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When reading poetry on an eReader, it is advisable to use a small font size and landscape mode, which will allow the lines of poetry to display correctly.


The Life and Poetry of William Ernest Henley
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View of Gloucester by Thomas Hearne, c. 1805 — Henley was born in Gloucester on 23 August 1849. His mother was Mary Morgan, a descendant of poet and critic Joseph Warton, and his father was William, a bookseller and stationer.
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Gloucester, a cathedral city in the South West of England


Brief Introduction: William Ernest Henley by William Price James
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From 1911 Encyclopædia Britannica, Volume 13 

WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY, (1849–1903), British poet, critic and editor, was born on the 23rd of August 1849 at Gloucester, and was educated at the Crypt Grammar School in that city. The school was a sort of Cinderella sister to the Cathedral School, and Henley indicated its shortcomings in his article (Pall Mall Magazine, Nov. 1900) on T. E. Brown the poet, who was headmaster there for a brief period. Browns appointment, uncongenial to himself, was a stroke of luck for Henley, for whom, as he said, it represented a first acquaintance with a man of genius. He was singularly kind to me at a moment when I needed kindness even more than I needed encouragement. Among other kindnesses Brown did him the essential service of lending him books. To the end Henley was no classical scholar, but his knowledge and love of literature were vital. Afflicted with a physical infirmity, he found himself in 1874, at the age of twenty-five, an inmate of the hospital at Edinburgh. From there he sent to the Cornhill Magazine poems in irregular rhythms, describing with poignant force his experiences in hospital. Leslie Stephen, then editor, being in Edinburgh, visited his contributor in hospital and took Robert Louis Stevenson, another recruit of the Cornhill, with him. The meeting between Stevenson and Henley, and the friendship of which it was the beginning, form one of the best-known episodes in recent literature (see especially Stevensons letter to Mrs Sitwell, Jan. 1875, and Henleys poems An Apparition and Envoy to Charles Baxter). In 1877 Henley went to London and began his editorial career by editing London, a journal of a type more usual in Paris than London, written for the sake of its contributors rather than of the public. Among other distinctions it first gave to the world The New Arabian Nights of Stevenson. Henley himself contributed to his journal a series of verses chiefly in old French forms. He had been writing poetry since 1872, but (so he told the world in his advertisement to his collected Poems, 1898) he found himself about 1877 so utterly unmarketable that he had to own himself beaten in art and to addict himself to journalism for the next ten years. After the decease of London, he edited the Magazine of Art from 1882 to 1886. At the end of that period he came before the public as a poet. In 1887 Mr Gleeson White made for the popular series of Canterbury Poets (edited by Mr William Sharp) a selection of poems in old French forms. In his selection Mr Gleeson White included a considerable number of pieces from London, and only after he had completed the selection did he discover that the verses were all by one hand, that of Henley. In the following year, Mr H. B. Donkin in his volume Voluntaries, done for an East End hospital, included Henleys unrhymed rhythms quintessentializing the poets memories of the old Edinburgh Infirmary. Mr Alfred Nutt read these, and asked for more; and in 1888 his firm published A Book of Verse. Henley was by this time well known in a restricted literary circle, and the publication of this volume determined for them his fame as a poet, which rapidly outgrew these limits, two new editions of this volume being called for within three years. In this same year (1888) Mr Fitzroy Bell started the Scots Observer in Edinburgh, with Henley as literary editor, and early in 1889 Mr Bell left the conduct of the paper to him. It was a weekly review somewhat on the lines of the old Saturday Review, but inspired in every paragraph by the vigorous and combative personality of the editor. It was transferred soon after to London as the National Observer, and remained under Henleys editorship until 1893. Though, as Henley confessed, the paper had almost as many writers as readers, and its fame was mainly confined to the literary class, it was a lively and not uninfluential feature of the literary life of its time. Henley had the editors great gift of discerning promise, and the Men of the Scots Observer, as Henley affectionately and characteristically called his band of contributors, in most instances justified his insight. The paper found utterance for the growing imperialism of its day, and among other services to literature gave to the world Mr Kiplings Barrack-Room Ballads. In 1890 Henley published Views and Reviews, a volume of notable criticisms, described by himself as less a book than a mosaic of scraps and shreds recovered from the shot rubbish of some fourteen years of journalism. The criticisms, covering a wide range of authors (except Heine and Tolstoy, all English and French), though wilful and often one-sided were terse, trenchant and picturesque, and remarkable for insight and gusto. In 1892 he published a second volume of poetry, named after the first poem, The Song of the Sword, but on the issue of the second edition (1893) re-christened London Voluntaries after another section. Stevenson wrote that he had not received the same thrill of poetry since Mr Merediths Joy of Earth and Love in the Valley, and he did not know that that was so intimate and so deep. I did not guess you were so great a magician. These are new tunes; this is an undertone of the true Apollo. These are not verse; they are poetry. In 1892 Henley published also three plays written with Stevenson — Beau Austin, Deacon Brodie and Admiral Guinea. In 1895 followed Macaire, afterwards published in a volume with the other plays. Deacon Brodie was produced in Edinburgh in 1884 and later in London. Beerbohm Tree produced Beau Austin at the Haymarket on the 3rd of November 1890 and Macaire at His Majestys on the 2nd of May 1901. Admiral Guinea also achieved stage performance. In the meantime Henley was active in the magazines and did notable editorial work for the publishers: the Lyra Heroica, 1891; A Book of English Prose (with Mr Charles Whibley), 1894; the centenary Burns (with Mr T. F. Henderson) in 1896–1897, in which Henleys Essay (published separately 1898) roused considerable controversy. In 1892 he undertook for Mr Nutt the general editorship of the Tudor Translations; and in 1897 began for Mr Heinemann an edition of Byron, which did not proceed beyond one volume of letters. In 1898 he published a collection of his Poems in one volume, with the autobiographical advertisement above quoted; in 1899 London Types, Quatorzains to accompany Mr William Nicolsons designs; and in 1900 during the Boer War, a patriotic poetical brochure, For Englands Sake. In 1901 he published a second volume of collected poetry with the title Hawthorn and Lavender, uniform with the volume of 1898. In 1902 he collected his various articles on painters and artists and published them as a companion volume of Views and Reviews: Art. These with A Song of Speed printed in May 1903 within two months of his death make up his tale of work. At the close of his life he was engaged upon his edition of the Authorized Version of the Bible for his series of Tudor Translations. There remained uncollected some of his scattered articles in periodicals and reviews, especially the series of literary articles contributed to the Pall Mall Magazine from 1899 until his death. These contain the most outspoken utterances of a critic never mealy-mouthed, and include the splenetic attack on the memory of his dead friend R. L. Stevenson, which aroused deep regret and resentment. In 1894 Henley lost his little six-year-old daughter Margaret; he had borne the bludgeonings of chance with the unconquerable soul of which he boasted, not unjustifiably, in a well-known poem; but this blow broke his heart. With the knowledge of this fact, some of these outbursts may be better understood; yet we have the evidence of a clear-eyed critic who knew Henley well, that he found him more generous, more sympathetic at the close of his life than he had been before. He died on the 11th of July 1903. In spite of his too boisterous mannerism and prejudices, he exercised by his originality, independence and fearlessness an inspiring and inspiriting influence on the higher class of journalism. This influence he exercised by word of mouth as well as by his pen, for he was a famous talker, and figures as Burly in Stevensons essay on Talk and Talkers. As critic he was a good hater and a good fighter. His virtue lay in his vital and vitalizing love of good literature, and the vivid and pictorial phrases he found to give it expression. But his fame must rest on his poetry. He excelled alike in his delicate experiments in complicated metres, and the strong impressionism of Hospital Sketches and London Voluntaries. The influence of Heine may be discerned in these unrhymed rhythms; but he was perhaps a truer and more successful disciple of Heine in his snatches of passionate song, the best of which should retain their place in English literature.

See also references in Stevensons Letters; Cornhill Magazine (1903) (Sidney Low); Fortnightly Review (August 1892) (Arthur Symons); and for bibliography, English Illustrated Magazine, vol. xxix. . (W. P. J.) 
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Henley as a young man
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Margaret Emma Henley (1888-1894) was the daughter of Henley and his wife Anna Henley (née Boyle). Margarets friendship with J. M. Barrie was the inspiration for the character Wendy Darling in Peter Pan; or, The Boy Who Wouldnt Grow Up (1904). Margaret died at the age of five of cerebral meningitis and was buried at the country estate of her fathers friend, Henry Cust, in Cockayne Hatley, Bedfordshire. She was Henleys only child.
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Henleys friend, J. M. Barrie by Herbert Rose Barraud, 1892
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George Butterworth (1885-1916) was an English composer best known for the orchestral idyll The Banks of Green Willow and his song settings of A. E. Housmans A Shropshire Lad. Butterworth set four of Henleys poems to music in his 1912 song cycle Love Blows as the Wind Blows. Henleys poem, Pro Rege Nostro, became popular during the First World War as a piece of patriotic verse, containing the following refrain What have I done for you, England, my England? What is there I would not do, England my own?
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Illustration of Henley by Sir Leslie Ward, which appeared in Vanity Fair on 26 November 1892
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William Ernest Henley by Francis Dodd, 1900
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IN HOSPITAL (1875)

On ne saurait dire à quel point un homme, seul dans son
lit et malade, devient personnel. — 

BALZAC.


I. ENTER PATIENT

The morning mists still haunt the stony street;
The northern summer air is shrill and cold;
And lo, the Hospital, grey, quiet, old,
Where Life and Death like friendly chafferers meet.
Thro the loud spaciousness and draughty gloom
A small, strange child — so agèd yet so young! — 
Her little arm besplinted and beslung,
Precedes me gravely to the waiting-room.
I limp behind, my confidence all gone.
The grey-haired soldier-porter waves me on,
And on I crawl, and still my spirits fail:
A tragic meanness seems so to environ
These corridors and stairs of stone and iron,
Cold, naked, clean — half-workhouse and half-jail.


II. WAITING

A square, squat room (a cellar on promotion),
Drab to the soul, drab to the very daylight;
Plasters astray in unnatural-looking tinware;
Scissors and lint and apothecarys jars.

Here, on a bench a skeleton would writhe from,
Angry and sore, I wait to be admitted:
Wait till my heart is lead upon my stomach,
While at their ease two dressers do their chores.

One has a probe — it feels to me a crowbar.
A small boy sniffs and shudders after bluestone.
A poor old tramp explains his poor old ulcers.
Life is (I think) a blunder and a shame.


III. INTERIOR

The gaunt brown walls
Look infinite in their decent meanness.
There is nothing of home in the noisy kettle,
The fulsome fire.

The atmosphere
Suggests the trail of a ghostly druggist.
Dressings and lint on the long, lean table — 
Whom are they for?

The patients yawn,
Or lie as in training for shroud and coffin.
A nurse in the corridor scolds and wrangles.
Its grim and strange.

Far footfalls clank.
The bad burn waits with his head unbandaged.
My neighbour chokes in the clutch of chloral . . .
O, a gruesome world!


IV. BEFORE

Behold me waiting — waiting for the knife.
A little while, and at a leap I storm
The thick, sweet mystery of chloroform,
The drunken dark, the little death-in-life.
The gods are good to me: I have no wife,
No innocent child, to think of as I near
The fateful minute; nothing all-too dear
Unmans me for my bout of passive strife.
Yet am I tremulous and a trifle sick,
And, face to face with chance, I shrink a little:
My hopes are strong, my will is something weak.
Here comes the basket? Thank you. I am ready.
But, gentlemen my porters, life is brittle:
You carry Cæsar and his fortunes — steady!


V. OPERATION

You are carried in a basket,
Like a carcase from the shambles,
To the theatre, a cockpit
Where they stretch you on a table.

Then they bid you close your eyelids,
And they mask you with a napkin,
And the anæsthetic reaches
Hot and subtle through your being.

And you gasp and reel and shudder
In a rushing, swaying rapture,
While the voices at your elbow
Fade — receding — fainter — farther.

Lights about you shower and tumble,
And your blood seems crystallising — 
Edged and vibrant, yet within you
Racked and hurried back and forward.

Then the lights grow fast and furious,
And you hear a noise of waters,
And you wrestle, blind and dizzy,
In an agony of effort,

Till a sudden lull accepts you,
And you sound an utter darkness . . .
And awaken . . . with a struggle . . .
On a hushed, attentive audience.


VI. AFTER

Like as a flamelet blanketed in smoke,
So through the anæsthetic shows my life;
So flashes and so fades my thought, at strife
With the strong stupor that I heave and choke
And sicken at, it is so foully sweet.
Faces look strange from space — and disappear.
Far voices, sudden loud, offend my ear — 
And hush as sudden. Then my senses fleet:
All were a blank, save for this dull, new pain
That grinds my leg and foot; and brokenly
Time and the place glimpse on to me again;
And, unsurprised, out of uncertainty,
I wake — relapsing — somewhat faint and fain,
To an immense, complacent dreamery.


VII. VIGIL

Lived on ones back, 
In the long hours of repose,
Life is a practical nightmare — 
Hideous asleep or awake.

Shoulders and loins
Ache - - - !
Ache, and the mattress,
Run into boulders and hummocks,
Glows like a kiln, while the bedclothes — 
Tumbling, importunate, daft — 
Ramble and roll, and the gas,
Screwed to its lowermost,
An inevitable atom of light,
Haunts, and a stertorous sleeper
Snores me to hate and despair.

All the old time
Surges malignant before me;
Old voices, old kisses, old songs
Blossom derisive about me;
While the new days
Pass me in endless procession:
A pageant of shadows
Silently, leeringly wending
On . . . and still on . . . still on!

Far in the stillness a cat
Languishes loudly. A cinder
Falls, and the shadows
Lurch to the leap of the flame. The next man to me
Turns with a moan; and the snorer,
The drug like a rope at his throat,
Gasps, gurgles, snorts himself free, as the night-nurse,
Noiseless and strange,
Her bulls eye half-lanterned in apron,
(Whispering me, Are ye no sleepin yet?),
Passes, list-slippered and peering,
Round . . . and is gone.

Sleep comes at last — 
Sleep full of dreams and misgivings — 
Broken with brutal and sordid
Voices and sounds that impose on me,
Ere I can wake to it,
The unnatural, intolerable day.


VIII. STAFF-NURSE: OLD STYLE

The greater masters of the commonplace,
Rembrandt and good Sir Walter — only these
Could paint her all to you: experienced ease
And antique liveliness and ponderous grace;
The sweet old roses of her sunken face;
The depth and malice of her sly, grey eyes;
The broad Scots tongue that flatters, scolds, defies;
The thick Scots wit that fells you like a mace.
These thirty years has she been nursing here,
Some of them under Syme, her hero still.
Much is she worth, and even more is made of her.
Patients and students hold her very dear.
The doctors love her, tease her, use her skill.
They say The Chief himself is half-afraid of her.


IX. LADY-PROBATIONER

Some three, or five, or seven, and thirty years;
A Roman nose; a dimpling double-chin;
Dark eyes and shy that, ignorant of sin,
Are yet acquainted, it would seem, with tears;
A comely shape; a slim, high-coloured hand,
Graced, rather oddly, with a signet ring;
A bashful air, becoming everything;
A well-bred silence always at command.
Her plain print gown, prim cap, and bright steel chain
Look out of place on her, and I remain
Absorbed in her, as in a pleasant mystery.
Quick, skilful, quiet, soft in speech and touch . . .
Do you like nursing? Yes, Sir, very much.
Somehow, I rather think she has a history.


X. STAFF-NURSE: NEW STYLE

Blue-eyed and bright of face but waning fast
Into the sere of virginal decay,
I view her as she enters, day by day,
As a sweet sunset almost overpast.
Kindly and calm, patrician to the last,
Superbly falls her gown of sober gray,
And on her chignons elegant array
The plainest cap is somehow touched with caste.
She talks Beethoven; frowns disapprobation
At Balzacs name, sighs it at poor George Sands;
Knows that she has exceeding pretty hands;
Speaks Latin with a right accentuation;
And gives at need (as one who understands)
Draught, counsel, diagnosis, exhortation.


XI. CLINICAL

Hist? . . .
Through the corridors echoes,
Louder and nearer
Comes a great shuffling of feet.
Quick, every one of you,
Strighten your quilts, and be decent!
Heres the Professor.

In he comes first
With the bright look we know,
From the broad, white brows the kind eyes
Soothing yet nerving you. Here at his elbow,
White-capped, white-aproned, the Nurse,
Towel on arm and her inkstand
Fretful with quills.
Here in the ruck, anyhow,
Surging along,
Louts, duffers, exquisites, students, and prigs — 
Whiskers and foreheads, scarf-pins and spectacles — 
Hustles the Class! And they ring themselves
Round the first bed, where the Chief
(His dressers and clerks at attention),
Bends in inspection already.

So shows the ring
Seen from behind round a conjurer
Doing his pitch in the street.
High shoulders, low shoulders, broad shoulders, narrow ones,
Round, square, and angular, serry and shove;
While from within a voice,
Gravely and weightily fluent,
Sounds; and then ceases; and suddenly
(Look at the stress of the shoulders!)
Out of a quiver of silence,
Over the hiss of the spray,
Comes a low cry, and the sound
Of breath quick intaken through teeth
Clenched in resolve. And the Master
Breaks from the crowd, and goes,
Wiping his hands,
To the next bed, with his pupils
Flocking and whispering behind him.

Now one can see.
Case Number One
Sits (rather pale) with his bedclothes
Stripped up, and showing his foot
(Alas for Gods Image!)
Swaddled in wet, white lint
Brilliantly hideous with red.


XII. ETCHING

Two and thirty is the ploughman.
Hes a man of gallant inches,
And his hair is close and curly,
And his beard;
But his face is wan and sunken,
And his eyes are large and brilliant,
And his shoulder-blades are sharp,
And his knees.

He is weak of wits, religious,
Full of sentiment and yearning,
Gentle, faded — with a cough
And a snore.
When his wife (who was a widow,
And is many years his elder)
Fails to write, and that is always,
He desponds.

Let his melancholy wander,
And hell tell you pretty stories
Of the women that have wooed him
Long ago;
Or hell sing of bonnie lasses
Keeping sheep among the heather,
With a crackling, hackling click
In his voice.


XIII. CASUALTY

As with varnish red and glistening
Dripped his hair; his feet looked rigid;
Raised, he settled stiffly sideways:
You could see his hurts were spinal.

He had fallen from an engine,
And been dragged along the metals.
It was hopeless, and they knew it;
So they covered him, and left him.

As he lay, by fits half sentient,
Inarticulately moaning,
With his stockinged soles protruded
Stark and awkward from the blankets,

To his bed there came a woman,
Stood and looked and sighed a little,
And departed without speaking,
As himself a few hours after.

I was told it was his sweetheart.
They were on the eve of marriage.
She was quiet as a statue,
But her lip was grey and writhen.


XIV. AVE CAESER!

From the winters grey despair,
From the summers golden languor,
Death, the lover of Life,
Frees us for ever.

Inevitable, silent, unseen,
Everywhere always,
Shadow by night and as light in the day,
Signs she at last to her chosen;
And, as she waves them forth,
Sorrow and Joy
Lay by their looks and their voices,
Set down their hopes, and are made
One in the dim Forever.

Into the winters grey delight,
Into the summers golden dream,
Holy and high and impartial,
Death, the mother of Life,
Mingles all men for ever.


XV. THE CHIEF

His brow spreads large and placid, and his eye
Is deep and bright, with steady looks that still.
Soft lines of tranquil thought his face fulfill — 
His face at once benign and proud and shy.
If envy scout, if ignorance deny,
His faultless patience, his unyielding will,
Beautiful gentleness and splendid skill,
Innumerable gratitudes reply.
His wise, rare smile is sweet with certainties,
And seems in all his patients to compel
Such love and faith as failure cannot quell.
We hold him for another Herakles,
Battling with custom, prejudice, disease,
As once the son of Zeus with Death and Hell.


XVI. HOUSE-SURGEON

Exceeding tall, but built so well his height
Half-disappears in flow of chest and limb;
Moustache and whisker trooper-like in trim;
Frank-faced, frank-eyed, frank-hearted; always bright
And always punctual — morning, noon, and night;
Bland as a Jesuit, sober as a hymn;
Humorous, and yet without a touch of whim;
Gentle and amiable, yet full of fight.
His piety, though fresh and true in strain,
Has not yet whitewashed up his common mood
To the dead blank of his particular Schism.
Sweet, unaggressive, tolerant, most humane,
Wild artists like his kindly elderhood,
And cultivate his mild Philistinism.


XVII. INTERLUDE

O, the fun, the fun and frolic
That The Wind that Shakes the Barley
Scatters through a penny-whistle
Tickled with artistic fingers!

Kate the scrubber (forty summers,
Stout but sportive) treads a measure,
Grinning, in herself a ballet,
Fixed as fate upon her audience.

Stumps are shaking, crutch-supported;
Splinted fingers tap the rhythm;
And a head all helmed with plasters
Wags a measured approbation.

Of their mattress-life oblivious,
All the patients, brisk and cheerful,
Are encouraging the dancer,
And applauding the musician.

Dim the gas-lights in the output
Of so many ardent smokers,
Full of shadow lurch the corners,
And the doctor peeps and passes.

There are, maybe, some suspicions
Of an alcoholic presence . . .
Tak a sup of this, my wumman! . . .
New Year comes but once a twelvemonth.


XVIII. CHILDREN: PRIVATE WARD

Here in this dim, dull, double-bedded room,
I play the father to a brace of boys,
Ailing but apt for every sort of noise,
Bedfast but brilliant yet with health and bloom.
Roden, the Irishman, is sieven past,
Blue-eyed, snub-nosed, chubby, and fair of face.
Willies but six, and seems to like the place,
A cheerful little collier to the last.
They eat, and laugh, and sing, and fight, all day;
All night they sleep like dormice. See them play
At Operations: — Roden, the Professor,
Saws, lectures, takes the artery up, and ties;
Willie, self-chloroformed, with half-shut eyes,
Holding the limb and moaning — Case and Dresser.


XIX. SCRUBBER

Shes tall and gaunt, and in her hard, sad face
With flashes of the old funs animation
There lowers the fixed and peevish resignation
Bred of a past where troubles came apace.
She tells me that her husband, ere he died,
Saw seven of their children pass away,
And never knew the little lass at play
Out on the green, in whom hes deified.
Her kin dispersed, her friends forgot and gone,
All simple faith her honest Irish mind,
Scolding her spoiled young saint, she labours on:
Telling her dreams, taking her patients part,
Trailing her coat sometimes: and you shall find
No rougher, quainter speech, nor kinder heart.


XX. VISITOR

Her little face is like a walnut shell
With wrinkling lines; her soft, white hair adorns
Her withered brows in quaint, straight curls, like horns;
And all about her clings an old, sweet smell.
Prim is her gown and quakerlike her shawl.
Well might her bonnets have been born on her.
Can you conceive a Fairy Godmother
The subject of a strong religious call?
In snow or shine, from bed to bed she runs,
All twinkling smiles and texts and pious tales,
Her mittened hands, that ever give or pray,
Bearing a sheaf of tracts, a bag of buns:
A wee old maid that sweeps the Bridegrooms way,
Strong in a cheerful trust that never fails.


XXI. ROMANCE

Talk of pluck! pursued the Sailor,
Set at euchre on his elbow,
I was on the wharf at Charleston,
Just ashore from off the runner.

It was grey and dirty weather,
And I heard a drum go rolling,
Rub-a-dubbing in the distance,
Awful dour-like and defiant.

In and out among the cotton,
Mud, and chains, and stores, and anchors,
Tramped a squad of battered scarecrows — 
Poor old Dixies bottom dollar!

Some had shoes, but all had rifles,
Them that wasnt bald was beardless,
And the drum was rolling Dixie,
And they stepped to it like men, sir!

Rags and tatters, belts and bayonets,
On they swung, the drum a-rolling,
Mum and sour. It looked like fighting,
And they meant it too, by thunder!


XXII. PASTORAL

Its the Spring.
Earth has conceived, and her bosom,
Teeming with summer, is glad.

Vistas of change and adventure,
Thro the green land
The grey roads go beckoning and winding,
Peopled with wains, and melodious
With harness-bells jangling:
Jangling and twangling rough rhythms
To the slow march of the stately, great horses
Whistled and shouted along.

White fleets of cloud,
Argosies heavy with fruitfulness,
Sail the blue peacefully. Green flame the hedgerows.
Blackbirds are bugling, and white in wet winds
Sway the tall poplars.
Pageants of colour and fragrance,
Pass the sweet meadows, and viewless
Walks the mild spirit of May,
Visibly blessing the world.

O, the brilliance of blossoming orchards!
O, the savour and thrill of the woods,
When their leafage is stirred
By the flight of the Angel of Rain!
Loud lows the steer; in the fallows
Rooks are alert; and the brooks
Gurgle and tinkle and trill. Thro the gloamings,
Under the rare, shy stars,
Boy and girl wander,
Dreaming in darkness and dew.

Its the Spring.
A sprightliness feeble and squalid
Wakes in the ward, and I sicken,
Impotent, winter at heart.


XXIII. MUSIC

Down the quiet eve,
Thro my window with the sunset
Pipes to me a distant organ
Foolish ditties;

And, as when you change
Pictures in a magic lantern,
Books, beds, bottles, floor, and ceiling
Fade and vanish,

And Im well once more . . .
August flares adust and torrid,
But my heart is full of April
Sap and sweetness.

In the quiet eve
I am loitering, longing, dreaming . . .
Dreaming, and a distant organ
Pipes me ditties.

I can see the shop,
I can smell the sprinkled pavement,
Where she serves — her chestnut chignon
Thrills my senses!

O, the sight and scent,
Wistful eve and perfumed pavement!
In the distance pipes an organ . . .
The sensation

Comes to me anew, 
And my spirit for a moment
Thro the music breathes the blessèd
Airs of London.


XXIV. SUICIDE

Staring corpselike at the ceiling,
See his harsh, unrazored features,
Ghastly brown against the pillow,
And his throat — so strangely bandaged!

Lack of work and lack of victuals,
A debauch of smuggled whisky,
And his children in the workhouse
Made the world so black a riddle

That he plunged for a solution;
And, although his knife was edgeless,
He was sinking fast towards one,
When they came, and found, and saved him.

Stupid now with shame and sorrow,
In the night I hear him sobbing.
But sometimes he talks a little.
He has told me all his troubles.

In his broad face, tanned and bloodless,
White and wild his eyeballs glisten;
And his smile, occult and tragic,
Yet so slavish, makes you shudder!


