story-telling by such writers as Boccaccio and Bandello; but Miss Jeffery’s evidence goes to show that a huge mass of now forgotten Italian literature was in circulation in England, and that Lyly took more from forgotten authors than from remembered.

         The extent to which Lyly ‘borrowed’ does not, however, impugn his originality. He does nothing that any modern author would be ashamed to do. Miss Jeffery’s dissertation does help us to a more critical appraisal of that strange genius. Lyly issues from her hands still one of the most inventive and original of authors. He is one of those unfortunate writers who illustrate the truth that originality is not enough. His inventions left so little mark – he did no more than invent a fashion which better men adopted and worked their way out of – because they were so superficial. They did not represent any serious development of mind or sensibility; yet Lyly helped other men to develop. Investigations like Miss Jeffery’s are of the greatest value to anyone who wishes to understand the Elizabethan mind. When we have studied it for many years we come to recognise that it is different from ours in many ways in which we had taken it to be similar; and similar to ours in many ways in which we had taken it to be different. 66

         Second Thoughts about Humanism

         ’Second Thoughts about Humanism’ was publ. in New Adelphi, 2. 4 ( June/Aug. 1929), [304]–10, and revised in Hound and Horn, 2. 4 ( July/Sept. 1929), 339–50: Gallup C285.

Further revised in SE. See below, pp. 604–13.

         Preface

         Dante was publ. by Faber & Faber as ‘The Poets on The Poets – No. 2’ on 27 Sept. 1929: Gallup A13. Revised in SE. See below, pp. 448–83.

         Eliot’s Preface (pp. 11–13) is printed here.

         If my task had been to produce another brief ‘introduction to the study of Dante’ I should have been incompetent to perform it. But in a series of essays of ‘Poets on Poets’ the undertaking, as I understand it, is quite a different one. A contemporary writer of verse, in writing a pamphlet of this description, is required only to give a faithful account of his acquaintance with the poet of whom he writes. This, and no more, I can do; and this is the only way in which I can treat an author of whom so much has been written, that can make any pretence to novelty. I have found no other poet than Dante to whom I could apply continually, for many purposes, and with much profit, during a familiarity of twenty years. I am not a Dante scholar; my Italian is chiefly self-taught, and learnt primarily in order to read Dante; I need still to make constant reference to translations. Yet it has occurred to me that by relating the process of my own gradual and still very imperfect knowledge of Dante, I might give some help to persons who must begin where I began – with a public school knowledge of Latin, a traveller’s smattering of Italian, and a literal translation beside the text. For this reason my order, in the [12] following chapters, is the order of my own initiation. I begin with detail, and approach the general scheme. I began myself with passages of the Inferno which I could understand, passed on to the Purgatorio in the same way, and only after years of experience began to appreciate the Paradiso; from which I reverted to the other parts of the poem and slowly realised the unity of the whole. I believe that it is quite natural and right to tackle the Vita Nuova afterwards. For an English reader who reads the Vita Nuova too soon is in danger of reading it under Pre-Raphaelite influence.

         My purpose has been to persuade the reader first of the importance of Dante as a master – I may even say, the master – for a poet writing to-day 67in any language. And there ensues from that, the importance of Dante to anyone who would appreciate modern poetry, in any language. I should not trust the opinion of anyone who pretended to judge modern verse without knowing Homer, Dante, and Shakespeare. It does not in the least follow that a poet is negligible because he does not know these three.

         Having thus excused this book, I do not feel called upon to give any bibliography. Anyone can easily discover more Dante bibliography than anyone can use. But I should like to mention one book which has been of use to me: the Dante of Professor Charles Grandgent of Harvard. I owe something to an essay by Mr Ezra Pound in his Spirit of Romance, but more to his table-talk; and [13] I owe something to Mr Santayana’s essay in Three Philosophical Poets. And one should at least glance at the Readings of W. W. Vernon in order to see how far into medieval philosophy, theology, science, and literature a thorough study of Dante must go.

         The reader whom I have kept in mind, in writing this essay, is the reader who commences his reading of Dante with Messrs Dent’s invaluable Temple Classics edition (3 volumes at 2s. each). For this reason I have in quotations followed the Temple Classics edition text, and have followed pretty closely the translation in the same volumes. It is hardly necessary to say that where my version varies it nowhere pretends to greater accuracy than that excellent translation. Anyone who reads my essay before attempting Dante at all will be likely to turn next to the Temple Classics edition, with its text and translation on opposite pages. There is something to be said for Longfellow’s, and something for Norton’s translation; but for anyone who can follow the Italian even gropingly the Temple translation is the best.

