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	INTRODUCTION BY THE PUBLISHER

	 

	Charles Whibley (1859-1930) was an English literary journalist, author and essayist.

	Born on December 9, 1859 at Sittingbourne, Kent, England, was educated at Bristol Grammar School and Jesus College, Cambridge, where he took a first in classics in 1883.

	Whibley worked for three years in the editorial department of Cassell & Co publishers, and, in 1894, became the Paris correspondent for the Pall Mall Gazette, a Tory evening paper conformed with his conservative political views.

	In Paris Whibley moved in symbolist circles with Stéphane Mallarmé, Marcel Schwob, and Paul Valéry. In 1896 Charles married Ethel Birnie Philip in the garden of the house occupied by James McNeill Whistler at n° 110 Rue du Bac, Paris. Whibley's wife, Ethel, died in 1920, and in 1927 Charles married Philippa Raleigh, the daughter of Walter Raleigh, Chair of English Literature at Oxford University.

	Whibley contributed to the London and Edinburgh magazines, including The Pall Mall Magazine, Macmillan's Magazine, and Blackwood's Magazine. As a writer on Blackwood's Magazine, he was a prominent conservative columnist, as well as an influential literary figure, recruited by its editor William Blackwood III.

	It was an open secret that Whibley contributed anonymously, to the Magazine, his Musings without Methods for over twenty-five years. Thomas Stearns Eliot described them as "the best sustained piece of literary journalism that I know of in recent times". Whibley was friends with William Ernest Henley and contributed to the Scots Observer (published in Edinburgh) and also to the National Observer (published in London) under Henley's editorship.

	Whibley died on March 4 1930 at Hyères, France, and his body was buried at Great Brickhill, Buckinghamshire.

	Jonathan Swift, the short essay that we propose to our readers today, is a lecture delivered by Charles Whibley to the University of Cambridge on May 26 1917. It is dedicated to the great Anglo-Irish satirist, author, poet, essayist, and political pamphleteer, remembered for works such as A Tale of a Tub (1704), An Argument Against Abolishing Christianity (1712), Gulliver's Travels (1726), and A Modest Proposal (1729).

	 

	Nicola Bizzi

	Florence, September 23, 2023.
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	Charles Whibley from a painting by Gerald Kelly
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	Thomas Pooley, Portrait of Jonathan Swift as a student in Dublin College, 1682

	(Private Collection)

	 

	JONATHAN SWIFT

	 

	 

	PREFACE

	 

	When the University of Cambridge honoured me by inviting me to deliver the Leslie Stephen lecture, I thought I was in duty bound to go to the 18th century for my subject. For Leslie Stephen has made the 18th century his own by right of conquest. Nor was I deterred from choosing to speak of Jonathan Swift by the reflection, that I should take a view of him and his writings, which was not the view of Leslie Stephen, whom this lecture commemorates. If controversy be the athletics of literature, as I think it is, then Leslie Stephen was not of those who would have resented disagreement. For he was an athlete always—on the running path, on the High Alps, and in his study. Thus was I guided in the choice of my subject.

	 

	*

	* *

	 

	The most of writers are freed by death from the enmities and controversies of life. Of Swift alone it may be said that the evil opinion they held of him, who had felt his righteous scourge, was not interred with his bones. Ever since the light of his genius went out in the darkness of misery, he has been attacked, with a violent rancour, by critics who regarded him not as a great historical figure, but as a miscreant who had inflicted upon them a personal injury. These critics clamoured in a loud voice not for judgment, but for vengeance. The passage of a century did not mitigate their animosity nor soften their rage. For Macaulay, Swift was an apostate politician, a ribald priest, a perjured lover, a heart burning with hatred against the whole human race, a mind richly stored with images from the dunghill and the lazar-house. These expletives mean nothing more than that Macaulay was a Whig, and that Swift was a Tory, a kind of antiquated Croker, whose varlet's jacket it was the proper business of an Edinburgh Reviewer to dust. Thackeray's attack upon Swift is far more virulent and less easily explained than Macaulay's. There is no vileness, of which a Yahoo might be capable, that the author of Esmond does not attribute to his foe. Indeed I do not know why the sinister figure, which Thackeray chooses to invent, should have been included in a gallery of English Humourists at all. There is little humour in the ruffian, whose very virtues were, according to Thackeray, vices in disguise, who insulted those whom he succoured, who flung his benefactions in poor men's faces, who was "boisterously servile", and who, a "life-long hypocrite", put his apostasy out to hire. Of Swift's Modest Proposal Thackeray has nothing wiser to say than that "he enters the nursery with the tread and gaiety of an ogre". Even Gulliver, which, defying time and place, is as fresh to-day as when it was written, and has found a home in every corner of the globe, which is read by children for its fable and by men for its satire, merely arouses the wrath of the critic: "As for the moral", says Thackeray, "I think it horrible, shameful, unmanly, blasphemous; and giant and great as this Dean is, I say we should hoot him".
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