XXV. APPARITION

Thin-legged, thin-chested, slight unspeakably,
Neat-footed and weak-fingered: in his face — 
Lean, large-boned, curved of beak, and touched with race,
Bold-lipped, rich-tinted, mutable as the sea,
The brown eyes radiant with vivacity — 
There shines a brilliant and romantic grace,
A spirit intense and rare, with trace on trace
Of passion and impudence and energy.
Valiant in velvet, light in ragged luck,
Most vain, most generous, sternly critical,
Buffoon and poet, lover and sensualist:
A deal of Ariel, just a streak of Puck,
Much Antony, of Hamlet most of all,
And something of the Shorter-Catechist.


XXVI. ANTEROTICS

Laughs the happy April morn
Thro my grimy, little window,
And a shaft of sunshine pushes
Thro the shadows in the square.

Dogs are tracing thro the grass,
Crows are cawing round the chimneys,
In and out among the washing
Goes the West at hide-and-seek.

Loud and cheerful clangs the bell.
Here the nurses troop to breakfast.
Handsome, ugly, all are women . . .
O, the Spring — the Spring — the Spring!


XXVII. NOCTURN

At the barren heart of midnight,
When the shadow shuts and opens
As the loud flames pulse and flutter,
I can hear a cistern leaking.

Dripping, dropping, in a rhythm,
Rough, unequal, half-melodious,
Like the measures aped from nature
In the infancy of music;

Like the buzzing of an insect,
Still, irrational, persistent . . .
I must listen, listen, listen
In a passion of attention;

Till it taps upon my heartstrings,
And my very life goes dripping,
Dropping, dripping, drip-drip-dropping,
In the drip-drop of the cistern.


XXVIII. DISCHARGED

Carry me out
Into the wind and the sunshine,
Into the beautiful world.

O, the wonder, the spell of the streets!
The stature and strength of the horses,
The rustle and echo of footfalls,
The flat roar and rattle of wheels!
A swift tram floats huge on us . . .
Its a dream?
The smell of the mud in my nostrils
Blows brave — like a breath of the sea!

As of old,
Ambulant, undulant drapery,
Vaguery and strangely provocative,
Fluttersd and beckons. O, yonder — 
Is it? — the gleam of a stocking!
Sudden, a spire
Wedged in the mist! O, the houses,
The long lines of lofty, grey houses,
Cross-hatched with shadow and light!
These are the streets . . .
Each is an avenue leading
Whither I will!

Free . . . !
Dizzy, hysterical, faint,
I sit, and the carriage rolls on with me
Into the wonderful world.

The Old Infirmary, Edinburgh, 1873–75


ENVOY. TO CHARLES BAXTER

Do you remember
That afternoon — that Sunday afternoon! — 
When, as the kirks were ringing in,
And the grey city teemed
With Sabbath feelings and aspects,
Lewis — our Lewis then,
Now the whole worlds — and you,
Young, yet in shape most like an elder, came,
Laden with Balzacs
(Big, yellow books, quite impudently French),
The first of many times
To that transformed back-kitchen where I lay
So long, so many centuries — 
Or years is it! — ago?

Dear Charles, since then
We have been friends, Lewis and you and I,
(How good it sounds, Lewis and you and I!):
Such friends, I like to think,
That in us three, Lewis and me and you,
Is something of that gallant dream
Which old Dumas — the generous, the humane,
The seven-and-seventy times to be forgiven! — 
Dreamed for a blessing to the race,
The immortal Musketeers.

Our Athos rests — the wise, the kind,
The liberal and august, his fault atoned,
Rests in the crowded yard
There at the west of Princes Street. We three — 
You, I, and Lewis! — still afoot,
Are still together, and our lives,
In chime so long, may keep
(God bless the thought!)
Unjangled till the end.

W. E. H.

Chiswick, March 1888


THE SONG OF THE SWORD (1890)


TO 

RUDYARD KIPLING


THE SONG OF THE SWORD

The Sword
Singing — 
The voice of the Sword from the heart of the Sword
Clanging imperious
Forth from Times battlements
His ancient and triumphing Song.

In the beginning,
Ere God inspired Himself
Into the clay thing
Thumbed to His image,
The vacant, the naked shell
Soon to be Man:
Thoughtful He pondered it,
Prone there and impotent,
Fragile, inviting
Attack and discomfiture;
Then, with a smile — 
As He heard in the Thunder
That laughed over Eden
The voice of the Trumpet,
The iron Beneficence,
Calling his dooms
To the Winds of the world — 
Stooping, He drew
On the sand with His finger
A shape for a sign
Of his way to the eyes
That in wonder should waken,
For a proof of His will
To the breaking intelligence.
That was the birth of me:
I am the Sword.

Bleak and lean, grey and cruel,
Short-hilted, long shafted,
I froze into steel;
And the blood of my elder,
His hand on the hafts of me,
Sprang like a wave
In the wind, as the sense
Of his strength grew to ecstasy;
Glowed like a coal
In the throat of the furnace;
As he knew me and named me
The War-Thing, the Comrade,
Father of honour
And giver of kingship,
The fame-smith, the song-master,
Bringer of women
On fire at his hands
For the pride of fulfilment,
Priest (saith the Lord)
Of his marriage with victory
Ho! then, the Trumpet,
Handmaid of heroes,
Calling the peers
To the place of espousals!
Ho! then, the splendour
And glare of my ministry,
Clothing the earth
With a livery of lightnings!
Ho! then, the music
Of battles in onset,
And ruining armours,
And Gods gift returning
In fury to God!
Thrilling and keen
As the song of the winter stars,
Ho! then, the sound
Of my voice, the implacable
Angel of Destiny! — 
I am the Sword.

Heroes, my children,
Follow, O, follow me!
Follow, exulting
In the great light that breaks
From the sacred Companionship!
Thrust through the fatuous,
Thrust through the fungous brood,
Spawned in my shadow
And gross with my gift!
Thrust through, and hearken
O, hark, to the Trumpet,
The Virgin of Battles,
Calling, still calling you
Into the Presence,
Sons of the Judgment,
Pure wafts of the Will!
Edged to annihilate,
Hilted with government,
Follow, O, follow me,
Till the waste places
All the grey globe over
Ooze, as the honeycomb
Drips, with the sweetness
Distilled of my strength,
And, teeming in peace
Through the wrath of my coming,
They give back in beauty
The dread and the anguish
They had of me visitant!
Follow, O follow, then,
Heroes, my harvesters!
Where the tall grain is ripe
Thrust in your sickles!
Stripped and adust
In a stubble of empire,
Scything and binding
The full sheaves of sovranty:
Thus, O, thus gloriously,
Shall you fulfil yourselves!
Thus, O, thus mightily,
Show yourselves sons of mine — 
Yea, and win grace of me:
I am the Sword!

I am the feast-maker:
Hark, through a noise
Of the screaming of eagles,
Hark how the Trumpet,
The mistress of mistresses,
Calls, silver-throated
And stern, where the tables
Are spread, and the meal
Of the Lord is in hand!
Driving the darkness,
Even as the banners
And spears of the Morning;
Sifting the nations,
The slag from the metal,
The waste and the weak
From the fit and the strong;
Fighting the brute,
The abysmal Fecundity;
Checking the gross,
Multitudinous blunders,
The groping, the purblind
Excesses in service
Of the Womb universal,
The absolute drudge;
Firing the charactry
Carved on the World,
The miraculous gem
In the seal-ring that burns
On the hand of the Master — 
Yea! and authority
Flames through the dim,
Unappeasable Grisliness
Prone down the nethermost
Chasms of the Void! — 
Clear singing, clean slicing;
Sweet spoken, soft finishing;
Making death beautiful,
Life but a coin
To be staked in the pastime
Whose playing is more
Than the transfer of being;
Arch-anarch, chief builder,
Prince and evangelist,
I am the Will of God:
I am the Sword.

The Sword
Singing — 
The voice of the Sword from the heart of the Sword
Clanging majestical,
As from the starry-staired
Courts of the primal Supremacy,
His high, irresistible song.


ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS (1893)


TO 

ELIZABETH ROBINS PENNELL


ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS

O mes chères Mille et Une Nuits! — Fantasio.

Once on a time
There was a little boy: a master-mage
By virtue of a Book
Of magic — O, so magical it filled
His life with visionary pomps
Processional! And Powers
Passed with him where he passed. And Thrones
And Dominations, glaived and plumed and mailed,
Thronged in the criss-cross streets,
The palaces pell-mell with playing-fields,
Domes, cloisters, dungeons, caverns, tents, arcades,
Of the unseen, silent City, in his soul
Pavilioned jealously, and hid
As in the dusk, profound,
Green stillnesses of some enchanted mere. — 

I shut mine eyes . . . And lo!
A flickering snatch of memory that floats
Upon the face of a pool of darkness five
And thirty dead years deep,
Antic in girlish broideries
And skirts and silly shoes with straps
And a broad-ribanded leghorn, he walks
Plain in the shadow of a church
(St. Michaels: in whose brazen call
To curfew his first wails of wrath were whelmed),
Sedate for all his haste
To be at home; and, nestled in his arm,
Inciting still to quiet and solitude,
Boarded in sober drab,
With small, square, agitating cuts
Let in a-top of the double-columned, close,
Quakerlike print, a Book! . . .
What but that blessed brief
Of what is gallantest and best
In all the full-shelved Libraries of Romance?
The Book of rocs,
Sandalwood, ivory, turbans, ambergris,
Cream-tarts, and lettered apes, and calendars,
And ghouls, and genies — O, so huge
They might have overed the tall Minster Tower
Hands down, as schoolboys take a post!
In truth, the Book of Camaralzaman,
Schemselnihar and Sindbad, Scheherezade
The peerless, Bedreddin, Badroulbadour,
Cairo and Serendib and Candahar,
And Caspian, and the dim, terrific bulk — 
Ice-ribbed, fiend-visited, isled in spells and storms — 
Of Kaf! . . . That centre of miracles,
The sole, unparalleled Arabian Nights!

Old friends I had a-many — kindly and grim
Familiars, cronies quaint
And goblin! Never a Wood but housed
Some morrice of dainty dapperlings. No Brook
But had his nunnery
Of green-haired, silvry-curving sprites,
To cabin in his grots, and pace
His lilied margents. Every lone Hillside
Might open upon Elf-Land. Every Stalk
That curled about a Bean-stick was of the breed
Of that live ladder by whose delicate rungs
You climbed beyond the clouds, and found
The Farm-House where the Ogre, gorged
And drowsy, from his great oak chair,
Among the flitches and pewters at the fire,
Called for his Faëry Harp. And in it flew,
And, perching on the kitchen table, sang
Jocund and jubilant, with a sound
Of those gay, golden-vowered madrigals
The shy thrush at mid-May
Flutes from wet orchards flushed with the triumphing dawn;
Or blackbirds rioting as they listened still,
In old-world woodlands rapt with an old-world spring,
For Pans own whistle, savage and rich and lewd,
And mocked him call for call!

I could not pass
The half-door where the cobbler sat in view
Nor figure me the wizen Leprechaun,
In square-cut, faded reds and buckle-shoes,
Bent at his work in the hedge-side, and know
Just how he tapped his brogue, and twitched
His wax-end this and that way, both with wrists
And elbows. In the rich June fields,
Where the ripe clover drew the bees,
And the tall quakers trembled, and the West Wind
Lolled his half-holiday away
Beside me lolling and lounging through my own,
Twas good to follow the Millers Youngest Son
On his white horse along the leafy lanes;
For at his stirrup linked and ran,
Not cynical and trapesing, as he loped
From wall to wall above the espaliers,
But in the bravest tops
That market-town, a town of tops, could show:
Bold, subtle, adventurous, his tail
A banner flaunted in disdain
Of human stratagems and shifts:
King over All the Catlands, present and past
And future, that moustached
Artificer of fortunes, Puss-in-Boots!
Or Bluebeards Closet, with its plenishing
Of meat-hooks, sawdust, blood,
And wives that hung like fresh-dressed carcases — 
Odd-fangled, most a butchers, part
A faëry chamber hazily seen
And hazily figured — on dark afternoons
And windy nights was visiting of the best.
Then, too, the pelt of hoofs
Out in the roaring darkness told
Of Herne the Hunter in his antlered helm
Galloping, as with despatches from the Pit,
Between his hell-born Hounds.
And Rip Van Winkle . . . often I lurked to hear,
Outside the long, low timbered, tarry wall,
The mutter and rumble of the trolling bowls
Down the lean plank, before they fluttered the pins;
For, listening, I could help him play
His wonderful game,
In those blue, booming hills, with Mariners
Refreshed from kegs not coopered in this our world.

But what were these so near,
So neighbourly fancies to the spell that brought
The run of Ali Babas Cave
Just for the saying Open Sesame,
With gold to measure, peck by peck,
In round, brown wooden stoups
You borrowed at the chandlers? . . . Or one time
Made you Aladdins friend at school,
Free of his Garden of Jewels, Ring and Lamp
In perfect trim? . . . Or Ladies, fair
For all the embrowning scars in their white breasts
Went labouring under some dread ordinance,
Which made them whip, and bitterly cry the while,
Strange Curs that cried as they,
Till there was never a Black Bitch of all
Your consorting but might have gone
Spell-driven miserably for crimes
Done in the pride of womanhood and desire . . .
Or at the ghostliest altitudes of night,
While you lay wondering and acold,
Your sense was fearfully purged; and soon
Queen Labé, abominable and dear,
Rose from your side, opened the Box of Doom,
Scattered the yellow powder (which I saw
Like sulphur at the Docks in bulk),
And muttered certain words you could not hear;
And there! a living stream,
The brook you bathed in, with its weeds and flags
And cresses, glittered and sang
Out of the hearthrug over the nakedness,
Fair-scrubbed and decent, of your bedroom floor! . . .

I was — how many a time! — 
That Second Calendar, Son of a King,
On whom twas vehemently enjoined,
Pausing at one mysterious door,
To pry no closer, but content his soul
With his kind Forty. Yet I could not rest
For idleness and ungovernable Fate.
And the Black Horse, which fed on sesame
(That wonder-working word!),
Vouchsafed his back to me, and spread his vans,
And soaring, soaring on
From air to air, came charging to the ground
Sheer, like a lark from the midsummer clouds,
And, shaking me out of the saddle, where I sprawled
Flicked at me with his tail,
And left me blinded, miserable, distraught
(Even as I was in deed,
When doctors came, and odious things were done
On my poor tortured eyes
With lancets; or some evil acid stung
And wrung them like hot sand,
And desperately from room to room
Fumble I must my dark, disconsolate way),
To get to Bagdad how I might. But there
I met with Merry Ladies. O you three — 
Safie, Amine, Zobëidé — when my heart
Forgets you all shall be forgot!
And so we supped, we and the rest,
On wine and roasted lamb, rose-water, dates,
Almonds, pistachios, citrons. And Haroun
Laughed out of his lordly beard
On Giaffar and Mesrour (I knew the Three
For all their Mossoul habits). And outside
The Tigris, flowing swift
Like Severn bend for bend, twinkled and gleamed
With broken and wavering shapes of stranger stars;
The vast, blue night
Was murmurous with peris plumes
And the leathern wings of genies; words of power
Were whispering; and old fishermen,
Casting their nets with prayer, might draw to shore
Dead loveliness: or a prodigy in scales
Worth in the Caliphs Kitchen pieces of gold:
Or copper vessels, stopped with lead,
Wherein some Squire of Eblis watched and railed,
In durance under potent charactry
Graven by the seal of Solomon the King . . .

Then, as the Book was glassed
In Life as in some olden mirrors quaint,
Bewildering angles, so would Life
Flash light on light back on the Book; and both
Were changed. Once in a house decayed
From better days, harbouring an errant show
(For all its stories of dry-rot
Were filled with gruesome visitants in wax,
Inhuman, hushed, ghastly with Painted Eyes),
I wandered; and no living soul
Was nearer than the pay-box; and I stared
Upon them staring — staring. Till at last,
Three sets of rafters from the streets,
I strayed upon a mildewed, rat-run room,
With the two Dancers, horrible and obscene,
Guarding the door: and there, in a bedroom-set,
Behind a fence of faded crimson cords,
With an aspect of frills
And dimities and dishonoured privacy
That made you hanker and hesitate to look,
A Woman with her litter of Babes — all slain,
All in their nightgowns, all with Painted Eyes
Staring — still staring; so that I turned and ran
As for my neck, but in the street
Took breath. The same, it seemed,
And yet not all the same, I was to find,
As I went up! For afterwards,
Whenas I went my round alone — 
All day alone — in long, stern, silent streets,
Where I might stretch my hand and take
Whatever I would: still there were Shapes of Stone,
Motionless, lifelike, frightening — for the Wrath
Had smitten them; but they watched,
This by her melons and figs, that by his rings
And chains and watches, with the hideous gaze,
The Painted Eyes insufferable,
Now, of those grisly images; and I
Pursued my best-belovéd quest,
Thrilled with a novel and delicious fear.
So the night fell — with never a lamplighter;
And through the Palace of the King
I groped among the echoes, and I felt
That they were there,
Dreadfully there, the Painted staring Eyes,
Hall after hall . . . Till lo! from far
A Voice! And in a little while
Two tapers burning! And the Voice,
Heard in the wondrous Word of God, was — whose?
Whose but Zobëidés,
The lady of my heart, like me
A True Believer, and like me
An outcast thousands of leagues beyond the pale! . . .

Or, sailing to the Isles
Of Khaledan, I spied one evenfall
A black blotch in the sunset; and it grew
Swiftly . . . and grew. Tearing their beards,
The sailors wept and prayed; but the grave ship,
Deep laden with spiceries and pearls, went mad,
Wrenched the long tiller out of the steersmans hand,
And, turning broadside on,
As the most iron would, was haled and sucked
Nearer, and nearer yet;
And, all awash, with horrible lurching leaps
Rushed at that Portent, casting a shadow now
That swallowed sea and sky; and then,
Anchors and nails and bolts
Flew screaming out of her, and with clang on clang,
A noise of fifty stithies, caught at the sides
Of the Magnetic Mountain; and she lay,
A broken bundle of firewood, strown piecemeal
About the waters; and her crew
Passed shrieking, one by one; and I was left
To drown. All the long night I swam;
But in the morning, O, the smiling coast
Tufted with date-trees, meadowlike,
Skirted with shelving sands! And a great wave
Cast me ashore; and I was saved alive.
So, giving thanks to God, I dried my clothes,
And, faring inland, in a desert place
I stumbled on an iron ring — 
The fellow of fifty built into the Quays:
When, scenting a trap-door,
I dug, and dug; until my biggest blade
Stuck into wood. And then,
The flight of smooth-hewn, easy-falling stairs,
Sunk in the naked rock! The cool, clean vault,
So neat with niche on niche it might have been
Our beer-cellar but for the rows
Of brazen urns (like monstrous chemists jars)
Full to the wide, squat throats
With gold-dust, but a-top
A layer of pickled-walnut-looking things
I knew for olives! And far, O, far away,
The Princess of China languished! Far away
Was marriage, with a Vizier and a Chief
Of Eunuchs and the privilege
Of going out at night
To play — unkenned, majestical, secure — 
Where the old, brown, friendly river shaped
Like Tigris shore for shore! Haply a Ghoul
Sat in the churchyard under a frightened moon,
A thighbone in his fist, and glared
At supper with a Lady: she who took
Her rice with tweezers grain by grain.
Or you might stumble — there by the iron gates
Of the Pump Room — underneath the limes — 
Upon Bedreddin in his shirt and drawers,
Just as the civil Genie laid him down.
Or those red-curtained panes,
Whence a tame cornet tenored it throatily
Of beer-pots and spittoons and new long pipes,
Might turn a caravanserys, wherein
You found Noureddin Ali, loftily drunk,
And that fair Persian, bathed in tears,
Youd not have given away
For all the diamonds in the Vale Perilous
You had that dark and disleaved afternoon
Escaped on a rocs claw,
Disguised like Sindbad — but in Christmas beef!
And all the blissful while
The schoolboy satchel at your hip
Was such a bulse of gems as should amaze
Grey-whiskered chapmen drawn
From over Caspian: yea, the Chief Jewellers
Of Tartary and the bazaars,
Seething with traffic, of enormous Ind. — 

Thus cried, thus called aloud, to the child heart
The magian East: thus the child eyes
Spelled out the wizard message by the light
Of the sober, workaday hours
They saw, week in week out, pass, and still pass
In the sleepy Minster City, folded kind
In ancient Severns arm,
Amongst her water-meadows and her docks,
Whose floating populace of ships — 
Galliots and luggers, light-heeled brigantines,
Bluff barques and rake-hell fore-and-afters — brought
To her very doorsteps and geraniums
The scents of the Worlds End; the calls
That may not be gainsaid to rise and ride
Like fire on some high errand of the race;
The irresistible appeals
For comradeship that sound
Steadily from the irresistible sea.
Thus the East laughed and whispered, and the tale,
Telling itself anew
In terms of living, labouring life,
Took on the colours, busked it in the wear
Of life that lived and laboured; and Romance,
The Angel-Playmate, raining down
His golden influences
On all I saw, and all I dreamed and did,
Walked with me arm in arm,
Or left me, as one bediademed with straws
And bits of glass, to gladden at my heart
Who had the gift to seek and feel and find
His fiery-hearted presence everywhere.
Even so dear Hesper, bringer of all good things,
Sends the same silver dews
Of happiness down her dim, delighted skies
On some poor collier-hamlet — (mound on mound
Of sifted squalor; here a soot-throated stalk
Sullenly smoking over a row
Of flat-faced hovels; black in the gritty air
A web of rails and wheels and beams; with strings
Of hurtling, tipping trams) — 
As on the amorous nightingales
And roses of Shíraz, or the walls and towers
Of Samarcand — the Ineffable — whence you espy
The splendour of Ginnistans embattled spears,
Like listed lightnings.
Samarcand!
That name of names! That star-vaned belvedere
Builded against the Chambers of the South!
That outpost on the Infinite!
And behold!
Questing therefrom, you knew not what wild tide
Might overtake you: for one fringe,
One suburb, is stablished on firm earth; but one
Floats founded vague
In lubberlands delectable — isles of palm
And lotus, fortunate mains, far-shimmering seas,
The promise of wistful hills — 
The shining, shifting Sovranties of Dream.


CONTRIBUTIONS TO BALLADES AND RONDEAUS, CHANTS ROYAL, SESTINAS, VILLANELLES (1888)


BALLADE OF ANTIQUE DANCES.

Before the town had lost its wits,
And scared the bravery from its beaux,
When money-grubs were merely cits,
And verse was crisp and clear as prose,
Ere Chloë and Strephon came to blows
For votes, degrees, and cigarettes,
The world rejoiced to point its toes
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

The solemn fiddlers touch their kits;
The twinkling clavichord oerflows
With contrapuntal quirks and hits;
And, with all measure and repose,
Through figures grave as royal shows,
With noble airs and pirouettes,
They move, to rhythms Handel knows,
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

O Fans and Swords, O Sacques and Mits,
That was the better part you chose!
You know not how those gamesome chits
Waltz, Polka, and Schottische arose,
Or how Quadrille — a kind of doze
In time and tune — the dance besets;
You aired your fashion till the close
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

Envoy.

Muse of the many-twinkling hose,
Terpsichore, O teach your pets
The charm that shines, the grace that glows
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

W. E. Henley.


BALLADE OF JUNE.

Lilacs glow, and jasmines climb,
Larks are loud the livelong day.
O the golden summer-prime!
June takes up the sceptre of May,
And the land beneath her sway
Glows, a dream of flowerful closes,
And the very winds at play
With Sir Love among the roses.

Lights and shadows in the lime
Meet in exquisite disarray.
Hark! the rich recurrent rhyme
Of the blackbirds roundelay!
Where he carols, frank and gay,
Fancy no more glooms or proses;
Joyously she flits away
With Sir Love among the roses.

O the cool seas slumbrous chime!
O the links that beach the bay,
Tricked with meadow-sweet and thyme,
Where the brown bees murmur and stray!
Lush the hedgerows, ripe the hay!
Many a maiden, binding posies,
Finds herself at Yea-and-Nay
With Sir Love among the roses.

Envoi.

Boys and girls, be wise, I pray!
Do as dear Queen June proposes,
For she bids you troop and stay
With Sir Love among the roses.

W. E. Henley.


BALLADE OF LADIES NAMES.

Browns for Lalage, Jones for Lelia,
Robinsons bosom for Beatrice glows,
Smith is a Hamlet before Ophelia.
The glamour stays if the reason goes!
Every lover the years disclose
Is of a beautiful name made free.
One befriends, and all others are foes.
Annas the name of names for me.

Sentiment hallows the vowels of Delia;
Sweet simplicity breathes from Rose;
Courtly memories glitter in Celia;
Rosalind savours of quips and hose,
Araminta of wits and beaux,
Prue of puddings, and Coralie
All of sawdust and spangled shows;
Annas the name of names for me.

Fie upon Caroline, Madge, Amelia — 
These I reckon the essence of prose! — 
Cavalier Katharine, cold Cornelia,
Portias masterful Roman nose,
Mauds magnificence, Tottys toes,
Poll and Bet with their twang of the sea,
Nells impertinence, Pamelas woes!
Annas the name of names for me.

Envoy.

Ruth like a gillyflower smells and blows,
Sylvia prattles of Arcadee,
Sybil mystifies, Connie crows,
Annas the name of names for me!

W. E. Henley.


BALLADE OF SPRING.

Theres a noise of coming, going,
Budding, waking, vast and still.
Hark, the echoes are yeo-hoing
Loud and sweet from vale and hill!
Do you hear it? With a will,
In a grandiose lilt and swing,
Natures voices shout and trill ...
Tis the symphony of Spring!

Rains are singing, clouds are flowing,
Ocean thunders, croons the rill,
And the West his clarions blowing,
And the sparrow tunes his quill,
And the thrush is fluting shrill,
And the skylarks on the wing,
And the merles their hautboys fill — 
Tis the symphony of Spring!

Lambs are bleating, steers are lowing,
Brisk and rhythmic clacks the mill.
Kapellmeister April, glowing
And superb with glee and skill,
Comes, his orchestra to drill
In a music that will ring
Till the grey world yearn and thrill.
Tis the symphony of Spring!

Envoy.

Princes, though your blood he chill,
Heres shall make you leap and fling,
Fling and leap like Jack and Jill!
Tis the symphony of Spring.

W. E. Henley.


BALLADE OF MIDSUMMER DAYS AND NIGHTS.

(Double refrain.)

With a ripple of leaves and a tinkle of streams
The full world rolls in a rhythm of praise,
And the winds are one with the clouds and beams-
Midsummer days! midsummer days!
The dusk grows vast; in a purple haze,
While the West from a rapture of sunset rights,
Faint stars their exquisite lamps upraise-
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

The woods green heart is a nest of dreams,
The lush grass thickens and springs and sways,
The rathe wheat rustles, the landscape gleams-
Midsummer days! midsummer days!
In the stilly fields, in the stilly ways,
All secret shadows and mystic lights,
Late lovers murmurous linger and gaze-
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

Theres a music of bells from the trampling teams,
Wild skylarks hover, the gorses blaze,
The rich, ripe rose as with incense steams — 
Midsummer days! midsummer days!
A soul from the honeysuckle strays,
And the nightingale as from prophet heights,
Sings to the Earth of her million Mays-
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

Envoy.