         A Commentary

         C., 9. 34 (Oct. 1929), 1–6. Unsigned. Gallup C295.

         lord brentford’s apology

         In the Nineteenth Century for August is published a very interesting article by the late Conservative Home Secretary over his new name. It confirms the opinion that we have always held; that the late Sir William Joynson-Hicks is a very honest, conscientious, public-spirited and bewildered man. The article is entitled ‘“Censorship” of Books.’ As the inverted commas suggest, Lord Brentford reminds us of what we already knew, that there is no ‘censorship’ of books in Britain. Lord Brentford 68answers, with perfect honesty and almost ‘disarming ingenuousness’ some of his critics; he does not answer the criticisms, or respond to the proposals, made in The Criterion, of which we are sure he has never heard. It is for this reason that we venture to comment on his apology.

         Lord Brentford’s defence of his action in the case of The Well of Loneliness is conducted against those opponents whom it is easiest to attack; those who believe that the book is a ‘work of art’. It has therefore no force against the comments previously made in this review. We have held, throughout, the view that the question of whether a work is a ‘work of art’ is a red herring. It would mean [2] in practice that we should be judged by pundits of art (Bereson or Duveen) or pundits of literary criticism instead of by Mr Mead – and we had as soon deal with Mr Mead. It is not a question of ‘art’ but of public liberties. We should like to point out to Lord Brentford that we did not consider The Well of Loneliness to be a work of art, but merely a dull, badly written, hysterical book with an unpleasant strain of religiosity; and that judging it thus we still insisted that it should have been allowed to circulate.

         A large part of Lord Brentford’s defence may be summed up in the plaintive cry: ‘what else is a Home Secretary to do – in the actual circumstances?’ It is indeed very difficult to say what else a Home Secretary should do. A daily newspaper, or a Sunday newspaper informs its readers that a certain book, of which the vast majority would not otherwise have heard, is frightfully shocking. Its readers, no doubt, flock to be shocked. And the matter is ‘brought to the notice’ of the Home Secretary. And a Home Secretary has to think of the interests of the nation, and of the interests of his party, and so matters take their course. And the Home Secretary, being a Home Secretary, has no time to think what he, as an individual, thinks about it, or how his opinion, as an individual’s, weighs against that of other individuals who are distinguished not by being cabinet ministers but because of what they have done as individuals; he is in the unfortunate position of being a Home Secretary, as there have been, are and will be.

         It is interesting to note from Lord Brentford’s article that ‘the Home Secretary never moved against other than admittedly pornographic productions of his own volition.’ He admits that there are ‘pornographic productions’ which even a Home Secretary can detect without prompting! and neither we nor anyone else has ever objected to his ‘movements’ against such. But there are apparently other productions, in the case of which the Home Secretary cannot move because he does not trust his own opinion, [3] but only moves because he takes the opinion of the penny press, or of any busybody who chooses to protest, and finally of Mr Mead. But the late Home Secretary has admitted that there are ‘admittedly’ 69pornographic productions; which is what we have contended; so we suggest that Home Secretaries should confine themselves to ‘moving’ against what is ‘admitted.’

         Lord Brentford concedes that ‘there is already a far greater freedom in literature now than there was when the act of 1857 was passed’. But he fails to say whether this freedom is commendable or deplorable. It must be one or the other. If it is good, then perhaps a little more freedom would be better. If it is bad, then Lord Brentford ought to have the courage to say that we have too much freedom. He seems to say at this point; be patient, and before long you will be able to publish anything you like.

         We fear that Lord Brentford, like many other people, has ceased to be a human being – that is to say, has ceased to think independently – because he has been a Statesman. The views he has expressed in this article are of no more value than those of the humblest Police Officer – like Lord Brentford, a servant of the public. When Lord Brentford provides us with his frank opinion of what public morals really are, when he shows us that he has thought out for himself what public morals ought to be; when he convinces us that he really knows what the words mean when he talks glibly of books ‘debauching the young,’ or ‘corrupting,’ we may be inclined to give him the attention that we would give to any serious undergraduate. Has he really spent much time considering how the young are debauched or how human souls are corrupted, and how much books have to do with it? Has he, in his busy life, ever had time to think deeply about the relation of art and morals, and morals and religion? Some men have found these problems so difficult that they have had no time for anything else.

         [4] mr mead, and the bishop of natal

         Mr Mead the magistrate, has meanwhile exhibited the British sense of fair play, by ordaining that Mr D. H. Lawrence’s paintings shall no longer be exhibited, but need not be destroyed. Some reproductions of these paintings are to be destroyed, but not the paintings themselves. Here again, we are not interested to decide whether Mr Lawrence’s paintings are masterpieces or daubs. We learn that features of these paintings were ‘unnecessarily developed’, and we must accept the Marlborough Street Theory of Necessity. But one of the interesting points in the inquest is shown by the following quotation from the conversation at the hearing, which we take from a newspaper of August 9th, 1929:

         
            Mr Hutchinson: Were the proceedings started by a private individual or the authorities?

            Mr Mead (to Inspector Hester): You need not answer that. 70

         

         Inspector Hester did not need to answer that, but it is a question which the public would very much like to hear answered; and the public has a right to know the answer. Because, the same news-sheet which first informed us that there was an exhibition of shocking paintings by Mr Lawrence had previously informed us of another shocking exhibition by a famous foreign painter of whom we had never heard, so shocking that the Ambassador of the country to which that painter belonged (we were told) did not visit the show until the most shocking of these passionate canvasses had been removed. Yet neither Mr Mead nor Mr Muskett was called upon to judge these paintings. We have not seen either these or Mr Lawrence’s. Mr Lawrence is a British subject, one of half a dozen writers whose work commands respect in foreign countries. We are reminded of three sentences of Matthew Arnold:

         
            Occasionally, the uncritical spirit of our race determines to perform a great public act of self-humiliation. Such an act it has recently accomplished. It has just [5] sent forth as its scape-goat into the wilderness, amidst a titter from educated Europe, the Bishop of Natal.

         

         further reflections

         But what we should like to be able to gauge, is the extent to which public action is hustled by a certain section of the daily press. We have lately seen the daily press, which offers to its readers a small amount of news and an extensive space of bathing beauties, direct its readers to ‘obscene’ books and ‘obscene’ picture shows, and then exult in their condemnation. We also see the daily press providing ‘policies’ for political parties. Now we have not concealed our opinion that the party upon which these benefactions have most liberally been showered is remarkably destitute of ideas. But we must add that the method in question is the last one which we should recommend for injection of energy. We conjure any members of that party who have any incipient tendency towards thought, to think themselves and to welcome thinking, but to remain hostile to any programme which shows no evidence of having germinated from the solitary thought of a disinterested individual. The first requisite of any political movement which may hope to influence the future, should be indifference to success and loyalty to slowly formed conviction.

         of your charity

         Pray for the soul of Hugo von Hofmannsthal. We mention him particularly because he supported and contributed to the Criterion. Hofmannsthal, who is not long dead, was a fine poet and a fine prose writer. He was, 71during his lifetime, the leading man of letters in Vienna. Not only by his own work, but by his patronage, his influence, and the periodicals which he affected, one of the great European men of letters. Most English readers know him only as the author of the librettos of Strauss’s operas, especially Elektra. Those who know German recognise the poet and prose writer. Hofmannsthal was a man of European culture. In some [6] of his verse plays, such as Sobeidens Hochzeit, he showed himself to be saturated in Elizabethan and Jacobean drama, which he knew intimately; in some of his later work, he showed an equal intimacy with Spanish drama, with Lope and Calderón. Yet his work was never pastiche. He is one of the writers in German whose work appears as fine after the War as it did before, and whose tendency and influence may be described as ‘classical.’ And he was a man of great charm and great culture.

         Experiment in Criticism

         ’Experiment in Criticism’ was publ. in Bookman, 70. 3 (Nov. 1929), 225–33. Subheaded by T. S. Eliot. Gallup C296. Revised as Tradition and Experiment in Present-Day Literature (publ. 25 Nov. 1929): Gallup B11. See next item.

         Tradition and Experiment in Present-Day Literature

         Tradition and Experiment in Present-Day Literature: Addresses Delivered at the City Literary Institute (publ. 25 Nov. 1929), [198]–215. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup B11.

Revised from Bookman, 70. 3 (Nov. 1929), 225–33: Gallup C296.

         On p. 202 ‘exasperating books’ has been corrected to ‘exasperating book’.

         1 There is no department of literature in which it is more difficult to establish a distinction between ‘traditional’ and ‘experimental’ work than literary criticism. For here both words may be taken in two senses. By traditional criticism we may mean that which follows the same methods, aims at the same ends, and expresses much the same state of mind as the criticism of the preceding generation. Or we may mean something quite different: a criticism which has a definite theory of the meaning and value of the term ‘tradition’, and which may be experimental in reverting to masters who have been forgotten. And as for ‘experiment’ one may mean the more original work of the present generation, or else the work of critics who are pushing into new fields of inquiry, or enlarging 72the scope of criticism with other kinds of knowledge. To use the word ‘experimental’ in the first sense would be invidious, for it would cover all the critical work of our time which one considers to have merit. For it is obvious that every generation has a new point of view, and is self-conscious in the critic; his work is twofold, to interpret the past to the present, and to judge the present in the light of the past. We have to see literature through our own temperament in order to see it at all, though our vision is always partial and our judgement always prejudiced; no generation, and no individual, can appreciate every dead author and every past period; universal good taste is never realised. In this way, all criticism is experimental, just as the mode of life of every generation is an experiment. It is [199] only in my second sense, therefore, that it is worth while to talk of experimental criticism; only by considering what critics to-day may be deliberately attempting some kind of critical work which has not been deliberately attempted before.