And its O! for my dear and the charm that stays-
Midsummer days! midsummer days!
Its O! for my Love and the dark that plights-
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

W. E. Henley.


BALLADE OF YOUTH AND AGE.

(Double refrain.)

Spring at her height on a morn at prime,
Sails that laugh from a flying squall,
Pomp of harmony, rapture of rhyme-
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
Winter sunsets and leaves that fall,
An empty flagon, a folded page,
A tumble-down wheel, a tattered ball-
These are a type of the world of Age.

Bells that clash in a gorgeous chime,
Swords that clatter in outsets tall,
The words that ring and the fames that climb-
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
Old hymnals prone in a dusty stall,
A bald blind bird in a crazy cage,
The scene of a faded festival-
These are a type of the world of Age.

Hours that strut as the heirs of time,
Deeds whose rumours a clarion-call,
Songs where the singers their souls sublime-
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
A staff that rests in a nook of wall,
A reeling battle, a rusted gage,
The chant of a nearing funeral-
These are a type of the world of Age.

Envoy.

Struggle and sacrifice, revel and brawl-
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
A smouldering hearth and a silent stage-
These are a type of the world of Age.

W. E. Henley.


VARIATIONS.

I.

Alons au bois le may cueillir. — Charles DOrléans.

Well to the woods and gather may
Fresh from the footprints of the rain;
Well to the woods, at every vein
To drink the spirit of the day.

The winds of spring are out at play,
The needs of spring in heart and brain.
Well to the woods and gather may
Fresh from the footprints of the rain.

The worlds too near her end, you say? — 
Hark to the blackbirds mad refrain!
It waits for her, the vast Inane? — 
Then, girls, to help her on the way
Well to the woods and gather may.

W. E. Henley.

II.

Ainsi qu aux fleurs la vieillesse,

Fera ternir votre beauté. — Ronsard.

And lightly, like the flowers,
Your beauties Age will dim,
Who makes the song a hymn,
And turns the sweets to sours!

Alas! the chubby Hours
Grow lank and grey and grim,
And lightly, like the flowers,
Your beauties Age will dim.

Still rosy are the bowers,
The walks yet green and trim.
Among them let your whim
Pass sweetly, like the showers,
And lightly, like the flowers.

W. E. Henley.

III.

Hic habitat Felicitas.

Felicity. Enquire within.
The genial goddess is at home!
So read and thought the rakes of Rome,
Some frail ones lintel fain to win.

And now it blares thro bronze and tin,
Thro clarion, organ, catcall, comb: — 
Felicity. Enquire within.
The genial goddess is at home!

For, tent or studio, bank or bin,
Platonic porch, Petræan dome,
Whereer our hobbies champ and foam,
Theroer the brave old sign we pin — 
Felicity. Enquire within.

W. E. Henley.

IV.

And sweet girl graduates in their golden hair. — Tennyson.

Sweet girl graduates, golden-haired,
You for whom has been prepared
Loves fair university,
Dons and double-firsts to be-
Why are you so quickly scared?

When the prudes their worst have glared,
When the dowagers have stared,
What has passed they might not see,
Sweet girl-graduates, golden-haired,
You for whom has been prepared
Loves fair university?

Most is won when most is dared.
Let your dainty lore be aired.
Love and thought and fun are free.
All must flirt in their degree.
Books alone have never reared
Sweet girl-graduates, golden-haired.

W. E. Henley.


RONDEL.

The ways of Death are soothing and serene,
And all the words of Death are grave and sweet.
From camp and church, the fireside and the street,
She signs to come, and strife and song have been.

A summer night descending, cool and green
And dark, on daytimes dust and stress and heat,
The ways of Death are soothing and serene,
And all the words of Death are grave and sweet

O glad and sorrowful, with triumphant mien
And hopeful faces look upon and greet
This last of all your lovers, and to meet
Her kiss, the Comforters, your spirit lean....
The ways of Death are soothing and serene.

W. E. Henley.


MY LOVE TO ME.

My love to me is always kind:
She neither storms, nor is she pined;
She does not plead with tears or sighs,
But gentle words and soft replies — 
Dear earnests of the thought behind.

They say the little god is blind,
They do not count him quite too wise;
Yet he, somehow, could bring and bind
My love to me.

And sweetest nut hath sourest rind?
It may be so; but she I prize
Is even lovelier in mine eyes
Than good and gracious to my mind.
I bless the fortune that consigned
My love to me.

W. E. Henley.


WITH STRAWBERRIES.

With strawberries we filled a tray,
And then we drove away, away
Along the links beside the sea,
Where wave and wind were light and free,
And August felt as fresh as May.

And where the springy turf was gay
With thyme and balm and many a spray
Of wild roses, you tempted me
With strawberries!

A shadowy sail, silent and grey,
Stole like a ghost across the bay;
But none could hear me ask my fee,
And none could know what came to be.
Can sweethearts all their thirst allay
With strawberries?

W. E. Henley.


A FLIRTED FAN.

A flirted fan of blade and gold
Is wondrous winsome to behold:
It seems an armoured shard to bear
The Emperor-Scarab — strange and rare,
Metallic, lustrous, jewel-cold.
Fawning and fluttering fold on fold
And scale on scale, its charm unrolled,
Lures, dazzles, slays. It thrills the air,
A flirted fan!
Ah me, that night ... I cannot scold — 
Ich grolle nicht! My grief untold
Shall still remain, but I will swear
Some Spanish grace, dissembled there,
Stood by her stall, she so controlled
A flirted fan.

W. E. Henley.


IN ROTTEN ROW.

In Rotten Row a cigarette
I sat and smoked, with no regret
For all the tumult that had been.
The distances were still and green,
And streaked with shadows cool and wet.

Two sweethearts on a bench were set,
Two birds among the boughs were met;
So love and song were heard and seen
In Rotten Row.
A horse or two there was to fret
The soundless sand; but work and debt,
Fair flowers and falling leaves between,
While clocks are chiming clear and keen,
A man may very well forget
In Rotten Row.

W. E. Henley.


THE LEAVES ARE SERE.

The leaves are sere, and on the ground
They rustle with an eerie sound,
A sound half-whisper and half-sigh — 
The plaint of sweet things fain to die,
Poor things for which no ruth is found.

With summer once the land was crowned;
But now that autumn scatters round
Decay, and summer fancies die,
The leaves are sere.

Once, too, my thought within the bound
Of summer frolicked, like a hound
In meadows jocund with July.
And now I sit and wonder why,
With all my waste of plack and pound,
The leaves are sere!

W. E. Henley.


WITH A FAN FROM RIMMELS.

Go, happy Fan, in all the land
The happiest ... seek my ladys hand,
And, swinging at her winsome waist,
Forget for aye, so greatly graced,
The House of Odours in the Strand.

Ivory, with lilac silk outspanned,
With ruffling black sedately grand,
With bloom of eglantine oertraced,
Go, happy Fan.

Her kindly heart will understand,
Her gentle eyes will grow more bland
At sight of you. Away in haste,
Dear New Years gift! Such perfect taste
As yours her praises may command ...
Go, happy Fan!

W. E. Henley.


IF I WERE KING.

If I were king, my pipe should be premier.
The skies of time and chance are seldom clear,
We would inform them all with bland blue weather.
Delight alone would need to shed a tear,
For dream and deed should war no more together.

Art should aspire, yet ugliness be dear;
Beauty, the shaft, should speed with wit for feather;
And love, sweet love, should never fall to sere,
If I were king.

But politics should find no harbour near;
The Philistine should fear to slip his tether;
Tobacco should be duty free, and beer;
In fact, in room of this, the age of leather,
An age of gold all radiant should appear,
If I were king.

W. E. Henley.


HER LITTLE FEET.

Her little feet!... Beneath us ranged the sea,
She sat, from sun and wind umbrella-shaded,
One shoe above the other danglingly,
And lo! a Something exquisitely graded,
Brown rings and white, distracting — to the knee!

The band was loud. A wild waltz melody
Flowed rhythmic forth. The nobodies paraded.
And thro my dream went pulsing fast and free:
Her little feet.

Till she made room for some one. It was He!
A port-wine-flavoured He, a He who traded,
Rich, rosy, round, obese to a degree!
A sense of injury overmastered me.
Quite bulbously his ample boots upbraided
Her little feet.

W. E. Henley.


WHEN YOU ARE OLD.

When you are old, and I am passed away — 
Passed, and your face, your golden face, is grey — 
I think, whateer the end, this dream of mine,
Comforting you, a friendly star will shine
Down the dim slope where still you stumble and stray.

So may it be; that so dead Yesterday,
No sad-eyed ghost, but generous and gay,
May serve your memories like almighty wine,
When you are old.

Dear Heart, it shall be so. Under the sway
Of death the pasts enormous disarray
Lies hushed and dark. Yet though there come no sign,
Live on well pleased! Immortal and divine,
Love shall still tend you, as Gods angels may,
When you are old.

W. E. Henley.


TRIOLET, AFTER CATULLUS.

Jucundum, mea vita.

Easy is the Triolet,
If you really learn to make it!
Once a neat refrain you get,
Easy is the Triolet.
As you see!-I pay my debt
With another rhyme. Deuce take it,
Easy is the Triolet,
If you really learn to make it!

W. E. Henley.


VILLANELLE.

Wheres the use of sighing?
Sorrow as you may,
Time is always flying-

Flying!-and defying
Men to say him nay ...
Wheres the use of sighing?

Look! To-day is dying
After yesterday.
Time is always flying.

Flying — and when crying
Cannot make him stay,
Wheres the use of sighing?

Men with by-and-bying,
Fritter life away.
Time is always flying,

Flying! — O, from prying
Cease, and go to play.
Wheres the use of sighing,
Time is always flying?

W. E. Henley.


VILLANELLE.

A dainty things the Villanelle.
Sly, musical, a jewel in rhyme,
It serves its purpose passing well.

A double-clappered silver bell
That must be made to clink in chime,
A dainty things the Villanelle;

And if you wish to flute a spell,
Or ask a meeting neath the lime,
It serves its purpose passing well.

You must not ask of it the swell
Of organs grandiose and sublime — 
A dainty things the Villanelle;

And, filled with sweetness, as a shell
Is filled with sound, and launched in time,
It serves its purpose passing well.

Still fair to see and good to smell
As in the quaintness of its prime,
A dainty things the Villanelle,
It serves its purpose passing well.

W. E. Henley.


VILLANELLE.

In the clatter of the train
Is a promise brisk and bright.
I shall see my love again!

I am tired and fagged and fain;
But I feel a still delight
In the clatter of the train,

Hurry-hurrying on amain
Through the moonshine thin and white — 
I shall see my love again!

Many noisy miles remain;
But a sympathetic sprite
In the clatter of the train

Hammers cheerful:-that the strain
Once concluded and the fight,
I shall see my love again.

Yes, the overword is plain, — 
If its trivial, if its trite — 
In the clatter of the train:
I shall see my love again.

W. E. Henley.


VILLONS STRAIGHT TIP TO ALL CROSS COVES.

Tout aux tavernes et aux filles.

Suppose you screeve? or go cheap-jack?
Or fake the broads? or fig a nag?
Or thimble-rig? or knap a yack?
Or pitch a snide? or smash a rag?
Suppose you duff? or nose and lag?
Or get the straight, and land your pot?
How do you melt the multy swag?
Booze and the blowens cop the lot.

Fiddle, or fence, or mace, or mack;
Or moskeneer, or flash the drag;
Dead-lurk a crib, or do a crack;
Pad with a slang, or chuck a fag;
Bonnet, or tout, or mump and gag;
Rattle the tats, or mark the spot;
You can not bank a single stag;
Booze and the blowens cop the lot.

Suppose you try a different tack,
And on the square you flash your flag?
At penny-a-lining make your whack,
Or with the mummers mug and gag?
For nix, for nix the dibbs you bag!
At any graft, no matter what,
Your merry goblins soon stravag:
Booze and the blowens cop the lot.

THE MORAL.

Its up the spout and Charley Wag
With wipes and tickers and what not.
Until the squeezer nips your scrag,
Booze and the blowens cop the lot.

W. E. Henley.


CULTURE IN THE SLUMS.

(Inscribed to an Intense Poet.)


I. RONDEAU.

O crikey, Bill! she ses to me, she ses.
Look sharp, ses she, with them there sossiges.
Yea! sharp with them there bags of mysteree!
For lo! she ses, for lo! old pal, ses she,
Im blooming peckish, neither more nor less.

Was it not prime — I leave you all to guess
How prime! —— to have a jude in loves distress
Come spooning round, and murmuring balmilee,
O crikey, Bill!

For in such rorty wise doth Love express
His blooming views, and asks for your address,
And makes it right, and does the gay and free.
I kissed her — I did so! And her and me
Was pals. And if that aint good business,
O crikey, Bill!


II. VILLANELLE.

Now aint they utterly too-too
(She ses, my Missus mine, ses she),
Them flymy little bits of Blue.

Joe, just you kool em-nice and skew
Upon our old meogginee,
Now aint they utterly too-too?

Theyre better than a potn a screw,
Theyre equal to a Sunday spree,
Them flymy little bits of Blue!

Suppose I put em up the flue,
And booze the profits, Joe? Not me.
Now aint they utterly too-too?

I do the Igh Art fake, I do.
Joe, Im consummate; and I see
Them flymy little bits of Blue.

Which, Joe, is why I ses te you — 
Æsthetic-like, and limp, and free — 
Now aint they utterly too-too,
Them flymy little bits of Blue?


III. BALLADE.

I often does a quiet read
At Booty Shellys poetry;
I thinks that Swinburne at a screed
Is really almost too-too fly;
At Signor Vagnas harmony
I likes a merry little flutter;
Ive had at Pater many a shy;
In fact, my forms the Bloomin Utter.

My marks a tidy little feed,
And Enery Irvings gallery,
To see old Amlick do a bleed,
And Ellen Terry on the die,
Or Frankys ghostes at hi-spy,
And parties carried on a shutter.
Them vulgar Coupeaus is my eye!
In fact, my forms the Bloomin Utter.

The Grosvenors nuts-it is, indeed!
I goes for Olman Unt like pie.
Its equal to a friendly lead
To see B. Joness judes go by.
Stanhope he makes me fit to cry.
Whistler he makes me melt like butter.
Strudwick he makes me flash my cly — 
In fact, my forms the Bloomin Utter.

Envoy.

Im on for any Art thats Igh;
I talks as quite as I can splutter;
I keeps a Dado on the sly;
In fact, my forms the Bloomin Utter!

W. E. Henley.


BRIC-À-BRAC (1888)

The tune of the time. — Hamlet, concerning Osric


BALLADE OF A TOYOKUNI COLOUR-PRINT

To W. A.

Was I a Samurai renowned,
Two-sworded, fierce, immense of bow?
A histrion angular and profound?
A priest? a porter? — Child, although
I have forgotten clean, I know
That in the shade of Fujisan,
What time the cherry-orchards blow,
I loved you once in old Japan.

As here you loiter, flowing-gowned
And hugely sashed, with pins a-row
Your quaint head as with flamelets crowned,
Demure, inviting — even so,
When merry maids in Miyako
To feel the sweet o the year began,
And green gardens to overflow,
I loved you once in old Japan.

Clear shine the hills; the rice-fields round
Two cranes are circling; sleepy and slow,
A blue canal the lakes blue bound
Breaks at the bamboo bridge; and lo!
Touched with the sundowns spirit and glow,
I see you turn, with flirted fan,
Against the plum-trees bloomy snow . . .
I loved you once in old Japan!

Envoy

Dear, twas a dozen lives ago;
But that I was a lucky man
The Toyokuni here will show:
I loved you — once — in old Japan.


BALLADE (DOUBLE REFRAIN) OF YOUTH AND AGE

I. M.
Thomas Edward Brown
(1829–1896)

Spring at her height on a morn at prime,
Sails that laugh from a flying squall,
Pomp of harmony, rapture of rhyme — 
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
Winter sunsets and leaves that fall,
An empty flagon, a folded page,
A tumble-down wheel, a tattered ball — 
These are a type of the world of Age.

Bells that clash in a gaudy chime,
Swords that clatter in onsets tall,
The words that ring and the fames that climb — 
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
Hymnals old in a dusty stall,
A bald, blind bird in a crazy cage,
The scene of a faded festival — 
These are a type of the world of Age.

Hours that strut as the heirs of time,
Deeds whose rumours a clarion-call,
Songs where the singers their souls sublime — 
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
A staff that rests in a nook of wall,
A reeling battle, a rusted gage,
The chant of a nearing funeral — 
These are a type of the world of Age.

Envoy

Struggle and turmoil, revel and brawl — 
Youth is the sign of them, one and all.
A smouldering hearth and a silent stage — 
These are a type of the world of Age.


BALLADE (DOUBLE REFRAIN) OF MIDSUMMER DAYS AND NIGHTS

To W. H.

With a ripple of leaves and a tinkle of streams
The full world rolls in a rhythm of praise,
And the winds are one with the clouds and beams — 
Midsummer days! Midsummer days!
The dusk grows vast; in a purple haze,
While the West from a rapture of sunset rights,
Faint stars their exquisite lamps upraise — 
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

The woods green heart is a nest of dreams,
The lush grass thickens and springs and sways,
The rathe wheat rustles, the landscape gleams — 
Midsummer days! Midsummer days!
In the stilly fields, in the stilly ways,
All secret shadows and mystic lights,
Late lovers murmur and linger and gaze — 
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

Theres a music of bells from the trampling teams,
Wild skylarks hover, the gorses blaze,
The rich, ripe rose as with incense steams — 
Midsummer days! Midsummer days!
A soul from the honeysuckle strays,
And the nightingale as from prophet heights
Sings to the Earth of her million Mays — 
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!

Envoy

And its O, for my dear and the charm that stays — 
Midsummer days! Midsummer days!
Its O, for my Love and the dark that plights — 
Midsummer nights! O midsummer nights!


BALLADE OF DEAD ACTORS

I. M.
Edward John Henley
(1861–1898)

Where are the passions they essayed,
And where the tears they made to flow?
Where the wild humours they portrayed
For laughing worlds to see and know?
Othellos wrath and Juliets woe?
Sir Peters whims and Timons gall?
And Millamant and Romeo?
Into the night go one and all.

Where are the braveries, fresh or frayed?
The plumes, the armours — friend and foe?
The cloth of gold, the rare brocade,
The mantles glittering to and fro?
The pomp, the pride, the royal show?
The cries of war and festival?
The youth, the grace, the charm, the glow?
Into the night go one and all.

The curtain falls, the play is played:
The Beggar packs beside the Beau;
The Monarch troops, and troops the Maid;
The Thunder huddles with the Snow.
Where are the revellers high and low?
The clashing swords? The lovers call?
The dancers gleaming row on row?
Into the night go one and all.

Envoy

Prince, in one common overthrow
The Hero tumbles with the Thrall:
As dust that drives, as straws that blow,
Into the night go one and all.


BALLADE MADE IN THE HOT WEATHER

To C. M.

Fountains that frisk and sprinkle
The moss they overspill;
Pools that the breezes crinkle;
The wheel beside the mill,
With its wet, weedy frill;
Wind-shadows in the wheat;
A water-cart in the street;
The fringe of foam that girds
An islets ferneries;
A green skys minor thirds — 
To live, I think of these!

Of ice and glass the tinkle,
Pellucid, silver-shrill;
Peaches without a wrinkle;
Cherries and snow at will,
From china bowls that fill
The senses with a sweet
Incuriousness of heat;
A melons dripping sherds;
Cream-clotted strawberries;
Dusk dairies set with curds — 
To live, I think of these!

Vale-lily and periwinkle;
Wet stone-crop on the sill;
The look of leaves a-twinkle
With windlets clear and still;
The feel of a forest rill
That wimples fresh and fleet
About ones naked feet;
The muzzles of drinking herds;
Lush flags and bulrushes;
The chirp of rain-bound birds — 
To live, I think of these!

Envoy

Dark aisles, new packs of cards,
Mermaidens tails, cool swards,
Dawn dews and starlit seas,
White marbles, whiter words — 
To live, I think of these!


BALLADE OF TRUISMS

Gold or silver, every day,
Dies to gray.
There are knots in every skein.
Hours of work and hours of play
Fade away
Into one immense Inane.
Shadow and substance, chaff and grain,
Are as vain
As the foam or as the spray.
Life goes crooning, faint and fain,
One refrain:
If it could be always May!

Though the earth be green and gay,
Though, they say,
Man the cup of heaven may drain;
Though, his little world to sway,
He display
Hoard on hoard of pith and brain:
Autumn brings a mist and rain
That constrain
Him and his to know decay,
Where undimmed the lights that wane
Would remain,
If it could be always May.

Yea, alas, must turn to Nay,
Flesh to clay.
Chance and Time are ever twain.
Men may scoff, and men may pray,
But they pay
Every pleasure with a pain.
Life may soar, and Fortune deign
To explain
Where her prizes hide and stay;
But we lack the lusty train
We should gain,
If it could be always May.

Envoy

Time, the pedagogue, his cane
Might retain,
But his charges all would stray
Truanting in every lane — 
Jack with Jane — 
If it could be always May.


DOUBLE BALLADE OF LIFE AND FATE

Fools may pine, and sots may swill,
Cynics gibe, and prophets rail,
Moralists may scourge and drill,
Preachers prose, and fainthearts quail.
Let them whine, or threat, or wail!
Till the touch of Circumstance
Down to darkness sink the scale,
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.

What if skies be wan and chill?
What if winds be harsh and stale?
Presently the east will thrill,
And the sad and shrunken sail,
Bellying with a kindly gale,
Bear you sunwards, while your chance
Sends you back the hopeful hail: — 
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.

Idle shot or coming bill,
Hapless love or broken bail,
Gulp it (never chew your pill!),
And, if Burgundy should fail,
Try the humbler pot of ale!
Over all is heavens expanse.
Golds to find among the shale.
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.

Dull Sir Joskin sleeps his fill,
Good Sir Galahad seeks the Grail,
Proud Sir Pertinax flaunts his frill,
Hard Sir Æger dints his mail;
And the while by hill and dale
Tristrams braveries gleam and glance,
And his blithe horn tells its tale: — 
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.

Aramintas grand and shrill,
Delias passionate and frail,
Doris drives an earnest quill,
Athanasia takes the veil:
Wiser Phyllis oer her pail,
At the heart of all romance
Reading, sings to Strephons flail: — 
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.

Every Jack must have his Jill
(Even Johnson had his Thrale!):
Forward, couples — with a will!
This, the world, is not a jail.
Hear the music, sprat and whale!
Hands across, retire, advance!
Though the doomsmans on your trail,
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.

Envoy

Boys and girls, at slug and snail
And their kindred look askance.
Pay your footing on the nail:
Fates a fiddler, Lifes a dance.


DOUBLE BALLADE OF THE NOTHINGNESS OF THINGS

The big teetotum twirls,
And epochs wax and wane
As chance subsides or swirls;
But of the loss and gain
The sum is always plain.
Read on the mighty pall,
The weed of funeral
That covers praise and blame,
The — isms and the — anities,
Magnificence and shame: — 
O Vanity of Vanities!

The Fates are subtile girls!
They give us chaff for grain.
And Time, the Thunderer, hurls,
Like bolted death, disdain
At all that heart and brain
Conceive, or great or small,
Upon this earthly ball.
Would you be knight and dame?
Or woo the sweet humanities?
Or illustrate a name?
O Vanity of Vanities!

We sound the sea for pearls,
Or drown them in a drain;
We flute it with the merles,
Or tug and sweat and strain;
We grovel, or we reign;
We saunter, or we brawl;
We answer, or we call;
We search the stars for Fame,
Or sink her subterranities;
The legends still the same: — 
O Vanity of Vanities!

Here at the wine one birls,
There some one clanks a chain.
The flag that this man furls
That man to float is fain.
Pleasure gives place to pain:
These in the kennel crawl,
While others take the wall.
She has a glorious aim,
He lives for the inanities.
What comes of every claim?
O Vanity of Vanities!

Alike are clods and earls.
For sot, and seer, and swain,
For emperors and for churls,
For antidote and bane,
There is but one refrain:
But one for king and thrall,
For David and for Saul,
For fleet of foot and lame,
For pieties and profanities,
The picture and the frame: — 
O Vanity of Vanities!

Life is a smoke that curls — 
Curls in a flickering skein,
That winds and whisks and whirls
A figment thin and vain,
Into the vast Inane.
One end for hut and hall!
One end for cell and stall!
Burned in one common flame
Are wisdoms and insanities.
For this alone we came: — 
O Vanity of Vanities!

Envoy

Prince, pride must have a fall.
What is the worth of all
Your states supreme urbanities?
Bad at the bests the game.
Well might the Sage exclaim: — 
O Vanity of Vanities!


AT QUEENSFERRY

To W. G. S.

The blackbird sang, the skies were clear and clean
We bowled along a road that curved a spine
Superbly sinuous and serpentine
Thro silent symphonies of summer green.
Sudden the Forth came on us — sad of mien,
No cloud to colour it, no breeze to line:
A sheet of dark, dull glass, without a sign
Of life or death, two spits of sand between.
Water and sky merged blank in mist together,
The Fort loomed spectral, and the Guardships spars
Traced vague, black shadows on the shimmery glaze:
We felt the dim, strange years, the grey, strange weather,
The still, strange land, unvexed of sun or stars,
Where Lancelot rides clanking thro the haze.


ORIENTALE

Shes an enchanting little Israelite,
A world of hidden dimples! — Dusky-eyed,
A starry-glancing daughter of the Bride,
With hair escaped from some Arabian Night,
Her lip is red, her cheek is golden-white,
Her nose a scimitar; and, set aside
The bamboo hat she cocks with so much pride,
Her dress a dream of daintiness and delight.
And when she passes with the dreadful boys
And romping girls, the cockneys loud and crude,
My thought, to the Minories tied yet moved to range
The Land o the Sun, commingles with the noise
Of magian drums and scents of sandalwood
A touch Sidonian — modern — taking — strange!


IN FISHERROW

A hard north-easter fifty winters long
Has bronzed and shrivelled sere her face and neck;
Her locks are wild and grey, her teeth a wreck;
Her foot is vast, her bowed leg spare and strong.
A wide blue cloak, a squat and sturdy throng
Of curt blue coats, a mutch without a speck,
A white vest broidered black, her person deck,
Nor seems their picked, stern, old-world quaintness wrong.
Her great creel forehead-slung, she wanders nigh,
Easing the heavy strap with gnarled, brown fingers,
The spirit of traffic watchful in her eye,
Ever and anon imploring you to buy,
As looking down the street she onward lingers,
Reproachful, with a strange and doleful cry.


BACK-VIEW

To D. F.