         
             

         

         2 In order to make clear exactly what there is that is new in contemporary critical writing I shall have to go back a hundred years. We may say, roughly, that modern criticism begins with the work of the French critic Sainte-Beuve, that is to say about the year 1826. Before him, Coleridge had attempted a new type of criticism, a type which is in some respects more allied to what is now called aesthetics than to literary criticism. But from the Renaissance through the eighteenth century literary criticism had been confined to two narrow and closely related types. One was a type which has always existed and I hope always will; for it can always have very great value: it may be called practical notes on the art of writing by practitioners, parallel to the treatises on painting which have been left us by Leonardo da Vinci and others. Such notes are of the greatest value to other artists, particularly when studied in conjunction with the author’s own work. Two classical examples in English are the Elizabethan treatises on rhymed and unrhymed verse written by Thomas Campion and Samuel Daniel. The prefaces and essays of Dryden, the prefaces of Corneille, are of the same type but on a larger scale and engage wider issues. But at the same time there is a large body of criticism, a considerable quantity in English and still more in French, written by men who were professionally critics rather than creative writers: the most famous critic of this sort is of course Boileau. This type of critic was primarily the [200] arbiter of taste, and his task was to praise and condemn the work of his contemporaries, and especially to lay down the laws of good writing. These laws were supposed to be drawn from the practice, but still more from the theory, of the ancients. Aristotle was highly respected; but in practice this type of criticism was usually far 73from following the profound insight of Aristotle, and confined itself to translating, imitating, and plagiarising Horace’s Art of Poetry. At its best, it confirmed and maintained permanent standards of good writing; at its worst it was a mere sequence of precepts. In general, French criticism was more theoretic, and as in La Harpe, more desiccated; the normal English type was nearer to plain good sense, as in Johnson’s Lives of the Poets; though interesting theory, usually on specific literary types such as the drama, is found in authors like Thomas Rymer and Daniel Webb in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries.

         
             

         

         3 It is worth delaying for a moment to point out one of the qualities of seventeenth- and eighteenth-century literary criticism, which gives it enduring value and at the same time marks it off from more modern criticism. We are apt to think of this older criticism as dry and formal, and as setting up classical moulds in which no living literature could be shaped. But we should remember in its favour that this criticism recognised literature as literature, and not another thing. Literature was something distinct from philosophy and psychology and every other study; and its purpose was to give a refined pleasure to persons of sufficient leisure and breeding. If the older critics had not taken for granted that literature was something primarily to be enjoyed, they could not have occupied themselves so sedulously with laying [201] down rules of what was right to enjoy. This seems a very commonplace remark, and no distinction; but if you compare the criticism of those two centuries with that of the nineteenth, you will see that the latter does not take this simple truth wholly for granted. Literature is often treated by the critic rather as a means for eliciting truth or acquiring knowledge. If the critic is of a more philosophic or religious mind, he will look for the expression of philosophic or religious intuition in the work of the author criticised; if he is of a more realistic turn, he will look to literature as material for the discovery of psychological truths, or as documents illustrating social history. Even in the mouths of Walter Pater and his disciples, the phrase ‘art for art’s sake’ means something very different from the sense in which literature was for literature’s sake up to the latter part of the eighteenth century. If you read carefully the famous epilogue to Pater’s Studies in the Renaissance you will see that ‘art for art’s sake’ means nothing less than art as a substitute for everything else, and as a purveyor of emotions and sensations which belong to life rather than to art. To distinguish clearly between these two attitudes, that of art for art’s sake and that of the eighteenth century, does require a strong effort of imagination. But the former doctrine would have been unintelligible to the earlier age. For the earlier period, art and literature were not substitutes for religion 74or philosophy or morals or politics, any more than for duelling or love-making: they were special and limited adornments of life. On each side there is a profit and a loss. We have gained perhaps a deeper insight, now and then; whether we enjoy literature any more keenly than our ancestors I do not know; but I think we should [202] return again and again to the critical writings of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, to remind ourselves of that simple truth that literature is primarily literature, a means of refined and intellectual pleasure.

         
             

         

         4 How, we ask immediately, did human beings ever come to abandon so simple and satisfying a limitation of criticism? The change comes about incidentally to a larger change, which may be described as the growth of the historical attitude. But this change – to which I shall return in a moment – is preceded, so far as literary criticism is concerned – by a freakish phenomenon, by a book written by one of the wisest and most foolish men of his time and perhaps the most extraordinary; a book which is itself one of the wisest and silliest, the most exciting and most exasperating book of criticism ever written – the Biographia Literaria of Coleridge. There, if you like, was ‘experiment in criticism’, everything in fact except the power of sticking to the point – a power noticeably absent from Coleridge’s ill-regulated life. Coleridge was one of the most learned men of his time, and no man of his time had wider interests except Goethe; and one of the first things that strikes us about his book, besides its uncommon diffuseness, is the novel variety of knowledge which he brings to bear on literary criticism. Much of his knowledge, as of the romantic German philosophers, does not seem to us to-day particularly worth having, but it was held to be valuable then; and we owe to Coleridge as much as to anybody our enjoyment of the doubtful benefits of German Idealism. His book naturally contains specimens of several types of criticism; its impulse, of course, was a defence of the new – or as the newspapers of our time would say, ‘modernist’ poetry of Wordsworth; and as [203] such belongs to the type of technical notes of a craftsman; but when Coleridge started on anything, it could lead to almost everything else. He had not the historical point of view, but by the catholicity of his literary lore, and his ability for sudden and illuminating comparisons drawn from poetry of different ages and different languages, he anticipated some of the most useful accomplishments of the historical method. But one thing that Coleridge did effect for literary criticism is this. He brought out clearly the relation of literary criticism to that branch of philosophy which has flourished amazingly under the name of aesthetics; and, following German writers whom he had studied, he puts the criticism of literature in its place as merely one 75department of the theoretic study of the Fine Arts in general. His fine discrimination of Fancy and Imagination cannot be held as permanent, for terms and relations change; but it remains one of the important texts for all who would consider the nature of poetic imagination. And he establishes literary criticism as a part of philosophy: or, to put it more moderately, he made it necessary for the ‘literary critic’ to acquaint himself with general philosophy and metaphysics.

         
             

         

         5 Biographia Literaria appeared in 1817; the activities of Charles Augustin Sainte-Beuve may be said to begin about 1826. Coleridge and Sainte-Beuve have very little in common, as little, that is, as two men who were both great critics could have in common. And Sainte-Beuve would not have been a great critic solely on the ground of what is new and experimental in his work. He had a very French intelligence and good taste which enabled him to share the ideals and sympathies of the great French writers of every time; there was much in [204] him of the eighteenth century, a good deal even of the seventeenth. There were many gaps, certainly, in his appreciations, both of his contemporaries and of his predecessors; but he had that essential critical quality of imagination which made it possible for him to grasp literature as a whole. Where he differed from previous French critics was in his implicit conception of literature, not only as a body of writings to be enjoyed, but as a process of change in history, and as a part of the study of history. The notion that literary values are relative to literary periods, that the literature of a period is primarily an expression and a symptom of the time, is so natural to us now that we can hardly detach our minds from it. We can hardly conceive that the degree and kind of self-consciousness which we have could ever not have been. How much criticism of contemporary literature is taken up with discussing whether, and in what degree, this book or novel or poem is expressive of our mentality, of the personality of our age; and how often our critics seem to be interested rather in inquiring what we (including themselves) are like, than with the book, novel, or poem as a work of art! This is an extreme, but the extreme of a tendency which began, in criticism, a good hundred years ago. Sainte-Beuve was not, like Coleridge, a metaphysician; he is indeed more modern and more sceptical; but he was the first interesting historian in criticism. And it is by no means irrelevant that he began his career with the study of medicine; he is not only an historian but a biologist in criticism.

         
             

         

         6 It is, I think, interesting to turn to some good recent piece of literary criticism, and underline some of the assumptions of knowledge and theory which you would [205] not find in criticism of two hundred years 76ago. Mr Herbert Read’s lucid little primer, Phases of English Poetry, will do for our purpose. On the second page he tells us that his is an inquiry into the evolution of poetry, and speaks presently of English poetry as a ‘living and developing organism’. Even these few words should give a hint of the extent to which the critical apparatus has changed with the general changes in scientific and historical conceptions, when a literary critic can treat his audience to terms like ‘evolution’ and ‘living organism’ with the assurance of their being immediately apprehended. He is taking for granted certain vague but universal biological ideas. A little later he informs us that ‘the beginning of this study belongs to anthropology’. Now, a great deal of work has had to be done by a great many people, and already more or less popularised, before a critic of literature can talk in this way. The work of Bastian, Tylor, Mannhardt, Durkheim, Lévy-Bruhl, Frazer, Miss Harrison, and many others has gone before. And a great deal of purely literary investigation has been made too, before anyone can talk of the evolution of poetry. Mr Read begins by studying the origins of ballad poetry. It would not have been possible for him to do so without a great deal of work done in the later nineteenth century and the early twentieth; for example, by Professor Child of Harvard, Professor Gommere of Haverford, Professor Gaston Paris of the Sorbonne, and Professor W. P. Ker of London. Such studies in ballad poetry, and in all the heretofore unexplored ages of literature, have fostered in us the sense of flux and evolution, the sense of the relation of the poetry of each period to the civilisation of the period, and also have tended slightly [206] to level literary values. It was W. P. Ker, who perhaps knew the whole history of European poetry better than any man of his time, who said that in literature there were no Dark Ages. And in the next paragraph to the one which I have just quoted, Mr Read observes that in theories of the origin of poetry we ‘go right back to the origin of speech’. Even to make so simple a remark as this requires the work of another group of scientists: the philologists. The modern critic must have some acquaintance with them too – with the work of such contemporary philologists as Professor Jespersen of Copenhagen.