I watched you saunter down the sand:
Serene and large, the golden weather
Flowed radiant round your peacock feather,
And glistered from your jewelled hand.
Your tawny hair, turned strand on strand
And bound with blue ribands together,
Streaked the rough tartan, green like heather,
That round your lissome shoulder spanned.
Your grace was quick my sense to seize:
The quaint looped hat, the twisted tresses,
The close-drawn scarf, and under these
The flowing, flapping draperies — 
My thought an outline still caresses,
Enchanting, comic, Japanese!


CROLUIS

To G. W.

The beach was crowded. Pausing now and then,
He groped and fiddled doggedly along,
His worn face glaring on the thoughtless throng
The stony peevishness of sightless men.
He seemed scarce older than his clothes. Again,
Grotesquing thinly many an old sweet song,
So cracked his fiddle, his hand so frail and wrong,
You hardly could distinguish one in ten.
He stopped at last, and sat him on the sand,
And, grasping wearily his bread-winner,
Stared dim towards the blue immensity,
Then leaned his head upon his poor old hand.
He may have slept: he did not speak nor stir:
His gesture spoke a vast despondency.


ATTADALE WEST HIGHLANDS

To A. J.

A black and glassy float, opaque and still,
The loch, at furthest ebb supine in sleep,
Reversing, mirrored in its luminous deep
The calm grey skies; the solemn spurs of hill;
Heather, and corn, and wisps of loitering haze;
The wee white cots, black-hatted, plumed with smoke;
The braes beyond — and when the ripple awoke,
They wavered with the jarred and wavering glaze.
The air was hushed and dreamy. Evermore
A noise of running water whispered near.
A straggling crow called high and thin. A bird
Trilled from the birch-leaves. Round the shingled shore,
Yellow with weed, there wandered, vague and clear,
Strange vowels, mysterious gutturals, idly heard.


FROM A WINDOW IN PRINCES STREET

To M. M. MB.

Above the Crags that fade and gloom
Starts the bare knee of Arthurs Seat;
Ridged high against the evening bloom,
The Old Town rises, street on street;
With lamps bejewelled, straight ahead,
Like rampired walls the houses lean,
All spired and domed and turreted,
Sheer to the valleys darkling green;
Ranged in mysterious disarray,
The Castle, menacing and austere,
Looms through the lingering last of day;
And in the silver dusk you hear,
Reverberated from crag and scar,
Bold bugles blowing points of war.


IN THE DIALS

To Garryowen upon an organ ground
Two girls are jigging. Riotously they trip,
With eyes aflame, quick bosoms, hand on hip,
As in the tumult of a witches round.
Youngsters and youngsters round them prance and bound.
Two solemn babes twirl ponderously, and skip.
The artists teeth gleam from his bearded lip.
High from the kennel howls a tortured hound.
The music reels and hurtles, and the night
Is full of stinks and cries; a naphtha-light
Flares from a barrow; battered and obtused
With vices, wrinkles, life and work and rags,
Each with her inch of clay, two loitering hags
Look on dispassionate — critical — something mused.


THE GODS ARE DEAD

The gods are dead? Perhaps they are! Who knows?
Living at least in Lemprière undeleted,
The wise, the fair, the awful, the jocose,
Are one and all, I like to think, retreated
In some still land of lilacs and the rose.

Once higeh they sat, and high oer earthly shows
With sacrificial dance and song were greeted.
Once . . . long ago. But now, the story goes,
The gods are dead.

It must be true. The world, a world of prose,
Full-crammed with facts, in science swathed and sheeted,
Nods in a stertorous after-dinner doze!
Plangent and sad, in every wind that blows
Who will may hear the sorry words repeated: — 
The Gods are Dead!


TO F. W.

Let us be drunk, and for a while forget,
Forget, and, ceasing even from regret,
Live without reason and despite of rhyme,
As in a dream preposterous and sublime,
Where place and hour and means for once are met.

Where is the use of effort? Love and debt
And disappointment have us in a net.
Let us break out, and taste the morning prime . . .
Let us be drunk.

In vain our little hour we strut and fret,
And mouth our wretched parts as for a bet:
We cannot please the tragicaster Time.
To gain the crystal sphere, the silver dime,
Where Sympathy sits dimpling on us yet,
Let us be drunk!


BESIDE THE IDLE SUMMER SEA

Beside the idle summer sea
And in the vacant summer days,
Light Love came fluting down the ways,
Where you were loitering with me.

Who has not welcomed, even as we,
That jocund minstrel and his lays
Beside the idle summer sea
And in the vacant summer days?

We listened, we were fancy-free;
And lo! in terror and amaze
We stood alone — alone at gaze
With an implacable memory
Beside the idle summer sea.


I. M. R. G. C. B.

1878

The ways of Death are soothing and serene,
And all the words of Death are grave and sweet.
From camp and church, the fireside and the street,
She beckons forth — and strife and song have been.

A summer night descending cool and green
And dark on daytimes dust and stress and heat,
The ways of Death are soothing and serene,
And all the words of Death are grave and sweet.

O glad and sorrowful, with triumphant mien
And radiant faces look upon, and greet
This last of all your lovers, and to meet
Her kiss, the Comforters, your spirit lean . . .
The ways of Death are soothing and serene.


WE SHALL SURELY DIE

We shall surely die:
Must we needs grow old?
Grow old and cold,
And we know not why?

O, the By-and-By,
And the tale thats told!
We shall surely die:
Must we needs grow old?

Grow old and sigh,
Grudge and withhold,
Resent and scold? . . .
Not you and I?
We shall surely die!


WHAT IS TO COME

What is to come we know not. But we know
That what has been was good — was good to show,
Better to hide, and best of all to bear.
We are the masters of the days that were:
We have lived, we have loved, we have suffered . . . even so.

Shall we not take the ebb who had the flow?
Life was our friend. Now, if it be our foe — 
Dear, though it spoil and break us! — need we care
What is to come?

Let the great winds their worst and wildest blow,
Or the gold weather round us mellow slow:
We have fulfilled ourselves, and we can dare
And we can conquer, though we may not share
In the rich quiet of the afterglow
What is to come.


ECHOES (1889)

Aquí está encerrada el alma del licenciado Pedro Garcías.

Gil Blas AU LECTEUR.


TO MY MOTHER

Chiming a dream by the way
With oceans rapture and roar,
I met a maiden to-day
Walking alone on the shore:
Walking in maiden wise,
Modest and kind and fair,
The freshness of spring in her eyes
And the fulness of spring in her hair.

Cloud-shadow and scudding sun-burst
Were swift on the floor of the sea,
And a mad wind was romping its worst,
But what was their magic to me?
Or the charm of the midsummer skies?
I only saw she was there,
A dream of the sea in her eyes
And the kiss of the sea in her hair.

I watched her vanish in space;
She came where I walked no more;
But something had passed of her grace
To the spell of the wave and the shore;
And now, as the glad stars rise,
She comes to me, rosy and rare,
The delight of the wind in her eyes
And the hand of the wind in her hair.

1872


II

Life is bitter. All the faces of the years,
Young and old, are grey with travail and with tears.
Must we only wake to toil, to tire, to weep?
In the sun, among the leaves, upon the flowers,
Slumber stills to dreamy death the heavy hours . . .
Let me sleep.

Riches won but mock the old, unable years;
Fames a pearl that hides beneath a sea of tears;
Love must wither, or must live alone and weep.
In the sunshine, through the leaves, across the flowers,
While we slumber, death approaches though the hours! . . .
Let me sleep.

1872


III

O, gather me the rose, the rose,
While yet in flower we find it,
For summer smiles, but summer goes,
And winter waits behind it!

For with the dream foregone, foregone,
The deed forborne for ever,
The worm, regret, will canker on,
And Time will turn him never.

So well it were to love, my love,
And cheat of any laughter
The fate beneath us and above,
The dark before and after.

The myrtle and the rose, the rose,
The sunshine and the swallow,
The dream that comes, the wish that goes,
The memories that follow!

1874


INVICTUS

IV I. M. R. T. HAMILTON BRUCE (1846-1899)

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,
How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate:
I am the captain of my soul.

1875


V

I am the Reaper.
All things with heedful hook
Silent I gather.
Pale roses touched with the spring,
Tall corn in summer,
Fruits rich with autumn, and frail winter blossoms — 
Reaping, still reaping — 
All things with heedful hook
Timely I gather.

I am the Sower.
All the unbodied life
Runs through my seed-sheet.
Atom with atom wed,
Each quickening the other,
Fall through my hands, ever changing, still changeless
Ceaselessly sowing,
Life, incorruptible life,
Flows from my seed-sheet.

Maker and breaker,
I am the ebb and the flood,
Here and Hereafter.
Sped through the tangle and coil
Of infinite nature,
Viewless and soundless I fashion all being.
Taker and giver,
I am the womb and the grave,
The Now and the Ever.

1875


VI

Praise the generous gods for giving
In a world of wrath and strife
With a little time for living,
Unto all the joy of life.

At whatever source we drink it,
Art or love or faith or wine,
In whatever terms we think it,
It is common and divine.

Praise the high gods, for in giving
This to man, and this alone,
They have made his chance of living
Shine the equal of their own.

1875


VII

Fill a glass with golden wine,
And the while your lips are wet
Set their perfume unto mine,
And forget,
Every kiss we take and give
Leaves us less of life to live.

Yet again! Your whim and mine
In a happy while have met.
All your sweets to me resign,
Nor regret
That we press with every breath,
Sighed or singing, nearer death.

1875


VIII

Well go no more a-roving by the light of the moon.
November glooms are barren beside the dusk of June.
The summer flowers are faded, the summer thoughts are sere.
Well go no more a-roving, lest worse befall, my dear.

Well go no more a-roving by the light of the moon.
The song we sang rings hollow, and heavy runs the tune.
Glad ways and words remembered would shame the wretched year.
Well go no more a-roving, nor dream we did, my dear.

Well go no more a-roving by the light of the moon.
If yet we walk together, we need not shun the noon.
No sweet thing left to savour, no sad thing left to fear,
Well go no more a-roving, but weep at home, my dear.

1875


IX. To W. R.

Madam Lifes a piece in bloom
Death goes dogging everywhere:
Shes the tenant of the room,
Hes the ruffian on the stair.

You shall see her as a friend,
You shall bilk him once and twice;
But hell trap you in the end,
And hell stick you for her price.

With his kneebones at your chest,
And his knuckles in your throat,
You would reason — plead — protest!
Clutching at her petticoat;

But shes heard it all before,
Well she knows youve had your fun,
Gingerly she gains the door,
And your little job is done.

1877


X

The sea is full of wandering foam,
The sky of driving cloud;
My restless thoughts among them roam . . .
The night is dark and loud.

Where are the hours that came to me
So beautiful and bright?
A wild wind shakes the wilder sea . . .
O, dark and louds the night!

1876


XI. To W. R.

Thick is the darkness — 
Sunward, O, sunward!
Rough is the highway — 
Onward, still onward!

Dawn harbours surely
East of the shadows.
Facing us somewhere
Spread the sweet meadows.

Upward and forward!
Time will restore us:
Light is above us,
Rest is before us.

1876


XII

To me at my fifth-floor window
The chimney-pots in rows
Are sets of pipes pandean
For every wind that blows;

And the smoke that whirls and eddies
In a thousand times and keys
Is really a visible music
Set to my reveries.

O monstrous pipes, melodious
With fitful tune and dream,
The clouds are your only audience,
Her thought is your only theme!

1875


XIII

Bring her again, O western wind,
Over the western sea:
Gentle and good and fair and kind,
Bring her again to me!

Not that her fancy holds me dear,
Not that a hope may be:
Only that I may know her near,
Wind of the western sea.

1875


XIV

The wan sun westers, faint and slow;
The eastern distance glimmers gray;
An eerie haze comes creeping low
Across the little, lonely bay;
And from the sky-line far away
About the quiet heaven are spread
Mysterious hints of dying day,
Thin, delicate dreams of green and red.

And weak, reluctant surges lap
And rustle round and down the strand.
No other sound . . . If it should hap,
The ship that sails from fairy-land!
The silken shrouds with spells are manned,
The hull is magically scrolled,
The squat mast lives, and in the sand
The gold prow-griffin claws a hold.

It steals to seaward silently;
Strange fish-folk follow thro the gloom;
Great wings flap overhead; I see
The Castle of the Drowsy Doom
Vague thro the changeless twilight loom,
Enchanted, hushed. And ever there
She slumbers in eternal bloom,
Her cushions hid with golden hair.

1875


XV

There is a wheel inside my head
Of wantonness and wine,
An old, cracked fiddle is begging without,
But the wind with scents of the sea is fed,
And the sun seems glad to shine.

The sun and the wind are akin to you,
As you are akin to June.
But the fiddle! . . . It giggles and twitters about,
And, love and laughter! who gave him the cue? — 
Hes playing your favourite tune.

1875


XVI

While the west is paling
Starshine is begun.
While the dusk is failing
Glimmers up the sun.

So, till darkness cover
Lifes retreating gleam,
Lover follows lover,
Dream succeeds to dream.

Stoop to my endeavour,
O my love, and be
Only and for ever
Sun and stars to me.

1876


XVII

The sands are alive with sunshine,
The bathers lounge and throng,
And out in the bay a bugle
Is lilting a gallant song.

The clouds go racing eastward,
The blithe wind cannot rest,
And a shard on the shingle flashes
Like the shining soul of a jest;

While children romp in the surges,
And sweethearts wander free,
And the Firth as with laughter dimples . . .
I would it were deep over me!

1875


XVIII. To A. D.

The nightingale has a lyre of gold,
The larks is a clarion-call,
And the blackbird plays but a boxwood flute,
But I love him best of all.

For his song is all of the joy of life,
And we in the mad, spring weather,
We two have listened till he sang
Our hearts and lips together.

1876


XIX

Your heart has trembled to my tongue,
Your hands in mine have lain,
Your thought to me has leaned and clung,
Again and yet again,
My dear,
Again and yet again.

Now die the dream, or come the wife,
The past is not in vain,
For wholly as it was your life
Can never be again,
My dear,
Can never be again.

1876


XX

The surges gushed and sounded,
The blue was the blue of June,
And low above the brightening east
Floated a shred of moon.

The woods were black and solemn,
The night winds large and free,
And in your thought a blessing seemed
To fall on land and sea.

1877


XXI

We flash across the level.
We thunder thro the bridges.
We bicker down the cuttings.
We sway along the ridges.

A rush of streaming hedges,
Of jostling lights and shadows,
Of hurtling, hurrying stations,
Of racing woods and meadows.

We charge the tunnels headlong — 
The blackness roars and shatters.
We crash between embankments — 
The open spins and scatters.

We shake off the miles like water,
We might carry a royal ransom;
And I think of her waiting, waiting,
And long for a common hansom.

1876


XXII

The West a glimmering lake of light,
A dream of pearly weather,
The first of stars is burning white — 
The star we watch together.
Is April dead? The unresting year
Will shape us our September,
And Aprils work is done, my dear — 
Do you not remember?

O gracious eve! O happy star,
Still-flashing, glowing, sinking! — 
Who lives of lovers near or far
So glad as I in thinking?
The gallant world is warm and green,
For May fulfils November.
When lights and leaves and loves have been,
Sweet, will you remember?

O star benignant and serene,
I take the good to-morrow,
That fills from verge to verge my dream,
With all its joy and sorrow!
The old, sweet spell is unforgot
That turns to June December;
And, tho the world remembered not,
Love, we would remember.
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XXIII

The skies are strown with stars,
The streets are fresh with dew
A thin moon drifts to westward,
The night is hushed and cheerful.
My thought is quick with you.

Near windows gleam and laugh,
And far away a train
Clanks glowing through the stillness:
A great contents in all things,
And life is not in vain.

1877


XXIV

The full sea rolls and thunders
In glory and in glee.
O, bury me not in the senseless earth
But in the living sea!

Ay, bury me where it surges
A thousand miles from shore,
And in its brotherly unrest
Ill range for evermore.

1876


XXV

In the year thats come and gone, love, his flying feather
Stooping slowly, gave us heart, and bade us walk together.
In the year thats coming on, though many a troth be broken,
We at least will not forget aught that love hath spoken.

In the year thats come and gone, dear, we wove a tether
All of gracious words and thoughts, binding two together.
In the year thats coming on with its wealth of roses
We shall weave it stronger, yet, ere the circle closes.

In the year thats come and gone, in the golden weather,
Sweet, my sweet, we swore to keep the watch of life together.
In the year thats coming on, rich in joy and sorrow,
We shall light our lamp, and wait lifes mysterious morrow.
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XXVI

In the placid summer midnight,
Under the drowsy sky,
I seem to hear in the stillness
The moths go glimmering by.

One by one from the windows
The lights have all been sped.
Never a blind looks conscious — 
The street is asleep in bed!

But I come where a living casement
Laughs luminous and wide;
I hear the song of a piano
Break in a sparkling tide;

And I feel, in the waltz that frolics
And warbles swift and clear,
A sudden sense of shelter
And friendliness and cheer . . .

A sense of tinkling glasses,
Of love and laughter and light — 
The piano stops, and the window
Stares blank out into the night.

The blind goes out, and I wander
To the old, unfriendly sea,
The lonelier for the memory
That walks like a ghost with me.


XXVII

She sauntered by the swinging seas,
A jewel glittered at her ear,
And, teasing her along, the breeze
Brought many a rounded grace more near.

So passing, one with wave and beam,
She left for memory to caress
A laughing thought, a golden gleam,
A hint of hidden loveliness.

1876


XXVIII. To S. C.

Blithe dreams arise to greet us,
And life feels clean and new,
For the old love comes to meet us
In the dawning and the dew.
Oerblown with sunny shadows,
Oersped with winds at play,
The woodlands and the meadows
Are keeping holiday.
Wild foals are scampering, neighing,
Brave merles their hautboys blow:
Come! let us go a-maying
As in the Long-Ago.

Here we but peak and dwindle:
The clank of chain and crane,
The whir of crank and spindle
Bewilder heart and brain;
The ends of our endeavour
Are merely wealth and fame,
Yet in the still Forever
Were one and all the same;
Delaying, still delaying,
We watch the fading west:
Come! let us go a-maying,
Nor fear to take the best.

Yet beautiful and spacious
The wise, old world appears.
Yet frank and fair and gracious
Outlaugh the jocund years.
Our arguments disputing,
The universal Pan
Still wanders fluting — fluting — 
Fluting to maid and man.
Our weary well-a-waying
His music cannot still:
Come! let us go a-maying,
And pipe with him our fill.

When wanton winds are flowing
Among the gladdening glass;
Where hawthorn brakes are blowing,
And meadow perfumes pass;
Where mornings grace is greenest,
And fullest noons of pride;
Where sunset spreads serenest,
And sacred nights most wide;
Where nests are swaying, swaying,
And springs fresh voices call,
Come! let us go a-maying,
And bless the God of all!
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XXIX. To R. L. S.

A child,
Curious and innocent,
Slips from his Nurse, and rejoicing
Loses himself in the Fair.

Thro the jostle and din
Wandering, he revels,
Dreaming, desiring, possessing;
Till, of a sudden
Tired and afraid, he beholds
The sordid assemblage
Just as it is; and he runs
With a sob to his Nurse
(Lighting at last on him),
And in her motherly bosom
Cries him to sleep.

Thus thro the World,
Seeing and feeling and knowing,
Goes Man: till at last,
Tired of experience, he turns
To the friendly and comforting breast
Of the old nurse, Death.
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XXX

Kate-a-Whimsies, John-a-Dreams,
Still debating, still delay,
And the worlds a ghost that gleams — 
Wavers — vanishes away!

We must live while live we can;
We should love while love we may.
Dread in women, doubt in man . . .
So the Infinite runs away.
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XXXI

O, have you blessed, behind the stars,
The blue sheen in the skies,
When June the roses round her calls? — 
Then do you know the light that falls
From her belovèd eyes.

And have you felt the sense of peace
That morning meadows give? — 
Then do you know the spirit of grace,
The angel abiding in her face,
Who makes it good to live.

She shines before me, hope and dream,
So fair, so still, so wise,
That, winning her, I seem to win
Out of the dust and drive and din
A nook of Paradise.
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XXXII. To D. H.

O, Falmouth is a fine town with ships in the bay,
And I wish from my heart its there I was to-day;
I wish from my heart I was far away from here,
Sitting in my parlour and talking to my dear.
For its home, dearie, home — its home I want to be.
Our topsails are hoisted, and well away to sea.
O, the oak and the ash and the bonnie birken tree
Theyre all growing green in the old countrie.

In Baltimore a-walking a lady I did meet
With her babe on her arm, as she came down the street;
And I thought how I sailed, and the cradle standing ready
For the pretty little babe that has never seen its daddie.
And its home, dearie, home . . .

O, if it be a lass, she shall wear a golden ring;
And if it be a lad, he shall fight for his king:
With his dirk and his hat and his little jacket blue
He shall walk the quarter-deck as his daddie used to do.
And its home, dearie, home . . .

O, theres a wind a-blowing, a-blowing from the west,
And that of all the winds is the one I like the best,
For it blows at our backs, and it shakes our pennon free,
And it soon will blow us home to the old countrie.
For its home, dearie, home — its home I want to be.
Our topsails are hoisted, and well away to sea.
O, the oak and the ash and the bonnie birken tree
Theyre all growing green in the old countrie.

1878

Note. — The burthen and the third stanza are old.


XXXIII

The ways are green with the gladdening sheen
Of the young years fairest daughter.
O, the shadows that fleet oer the springing wheat!
O, the magic of running water!
The spirit of spring is in every thing,
The banners of spring are streaming,
We march to a tune from the fifes of June,
And lifes a dream worth dreaming.

Its all very well to sit and spell
At the lesson theres no gainsaying;
But what the deuce are wont and use
When the whole mad worlds a-maying?
When the meadow glows, and the orchard snows,
And the airs with love-motes teeming,
When fancies break, and the senses wake,
O, lifes a dream worth dreaming!

What Nature has writ with her lusty wit
Is worded so wisely and kindly
That whoever has dipped in her manuscript
Must up and follow her blindly.
Now the summer prime is her blithest rhyme
In the being and the seeming,
And they that have heard the overword
Know lifes a dream worth dreaming.
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XXXIV. To K. de M.

Love blows as the wind blows,
Love blows into the heart. — Nile Boat-Song.

Life in her creaking shoes
Goes, and more formal grows,
A round of calls and cues:
Love blows as the wind blows.
Blows! . . . in the quiet close
As in the roaring mart,
By ways no mortal knows
Love blows into the heart.

The stars some cadence use,
Forthright the river flows,
In order fall the dews,
Love blows as the wind blows:
Blows! . . . and what reckoning shows
The courses of his chart?
A spirit that comes and goes,
Love blows into the heart.

1878


MARGARITAE SORORI

XXXV I. M. MARGARITÆ SORORI (1886)

A late lark twitters from the quiet skies;
And from the west,
Where the sun, his days work ended,
Lingers as in content,
There falls on the old, grey city
An influence luminous and serene,
A shining peace.

The smoke ascends
In a rosy-and-golden haze. The spires
Shine, and are changed. In the valley
Shadows rise. The lark sings on. The sun,
Closing his benediction,
Sinks, and the darkening air
Thrills with a sense of the triumphing night — 
Night with her train of stars
And her great gift of sleep.

So be my passing!
My task accomplished and the long day done,
My wages taken, and in my heart
Some late lark singing,
Let me be gathered to the quiet west,
The sundown splendid and serene,
Death.

1876


XXXVI

I gave my heart to a woman — 
I gave it her, branch and root.
She bruised, she wrung, she tortured,
She cast it under foot.

Under her feet she cast it,
She trampled it where it fell,
She broke it all to pieces,
And each was a clot of hell.

There in the rain and the sunshine
They lay and smouldered long;
And each, when again she viewed them,
Had turned to a living song.


XXXVII. To W. A.

Or ever the knightly years were gone
With the old world to the grave,
I was a King in Babylon
And you were a Christian Slave.

I saw, I took, I cast you by,
I bent and broke your pride.
You loved me well, or I heard them lie,
But your longing was denied.
Surely I knew that by and by
You cursed your gods and died.

And a myriad suns have set and shone
Since then upon the grave
Decreed by the King in Babylon
To her that had been his Slave.

The pride I trampled is now my scathe,
For it tramples me again.
The old resentment lasts like death,
For you love, yet you refrain.
I break my heart on your hard unfaith,
And I break my heart in vain.

Yet not for an hour do I wish undone
The deed beyond the grave,
When I was a King in Babylon
And you were a Virgin Slave.


XXXVIII

On the way to Kew,
By the river old and gray,
Where in the Long Ago
We laughed and loitered so,
I met a ghost to-day,
A ghost that told of you — 
A ghost of low replies
And sweet, inscrutable eyes
Coming up from Richmond
As you used to do.

By the river old and gray,
The enchanted Long Ago
Murmured and smiled anew.
On the way to Kew,
March had the laugh of May,
The bare boughs looked aglow,
And old, immortal words
Sang in my breast like birds,
Coming up from Richmond
As I used with you.

With the life of Long Ago
Lived my thought of you.
By the river old and gray
Flowing his appointed way
As I watched I knew
What is so good to know — 
Not in vain, not in vain,
Shall I look for you again
Coming up from Richmond
On the way to Kew.


XXXIX

The Past was goodly once, and yet, when all is said,
The best of it we know is that its done and dead.

Dwindled and faded quite, perished beyond recall,
Nothing is left at last of what one time was all.

Coming back like a ghost, staring and lingering on,
Never a word it speaks but proves it dead and gone.

Duty and work and joy — these things it cannot give;
And the Present is life, and life is good to live.

Let it lie where it fell, far from the living sun,
The Past that, goodly once, is gone and dead and done.


XL

The spring, my dear,
Is no longer spring.
Does the blackbird sing
What he sang last year?
Are the skies the old
Immemorial blue?
Or am I, or are you,
Grown cold?

Though life be change,
It is hard to bear
When the old sweet air
Sounds forced and strange.
To be out of tune,
Plain You and I . . .
It were better to die,
And soon!


XLVI. To R. A. M. S.

The Spirit of Wine
Sang in my glass, and I listened
With love to his odorous music,
His flushed and magnificent song.

— I am health, I am heart, I am life!
For I give for the asking
The fire of my father, the Sun,
And the strength of my mother, the Earth.
Inspiration in essence,
I am wisdom and wit to the wise,
His visible muse to the poet,
The soul of desire to the lover,
The genius of laughter to all.

Come, lean on me, ye that are weary!
Rise, ye faint-hearted and doubting!
Haste, ye that lag by the way!
I am Pride, the consoler;
Valour and Hope are my henchmen;
I am the Angel of Rest.

I am life, I am wealth, I am fame:
For I captain an army
Of shining and generous dreams;
And mine, too, all mine, are the keys
Of that secret spiritual shrine,
Where, his work-a-day soul put by,
Shut in with his saint of saints — 
With his radiant and conquering self — 
Man worships, and talks, and is glad.