         
             

         

         7 There are other branches of knowledge (or at least of science) some acquaintance with which you take for granted in any applicant whom you may employ as literary critic. Especially of course psychology, particularly analytical psychology. All of the studies I have mentioned, and more, do themselves touch the edges, and handle some of the problems, of criticism; so conversely the critic has to know something about them. The modern critic is distinguished first by the current notions which he shares with all educated or half-educated persons, such as the notion of 77evolution, and by the number and variety of sciences of which he has to know a little. And he has to know them, not in order to do their work for them, but to collaborate – and also, in order that he may know where to stop. We require much general knowledge in order to see the limits of our particular ignorance.

         
             

         

         8 Now although Sainte-Beuve did not have the equipment which we expect of our contemporaries, he had a great deal of the method, and very typically the state of mind which results from such a method at our stage [207] of history. The awareness of the process of time has obscured the frontiers between literature and everything else. If you read the earlier critics, such as Dryden, you find the problems of literature comparatively simple ones. For Dryden and his contemporaries there were the Greek and Latin classics, a solid block of accepted canon, and there were their contemporaries, that is to say, English literature from Shakespeare and French literature from Malherbe; and they spent a good deal of their time in discussing whether the moderns, as they called themselves, had any literary values not surpassed by the ancients. Their estimate of the classics was not complicated by worrying about serpent and mistletoe cults, or the finances of the Athenian government. And between the ancients and Shakespeare and Malherbe there was nothing much to think about. They had really a great deal more faith in themselves than we have. They were certainly not bothered about ‘the future’. It often seems to me that all our concern about the future, and even the most optimistic visions of it which Mr Shaw and Mr Wells used to enjoy, are tokens of a profound pessimism. We hardly have time to get any fun out of what is being written now, so concerned are we about the quality of what may be written fifty years hence. Even Mr Read’s chapter on ‘Modern Poetry’ seems to be as much engrossed by the puzzle of what poetry will be as by the puzzle of what it is. This kind of doubt seems to me to continue the doubt of Sainte-Beuve and Renan. Sainte-Beuve wrote a book of seven volumes on that remarkable French religious movement of the seventeenth century known as Port Royal, and on that remarkable group of religious people of whom the most famous is Pascal. It is the [208] masterpiece on that subject. It comes to no conclusion. It ends with the words:

         
            He who had it most at heart to know his object, whose ambition was most engaged in seizing it, whose pride was most alert to paint it – how powerless he feels, and how far beneath his task, on the day when, seeing it almost finished and the result obtained, he feels his exaltation sink, feels himself overcome by faintness and inevitable 78disgust, and perceives in his turn that he too is only a fleeting illusion in the midst of the infinite illusory flux!

         

         Sainte-Beuve was a modern critic for this reason: he was a man of restless curiosity about life, society, civilisation, and all the problems which the study of history arouses. He studied these things through literature, because that was the centre of his interests; and he never lost his literary sensibility in his investigation of problems reaching far beyond literature. But he was an historian, a sociologist (in the best sense of that word) and a moralist. He is a typical modern critic in that he found himself obliged to brood over the larger and darker problems which, in the modern world, lie behind the specific problems of literature.

         
             

         

         9 The criticism of literature has by no means been absorbed in something else, as alchemy into chemistry. The core of the matter is still there, though the ramifications are endless, and the task of the critic is indeed hard. But there is still a valid distinction to be drawn between those modern critics who would make literature a substitute for a definite philosophy and theology, and thus promulgate, in an inverted form, the old gospel of art for art’s sake, and those who would try to keep the distinctions clear, while admitting that the study of the one leads to the other, and that the posses-[209]sion of clear literary standards must imply the possession of clear moral standards. The various attempts to find the fundamental axioms behind both good literature and good life are among the most interesting ‘experiments’ of criticism in our time.

         
             

         

         10 The most considerable of such attempts so far is that which is known under the name of Humanism, and which owes its origin chiefly to the work of Professor Babbitt of Harvard. Mr Babbitt, who is one of the most learned men of our time, is to some extent a disciple of Sainte-Beuve. There is no one living who knows more intimately (among many other things) the whole history of literary criticism. In his own writings, still more positively than in those of Sainte-Beuve, the criticism of literature has been a means of criticising every aspect of modern society. He is a scholar of classical education and classical tastes. He is keenly aware of the fact that the weaknesses of modern literature are symptoms of the weaknesses of modern civilisation, and he has set himself with immense patience and perseverance to analyse these weaknesses. His conclusions may be read in his two most recent books, Rousseau and Romanticism, an account and a theory of the deterioration of taste since the early eighteenth century, and a book of still wider scope, Democracy and Leadership. As a moralist and as an Anglo-Saxon, he has on one 79side more in common with Matthew Arnold than with Sainte-Beuve. The tendency of the ‘humanist’ in France is rather to diagnose without prescribing a remedy; witness two recent books of brilliant literary and social criticism by M. Julien Benda, Belphégor and La Trahison des Clercs; the Anglo-Saxon finds it intolerable to diagnose a disease without prescribing a remedy. [210] Mr Babbitt, like Arnold and Sainte-Beuve, finds that the decay of religious dogma has inflicted grave injury on society; like Arnold and Sainte-Beuve, he refuses to accept the remedy of returning to religious dogma; like Arnold and unlike Sainte-Beuve, he proposes another remedy, a theory of positive ethics based on human experiment, on the needs and capacities of the human as human, without reference to revelation or to supernatural authority or aid.

         
             

         

         11 I do not propose, in this brief account, to discuss Mr Babbitt’s positive contribution, or the points at which I agree or disagree. I only want to call attention to a most important movement which is primarily, or in its inception, a movement within literary criticism, and of which a great deal more will be heard. It is significant because it shows that the modern literary critic must be an ‘experimenter’ outside of what you might at first consider his own province; and as evidence that nowadays there is no literary problem which does not lead us irresistibly to larger problems. There is one weakness, or rather danger, of literary criticism which perceives the inevitable continuation of literary questions into general questions, which I might as well point out, because otherwise you will see it for yourselves and attach too much importance to it. The danger is that when a critic has grasped these vital moral problems which rise out of literary criticism, he may lose his detachment and submerge his sensibility. He may become too much a servant of his mind and conscience; he may be too impatient with contemporary literature, having pigeonholed it under one or another of the modern social maladies; and may demand edification at once, when appreciation of genius and accomplish-[211]ment should come first. When he upholds ‘classicism’ and denounces ‘romanticism’ he is likely to give the impression that we should write like Sophocles or Racine: that everything contemporary is ‘romantic’ and therefore not worth talking about. He makes us suspect that if a truly great, original classical work of imagination were to be written to-day, no one would like it. There will always be romantic people to admire romantic work; but we wonder whether the classicists would certainly know a classical work when it came. But these qualifications should not lead us to reject the humanist’s theories: they should only lead us to apply them for ourselves. 80

         
             

         

         12 Mr Ramon Fernandez is a younger critic, who has also taken the word Humanism for his device, though his humanism, arrived at independently in France, is of a rather different brand from that which has arisen in America. His humanism has this in common: that it is also a development from literary criticism, and that it is also an attempt to arrive at a positive system of ethics while rejecting any revealed religion or supernatural authority. His first volume of essays, Messages, has been translated into English (Cape): it is important, I think, not so much by its achievement – for indeed the author has still a great many tangled knots in his style, which is cumbered by a good deal of philosophical and psychological terminology – as by its new attempt. Mr Fernandez is less encyclopedic, less concerned with the past. He pores steadily over contemporaries and over the nineteenth century, and is more devoted to the study of special individuals, such as Montaigne, than to the study of the general course of literary history. Like the American humanists, he ponders over ‘classicism’ [212] and ‘romanticism’; but he wishes to be flexible, and is anxious to distinguish the essentials of classicism (which he finds, for instance, in George Eliot) from its appearances at any particular time. His theory is one which I do not wholly understand, and which has not yet been fully expounded, and probably not yet fully developed: but he illustrates, as clearly as the American humanists, the new experimental method of dealing with literary problems as moral problems, and the attempt to find guidance in conduct out of statement in literature – especially from the great novelists, and particularly, for he is a close student of English literature, from George Eliot and George Meredith. (In any case, his essay on Marcel Proust, the French novelist, in the volume mentioned, is a masterpiece of his particular method.) He is, in general, less the sociologist and more the individual psychologist. And from the best of his essays on novelists one draws this conclusion: that if we should exclude from literary criticism all but purely literary considerations, there would not only be very little to talk about, but actually we should be left without even literary appreciation. This is true of our appreciation of ancient authors, but still more obviously of our appreciation of modern authors. For the same expansion of interest which has been imposed upon the modern critic has been imposed, or at least has been assumed, by the modern imaginative writer. We cannot write a purely literary criticism of George Eliot, for instance, unless it is admittedly a very imperfect criticism: for as the interests of the author were wide, so must be those of the critic.