Come, sit with me, ye that are lovely,
Ye that are paid with disdain,
Ye that are chained and would soar!
I am beauty and love;
I am friendship, the comforter;
I am that which forgives and forgets. — 

The Spirit of Wine
Sang in my heart, and I triumphed
In the savour and scent of his music,
His magnetic and mastering song.


XLII

A wink from Hesper, falling
Fast in the wintry sky,
Comes through the even blue,
Dear, like a word from you . . .
Is it good-bye?

Across the miles between us
I send you sigh for sigh.
Good-night, sweet friend, good-night:
Till life and all take flight,
Never good-bye.


XLII

Friends . . . old friends . . .
One sees how it ends.
A woman looks
Or a man tells lies,
And the pleasant brooks
And the quiet skies,
Ruined with brawling
And caterwauling,
Enchant no more
As they did before.
And so it ends
With friends.

Friends . . . old friends . . .
And what if it ends?
Shall we dare to shirk
What we live to learn?
It has done its work,
It has served its turn;
And, forgive and forget
Or hanker and fret,
We can be no more
As we were before.
When it ends, it ends
With friends.

Friends . . . old friends . . .
So it breaks, so it ends.
There let it rest!
It has fought and won,
And is still the best
That either has done.
Each as he stands
The work of its hands,
Which shall be more
As he was before? . . .
What is it ends
With friends?


XLIV

If it should come to be,
This proof of you and me,
This type and sign
Of hours that smiled and shone,
And yet seemed dead and gone
As old-world wine:

Of Them Within the Gate
Ask we no richer fate,
No boon above,
For girl child or for boy,
My gift of life and joy,
Your gift of love.


XLV. To W. B.

From the brake the Nightingale
Sings exulting to the Rose;
Though he sees her waxing pale
In her passionate repose,
While she triumphs waxing frail,
Fading even while she glows;
Though he knows
How it goes — 
Knows of last years Nightingale
Dead with last years Rose.

Wise the enamoured Nightingale,
Wise the well-belovèd Rose!
Love and life shall still prevail,
Nor the silence at the close
Break the magic of the tale
In the telling, though it shows — 
Who but knows
How it goes! — 
Life a last years Nightingale,
Love a last years Rose.


XLVI. MATRI DILECTISSIMÆ I. M.

In the waste hour
Between to-day and yesterday
We watched, while on my arm — 
Living flesh of her flesh, bone of her bone — 
Dabbled in sweat the sacred head
Lay uncomplaining, still, contemptuous, strange:
Till the dear face turned dead,
And to a sound of lamentation
The good, heroic soul with all its wealth — 
Its sixty years of love and sacrifice,
Suffering and passionate faith — was reabsorbed
In the inexorable Peace,
And life was changed to us for evermore.

Was nothing left of her but tears
Like blood-drops from the heart?
Nought save remorse
For duty unfulfilled, justice undone,
And charity ignored? Nothing but love,
Forgiveness, reconcilement, where in truth,
But for this passing
Into the unimaginable abyss
These things had never been?

Nay, there were we,
Her five strong sons!
To her Death came — the great Deliverer came! — 
As equal comes to equal, throne to throne.
She was a mother of men.

The stars shine as of old. The unchanging River,
Bent on his errand of immortal law,
Works his appointed way
To the immemorial sea.
And the brave truth comes overwhelmingly home: — 
That she in us yet works and shines,
Lives and fulfils herself,
Unending as the river and the stars.

Dearest, live on
In such an immortality
As we thy sons,
Born of thy body and nursed
At those wild, faithful breasts,
Can give — of generous thoughts,
And honourable words, and deeds
That make men half in love with fate!
Live on, O brave and true,
In us thy children, in ours whose life is thine — 
Our best and theirs! What is that best but thee — 
Thee, and thy gift to us, to pass
Like light along the infinite of space
To the immitigable end?

Between the river and the stars,
O royal and radiant soul,
Thou dost return, thine influences return
Upon thy children as in life, and death
Turns stingless! What is Death
But Life in act? How should the Unteeming Grave
Be victor over thee,
Mother, a mother of men?


XLVII

Crosses and troubles a-many have proved me.
One or two women (God bless them!) have loved me.
I have worked and dreamed, and Ive talked at will.
Of art and drink I have had my fill.
Ive comforted here, and Ive succoured there.
Ive faced my foes, and Ive backed my friends.
Ive blundered, and sometimes made amends.
I have prayed for light, and Ive known despair.
Now I look before, as I look behind,
Come storm, come shine, whatever befall,
With a grateful heart and a constant mind,
For the end I know is the best of all.
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LONDON VOLUNTARIES (1892)


TO

CHARLES WHIBLEY


I. Grave

St. Margarets bells,
Quiring their innocent, old-world canticles,
Sing in the storied air,
All rosy-and-golden, as with memories
Of woods at evensong, and sands and seas
Disconsolate for that the night is nigh.
O, the low, lingering lights! The large last gleam
(Hark! how those brazen choristers cry and call!)
Touching these solemn ancientries, and there,
The silent River ranging tide-mark high
And the callow, grey-faced Hospital,
With the strange glimmer and glamour of a dream!
The Sabbath peace is in the slumbrous trees,
And from the wistful, the fast-widowing sky
(Hark! how those plangent comforters call and cry!)
Falls as in August plots late roseleaves fall.
The sober Sabbath stir — 
Leisurely voices, desultory feet! — 
Comes from the dry, dust-coloured street,
Where in their summer frocks the girls go by,
And sweethearts lean and loiter and confer,
Just as they did an hundred years ago,
Just as an hundred years to come they will: — 
When you and I, Dear Love, lie lost and low,
And sweet-throats none our welkin shall fulfil,
Nor any sunset fade serene and slow;
But, being dead, we shall not grieve to die.


II. Andante con moto

Forth from the dust and din,
The crush, the heat, the many-spotted glare,
The odour and sense of life and lust aflare,
The wrangle and jangle of unrests,
Let us take horse, Dear Heart, take horse and win — 
As from swart August to the green lap of May — 
To quietness and the fresh and fragrant breasts
Of the still, delicious night, not yet aware
In any of her innumerable nests
Of that first sudden plash of dawn,
Clear, sapphirine, luminous, large,
Which tells that soon the flowing springs of day
In deep and ever deeper eddies drawn
Forward and up, in wider and wider way,
Shall float the sands, and brim the shores,
On this our lith of the World, as round it roars
And spins into the outlook of the Sun
(The Lords first gift, the Lords especial charge),
With light, with living light, from marge to marge
Until the course He set and staked be run.

Through street and square, through square and street,
Each with his home-grown quality of dark
And violated silence, loud and fleet,
Waylaid by a merry ghost at every lamp,
The hansom wheels and plunges. Hark, O, hark,
Sweet, how the old mares bit and chain
Ring back a rough refrain
Upon the marked and cheerful tramp
Of her four shoes! Here is the Park,
And O, the languid midsummer wafts adust,
The tired midsummer blooms!
O, the mysterious distances, the glooms
Romantic, the august
And solemn shapes! At night this City of Trees
Turns to a tryst of vague and strange
And monstrous Majesties,
Let loose from some dim underworld to range
These terrene vistas till their twilight sets:
When, dispossessed of wonderfulness, they stand
Beggared and common, plain to all the land
For stooks of leaves! And lo! the Wizard Hour,
His silent, shining sorcery winged with power!
Still, still the streets, between their carcanets
Of linking gold, are avenues of sleep.
But see how gable ends and parapets
In gradual beauty and significance
Emerge! And did you hear
That little twitter-and-cheep,
Breaking inordinately loud and clear
On this still, spectral, exquisite atmosphere?
Tis a first nest at matins! And behold
A rakehell cat — how furtive and acold!
A spent witch homing from some infamous dance — 
Obscene, quick-trotting, see her tip and fade
Through shadowy railings into a pit of shade!
And now! a little wind and shy,
The smell of ships (that earnest of romance),
A sense of space and water, and thereby
A lamplit bridge ouching the troubled sky,
And look, O, look! a tangle of silver gleams
And dusky lights, our River and all his dreams,
His dreams that never save in our deaths can die.

What miracle is happening in the air,
Charging the very texture of the gray
With something luminous and rare?
The night goes out like an ill-parcelled fire,
And, as one lights a candle, it is day.
The extinguisher, that perks it like a spire
On the little formal church, is not yet green
Across the water: but the house-tops nigher,
The corner-lines, the chimneys — look how clean,
How new, how naked! See the batch of boats,
Here at the stairs, washed in the fresh-sprung beam!
And those are barges that were goblin floats,
Black, hag-steered, fraught with devilry and dream!
And in the piles the water frolics clear,
The ripples into loose rings wander and flee,
And we — we can behold that could but hear
The ancient River singing as he goes,
New-mailed in morning, to the ancient Sea.
The gas burns lank and jaded in its glass:
The old Ruffian soon shall yawn himself awake,
And light his pipe, and shoulder his tools, and take
His hobnailed way to work!

Let us too pass — 
Pass ere the sun leaps and your shadow shows — 
Through these long, blindfold rows
Of casements staring blind to right and left,
Each with his gaze turned inward on some piece
Of life in deaths own likeness — Life bereft
Of living looks as by the Great Release — 
Pass to an exquisite nights more exquisite close!

Reach upon reach of burial — so they feel,
These colonies of dreams! And as we steal
Homeward together, but for the buxom breeze,
Fitfully frolicking to heel
With news of dawn-drenched woods and tumbling seas,
We might — thus awed, thus lonely that we are — 
Be wandering some dispeopled star,
Some world of memories and unbroken graves,
So broods the abounding Silence near and far:
Till even your footfall craves
Forgiveness of the majesty it braves.


III. Scherzando

Down through the ancient Strand
The spirit of October, mild and boon
And sauntering, takes his way
This golden end of afternoon,
As though the corn stood yellow in all the land,
And the ripe apples dropped to the harvest-moon.

Lo! the round sun, half-down the western slope — 
Seen as along an unglazed telescope — 
Lingers and lolls, loth to be done with day:
Gifting the long, lean, lanky street
And its abounding confluences of being
With aspects generous and bland;
Making a thousand harnesses to shine
As with new ore from some enchanted mine,
And every horses coat so full of sheen
He looks new-tailored, and every bus feels clean,
And never a hansom but is worth the feeing;
And every jeweller within the pale
Offers a real Arabian Night for sale;
And even the roar
Of the strong streams of toil, that pause and pour
Eastward and westward, sounds suffused — 
Seems as it were bemused
And blurred, and like the speech
Of lazy seas on a lotus-haunted beach — 
With this enchanted lustrousness,
This mellow magic, that (as a mans caress
Brings back to some faded face, beloved before,
A heavenly shadow of the grace it wore
Ere the poor eyes were minded to beseech)
Old things transfigures, and you hail and bless
Their looks of long-lapsed loveliness once more:
Till Clements, angular and cold and staid,
Gleams forth in glamours very stuffs arrayed;
And Brides, her aëry, unsubstantial charm
Through flight on flight of springing, soaring stone
Grown flushed and warm,
Laughs into life full-mooded and fresh-blown;
And the high majesty of Pauls
Uplifts a voice of living light, and calls — 
Calls to his millions to behold and see
How goodly this his London Town can be!

For earth and sky and air
Are golden everywhere,
And golden with a gold so suave and fine
The looking on it lifts the heart like wine.
Trafalgar Square
(The fountains volleying golden glaze)
Shines like an angel-market. High aloft
Over his couchant Lions, in a haze
Shimmering and bland and soft,
A dust of chrysoprase,
Our Sailor takes the golden gaze
Of the saluting sun, and flames superb,
As once he flamed it on his ocean round.
The dingy dreariness of the picture-place,
Turned very nearly bright,
Takes on a luminous transiency of grace,
And shows no more a scandal to the ground.
The very blind man pottering on the kerb,
Among the posies and the ostrich feathers
And the rude voices touched with all the weathers
Of the long, varying year,
Shares in the universal alms of light.
The windows, with their fleeting, flickering fires,
The height and spread of frontage shining sheer,
The quiring signs, the rejoicing roofs and spires — 
Tis El Dorado — El Dorado plain,
The Golden City! And when a girl goes by,
Look! as she turns her glancing head,
A call of gold is floated from her ear!
Golden, all golden! In a golden glory,
Long-lapsing down a golden coasted sky,
The day, not dies but, seems
Dispersed in wafts and drifts of gold, and shed
Upon a past of golden song and story
And memories of gold and golden dreams.


IV. Largo e mesto

Out of the poisonous East,
Over a continent of blight,
Like a maleficent Influence released
From the most squalid cellarage of hell,
The Wind-Fiend, the abominable — 
The Hangman Wind that tortures temper and light — 
Comes slouching, sullen and obscene,
Hard on the skirts of the embittered night;
And in a cloud unclean
Of excremental humours, roused to strife
By the operation of some ruinous change,
Wherever his evil mandate run and range,
Into a dire intensity of life,
A craftsman at his bench, he settles down
To the grim job of throttling London Town.

So, by a jealous lightlessness beset
That might have oppressed the dragons of old time
Crunching and groping in the abysmal slime,
A cave of cut-throat thoughts and villainous dreams,
Hag-rid and crying with cold and dirt and wet,
The afflicted City, prone from mark to mark
In shameful occultation, seems
A nightmare labyrinthine, dim and drifting,
With wavering gulfs and antic heights, and shifting,
Rent in the stuff of a material dark,
Wherein the lamplight, scattered and sick and pale,
Shows like the lepers living blotch of bale:
Uncoiling monstrous into street on street
Paven with perils, teeming with mischance,
Where man and beast go blindfold and in dread,
Working with oaths and threats and faltering feet
Somewhither in the hideousness ahead;
Working through wicked airs and deadly dews
That make the laden robber grin askance
At the good places in his black romance,
And the poor, loitering harlot rather choose
Go pinched and pined to bed
Than lurk and shiver and curse her wretched way
From arch to arch, scouting some threepenny prey.

Forgot his dawns and far-flushed afterglows,
His green garlands and windy eyots forgot,
The old Father-River flows,
His watchfires cores of menace in the gloom,
As he came oozing from the Pit, and bore,
Sunk in his filthily transfigured sides,
Shoals of dishonoured dead to tumble and rot
In the squalor of the universal shore:
His voices sounding through the gruesome air
As from the Ferry where the Boat of Doom
With her blaspheming cargo reels and rides:
The while his children, the brave ships,
No more adventurous and fair,
Nor tripping it light of heel as home-bound brides,
But infamously enchanted,
Huddle together in the foul eclipse,
Or feel their course by inches desperately,
As through a tangle of alleys murder-haunted,
From sinister reach to reach out — out — to sea.

And Death the while — 
Death with his well-worn, lean, professional smile,
Death in his threadbare working trim — 
Comes to your bedside, unannounced and bland,
And with expert, inevitable hand
Feels at your windpipe, fingers you in the lung,
Or flicks the clot well into the labouring heart:
Thus signifying unto old and young,
However hard of mouth or wild of whim,
Tis time— tis time by his ancient watch — to part
From books and women and talk and drink and art.
And you go humbly after him
To a mean suburban lodging: on the way
To what or where
Not Death, who is old and very wise, can say:
And you — how should you care
So long as, unreclaimed of hell,
The Wind-Fiend, the insufferable,
Thus vicious and thus patient, sits him down
To the black job of burking London Town?


V. Allegro maëstoso

Spring winds that blow
As over leagues of myrtle-blooms and may;
Bevies of spring clouds trooping slow,
Like matrons heavy bosomed and aglow
With the mild and placid pride of increase! Nay,
What makes this insolent and comely stream
Of appetence, this freshet of desire
(Milk from the wild breasts of the wilful Day!),
Down Piccadilly dance and murmur and gleam
In genial wave on wave and gyre on gyre?
Why does that nymph unparalleled splash and churn
The wealth of her enchanted urn
Till, over-billowing all between
Her cheerful margents, grey and living green,
It floats and wanders, glittering and fleeing,
An estuary of the joy of being?
Why should the lovely leafage of the Park
Touch to an ecstasy the act of seeing?
— Sure, sure my paramour, my Bride of Brides,
Lingering and flushed, mysteriously abides
In some dim, eye-proof angle of odorous dark,
Some smiling nook of green-and-golden shade,
In the divine conviction robed and crowned
The globe fulfils his immemorial round
But as the marrying-place of all things made!

There is no man, this deifying day,
But feels the primal blessing in his blood.
There is no woman but disdains — 
The sacred impulse of the May
Brightening like sex made sunshine through her veins — 
To vail the ensigns of her womanhood.
None but, rejoicing, flaunts them as she goes,
Bounteous in looks of her delicious best,
On her inviolable quest:
These with their hopes, with their sweet secrets those,
But all desirable and frankly fair,
As each were keeping some most prosperous tryst,
And in the knowledge went imparadised!
For look! a magical influence everywhere,
Look how the liberal and transfiguring air
Washes this inn of memorable meetings,
This centre of ravishments and gracious greetings,
Till, through its jocund loveliness of length
A tidal-race of lust from shore to shore,
A brimming reach of beauty met with strength,
It shines and sounds like some miraculous dream,
Some vision multitudinous and agleam,
Of happiness as it shall be evermore!

Praise God for giving
Through this His messenger among the days
His word the life He gave is thrice-worth living!
For Pan, the bountiful, imperious Pan — 
Not dead, not dead, as impotent dreamers feigned,
But the gay genius of a million Mays
Renewing his beneficent endeavour! — 
Still reigns and triumphs, as he hath triumphed and reigned
Since in the dim blue dawn of time
The universal ebb-and-flow began,
To sound his ancient music, and prevails,
By the persuasion of his mighty rhyme,
Here in this radiant and immortal street
Lavishly and omnipotently as ever
In the open hills, the undissembling dales,
The laughing-places of the juvenile earth.
For lo! the wills of man and woman meet,
Meet and are moved, each unto each endeared,
As once in Edens prodigal bowers befell,
To share his shameless, elemental mirth
In one great act of faith: while deep and strong,
Incomparably nerved and cheered,
The enormous heart of London joys to beat
To the measures of his rough, majestic song;
The lewd, perennial, overmastering spell
That keeps the rolling universe ensphered,
And life, and all for which life lives to long,
Wanton and wondrous and for ever well.


RHYMES AND RHYTHMS (1892)


PROLOGUE

Something is dead . . .
The grace of sunset solitudes, the march
Of the solitary moon, the pomp and power
Of round on round of shining soldier-stars
Patrolling space, the bounties of the sun — 
Sovran, tremendous, unimaginable — 
The multitudinous friendliness of the sea,
Possess no more — no more.

Something is dead . . .
The Autumn rain-rot deeper and wider soaks
And spreads, the burden of Winter heavier weighs,
His melancholy close and closer yet
Cleaves, and those incantations of the Spring
That made the heart a centre of miracles
Grow formal, and the wonder-working bours
Arise no more — no more.

Something is dead . . .
Tis time to creep in close about the fire
And tell grey tales of what we were, and dream
Old dreams and faded, and as we may rejoice
In the young life that round us leaps and laughs,
A fountain in the sunshine, in the pride
Of Gods best gift that to us twain returns,
Dear Heart, no more — no more.


I. To H. B. M. W.

Where forlorn sunsets flare and fade
On desolate sea and lonely sand,
Out of the silence and the shade
What is the voice of strange command
Calling you still, as friend calls friend
With love that cannot brook delay,
To rise and follow the ways that wend
Over the hills and far away?

Hark in the city, street on street
A roaring reach of death and life,
Of vortices that clash and fleet
And ruin in appointed strife,
Hark to it calling, calling clear,
Calling until you cannot stay
From dearer things than your own most dear
Over the hills and far away.

Out of the sound of the ebb-and-flow,
Out of the sight of lamp and star,
It calls you where the good winds blow,
And the unchanging meadows are:
From faded hopes and hopes agleam,
It calls you, calls you night and day
Beyond the dark into the dream
Over the hills and far away


II. To R. F. B.

We are the Choice of the Will: God, when He gave the word
That called us into line, set in our hand a sword;

Set us a sword to wield none else could lift and draw,
And bade us forth to the sound of the trumpet of the Law.

East and west and north, wherever the battle grew,
As men to a feast we fared, the work of the Will to do.

Bent upon vast beginnings, bidding anarchy cease — 
(Had we hacked it to the Pit, we had left it a place of peace!) — 

Marching, building, sailing, pillar of cloud or fire,
Sons of the Will, we fought the fight of the Will, our sire.

Road was never so rough that we left its purpose dark;
Stark was ever the sea, but our ships were yet more stark;

We tracked the winds of the world to the steps of their very thrones;
The secret parts of the world were salted with our bones;

Till now the name of names, England, the name of might,
Flames from the austral fires to the bounds of the boreal night;

And the call of her morning drum goes in a girdle of sound,
Like the voice of the sun in song, the great globe round and round;

And the shadow of her flag, when it shouts to the mother-breeze,
Floats from shore to shore of the universal seas;

And the loneliest death is fair with a memory of her flowers,
And the end of the road to Hell with the sense of her dews and showers!

Who says that we shall pass, or the fame of us fade and die,
While the living stars fulfil their round in the living sky?

For the sire lives in his sons, and they pay their fathers debt,
And the Lion has left a whelp wherever his claw was set;

And the Lion in his whelps, his whelps that none shall brave,
Is but less strong than Time and the great, all-whelming Grave.


III

A desolate shore,
The sinister seduction of the Moon,
The menace of the irreclaimable Sea.

Flaunting, tawdry and grim,
From cloud to cloud along her beat,
Leering her battered and inveterate leer,
She signals where he prowls in the dark alone,
Her horrible old man,
Mumbling old oaths and warming
His villainous old bones with villainous talk — 
The secrets of their grisly housekeeping
Since they went out upon the pad
In the first twilight of self-conscious Time:
Growling, hideous and hoarse,
Tales of unnumbered Ships,
Goodly and strong, Companions of the Advance,
In some vile alley of the night
Waylaid and bludgeoned — 
Dead.

Deep cellared in primeval ooze,
Ruined, dishonoured, spoiled,
They lie where the lean water-worm
Crawls free of their secrets, and their broken sides
Bulge with the slime of life. Thus they abide,
Thus fouled and desecrate,
The summons of the Trumpet, and the while
These Twain, their murderers,
Unravined, imperturbable, unsubdued,
Hang at the heels of their children — She aloft
As in the shining streets,
He as in ambush at some accomplice door.

The stalwart Ships,
The beautiful and bold adventurers!
Stationed out yonder in the isle,
The tall Policeman,
Flashing his bulls-eye, as he peers
About him in the ancient vacancy,
Tells them this way is safety — this way home.


IV

It came with the threat of a waning moon
And the wail of an ebbing tide,
But many a woman has lived for less,
And many a man has died;
For life upon life took hold and passed,
Strong in a fate set free,
Out of the deep into the dark
On for the years to be.

Between the gloom of a waning moon
And the song of an ebbing tide,
Chance upon chance of love and death
Took wing for the world so wide.
O, leaf out of leaf is the way of the land,
Wave out of wave of the sea
And who shall reckon what lives may live
In the life that we bade to be?


V

Why, my heart, do we love her so?
(Geraldine, Geraldine!)
Why does the great sea ebb and flow? — 
Why does the round world spin?
Geraldine, Geraldine,
Bid me my life renew:
What is it worth unless I win,
Love — love and you?

Why, my heart, when we speak her name
(Geraldine, Geraldine!)
Throbs the word like a flinging flame? — 
Why does the Spring begin?
Geraldine, Geraldine,
Bid me indeed to be:
Open your heart, and take us in,
Love — love and me.


VI

One with the ruined sunset,
The strange forsaken sands,
What is it waits, and wanders,
And signs with desparate hands?

What is it calls in the twilight — 
Calls as its chance were vain?
The cry of a gull sent seaward
Or the voice of an ancient pain?

The red ghost of the sunset,
It walks them as its own,
These dreary and desolate reaches . . .
But O, that it walked alone!


VII

Theres a regret
So grinding, so immitigably sad,
Remorse thereby feels tolerant, even glad . . .
Do you not know it yet?

For deeds undone
Rankle and snarl and hunger for their due,
Till there seems naught so despicable as you
In all the grin o the sun.

Like an old shoe
The sea spurns and the land abhors, you lie
About the beach of Time, till by and by
Death, that derides you too — 

Death, as he goes
His ragmans round, espies you, where you stray,
With half-an-eye, and kicks you out of his way;
And then — and then, who knows

But the kind Grave
Turns on you, and you feel the convict Worm,
In that black bridewell working out his term,
Hanker and grope and crave?

Poor fool that might — 
That might, yet would not, dared not, let this be,
Think of it, here and thus made over to me
In the implacable night!

And writhing, fain
And like a triumphing lover, he shall take
His fill where no high memory lives to make
His obscene victory vain.


VIII. To A. J. H.

Time and the Earth — 
The old Father and Mother — 
Their teeming accomplished,
Their purpose fulfilled,
Close with a smile
For a moment of kindness,
Ere for the winter
They settle to sleep.

Failing yet gracious,
Slow pacing, soon homing,
A patriarch that strolls
Through the tents of his children,
The Sun, as he journeys
His round on the lower
Ascents of the blue,
Washes the roofs
And the hillsides with clarity;
Charms the dark pools
Till they break into pictures;
Scatters magnificent
Alms to the beggar trees;
Touches the mist-folk,
That crowd to his escort,
Into translucencies
Radiant and ravishing:
As with the visible
Spirit of Summer
Gloriously vaporised,
Visioned in gold!

Love, though the fallen leaf
Mark, and the fleeting light
And the loud, loitering
Footfall of darkness
Sign to the heart
Of the passage of destiny,
Here is the ghost
Of a summer that lived for us,
Here is a promise
Of summers to be.


IX

As like the Woman as you can — 
(Thus the New Adam was beguiled) — 
So shall you touch the Perfect Man — 
(God in the Garden heard and smiled).
Your father perished with his day:
A clot of passions fierce and blind,
He fought, he hacked, he crushed his way:
Your muscles, Child, must be of mind.

The Brute that lurks and irks within,
How, till you have him gagged and bound,
Escape the foullest form of Sin?
(God in the Garden laughed and frowned).
So vile, so rank, the bestial mood
In which the race is bid to be,
It wrecks the Rarer Womanhood:
Live, therefore, you, for Purity!

Take for your mate no gallant croup,
No girl all grace and natural will:
To work her mission were to stoop,
Maybe to lapse, from Well to Ill.
Choose one of whom your grosser make — 
(God in the Garden laughed outright) — 
The true refining touch may take,
Till both attain to Lifes last height.

There, equal, purged of soul and sense.
Beneficent, high-thinking, just,
Beyond the appeal of Violence,
Incapable of common Lust,
In mental Marriage still prevail — 
(God in the Garden hid His face) — 
Till you achieve that Female-Male
In Which shall culminate the race.