         
             

         

         13 I have tried to show that the tendency throughout a whole epoch to the present moment has been to widen [213] the scope of criticism and 81increase the demands made upon the critic. This development might be traced in terms of the development of human self-consciousness, but that is a general philosophical question beyond the margin of this lecture. There is along with this expansion a compensating tendency. As the number of sciences multiply, of sciences that is which have a bearing upon criticism, so we ask ourselves first whether there is still any justification for literary criticism at all, or whether we should not merely allow the subject to be absorbed gently into exacter sciences which will each annex some side of criticism. Just as in the history of philosophy, we find many subjects surrendered from time to time by philosophy, now to mathematics and physics, now to biology and psychology; until there seems to be nothing left to philosophise about. I think that the answer is clear: that so long as literature is literature, so long will there be a place for criticism of it, for criticism, that is, on the same basis as that on which the literature itself is made. For so long as poetry and fiction and such things are written, its first purpose must always be what it always has been – to give a peculiar kind of pleasure which has something constant in it throughout the ages, however different and various our explanations of that pleasure may be. The task of criticism will be, accordingly, not only to expand its borders but to clarify its centre, and the insistency of the latter need grows with that of the former. Two hundred years ago, when it was taken for granted that one knew well enough what literature was, and it was not the number of other things which it is always now seeming to be, terms could be used more freely and carelessly without close definition. Now, there is an urgent need [214] for experiment in criticism of a new kind, which will consist largely in a logical and dialectical study of the terms used. My own interest in these problems has been fostered partly by dissatisfaction with the meaning of my own statements in criticism, and partly by dissatisfaction with the terminology of the Humanists. In literary criticism we are constantly using terms which we cannot define, and defining other things by them. We are constantly using terms which have an intension and an extension which do not quite fit; theoretically they ought to be made to fit; but if they cannot, then some other way must be found of dealing with them so that we may know at every moment what we mean. I will take a very simple example with which I have been dealing myself: the possibility of defining ‘metaphysical poetry’. Here is a term which has a whole history of meanings down to the present time, all of which must be recognised, although it cannot have all of them at once. The term means, on the one hand, a certain group of English poets in the seventeenth century. On the other hand, it must have an intensive meaning, must stand for a peculiar whole of qualities which is exemplified by the several poets. The ordinary critical method would be 82to define what ‘metaphysical poetry’ means to you in the abstract, fit as many poets to it as well you can, and reject the rest. Or else, you take the poets who have been held to be ‘metaphysical’, and find out what they have in common. The odd thing is that by doing the sum, so to speak, in two different ways, you get two different results. A larger problem in the same kind of definition is that of Classicism and Romanticism. Every one who writes about these two abstractions believes that he knows what the words mean; actually they [215] mean something a little different for each observer, and merely mean to mean the same things. In this way you have material for endless wrangling with no conclusion, which is not satisfactory. Such problems involve, of course, both logic and the theory of knowledge and psychology; there is no one, perhaps, more concerned with them than Mr I. A. Richards, the author of Principles of Literary Criticism and Practical Criticism.

         
             

         

         14 There is good cause for believing – apart from the obvious assertion that every generation must criticise for itself – that literary criticism, far from being exhausted, has hardly begun its work. On the other hand, I am more than sceptical of the old superstition that criticism and ‘creative writing’ never flourish in the same age: that is a generalisation drawn from a superficial inspection of some past ages. ‘Creative writing’ can look after itself; and certainly it will be none the better for suppressing the critical curiosity. And in any case, the times which we have lived in seem to me, on the false antithesis mentioned, rather ‘creative’ than ‘critical’. (The current superstition that our epoch is Alexandrine, decadent, or ‘disillusioned’ is parallel; there are no ‘disillusioned ages’, only disillusioned individuals; and our time is just as deluded as any other.) The present age has been, rather, uncritical, and partly for economic causes. The ‘critic’ has been chiefly the reviewer, that is to say, the hurried amateur wage-slave. I am aware of the danger that the types of criticism in which I am interested may become too professional and technical. What I hope for is the collaboration of critics of various special training, and perhaps the pooling and sorting of their contributions by men who will be neither specialists nor amateurs.

         
            Variants from Bookman (1929):

            Title Experiment in Criticism

            1 every dead author] every dead author
deliberately] deliberately

            2 at its worst] at its worst,

theoretic, and] theoretic and,

            4 ‘modernist’] ‘modernist’ – 83

            5 common, as little] common – as little
our mentality] our mentality
our age] our age
we] we

            6 evolution] evolution Levy-Bruhl] Lévy-Brühl Gommere] Gummere level] level

            7 so conversely the critic has to know something about them. The modern critic is distinguished] so conversely the critic is distinguished

and also,] and also

            8 values] virtues

concern about the future, and even the most optimistic visions of it which Mr Shaw] concern of it, which Mr Shaw
through] through

            9 substitute] substitute

            10 In his own writings, still more positively than in those of Sainte-Beuve, the criticism] in his own writings, criticism

classical education and] classical education, and

rather to diagnose without] rather to diagnose, without

            12 system of ethics] ethics

English (Cape): it] English. It

important, I think,] important I think

upon the modern critic] upon the modern critic,

            13 lecture] paper

any justification] still any justification

criticism of it, for] criticism of it – for
meaning] meaning,

on the one hand,] on the one hand

other hand,] other hand
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