X

Midsummer midnight skies,
Midsummer midnight influences and airs,
The shining, sensitive silver of the sea
Touched with the strange-hued blazonings of dawn;
And all so solemnly still I seem to hear
The breathing of Life and Death,
The secular Accomplices,
Renewing the visible miracle of the world.

The wistful stars
Shine like good memories. The young morning wind
Blows full of unforgotten hours
As over a region of roses. Life and Death
Sound on — sound on . . . And the night magical,
Troubled yet comforting, thrills
As if the Enchanted Castle at the heart
Of the woods dark wonderment
Swung wide his valves, and filled the dim sea-banks
With exquisite visitants:
Words fiery-hearted yet, dreams and desires
With living looks intolerable, regrets
Whose voice comes as the voice of an only child
Heard from the grave: shapes of a Might-Have-Been — 
Beautiful, miserable, distraught — 
The Law no man may baffle denied and slew.

The spell-bound ships stand as at gaze
To let the marvel by. The grey road glooms . . .
Glimmers . . . goes out . . . and there, O, there where it fades,
What grace, what glamour, what wild will,
Transfigure the shadows? Whose,
Heart of my heart, Soul of my soul, but yours?

Ghosts — ghosts — the sapphirine air
Teems with them even to the gleaming ends
Of the wild day-spring! Ghosts,
Everywhere — everywhere — till I and you
At last — dear love, at last! — 
Are in the dreaming, even as Life and Death,
Twin-ministers of the unoriginal Will.


XI

Gulls in an aëry morrice
Gleam and vanish and gleam . . .
The full sea, sleepily basking,
Dreams under skies of dream.

Gulls in an aëry morrice
Circle and swoop and close . . .
Fuller and ever fuller
The rose of the morning blows.

Gulls, in an aëry morrice
Frolicking, float and fade . . .
O, the way of a bird in the sunshine,
The way of a man with a maid!


XII

Some starlit garden grey with dew,
Some chamber flushed with wine and fire,
What matters where, so I and you
Are worthy our desire?

Behind, a past that scolds and jeers
For ungirt loins and lamps unlit;
In front, the unmanageable years,
The trap upon the Pit;

Think on the shame of dreams for deeds,
The scandal of unnatural strife,
The slur upon immortal needs,
The treason done to life:

Arise! no more a living lie,
And with me quicken and control
Some memory that shall magnify
The universal Soul.


XIII. To James McNeill Whistler

Under a stagnant sky,
Gloom out of gloom uncoiling into gloom,
The River, jaded and forlorn,
Welters and wanders wearily — wretchedly — on;
Yet in and out among the ribs
Of the old skeleton bridge, as in the piles
Of some dead lake-built city, full of skulls,
Worm-worn, rat-riddled, mouldy with memories,
Lingers to babble to a broken tune
(Once, O, the unvoiced music of my heart!)
So melancholy a soliloquy
It sounds as it might tell
The secret of the unending grief-in-grain,
The terror of Time and Change and Death,
That wastes this floating, transitory world.

What of the incantation
That forced the huddled shapes on yonder shore
To take and wear the night
Like a material majesty?
That touched the shafts of wavering fire
About this miserable welter and wash — 
(River, O River of Journeys, River of Dreams!) — 
Into long, shining signals from the panes
Of an enchanted pleasure-house,
Where life and life might live life lost in life
For ever and evermore?

O Death! O Change! O Time!
Without you, O, the insuperable eyes
Of these poor Might-Have-Beens,
These fatuous, ineffectual Yesterdays!


XIV. To J. A. C.

Fresh from his fastnesses
Wholesome and spacious,
The North Wind, the mad huntsman,
Halloas on his white hounds
Over the grey, roaring
Reaches and ridges,
The forest of ocean,
The chace of the world.
Hark to the peal
Of the pack in full cry,
As he thongs them before him,
Swarming voluminous,
Weltering, wide-wallowing,
Till in a ruining
Chaos of energy,
Hurled on their quarry,
They crash into foam!

Old Indefatigable,
Times right-hand man, the sea
Laughs as in joy
From his millions of wrinkles:
Laughs that his destiny,
Great with the greatness
Of triumphing order,
Shows as a dwarf
By the strength of his heart
And the might of his hands.

Master of masters,
O maker of heroes,
Thunder the brave,
Irresistible message: — 
Life is worth Living
Through every grain of it,
From the foundations
To the last edge
Of the cornerstone, death.


XV

You played and sang a snatch of song,
A song that all-too well we knew;
But whither had flown the ancient wrong;
And was it really I and you?
O, since the end of lifes to live
And pay in pence the common debt,
What should it cost us to forgive
Whose daily task is to forget?

You babbled in the well-known voice — 
Not new, not new the words you said.
You touched me off that famous poise,
That old effect, of neck and head.
Dear, was it really you and I?
In truth the riddles ill to read,
So many are the deaths we die
Before we can be dead indeed.


XVI

Space and dread and the dark — 
Over a livid stretch of sky
Cloud-monsters crawling, like a funeral train
Of huge, primeval presences
Stooping beneath the weight
Of some enormous, rudimentary grief;
While in the haunting loneliness
The far sea waits and wanders with a sound
As of the trailing skirts of Destiny,
Passing unseen
To some immitigable end
With her grey henchman, Death.

What larve, what spectre is this
Thrilling the wilderness to life
As with the bodily shape of Fear?
What but a desperate sense,
A strong foreboding of those dim
Interminable continents, forlorn
And many-silenced, in a dusk
Inviolable utterly, and dead
As the poor dead it huddles and swarms and styes
In hugger-mugger through eternity?

Life — life — let there be life!
Better a thousand times the roaring hours
When wave and wind,
Like the Arch-Murderer in flight
From the Avenger at his heel,
Storm through the desolate fastnesses
And wild waste places of the world!

Life — give me life until the end,
That at the very top of being,
The battle-spirit shouting in my blood,
Out of the reddest hell of the fight
I may be snatched and flung
Into the everlasting lull,
The immortal, incommunicable dream.


XVII. CARMEN PATIBULARE To H. S.

Tree, Old Tree of the Triple Crook
And the rope of the Black Election,
Tis the faith of the Fool that a race you rule
Can never achieve perfection:
So Its O, for the time of the new Sublime
And the better than human way,
When the Rat (poor beast) shall come to his own
And the Wolf shall have his day!

For Tree, Old Tree of the Triple Beam
And the power of provocation,
You have cockered the Brute with your dreadful fruit
Till your fruit is mere stupration:
And Its how should we rise to be pure and wise,
And how can we choose but fall,
So long as the Hangman makes us dread,
And the Noose floats free for all?

So Tree, Old Tree of the Triple Coign
And the trick theres no recalling,
They will haggle and hew till they hack you through
And at last they lay you sprawling:
When Hey! for the hour of the race in flower
And the long good-bye to sin!
And for the lack the fires of Hell gone out
Of the fuel to keep them in!

But Tree, Old Tree of the Triple Bough
And the ghastly Dreams that tend you,
Your growth began with the life of Man,
And only his death can end you.
They may tug in line at your hempen twine,
They may flourish with axe and saw;
But your taproot drinks of the Sacred Springs
In the living rock of Law.

And Tree, Old Tree of the Triple Fork,
When the spent sun reels and blunders
Down a welkin lit with the flare of the Pit
As it seethes in spate and thunders,
Stern on the glare of the tortured air
Your lines august shall gloom,
And your master-beam be the last thing whelmed
In the ruining roar of Doom.


XVIII. I. M. MARGARET EMMA HENLEY (1888–1894)

When you wake in your crib,
You, an inch of experience — 
Vaulted about
With the wonder of darkness;
Wailing and striving
To reach from your feebleness
Something you feel
Will be good to and cherish you,
Something you know
And can rest upon blindly:
O, then a hand
(Your mothers, your mothers!)
By the fall of its fingers
All knowledge, all power to you,
Out of the dreary,
Discouraging strangenesses
Comes to and masters you,
Takes you, and lovingly
Woos you and soothes you
Back, as you cling to it,
Back to some comforting
Corner of sleep.

So you wake in your bed,
Having lived, having loved;
But the shadows are there,
And the world and its kingdoms
Incredibly faded;
And you group through the Terror
Above you and under
For the light, for the warmth,
The assurance of life;
But the blasts are ice-born,
And your heart is nigh burst
With the weight of the gloom
And the stress of your strangled
And desperate endeavour:
Sudden a hand — 
Mother, O Mother! — 
God at His best to you,
Out of the roaring,
Impossible silences,
Falls on and urges you,
Mightily, tenderly,
Forth, as you clutch at it,
Forth to the infinite
Peace of the Grave.

October 1891


XIX. I. M. R. L. S. (1850–1894)

O, Time and Change, they range and range
From sunshine round to thunder! — 
They glance and go as the great winds blow,
And the best of our dreams drive under:
For Time and Change estrange, estrange — 
And, now they have looked and seen us,
O, we that were dear, we are all-too near
With the thick of the world between us.

O, Death and Time, they chime and chime
Like bells at sunset falling! — 
They end the song, they right the wrong,
They set the old echoes calling:
For Death and Time bring on the prime
Of Gods own chosen weather,
And we lie in the peace of the Great Release
As once in the grass together.

February 1891


XX

The shadow of Dawn;
Stillness and stars and over-mastering dreams
Of Life and Death and Sleep;
Heard over gleaming flats, the old, unchanging sound
Of the old, unchanging Sea.

My soul and yours — 
O, hand in hand let us fare forth, two ghosts,
Into the ghostliness,
The infinite and abounding solitudes,
Beyond — O, beyond! — beyond . . .

Here in the porch
Upon the multitudinous silences
Of the kingdoms of the grave,
We twain are you and I — two ghosts Omnipotence
Can touch no more . . . no more!


XXI

When the wind storms by with a shout, and the stern sea-caves
Rejoice in the tramp and the roar of onsetting waves,
Then, then, it comes home to the heart that the top of life
Is the passion that burns the blood in the act of strife — 
Till you pity the dead down there in their quiet graves.

But to drowse with the fen behind and the fog before,
When the rain-rot spreads and a tame sea mumbles the shore,
Not to adventure, none to fight, no right and no wrong,
Sons of the Sword heart-sick for a stave of your sires old song — 
O, you envy the blesséd death that can live no more!


XXII

Trees and the menace of night;
Then a long, lonely, leaden mere
Backed by a desolate fell,
As by a spectral battlement; and then,
Low-brooding, interpenetrating all,
A vast, gray, listless, inexpressive sky,
So beggared, so incredibly bereft
Of starlight and the song of racing worlds,
It might have bellied down upon the Void
Where as in terror Light was beginning to be.

Hist! In the trees fulfilled of night
(Night and the wretchedness of the sky)
Is it the hurry of the rain?
Or the noise of a drive of the Dead,
Streaming before the irresistible Will
Through the strange dusk of this, the Debateable Land
Between their place and ours?

Like the forgetfulness
Of the work-a-day world made visible,
A mist falls from the melancholy sky.
A messenger from some lost and loving soul,
Hopeless, far wandered, dazed
Here in the provinces of life,
A great white moth fades miserably past.

Thro the trees in the strange dead night,
Under the vast dead sky,
Forgetting and forgot, a drift of Dead
Sets to the mystic mere, the phantom fell,
And the unimagined vastitudes beyond.


XXIII. To P. A. G.

Here they trysted, here they strayed,
In the leafage dewy and boon,
Many a man and many a maid,
And the morn was merry June.
Death is fleet, Life is sweet,
Sang the blackbird in the may;
And the hour with flying feet,
While they dreamed, was yesterday.

Many a maid and many a man
Found the leafage close and boon;
Many a destiny began — 
O, the morn was merry June!
Dead and gone, dead and gone,
(Hark the blackbird in the may!),
Life and Death went hurrying on,
Cheek on cheek — and where were they?

Dust on dust engendering dust
In the leafage fresh and boon,
Man and maid fulfil their trust — 
Still the morn turns merry June.
Mother Life, Father Death
(O, the blackbird in the may!),
Each the others breath for breath,
Fleet the times of the world away.


XXIV. To A. C.

Not to the staring Day,
For all the importunate questionings he pursues
In his big, violent voice,
Shall those mild things of bulk and multitude,
The Trees — Gods sentinels
Over His gift of live, life-giving air,
Yield of their huge, unutterable selves.
Midsummer-manifold, each one
Voluminous, a labyrinth of life,
They keep their greenest musings, and the dim dreams
That haunt their leafier privacies,
Dissembled, baffling the random gapeseed still
With blank full-faces, or the innocent guile
Of laughter flickering back from shine to shade,
And disappearances of homing birds,
And frolicsome freaks
Of little boughs that frisk with little boughs.

But at the word
Of the ancient, sacerdotal Night,
Night of the many secrets, whose effect — 
Transfiguring, hierophantic, dread — 
Themselves alone may fully apprehend,
They tremble and are changed.
In each, the uncouth individual soul
Looms forth and glooms
Essential, and, their bodily presences
Touched with inordinate significance,
Wearing the darkness like the livery
Of some mysterious and tremendous guild,
They brood — they menace — they appal;
Or the anguish of prophecy tears them, and they wring
Wild hands of warning in the face
Of some inevitable advance of the doom;
Or, each to the other bending, beckoning, signing
As in some monstrous market-place,
They pass the news, these Gossips of the Prime,
In that old speech their forefathers
Learned on the lawns of Eden, ere they heard
The troubled voice of Eve
Naming the wondering folk of Paradise.

Your sense is sealed, or you should hear them tell
The tale of their dim life, with all
Its compost of experience: how the Sun
Spreads them their daily feast,
Sumptuous, of light, firing them as with wine;
Of the old Moons fitful solicitude
And those mild messages the Stars
Descend in silver silences and dews;
Or what the sweet-breathing West,
Wanton with wading in the swirl of the wheat,
Said, and their leafage laughed;
And how the wet-winged Angel of the Rain
Came whispering . . . whispering; and the gifts of the Year — 
The sting of the stirring sap
Under the wizardry of the young-eyed Spring,
Their summer amplitudes of pomp,
Their rich autumnal melancholy, and the shrill,
Embittered housewifery
Of the lean Winter: all such things,
And with them all the goodness of the Master,
Whose right hand blesses with increase and life,
Whose left hand honours with decay and death.

Thus under the constraint of Night
These gross and simple creatures,
Each in his scores of rings, which rings are years,
A servant of the Will!
And God, the Craftsman, as He walks
The floor of His workshop, hearkens, full of cheer
In thus accomplishing
The aims of His miraculous artistry.


XXV

What have I done for you,
England, my England?
What is there I would not do,
England, my own?
With your glorious eyes austere,
As the Lord were walking near,
Whispering terrible things and dear
As the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Round the world on your bugles blown!

Where shall the watchful Sun,
England, my England,
Match the master-work youve done,
England, my own?
When shall he rejoice agen
Such a breed of mighty men
As come forward, one to ten,
To the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Down the years on your bugles blown?

Ever the faith endures,
England, my England: — 
Take and break us: we are yours,
England, my own!
Life is good, and joy runs high
Between English earth and sky:
Death is death; but we shall die
To the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
To the stars on your bugles blown!

They call you proud and hard,
England, my England:
You with worlds to watch and ward,
England, my own!
You whose mailed hand keeps the keys
Of such teeming destinies
You could know nor dread nor ease
Were the Song on your bugles blown,
England,
Round the Pit on your bugles blown!

Mother of Ships whose might,
England, my England,
Is the fierce old Seas delight,
England, my own,
Chosen daughter of the Lord,
Spouse-in-Chief of the ancient sword,
Theres the menace of the Word
In the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Out of heaven on your bugles blown!


EPILOGUE

These, to you now, O, more than ever now — 
Now that the Ancient Enemy
Has passed, and we, we two that are one, have seen
A piece of perfect Life
Turn to so ravishing a shape of Death
The Arch-Discomforter might well have smiled
In pity and pride,
Even as he bore his lovely and innocent spoil
From those home-kingdoms he left desolate!

Poor windlestraws
On the great, sullen, roaring pool of Time
And Chance and Change, I know!
But they are yours, as I am, till we attain
That end for which me make, we two that are one:
A little, exquisite Ghost
Between us, smiling with the serenest eyes
Seen in this world, and calling, calling still
In that clear voice whose infinite subtleties
Of sweetness, thrilling back across the grave,
Break the poor heart to hear: — 
Come, Dadsie, come!
Mama, how long — how long!

July 1897.


HAWTHORN AND LAVENDER, WITH OTHER VERSES (1901)


DEDICATION

Ask me not how they came,
These songs of love and death,
These dreams of a futile stage,
These thumb-nails seen in the street:
Ask me not how nor why,
But take them for your own,
Dear Wife of twenty years,
Knowing — O, who so well? — 
You it was made the man
That made these songs of love,
Death, and the trivial rest:
So that, your love elsewhere,
These songs, or bad or good — 
How should they ever have been?

Worthing, July 31, 1901.


PROLOGUE

These to the glory and praise of the green land
That bred my women, and that holds my dead,
England, and with her the strong broods that stand
Wherever her fighting lines are thrust or spread!
They call us proud? — Look at our English Rose!
Shedders of blood? — Where hath our own been spared?
Shopkeepers? — Our accompt the high God knows.
Close? — In our bounty half the world hath shared.
They hate us, and they envy? Envy and hate
Should drive them to the Pits edge? — Be it so!
That race is damned which misesteems its fate;
And this, in Gods good time, they all shall know,
And know you too, you good green England, then — 
Mother of mothering girls and governing men!


HAWTHORN AND LAVENDER


ENVOY

My songs were once of the sunrise:
They shouted it over the bar;
First-footing the dawns, they flourished,
And flamed with the morning star.

My songs are now of the sunset:
Their brows are touched with light,
But their feet are lost in the shadows
And wet with the dews of night.

Yet for the joy in their making
Take them, O fond and true,
And for his sake who made them
Let them be dear to You.


PRÆLUDIUM

Largo espressivo

In sumptuous chords, and strange,
Through rich yet poignant harmonies:
Subtle and strong browns, reds
Magnificent with death and the pride of death,
Thin, clamant greens
And delicate yellows that exhaust
The exquisite chromatics of decay:
From ruining gardens, from reluctant woods — 
Dear, multitudinously reluctant woods! — 
And sering margents, forced
To be lean and bare and perished grace by grace,
And flower by flower discharmed,
Comes, to a purpose none,
Not even the Scorner, which is the Fool, can blink,
The dead-march of the year.

Dead things and dying! Now the long-laboured soul
Listens, and pines. But never a note of hope
Sounds: whether in those high,
Transcending unisons of resignation
That speed the sovran sun,
As he goes southing, weakening, minishing,
Almighty in obedience; or in those
Small, sorrowful colloquies
Of bronze and russet and gold,
Colour with colour, dying things with dead,
That break along this visual orchestra:
As in that other one, the audible,
Horn answers horn, hautboy and violin
Talk, and the cello calls the clarionet
And flute, and the poor heart is glad.
There is no hope in these — only despair.

Then, destiny in act, ensues
That most tremendous passage in the score:
When hangman rains and winds have wrought
Their worst, and, the brave lights gone down,
The low strings, the brute brass, the sullen drums
Sob, grovel, and curse themselves
Silent. . . .
But on the spirit of Man
And on the heart of the World there falls
A strange, half-desperate peace:
A war-worn, militant, gray jubilance
In the unkind, implacable tyranny
Of Winter, the obscene,
Old, crapulous Regent, who in his loins — 
O, who but feels he carries in his loins
The wild, sweet-blooded, wonderful harlot, Spring?

I.

Low — low
Over a perishing after-glow,
A thin, red shred of moon
Trailed. In the windless air
The poplars all ranked lean and chill.
The smell of winter loitered there,
And the Years heart felt still.
Yet not so far away
Seemed the mad Spring,
But that, as lovers will,
I let my laughing heart go play,
As it had been a fond maids frolicking;
And, turning thrice the gold Id got,
In the good gloom
Solemnly wished me — what?
What, and with whom?

II

Moon of half-candied meres
And flurrying, fading snows;
Moon of unkindly rains,
Wild skies, and troubled vanes;
When the Norther snarls and bites,
And the lone moon walks a-cold,
And the lawns grizzle o nights,
And wet fogs search the fold:
Here in this heart of mine
A dream that warms like wine,
A dream one other knows,
Moon of the roaring weirs
And the sip-sopping close,
February Fill-Dyke,
Shapes like a royal rose — 
A red, red rose!

O, but the distance clears!
O, but the daylight grows!
Soon shall the pied wind-flowers
Babble of greening hours,
Primrose and daffodil
Yearn to a fathering sun,
The lark have all his will,
The thrush be never done,
And April, May, and June
Go to the same blythe tune
As this blythe dream of mine!
Moon when the crocus peers,
Moon when the violet blows,
February Fair-Maid,
Haste, and let come the rose — 
Let come the rose!

III

The night dislimns, and breaks
Like snows slow thawn;
An evil wind awakes
On lea and lawn;
The low East quakes; and hark!
Out of the kindless dark,
A fierce, protesting lark,
High in the horror of dawn!

A shivering streak of light,
A scurry of rain:
Bleak day from bleaker night
Creeps pinched and fain;
The old gloom thins and dies,
And in the wretched skies
A new gloom, sick to rise,
Sprawls, like a thing in pain.

And yet, what matter — say! — 
The shuddering trees,
The Easter-stricken day,
The sodden leas?
The good bird, wing and wing
With Time, finds heart to sing,
As he were hastening
The swallow oer the seas.

IV

It came with the years first crocus
In a world of winds and snows — 
Because it would, because it must,
Because of life and time and lust;
And a years first crocus served my turn
As well as the years first rose.

The March rack hurries and hectors,
The March dust heaps and blows;
But the primrose flouts the daffodil,
And heres the patient violet still;
And the years first crocus brought me luck,
So hey for the years first rose!

V

The good South-West on sea-worn wings
Comes shepherding the good rain;
The brave Sea breaks, and glooms, and swings,
A weltering, glittering plain.

Sound, Sea of England, sound and shine,
Blow, English Wind, amain,
Till in this old, gray heart of mine
The Spring need wake again!

VI

In the red April dawn,
In the wild April weather,
From brake and thicket and lawn
The birds sing all together.

The look of the hoyden Spring
Is pinched and shrewish and cold;
But all together they sing
Of a world that can never be old:

Of a world still young — still young! — 
Whose last word wont be said,
Nor her last song dreamed and sung,
Till her last true lovers dead!

VII

The April sky sags low and drear,
The April winds blow cold,
The April rains fall gray and sheer,
And yeanlings keep the fold.

But the rook has built, and the song-birds quire,
And over the faded lea
The lark soars glorying, gyre on gyre,
And he is the bird for me!

For he sings as if from his watchmans height
He saw, this blighting day,
The far vales break into colour and light
From the banners and arms of May.

VIII

Shadow and gleam on the Downland
Under the low Spring sky,
Shadow and gleam in my spirit — 
Why?

A bird, in his nest rejoicing,
Cheers and flatters and woos:
A fresh voice flutters my fancy — 
Whose?

And the humour of April frolics
And bickers in blade and bough — 
O, to meet for the primal kindness
Now!

IX

The wind on the wold,
With sea-scents and sea-dreams attended,
Is wine!
The air is as gold
In elixir — it takes so the splendid
Sunshine!

O, the larks in the blue!
How the song of them glitters, and glances,
And gleams!
The old music sounds new — 
And its O, the wild Spring, and his chances
And dreams!

Theres a lift in the blood — 
O, this gracious, and thirsting, and aching
Unrest!
All lifes at the bud,
And my heart, full of April, is breaking
My breast.

X

Deep in my gathering garden
A gallant thrush has built;
And his quaverings on the stillness
Like light made song are spilt.

They gleam, they glint, they sparkle,
They glitter along the air,
Like the song of a sunbeam netted
In a tangle of red-gold hair.

And I long, as I laugh and listen,
For the angel-hour that shall bring
My part, pre-ordained and appointed,
In the miracle of Spring.

XI

What doth the blackbird in the boughs
Sing all day to his nested spouse?
What but the song of his old Mother-Earth,
In her mighty humour of lust and mirth?
Love and Gods will go wing and wing,
And as for death, is there any such thing? — 
In the shadow of death,
So, at the beck of the wizard Spring
The dear bird saith — 
So the bird saith!

Caught with us all in the nets of fate,
So the sweet wretch sings early and late;
And, O my fairest, after all,
The heart of the Worlds in his innocent call.
The will of the Worlds with him wing and wing: — 
Life — life — life! Tis the sole great thing
This side of death,
Heart on heart in the wonder of Spring!
So the bird saith — 
The wise bird saith!

XII

This world, all hoary
With song and story,
Rolls in a glory
Of youth and mirth;
Above and under
Clothed on with wonder.
Sunrise and thunder,
And death and birth.
His broods befriending
With grace unending
And gifts transcending
A gods at play,
Yet do his meetness
And sovran sweetness
Hold in the jocund purpose of May.

So take your pleasure,
And in full measure
Use of your treasure,
When birds sing best!
For when heavens bluest,
And earth feels newest,
And love longs truest,
And takes not rest:
When winds blow cleanest,
And seas roll sheenest,
And lawns lie greenest:
Then, night and day,
Dear life counts dearest,
And God walks nearest
To them that praise Him, praising His May.

XIII

I talked one midnight with the jolly ghost
Of a gray ancestor, Tom Heywood hight;
And, Heres, says he, his old heart liquor-lifted — 
Heres how we did when Gloriana shone:

All in a garden green
Thrushes were singing;
Red rose and white between,
Lilies were springing;
It was the merry May;
Yet sang my Lady: — 
Nay, Sweet, now nay, now nay!
I am not ready.

Then to a pleasant shade
I did invite her:
All things a concert made,
For to delight her;
Under, the grass was gay;
Yet sang my Lady: — 
Nay, Sweet, now nay, now nay!
I am not ready.

XIV

Why do you linger and loiter, O most sweet?
Why do you falter and delay,
Now that the insolent, high-blooded May
Comes greeting and to greet?
Comes with her instant summonings to stray
Down the green, antient way — 
The leafy, still, rose-haunted, eye-proof street! — 
Where true lovers each other may entreat,
Ere the gold hair turn gray?
Entreat, and fleet
Life gaudily, and so play out their play,
Even with the triumphing May — 
The young-eyed, smiling, irresistible May!

Why do you loiter and linger, O most dear?
Why do you dream and palter and stay,
When every dawn, that rushes up the bay,
Brings nearer, and more near,
The Terror, the Discomforter, whose prey,
Belovèd, we must be? Nor prayer, nor tear,
Lets his arraignment; but we disappear,
What time the gold turns gray,
Into the sheer,
Blind gulfs unglutted of mere Yesterday,
With the unlingering May — 
The good, fulfilling, irresponsible May!

XV

Come where my Lady lies,
Sleeping down the golden hours!
Cover her with flowers.

Bluebells from the clearings,
Flag-flowers from the rills,
Wildings from the lush hedgerows,
Delicate daffodils,
Sweetlings from the formal plots,
Bloomkins from the bowers — 
Heap them round her where she sleeps,
Cover her with flowers!

Sweet-pea and pansy,
Red hawthorn and white;
Gilliflowers — like praising souls;
Lilies — lamps of light:
Nurselings of what happy winds,
Suns, and stars, and showers!
Joylets good to see and smell — 
Cover her with flowers!

Like to sky-born shadows
Mirrored on a stream,
Let their odours meet and mix
And waver through her dream!
Last, the crowded sweetness
Slumber overpowers,
And she feels the lips she loves
Craving through the flowers!

XVI

The west a glory of green and red and gold,
The magical drifts to north and eastward rolled,
The shining sands, the still, transfigured sea,
The wind so light it scarce begins to be,
As these long days unfold a flower, unfold
Lifes rose in me.

Lifes rose — lifes rose! Red at my heart it glows — 
Glows and is glad, as in some quiet close
The suns spoiled darlings their gay life renew!
Only, the clement rain, the mothering dew,
Daytide and night, all things that make the rose,
Are you, dear — you!

XVII

Look down, dear eyes, look down,
Lest you betray her gladness.
Dear brows, do naught but frown,
Lest men miscall my madness.

Come not, dear hands, so near,
Lest all besides come nearer.
Dear heart, hold me less dear,
Lest time hold nothing dearer.

Keep me, dear lips, O, keep
The great last word unspoken,
Lest other eyes go weep,
And other lives lie broken!

XVIII

Poplar and lime and chestnut
Meet in a living screen;
And there the winds and the sunbeams keep
A revel of gold and green.

O, the green dreams and the golden,
The golden thoughts and green,
This green and golden end of May
My lover and me between!

XIX

Hither, this solemn eventide,
All flushed and mystical and blue,
When the late bird sings
And sweet-breathed garden-ghosts walk sudden and wide,
Hesper, that bringeth all good things,
Brings me a dream of you.
And in my heart, dear heart, it comes and goes,
Even as the south wind lingers and falls and blows,
Even as the south wind sighs and tarries and streams,
Among the living leaves about and round;
With a still, soothing sound,
As of a multitude of dreams
Of love, and the longing of love, and loves delight,
Thronging, ten thousand deep,
Into the uncreating Night,
With semblances and shadows to fulfil,
Amaze, and thrill
The strange, dispeopled silences of Sleep.

XX

After the grim daylight,
Night — 
Night and the stars and the sea!
Only the sea, and the stars
And the star-shown sails and spars — 
Naught else in the night for me!

Over the northern height,
Light — 
Light and the dawn of a day
With nothing for me but a breast
Laboured with loves unrest,
And the irk of an idle May!

XXI

Love, which is lust, is the Lamp in the Tomb.
Love, which is lust, is the Call from the Gloom.

Love, which is lust, is the Main of Desire.
Love, which is lust, is the Centric Fire.

So man and woman will keep their trust,
Till the very Springs of the Sea run dust.

Yea, each with the other will lose and win,
Till the very Sides of the Grave fall in.

For the strife of Loves the abysmal strife,
And the word of Love is the Word of Life.

And they that go with the Word unsaid,
Though they seem of the living, are damned and dead.

XXII

Between the dusk of a summer night
And the dawn of a summer day,
We caught at a mood as it passed in flight,
And we bade it stoop and stay.
And what with the dawn of night began
With the dusk of day was done;
For that is the way of woman and man,
When a hazard has made them one.

Arc upon arc, from shade to shine,
The World went thundering free;
And what was his errand but hers and mine — 
The lords of him, I and she?
O, its die we must, but its live we can,
And the marvel of earth and sun
Is all for the joy of woman and man
And the longing that makes them one.

XXIII

I took a hansom on to-day
For a round I used to know — 
That I used to take for a womans sake
In a fever of to-and-fro.

There were the landmarks one and all — 
What did they stand to show?
Street and square and river were there — 
Where was the antient woe?

Never a hint of a challenging hope
Nor a hope laid sick and low,
But a longing dead as its kindred sped
A thousand years ago!

XXIV

Only a freakish wisp of hair? — 
Nay, but its wildest, its most frolic whorl
Stands for a slim, enamoured, sweet-fleshed girl!
And so, a tangle of dream and charm and fun,
Its every crook a promise and a snare,
Its every dowle, or genially gadding
Or crisply curled,
Heartening and madding,
Empales a novel and peculiar world
Of right, essential fantasies,
And shining acts as yet undone,
But in these wonder-working days
Soon, soon to ask our sovran Lord, the Sun,
For countenance and praise,
As of the best his storying eye hath seen,
And his vast memory can parallel,
Among the darling victories — 
Beneficent, beautiful, inexpressible — 
Of life on time! — 
Yet have they flashed and been
In millions, since twas his to bring
The heaven-creating Spring,
An angel of adventure and delight,
In all her beauty and all her strength and worth,
With her great guerdons of romance and spright,
And those high needs that fill the flesh with might,
Home to the citizens of this good, green earth.

Poor souls — they have but time and place
To play their transient little play
And sing their singular little song,
Ere they are rushed away
Into the antient, undisclosing Night;
And none is left to tell of the clear eyes
That filled them with Gods grace,
And turned the iron skies to skies of gold!
None; but the sweetest She herself grows old — 
Grows old, and dies;
And, but for such a lovely snatch of hair
As this, none — none could guess, or know
That She was kind and fair,
And he had nights and days beyond compare — 
How many dusty and silent years ago!

XXV

This is the moon of roses,
The lovely and flowerful time;
And, as white roses climb the wall,
Your dreams about me climb.

This is the moon of roses,
Glad and golden and blue;
And, as red roses drink of the sun,
My dreams they drink of you.

This is the moon of roses!
The cherishing South-West blows,
And life, dear heart, for me and you,
O, lifes a rejoicing rose.

XXVI

June, and a warm, sweet rain;
June, and the call of a bird:
To a lover in pain
What lovelier word?

Two of each other fain
Happily heart on heart:
So in the wind and rain
Spring bears his part!

O, to be heart on heart
One with the warm June rain,
God with us from the start,
And no more pain!

XXVII

It was a bowl of roses:
There in the light they lay,
Languishing, glorying, glowing
Their life away.

And the soul of them rose like a presence,
Into me crept and grew,
And filled me with something — some one — 
O, was it you?

XXVIII

Your feet as glad
And light as a doves homing wings, you came — 
Came with your sweets to fill my hands,
My sense with your perfume.

We closed with lips
Grown weary and fain with longing from afar,
The while your grave, enamoured eyes
Drank down the dream in mine.

Till the great need
So lovely and so instant grew, it seemed
The embodied Spirit of the Spring
Hung at me, heart on heart.

XXIX

A world of leafage murmurous and a-twinkle;
The green, delicious plenitude of June;
Love and laughter and song
The blue day long
Going to the same glad, golden tune — 
The same glad tune!

Clouds on the dim, delighting skies a-sprinkle;
Poplars black in the wake of a setting moon;
Love and languor and sleep
And the star-sown deep
Going to the same good, golden tune — 
The same good tune!

XXX

I send you roses — red, like love,
And white, like death, sweet friend:
Born in your bosom to rejoice,
Languish, and droop, and end.

If the white roses tell of death,
Let the red roses mend
The talk with true stories of love
Unchanging till the end.

Red and white roses, love and death — 
What else is left to send?
For what is life but love, the means,
And death, true Wife, the end?

XXXI

These glad, these great, these goodly days
Bewildering hope, outrunning praise,
The Earth, renewed by the great Suns longing,
Utters her joy in a million ways!

What is there left, sweet Soul and true — 
What, for us and our dream to do?
What but to take this mighty Summer
As it were made for me and you?

Take it and live it beam by beam,
Motes of light on a gleaming stream,
Glare by glare and glory on glory
Through to the ash of this flaming dream!

XXXII

The downs, like uplands in Eden,
Gleam in an afterglow
Like a rose-world ruining earthwards — 
Mystical, wistful, slow!

Near and afar in the leafage,
That last glad call to the nest!
And the thought of you hangs and triumphs
With Hesper low in the west!

Till the song and the light and the colour,
The passion of earth and sky,
Are blent in a rapture of boding
Of the death we should one day die.

XXXIII

The time of the silence
Of birds is upon us:
Rust in the chestnut leaf,
Dust in the stubble:
The turn of the Year
And the call to decay.

Stately and splendid,
The Summer passes:
Sad with satiety,
Sick with fulfilment;
Spent and consumed,
But august till the end.

By wilting hedgerows
And white-hot highways,
Bearing its memories
Even as a burden,
The tired heart plods
For a place of rest.

XXXIV

There was no kiss that day?
No intimate Yea-and-Nay,
No sweets in hand, no tender, lingering touch?
None of those desperate, exquisite caresses,
So instant — O, so brief! — and yet so much,
The thought of the swiftest lifts and blesses?
Nor any one of those great royal words,
Those sovran privacies of speech,
Frank as the call of April birds,
That, whispered, live a life of gold
Among the hearts still sainted memories,
And irk, and thrill, and ravish, and beseech,
Even when the dream of dreams in deaths a-cold?
No, there was none of these,
Dear one, and yet — 
O, eyes on eyes! O, voices breaking still,
For all the watchful will,
Into a kinder kindness than seemed due
From you to me, and me to you!
And that hot-eyed, close-throated, blind regret
Of woman and man baulked and debarred the blue! — 
No kiss — no kiss that day?
Nay, rather, though we seemed to wear the rue,
Sweet friend, how many, and how goodly — say!

XXXV

Sing to me, sing, and sing again,
My glad, great-throated nightingale:
Sing, as the good sun through the rain — 
Sing, as the home-wind in the sail!

Sing to me life, and toil, and time,
O bugle of dawn, O flute of rest!
Sing, and once more, as in the prime,
There shall be naught but seems the best.

And sing me at the last of love:
Sing that old magic of the May,
That makes the great world laugh and move
As lightly as our dream to-day!

XXXVI

We sat late, late — talking of many things.
He told me of his grief, and, in the telling,
The gist of his tale showed to me, rhymed, like this.

It came, the news, like a fire in the night,
That life and its best were done;
And there was never so dazed a wretch
In the beat of the living sun.

I read the news, and the terms of the news
Reeled random round my brain
Like the senseless, tedious buzzle and boom
Of a bluefly in the pane.

So I went for the news to the house of the news,
But the words were left unsaid,
For the face of the house was blank with blinds,
And I knew that she was dead.

XXXVII

Twas in a world of living leaves
That we two reaped and bound our sheaves:
They were of white roses and red,
And in the scything they were dead.

Now the high Autumn flames afield,
And what is all his golden yield
To that we took, and sheaved, and bound
In the green dusk that gladdened round?

Yet must the memory grieve and ache
Of that we did for dear loves sake,
But may no more under the sun,
Being, like our summer, spent and done.

XXXVIII

Since those we love and those we hate,
With all things mean and all things great,
Pass in a desperate disarray
Over the hills and far away:

It must be, Dear, that, late or soon,
Out of the ken of the watching moon,
We shall abscond with Yesterday
Over the hills and far away.

What does it matter? As I deem,
We shall but follow as brave a dream
As ever smiled a wanton May
Over the hills and far away.

We shall remember, and, in pride,
Fare forth, fulfilled and satisfied,
Into the land of Ever-and-Aye,
Over the hills and far away.

XXXIX

These were the woods of wonder
We found so close and boon,
When the bride-month in her beauty
Lay mouth to mouth with June.

November, the old, lean widow,
Sniffs, and snivels, and shrills,
And the bowers are all dismantled,
And the long grass wets and chills;

And I hate these dismal dawnings,
These miserable even-ends,
These orts, and rags, and heeltaps — 
This dream of being merely friends.

XL

Dearest, when I am dead,
Make one last song for me:
Sing what I would have said — 
Righting lifes wrong for me.

Tell them how, early and late,
Glad ran the days with me,
Seeing how goodly and great,
Love, were your ways with me.

XLI

Dear hands, so many times so much
When the spent year was green and prime,
Come, take your fill, and touch
This one poor time.

Dear lips, that could not leave unsaid
One sweet-souled syllable of delight,
Once more — and be as dead
In the dead night.

Dear eyes, so fond to read in mine
The message of our counted years,
Look your proud last, nor shine
Through tears — through tears.

XLII

When, in what other life,
Where in what old, spent star,
Systems ago, dead vastitudes afar,
Were we two bird and bough, or man and wife?
Or wave and spar?
Or I the beating sea, and you the bar
On which it breaks? I know not, I!
But this, O this, my Very Dear, I know:
Your voice awakes old echoes in my heart;
And things I say to you now are said once more;
And, Sweet, when we two part,
I feel I have seen you falter and linger so,
So hesitate, and turn, and cling — yet go,
As once in some immemorable Before,
Once on some fortunate yet thrice-blasted shore.
Was it for good?
O, these poor eyes are wet;
And yet, O, yet,
Now that we know, I would not, if I could,
Forget.

XLIII

The rain and the wind, the wind and the rain — 
They are with us like a disease:
They worry the heart, they work the brain,
As they shoulder and clutch at the shrieking pane,
And savage the helpless trees.

What does it profit a man to know
These tattered and tumbling skies
A million stately stars will show,
And the ruining grace of the after-glow
And the rush of the wild sunrise?

Ever the rain — the rain and the wind!
Come, hunch with me over the fire,
Dream of the dreams that leered and grinned,
Ere the blood of the Year got chilled and thinned,
And the death came on desire!

XLIV

He made this gracious Earth a hell
With Love and Drink. I cannot tell
Of which he died. But Death was well.

Will I die of drink?
Why not?
Wont I pause and think?
— What?
Why in seeming wise
Waste your breath?
Everybody dies — 
And of death!

Youth — if you find its youth
Too late?
Truth — and the back of truth?
Straight,
Be it love or liquor,
Whats the odds,
So it slide you quicker
To the gods?

XLV

O, these long nights of days!
All the years baseness in the ways,
All the years wretchedness in the skies;
While on the blind, disheartened sea
A tramp-wind plies
Cringingly and dejectedly!
And rain and darkness, mist and mud,
They cling, they close, they sneak into the blood,
They crawl and crowd upon the brain:
Till in a dull, dense monotone of pain
The past is found a kind of maze,
At whose every coign and crook,
Broad angle and privy nook,
There waits a hooded Memory,
Sad, yet with strange, bright, unreproaching eyes.

XLVI

In Shoreham River, hurrying down
To the live sea,
By working, marrying, breeding Shoreham Town,
Breaking the sunsets wistful and solemn dream,
An old, black rotter of a boat
Past service to the labouring, tumbling flote,
Lay stranded in mid-stream:
With a horrid list, a frightening lapse from the line,
That made me think of legs and a broken spine:
Soon, all-too soon,
Ungainly and forlorn to lie
Full in the eye
Of the cynical, discomfortable moon
That, as I looked, stared from the fading sky,
A clowns face flourd for work. And by and by
The wide-winged sunset wanned and waned;
The lean night-wind crept westward, chilling and sighing;
The poor old hulk remained,
Stuck helpless in mid-ebb. And I knew why — 
Why, as I looked, my heart felt crying. 
For, as I looked, the good green earth seemed dying — 
Dying or dead;
And, as I looked on the old boat, I said: — 
Dear God, its I!

XLVII

Come by my bed,
What time the gray ghost shrieks and flies;
Take in your hands my head,
And look, O look, into my failing eyes;
And, by Gods grace,
Even as He sunders body and breath,
The shadow of your face
Shall pass with me into the run
Of the Beyond, and I shall keep and save
Your beauty, as it used to be,
An absolute part of me,
Lying there, dead and done,
Far from the sovran bounty of the sun,
Down in the grisly colonies of the Grave.

XLVIII

Gray hills, gray skies, gray lights,
And still, gray sea — 
O fond, O fair,
The Mays that were,
When the wild days and wilder nights
Made it like heaven to be!

Gray head, gray heart, gray dreams — 
O, breath by breath,
Night-tide and day
Lapse gentle and gray,
As to a murmur of tired streams,
Into the haze of death.

XLIX

Silence, loneliness, darkness — 
These, and of these my fill,
While God in the rush of the Maytide
Without is working His will.

Without are the wind and the wall-flowers,
The leaves and the nests and the rain,
And in all of them God is making
His beautiful purpose plain.

But I wait in a horror of strangeness — 
A tool on His workshop floor,
Worn to the butt, and banished
His hand for evermore.

L

So let me hence as one
Whose part in the world has been dreamed out and done:
One that hath fairly earned and spent
In pride of heart and jubilance of blood
Such wages, be they counted bad or good,
As Time, the old taskmaster, was moved to pay;
And, having warred and suffered, and passed on
Those gifts the Arbiters preferred and gave,
Fare, grateful and content,
Down the dim way
Whereby races innumerable have gone,
Into the silent universe of the grave.

Grateful for what hath been — 
For what my hand hath done, mine eyes have seen,
My heart been privileged to know;
With all my lips in love have brought
To lips that yearned in love to them, and wrought
In the way of wrath, and pity, and sport, and song:
Content, this miracle of being alive
Dwindling, that I, thrice weary of worst and best,
May shed my duds, and go
From right and wrong,
And, ceasing to regret, and long, and strive,
Accept the past, and be for ever at rest.


FINALE

Schizzando ma con sentimento

A sigh sent wrong,
A kiss that goes astray,
A sorrow the years endlong — 
So they say.

So let it be — 
Come the sorrow, the kiss, the sigh!
They are life, dear life, all three,
And we die.

Worthing, 1899-1901.


II. LONDON TYPES


TO 

S. S. P.


I. BUS-DRIVER

Hes called The General from the brazen craft
And dash with which he sneaks a bit of road
And all its fares; challenged, or chafed, or chaffed,
Back-answers of the newest hell explode;
He reins his horses with an air; he treats
With scoffing calm whatever powers there be;
He gets it straight, puts a bit on, and meets
His losses with both lip and £ s. d.;
He arrogates a special taste in short;
Is loftily grateful for a flagrant smoke;
At all the smarter housemaids winks his court,
And taps them for half-crowns; being stoney-broke,
Lives lustily; is ever on the make;
And hath, I fear, none other gods but Fake.


II. LIFE-GUARDSMAN

Joy of the Milliner, Envy of the Line,
Star of the Parks, jack-booted, sworded, helmed,
He sits between his holsters, solid of spine;
Nor, as it seems, though Westminster were whelmed,
With the great globe, in earthquake and eclipse,
Would he and his charger cease from mounting guard,
This Private in the Blues, nor would his lips
Move, though his gorge with throttled oaths were charred!
He wears his inches weightily, as he wears
His old-world armours; and with his port and pride,
His sturdy graces and enormous airs,
He towers, in speech his Colonel countrified,
A triumph, waxing statelier year by year,
Of British blood, and bone, and beef, and beer.


III. HAWKER

Far out of bounds hes figured — in a race
Of West-End traffic pitching to his loss.
But if youd see him in his proper place,
Making the browns for bub and grub and doss,
Go East among the merchants and their men,
And where the press is noisiest, and the tides
Of trade run highest and widest, there and then
You shall behold him, edging with equal strides
Along the kerb; hawking in either hand
Some artful nothing made of twine and tin,
Cardboard and foil and bits of rubber band:
Some pennorth of wit-in-fact that, with a grin,
The careful City marvels at, and buys
For nurselings in the Suburbs to despise!


IV. BEEF-EATER

His beat lies knee-high through a dust of story — 
A dust of terror and torture, grief and crime;
Ghosts that are Englands wonder, and shame, and glory
Throng where he walks, an antic of old time;
A sense of long immedicable tears
Were ever with him, could his ears but heed;
The stern Hic Jacets of our bloodiest years
Are for his reading, had he eyes to read,
But here, where Crookback raged, and Cranmer trimmed,
And More and Strafford faced the axes proving,
He shows that Crown the desperate Colonel nimmed,
Or simply keeps the Country Cousin moving,
Or stays such Cockney pencillers as would shame
The wall where some dead Queen hath traced her name.


V. SANDWICH-MAN

An ill March noon; the flagstones gray with dust;
An all-round east wind volleying straws and grit;
St. Martins Steps, where every venomous gust
Lingers to buffet, or sneap, the passing cit;
And in the gutter, squelching a rotten boot,
Draped in a wrap that, modish ten-year syne,
Partners, obscene with sweat and grease and soot,
A horrible hat, that once was just as fine;
The drunkards mouth a-wash for something drinkable,
The drunkards eye alert for casual toppers,
The drunkards neck stooped to a lot scarce thinkable,
A living, crawling blazoning of Hot-Coppers,
He trails his mildews towards a Kingdom-Come
Compact of sausage-and-mash and two-o-rum!


VI. LIZA

Lizas old mans perhaps a little shady,
Lizas old womans prone to booze and cringe;
But Liza deems herself a perfect lady,
And proves it in her feathers and her fringe.
For Liza has a bloke her heart to cheer,
With pearlies and a barrer and a jack,
So all the vegetables of the year
Are duly represented on her back.
Her boots are sacrifices to her hats,
Which knock you speechless — like a load of bricks!
Her summer velvets dazzle Wanstead Flats,
And cost, at times, a good eighteen-and-six.
Withal, outside the gay and giddy whirl,
Lizas a stupid, straight, hard-working girl.


VII. LADY

Time, the old humourist, has a trick to-day
Of moving landmarks and of levelling down,
Till into Town the Suburbs edge their way,
And in the Suburbs you may scent the Town.
With Mount St. thus approaching Muswell Hill,
And Clapham Common marching with the Mile,
You get a Hammersmith that fills the bill,
A Hampstead with a serious sense of style.
So this fair creature, pictured in The Row,
As one of that gay adulterous world, whose round
Is by the Serpentine, as well would show,
And might, I deem, as readily be found
On Streathams Hill, or Wimbledons, or where
Brixtonian kitchens lard the late-dining air.


VIII. BLUECOAT BOY

So went our boys when Edward Sixth, the King,
Chartered Christs Hospital, and died. And so
Full fifteen generations in a string
Of heirs to his bequest have had to go.
Thus Camden showed, and Barnes, and Stilling-Fleet,
And Richardson, that bade our Lovelace be;
The little Elia thus in Newgate Street;
Thus to his Genevieve young S. T. C.
With thousands else that, wandering up and down,
Quaint, privileged, liked and reputed well,
Made the great School a part of London Town
Patent as Pauls and vital as Bow Bell:
The old School nearing exile, day by day,
To certain clay-lands somewhere Horsham way.


IX. MOUNTED POLICE

Army Reserve; a worshipper of Bobs,
With whom he stripped the smock from Candahar;
Neat as his mount, that neatest among cobs;
Whenever pageants pass, or meetings are,
He moves conspicuous, vigilant, severe,
With his Light Cavalry hand and seat and look,
A living type of Order, in whose sphere
Is room for neither Hooligan nor Hook.
For in his shadow, wheresoeer he ride,
Paces, all eye and hardihood and grip,
The dreaded Crusher, might in his every stride
And right materialized girt at his hip;
And they, that shake to see these twain go by,
Feel that the Tec, that plain-clothes Terror, is nigh.


X. NEWS-BOY

Take any station, pavement, circus, corner,
Where men their styles of print may call or choose,
And there — ten times more on it than Jack Horner — 
There shall you find him swathed in sheets of news.
Nothing can stay the placing of his wares — 
Not bus, nor cab, nor dray! The very Slop,
That imp of power, is powerless! Ever he dares,
And, daring, lands his public neck and crop.
Even the many-tortured London ear,
The much-enduring, loathes his Speeshul yell,
His shriek of Winnur! But his dart and leer
And poise are irresistible. Pall Mall
Joys in him, and Mile End; for his vocation
Is to purvey the stuff of conversation.


XI. DRUM-MAJOR

Who says Drum-Major says a man of mould,
Shaking the meek earth with tremendous tread,
And pacing still, a triumph to behold,
Of his own spine at least two yards ahead!
Attorney, grocer, surgeon, broker, duke — 
His calling may be anything, who comes
Into a room, his presence a rebuke
To the dejected, as the pipes and drums
Inspired his port! — who mounts his office stairs
As though he led great armies to the fight!
His bulk itselfs pure genius, and he wears
His avoirdupois with so much fire and spright
That, though the creature stands but five feet five,
You take him for the tallest He alive.


XII. FLOWER-GIRL

Theres never a delicate nurseling of the year
But our huge London hails it, and delights
To wear it on her breast or at her ear,
Her days to colour and make sweet her nights.
Crocus and daffodil and violet,
Pink, primrose, valley-lily, clove-carnation,
Red rose and white rose, wall-flower, mignonette,
The daisies all — these be her recreation,
Her gaudies these! And forth from Drury Lane,
Trapesing in any of her whirl of weathers,
Her flower-girls foot it, honest and hoarse and vain,
All boot and little shawl and wilted feathers:
Of populous corners right advantage taking,
And, where they squat, endlessly posy-making.


XIII. BARMAID

Though, if you ask her name, she says Elise,
Being plain Elizabeth, een let it pass,
And own that, if her aspirates take their ease,
She ever makes a point, in washing glass,
Handling the engine, turning taps for tots,
And countering change, and scorning what men say,
Of posing as a dove among the pots,
Nor often gives her dignity away.
Her heads a work of art, and, if her eyes
Be tired and ignorant, she has a waist;
Cheaply the Mode she shadows; and she tries
From penny novels to amend her taste;
And, having mopped the zinc for certain years,
And faced the gas, she fades and disappears.
The Artist muses at his ease,
Contented that his work is done,
And smiling — smiling! — as he sees
His crowd collecting, one by one.
Alas! his travails but begun!
None, none can keep the years in line,
And what to Ninety-Eight is fun
May raise the gorge of Ninety-Nine!

Muswell Hill, 1898.


III. THREE PROLOGUES


I. BEAU AUSTIN

By W. E. Henley and R. L. Stevenson,
Haymarket Theatre, November 3, 1890.

Spoken by Mr. Tree in the character of Beau Austin.

To all and singular, as Dryden says,
We bring a fancy of those Georgian days,
Whose style still breathed a faint and fine perfume
Of old-world courtliness and old-world bloom:
When speech was elegant and talk was fit,
For slang had not been canonised as wit;
When manners reigned, when breeding had the wall,
And Women — yes! — were ladies first of all;
When Grace was conscious of its gracefulness,
And man — though Man! — was not ashamed to dress.
A brave formality, a measured ease
Were his — and hers — whose effort was to please.
And to excel in pleasing was to reign,
And, if you sighed, never to sigh in vain.

But then, as now — it may be, something more — 
Woman and man were human to the core.
The hearts that throbbed behind that brave attire
Burned with a plenitude of essential fire.
They too could risk, they also could rebel:
They could love wisely — they could love too well.
In that great duel of Sex, that ancient strife
Which is the very central fact of life,
They could — and did — engage it breath for breath,
They could — and did — get wounded unto death.
As at all times since time for us began
Woman was truly woman, man was man,
And joy and sorrow were as much at home
In trifling Tunbridge as in mighty Rome.

Dead — dead and done with! Swift from shine to shade
The roaring generations flit and fade.
To this one, fading, flitting, like the rest,
We come to proffer — be it worst or best — 
A sketch, a shadow, of one brave old time;
A hint of what it might have held sublime;
A dream, an idyll, call it what you will,
Of man still Man, and woman — Woman still!


II. RICHARD SAVAGE

By J. M. Barrie and H. B. Marriott Watson, Criterion Theatre, April 16, 1891.

To other boards for pun and song and dance!
Our purpose is an essay in romance:
An old-world story where such old-world facts
As hate and love and death, through four swift acts — 
Not without gleams and glances, hints and cues,
From the dear bright eyes of the Comic Muse! — 
So shine and sound that, as we fondly deem,
They may persuade you to accept our dream:
Our own invention, mainly — though we take,
Somewhat for art but most for interests sake
One for our hero who goes wandering still
In the long shadow of Parnassus Hill;
Scarce within eyeshot; but his tragic shade
Compels that recognition due be made,
When he comes knocking at the students door,
Something as poet, if as blackguard more.

Poet and blackguard. Of the first — how much?
As to the second, in quite perfect touch
With folly and sorrow, even shame and crime,
He lived the grief and wonder of his time!
Marked for reproaches from his lifes beginning;
Extremely sinned against as well as sinning;
Hack, spendthrift, starveling, duellist in turn;
Too cross to cherish yet too fierce to spurn;
Begrimed with ink or brave with wine and blood;
Spirit of fire and manikin of mud;
Now shining clear, now fain to starve and skulk;
Star of the cellar, pensioner of the bulk;
At once the child of passion and the slave;
Brawling his way to an unhonoured grave — 
That was Dick Savage! Yet, ere his ghost we raise
For these more decent and less desperate days,
It may be well and seemly to reflect
That, howbeit of so prodigal a sect,
Since it was his to call until the end
Our greatest, wisest Englishman his friend,
Twere all-too fatuous if we cursed and scorned
The strange, wild creature Johnson loved and mourned.

Nature is but the oyster — Arts the pearl:
Our Dick is neither sycophant nor churl.
Not as he was but as he might have been
Had the Unkind Gods been poets of the scene,
Fired with our fancy, shaped and tricked anew
To touch your hearts with love, your eyes with rue,
He stands or falls, ere he these boards depart,
Not as dead Nature but as living Art.


III. ADMIRAL GUINEA

By W. E. Henley and R. L. Stevenson,
Avenue Theatre, Monday, November 29, 1897.

Spoken by Miss Elizabeth Robins.

Once was an Age, an Age of blood and gold,
An Age of shipmen scoundrelly and bold — 
Blackbeard and Avory, Singleton, Roberts, Kidd:
An Age which seemed, the while it rolled its quid,
Brave with adventure and doubloons and crime,
Rum and the Ebony Trade: when, time on time,
Real Pirates, right Sea-Highwaymen, could mock
The carrion strung at Execution Dock;
And the trim Slaver, with her raking rig,
Her cloud of sails, her spars superb and trig,
Held, in a villainous ecstasy of gain,
Her musky course from Benin to the Main,
And back again for niggers:
When, in fine,
Some thought that Eden bloomed across the Line,
And some, like Cowpers Newton, lived to tell
That through those parallels ran the road to Hell.

Once was a pair of Friends, who loved to chance
Their feet in any by-way of Romance:
They, like two vagabond schoolboys, unafraid
Of stark impossibilities, essayed
To make these Penitent and Impenitent Thieves,
These Pews and Gaunts, each man of them with his sheaves
Of humour, passion, cruelty, tyranny, life,
Fit shadows for the boards; till in the strife
Of dream with dream, their Slaver-Saint came true,
And their Blind Pirate, their resurgent Pew
(A figure of deadly farce in his new birth),
Tap-tapped his way from Orcus back to earth;
And so, their Lover and his Lass made one,
In their best prose this Admiral here was done.

One of this Pair sleeps till the crack of doom
Where the great ocean-rollers plunge and boom:
The other waits and wonders what his Friend,
Dead now, and deaf, and silent, were the end
Revealed to his rare spirit, would find to say
If you, his lovers, loved him for this Play.


IV. EPICEDIA


TWO DAYS (February 15 — September 28, 1894)

To V. G.

That day we brought our Beautiful One to lie
In the green peace within your gates, he came
To give us greeting, boyish and kind and shy,
And, stricken as we were, we blessed his name:
Yet, like the Creature of Light that had been ours,
Soon of the sweet Earth disinherited,
He too must join, even with the Years old flowers,
The unanswering generations of the Dead.
So stand we friends for you, who stood our friend
Through him that day; for now through him you know
That though where love was, love is till the end,
Love, turned of death to longing, like a foe,
Strikes: when the ruined heart goes forth to crave
Mercy of the high, austere, unpitying Grave.


IN MEMORIAM THOMAS EDWARD BROWN

(Ob. October 30, 1897)

He looked half-parson and half-skipper: a quaint,
Beautiful blend, with blue eyes good to see,
And old-world whiskers. You found him cynic, saint,
Salt, humourist, Christian, poet; with a free,
Far-glancing, luminous utterance; and a heart
Large as St. Franciss: withal a brain
Stored with experience, letters, fancy, art,
And scored with runes of human joy and pain.
Till six-and-sixty years he used his gift,
His gift unparalleled, of laughter and tears,
And left the world a high-piled, golden drift
Of verse: to grow more golden with the years,
Till the Great Silence fallen upon his ways
Break into song, and he that had Love have Praise.


IN MEMORIAM GEORGE WARRINGTON STEEVENS

London, December 10, 1869.
Ladysmith, January 15, 1900.

We cheered you forth — brilliant and kind and brave.
Under your countrys triumphing flag you fell.
It floats, true Heart, over no dearer grave — 
Brave and brilliant and kind, hail and farewell!


LAST POST

The days high work is over and done,
And these no more will need the sun:
Blow, you bugles of England, blow!
These are gone whither all must go,
Mightily gone from the field they won.
So in the workaday wear of battle,
Touched to glory with Gods own red,
Bear we our chosen to their bed.
Settle them lovingly where they fell,
In that good lap they loved so well;
And, their deliveries to the dear Lord said,
And the last desperate volleys ranged and sped,
Blow, you bugles of England, blow
Over the camps of her beaten foe — 
Blow glory and pity to the victor Mother,
Sad, O, sad in her sacrificial dead!

Labour, and love, and strife, and mirth,
They gave their part in this goodly Earth — 
Blow, you bugles of England, blow! — 
That her Name as a sun among stars might glow,
Till the dusk of Time, with honour and worth:
That, stung by the lust and the pain of battle,
The One Race ever might starkly spread,
And the One Flag eagle it overhead!
In a rapture of wrath and faith and pride,
Thus they felt it, and thus they died;
So to the Maker of homes, to the Giver of bread,
For whose dear sake their triumphing souls they shed,
Blow, you bugles of England, blow,
Though you break the heart of her beaten foe,
Glory and praise to the everlasting Mother,
Glory and peace to her lovely and faithful dead!
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IN MEMORIAM REGINAE DILECTISSIMAE VICTORIAE

(May 24, 1819 — January 22, 1901)

Sceptre and orb and crown,
High ensigns of a sovranty containing
The beauty and strength and state of half a World,
Pass from her, and she fades
Into the old, inviolable peace.

I

She had been ours so long
She seemed a piece of England: spirit and blood
And message Englands self,
Home-coloured, England in look and deed and dream;
Like the rich meadows and woods, the serene rivers,
And sea-charmed cliffs and beaches, that still bring
A rush of tender pride to the heart
That beats in Englands airs to Englands ends:
August, familiar, irremovable,
Like the good stars that shine
In the good skies that only England knows:
So that we held it sure
Gods aim, Gods will, Gods way,
When Empire from her footstool, realm on realm,
Spread, even as from her notable womb
Sprang line on line of Kings;
For she was England — England and our Queen.

II

O, she was ours! And she had aimed
And known and done the best
And highest in time: greatly rejoiced,
Ruled greatly, greatly endured. Love had been hers,
And widowhood, glory and grief, increase
In wisdom and power and pride,
Dominion, honour, children, reverence:
So that, in peace and war
Innumerably victorious, she lay down
To die in a world renewed,
Cleared, in her luminous umbrage beautified
For Man, and changing fast
Into so gracious an inheritance
As Man had never dared
Imagine. Think, when she passed,
Think what a pageant of immortal acts,
Done in the unapproachable face
Of Time by the high, transcending human mind,
Shone and acclaimed
And triumphed in her advent! Think of the ghosts,
Think of the mighty ghosts: soldiers and priests,
Artists and captains of discovery,
Gods chosen, His adventurers up the heights
Of thought and deed — how many of them that led
The forlorn hopes of the World! — 
Her peers and servants, made the air
Of her death-chamber glorious! Think how they thronged
About her bed, and with what pride
They took this sister-ghost
Tenderly into the night! O, think — 
And, thinking, bow the head
In sorrow, but in the reverence that makes
The strong man stronger — this true maid,
True wife, true mother, tried and found
An hundred times true steel,
This unforgettable woman was your Queen!

III

Tears for her — tears! Tears and the mighty rites
Of an everlasting and immense farewell,
England, green heart of the world, and you,
Dear demi-Englands, far-away isles of home,
Where the old speech is native, and the old flag
Floats, and the old irresistible call,
The watch-word of so many ages of years,
Makes men in love
With toil for the race, and pain, and peril, and death!
Tears, and the dread, tremendous dirge
Of her brooding battleships, and hosts
Processional, with trailing arms; the plaint — 
Measured, enormous, terrible — of her guns;
The slow, heart-breaking throb
Of bells; the trouble of drums; the blare
Of mourning trumpets; the discomforting pomp
Of silent crowds, black streets, and banners-royal
Obsequious! Then, these high things done,
Rise, heartened of your passion! Rise to the height
Of her so lofty life! Kneel, if you must;
But, kneeling, win to those great altitudes
On which she sought and did
Her clear, supernal errand unperturbed!
Let the new memory
Be as the old, long love! So, when the hour
Strikes, as it must, for valour of heart,
Virtue, and patience, and unblenching hope,
And the inflexible resolve
That, come the World in arms,
This breeder of nations, England, keeping the seas
Hers as from God, shall in the sight of God
Stand justified of herself
Wherever her unretreating bugles blow!
Remember that she lived
That this magnificent Power might still perdure — 
Your friend, your passionate servant, counsellor, Queen.

IV

Be that your chief of mourning — that! — 
England, O Mother, and you,
The daughter Kingdoms born and reared
Of Englands travail and sweet blood;
And never will you lands,
The live Earth over and round,
Wherethrough for sixty royal and radiant years
Her drum-tap made the dawns
English — Never will you
So fittingly and well have paid your debt
Of grief and gratitude to the souls
That sink in Englands harness into the dream:
I die for Englands sake, and it is well:
As now to this valiant, wonderful piece of earth,
To which the assembling nations bare the head,
And bend the knee,
In absolute veneration — once your Queen.

Sceptre and orb and crown,
High ensigns of a sovranty empaling
The glory and love and praise of a whole half-world,
Fall from her, and, preceding, she departs
Into the old, indissoluble Peace.


EPILOGUE

Into a land
Storm-wrought, a place of quakes, all thunder-scarred,
Helpless, degraded, desolate,
Peace, the White Angel, comes.
Her eyes are as a mothers. Her good hands
Are comforting, and helping; and her voice
Falls on the heart, as, after Winter, Spring
Falls on the World, and there is no more pain.
And, in her influence, hope returns, and life,
And the passion of endeavour: so that, soon,
The idle ports are insolent with keels;
The stithies roar, and the mills thrum
With energy and achievement; weald and wold
Exult; the cottage-garden teems
With innocent hues and odours; boy and girl
Mate prosperously; there are sweet women to kiss;
There are good women to breed. In a golden fog,
A large, full-stomached faith in kindliness
All over the world, the nation, in a dream
Of money and love and sport, hangs at the paps
Of well-being, and so
Goes fattening, mellowing, dozing, rotting down
Into a rich deliquium of decay.

Then, if the Gods be good,
Then, if the Gods be other than mischievous,
Down from their footstools, down
With a million-throated shouting, swoops and storms
War, the Red Angel, the Awakener,
The Shaker of Souls and Thrones; and at her heel
Trail grief, and ruin, and shame!
The woman weeps her man, the mother her son,
The tenderling its father. In wild hours,
A people, haggard with defeat,
Asks if there be a God; yet sets its teeth,
Faces calamity, and goes into the fire
Another than it was. And in wild hours
A people, roaring ripe
With victory, rises, menaces, stands renewed,
Sheds its old piddling aims,
Approves its virtue, puts behind itself
The comfortable dream, and goes,
Armoured and militant,
New-pithed, new-souled, new-visioned, up the steeps
To those great altitudes, whereat the weak
Live not. But only the strong
Have leave to strive, and suffer, and achieve.

Worthing, 1901.


A SONG OF SPEED (1903)


TO

ALFRED HARMSWORTH


A SONG OF SPEED

In the Eye of the Lord, 
By the Will of the Lord, 
Out of the infinite 
Bounty dissembled, 
Since Time began, 
In the Hand of the Lord, 
Speed! 

Speed as a chattel: 
Speed in your daily 
Account and economy; 
One with your wines, 
And your books, and your bath — 
Speed! 
Speed as a rapture: 
An integral element 
In the new scheme of Life 
Which the good Lord, the Master, 
Wills well you should frame 
In the light of His laugh 
And His great, His ungrudging, 
His reasoned benevolence — 
Speed! 
Speed, and the range of Gods skies, 
Distances, changes, surprises; 
Speed, and the hug of Gods winds 
And the play of Gods airs, 
Beautiful, whimsical, wonderful; 
Clean, fierce and clean, 
With a thrust in the throat 
And a rush at the nostrils; 
Keen, with a far-away 
Taste of inhuman 
Unviolable Vasts, 
Where the Stars of the Morning 
Go singing together 
For joy in the dazzling, 
Naked, unvisited 
Emperies of Space! 
And the heart in your breast 
Sings, as the World 
Slips past like a dream 
Of Speed — 
Speed on the Knees of the Lord. 

Speed — 
Speed, and a world of new havings: 
Red-rushing splendours 
Of Dawn; the disturbing, 
Long-drawn, tumultuous 
Passions of Sunset; 
And, these twain between, 
The desperate, great anarchies, 
The matchless serenitudes, 
The magical, ravishing, 
Changing, transforming 
Trances of Daylight. 
Speed, and the lap 
Of the Land that you know 
For the first time (it seems), 
As you push through the maze 
Of her beauties and privacies, 
Terrors, astonishments: 
Heath, common, pinewood, 
Downland and river-scape, 
Cherry-orchards, water-meads, 
Forests and stubbles, 
Oak-temples, daisy-spreads, 
Vistas of harebell, 
Hills of the ruggedest, 
Vales of the comeliest; 
Barrows and cromlechs, 
Ancestral ossuaries, 
Whence (you may fancy) 
The troubled gray ghosts 
Of your forefathers peer, 
As you swoop down on them, 
With a wild, wondering 
Pride in their seed; 
Placid and sylvan, 
Stray churchyards that, falling 
Into the village-streets, 
Keep the poor living 
Still in a reverent 
And kindly communion 
With their familiar 
And passioning dead; 
Brooks with fat, comforting, 
Sociable sallows 
Fenced, and still, sleepy-faced 
Lengths of Canal, 
Where the one thing alive 
Is the horse on the tow-path, 
Tugging in dreams 
At the long barge that hangs 
Like a dream on his collar; 
Secular avenues, 
Noble alignments 
Of Elms, since a century 
Hailing the Dawns 
And exalting the Sunsets; 
Beech-woods that burn out 
The life in their leafage, 
And figure the death 
Of the Year in a glory 
Of colour and fire; 
Roads, where the stalwart 
Soldier of Caesar 
Put by his bread 
And his garlic, and, girding 
His conquering sword 
To his unconquered thigh, 
Lay down in his armour, 
And went to his Gods 
By the way that hed made. 
Then the miraculous 
Pageant that shows 
How this Earth of our loves 
And our dreams and our dead 
Presses unwitting 
Back to the sunless, 
Unsouled, disfeatured 
Filth of the Prime: 
Brilliant, enchanting 
Visions of Summer, 
Somnolent, stately, 
Gravid and satisfied; 
And Autumn, his hands 
Full of apples; and Winter, 
The old Tyrant we love 
For the sake of his kinswoman, 
Spring with her violets, 
Spring with her lambs, 
Spring with her old, 
Irresistible mandate, 
The joyous, the reckless 
Compeller of Wombs, 
Spring! And with these 
Smoke, Rain, and Mist 
In their subtle, fantastical 
Moodiness; Gardens 
And Woods in their pleasure, 
Their pride of increase, 
And their helpless and sorrowful 
Pomp of decay! 
Last, the gray Sea, 
The Antient of Days, 
With his secret as new 
After thousands of years 
As it was to the old, 
The alert, aboriginal 
Father of Ships; 
And Speed! 
Speed you conjure 
With a crook of your finger; 
Speed which your touch 
On a core, on a master-bit, 
Breeds for your use; 
As Mans hand on a tiller 
Gives brain to a boat; 
As Mans hand on a pen 
Turns the poor, workaday 
Labourers of language 
Straight into insolent, 
High, living Song; 
Speed — 
Speed in the Lap of the Lord! 

Trim, naked Speed! 
Speed, and a victory 
Snatched in the teeth 
Of the Masters of Darkness. 
For the antient, invincible 
Spirit of Man, 
Stern-set, adventurous, 
Dreaming things, doing things; 
Strong with a strength 
Won from tremendous 
And desperate vicissitudes, 
Out of unnumbered, 
Unstoried experiences; 
Fighting the one fight, 
The last and the best fight, 
Hard, and by inchmeal 
Winning it steadily, 
Corner by corner, 
Here a snatch, there a bit, 
Over the black, irresistible 
Legions of Death, 
The impassive, unfaltering 
Captains and Companies 
Of the primordial 
Powers of the Princedoms 
And Thrones of the Grave; 
Strongly and sternly 
Asserts and approves itself, 
Mightily turns 
To its task of attesting 
Its right to a figment, 
A shadow of Deity, 
Full in the Face of the Lord. 

For the Heart of Man 
Tears at Mans destiny 
Ever; and ever 
Makes what it may 
Of his wretched occasions, 
His infinitesimal 
Portion in Time, 
His merely incomputable 
Shred of Eternity, 
His ninety-ninth part, 
If you count by Gods clock, 
Of a second on Earth 
In the lust and the pride 
Of Gods garment, the Flesh. 
So Woman and War, 
And the Child (the unspeakable 
Promise and proof 
Of a right immortality), 
Learning and Drink, 
And Money and Song, 
Ships, Folios, and Horses, 
The craft of the Healer, 
The worship of God 
And things done to the instant 
Delight of the Devil, 
And all, all that tends 
To his hard-to-come, swift-to-go 
Glory, are tested, 
Gutted, exhausted, 
Chucked down the draught; 
And the quest, the pursuit, 
The attack and the conquest, 
Of the Unknown goes on — 
Goes on in the Joy of the Lord. 

For, beaten in Time 
From the start to the finish, 
So utterly beaten 
Appeal is impossible. 
The Spirit of Man, 
Enquiring, aspiring; 
Passionately scaling 
Ice-bitten altitudes, 
Neighboured of none 
Save the austere, 
Unapproachable Stars; 
Scapes from its destiny, 
Holds on its course 
Of attent and discovery, 
So as to leave, 
When the Lord takes it back to Him, 
The lot of the World 
Something the prouder, 
Something the loftier, 
Something the braver, 
For that it hath done: 
Something the good man, 
The wise man, the strong man, 
Poet or Soldier, 
Maker of Empires 
Or Broker of Diamonds, 
Preacher or Surgeon. 
Or the inventor: 
Artist in elements, 
Expert in substances, 
Strengths, frangibilities, 
Points of combustion, 
Points of resistance; 
These, and an hundred, 
A thousand besides 
Of the right, the authentic 
Talon and pinion, 
Snapping up in a flash 
After years of endeavour 
One of Gods messages. 
Do to Mans solacing, 
Pride, and magnificence, 
Under the Feet of the Lord. 

Hence the Mercedes! 
Look at her. Shapeless? 
Unhandsome? Unpaintable? 
Yes; but the strength 
Of some seventy-five horses: 
Seventy-five puissant, 
Superb fellow-creatures: 
Is summed and contained 
In her pipes and her cylinders. 
Mind after mind, 
On fire with discovery, 
Filled full with the fruits 
Of an hundred fat years, 
And mad with the dreams 
And desires of To-Day, 
Have toiled themselves dull 
To achieve her components. 
She can stop in a foots length; 
She steers as it were 
With a hair you might pluck 
From your Mistresss nape; 
She crawls, if you please 
So to lightly her virtue, 
At your Mistresss pace 
When she goes for a stroll, 
Which is partly on Earth 
And partly, She dreaming 
Of You, in broad Heaven. 
Yet ask but a sign, 
But a proof of her quality, 
Handle her valves, 
Her essentials, her secrets, 
And she runs down the birds 
(You can catch them like flies 
As, poor wretches, they race from you!); 
Ay, and becomes, 
As the Spirit and Mind 
Of Gods nearest approach 
To Himself hath so willed it, 
The Angel of Speed — 
Speed in the Laugh of the Lord. 

There be good things, 
Good things innumerable, 
Held like an alms 
In the clutch of the Master: 
And at times, when He feels 
That His creatures are doing 
Their best to assert 
Their part in His dream, 
He loosens His fist 
And a miracle slips from it 
Into the hands 
Of His adepts and servants. 
Thus, in late years, 
Smiling as WHISTLER, 
Smiling as KELVIN, 
And RODIN and TOLSTOI, 
And LISTER and STRAUSS 
(That with his microbes, 
This with his fiddles!), 
Tugged at His fingers 
And worked out His meanings, 
Thus hath He slackened 
His grasp, and this Thing, 
This marvellous Mercedes, 
This triumphing contrivance, 
Comes to make other 
Mans life than she found it: 
The Earth for her tyres 
As the Sea for his keels; 
Alike in the old lands, 
Enseamed with the wheel-ways 
Of thousands of dusty 
And dim generations, 
And in the new countries, 
Whose Winds blow unbreathed, 
And their Lights are first-hand 
From our Father, the Sun. 
Thus the Mercedes 
Comes, O, she comes, 
This astonishing device, 
This amazing Mercedes, 
With Speed — 
Speed in the Fear of the Lord. 

So in the Eye of the Lord, 
Under the Feet of the Lord, 
Out of the measureless 
Goodness and grace 
In the Hand of the Lord. 

Speed! 
Speed on the Knees, 
Speed in the Laugh, 
Speed by the Gift, 
Speed in the Trust of the Lord — 


FOR ENGLANDS SAKE (1900)

Verses and Songs in Time of War

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land,
Dear for her reputation through the world.
SHAKESPEARE.


J. M.

FREDERICK HUGH SHERSTON ROBERTS, V.C.

LIEUTENANT, KINGS ROYAL RIFLE CORPS

(Simla 8th January 1872: Chieveley Camp 16th December 1899)

AND THE MANY VALIANT SOULS
WHOSE PASSING FOR ENGLANDS SAKE
HAS THRILLED THE ENDS OF THE WORLD
WITH PAIN AND PRIDE

June 1900.


PROLOGUE

WHEN the wind storms by with a shout, and the stern sea caves
Rejoice in the tramp and the roar of onsetting waves,
Then, then it comes home to the heart that the top of life
Is the passion that burns the blood in the act of strife — 
Till you pity the dead down there in their quiet graves.

But to drowse with the fen behind and the fog before,
When the rain-rot spreads, and a tame sea mumbles the shore,
Not to adventure, none to fight, no right and no wrong,
Sons of the Sword heart-sick for a stave of
your sires old song — 
O, you envy the blessed dead that can live no more!

March 1891.


REMONSTRANCE

HITCH, blunder, check — 
Each is a new disaster,
And it is who shall bleat and scrawl
The feebler and the faster.
Where is our ancient pride of heart?
Our faith in blood and star?
Who but would marvel how we came
If this were all we are?

Ours is the race
That tore the Spaniards ruff,
That flung the Dutchman by the breech,
The Frenchman by the scruff;
Through his diurnal round of dawns
Our drum-tap squires the sun;
And yet, an old mad burgher-man
Can put us on the run!

Rise, England, rise!
But in that calm of pride,
That hardy and high serenity,
That none may dare abide;
So front the realms, your point abashed;
So mark them chafe and foam;
And, if they challenge, so, by God,
Strike, England, and strike home!

December 1899.


THE MAN IN THE STREET

DEATH in the right cause, death in the
wrong cause, trumpets of victory, groans of defeat:
Yes; and its better to go for the Abbey
than chuck your old bones out in the street.

Life is a march and a battle (theres some
of us make it a kind of review);
But how if you never get out on parade, and
theres not any fighting to do?

Hands in your pockets, eyes on the pavement, where in the world is the fun of it all?
But a row — but a rush — but a face for your fist. Then a crash through the dark — and a fall;

And they carry you — where? Does it
matter a straw? You can look at them out of your pride;
For youve had your will of a new front
door, and your foot on the mat inside.

In fact, youve done a pitch for yourself, and
it seems, but it isnt, a parcel of stuff,
For nobody knows, nor looks your way, nor
cares — but you know, and thats enough.

Death in the wrong cause, death in the
right: O, its plain as a last years comic song!
For the thing is, give us a, and well
risk our skins for it, cheerfully, right or wrong.

And if, please God, its the Bag of Bags,
that sends us roaring into the fight,
O; well go in a glory, dead certain sure
that we re utterly bound to be right!

October 1892.


PRO REGE NOSTRO

WHAT have I done for you,
England, my England?
What is there I would not do,
England, my own?
With your glorious eyes austere,
As the Lord were walking near,
Whispering terrible things and dear
As the song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Round the world on your bugles blown!

Where shall the watchful Sun,
England, my England,
Match the master-work youve done,
England, my own?
When shall he rejoice agen
Such a breed of mighty men
As come forward, one to ten,
To the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Down the years on your bugles blown?

Ever the faith endures,
England, my England: — 
Take and break us: we are yours,
England, my own!
Life is good, and joy runs high
Between English earth and sky:
Death is death; but we shall die

To the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
To the stars on your bugles blown!

They call you proud and hard,
England, my England:
You with worlds to watch and ward,
England, my own!
You whose mailed hand keeps the keys
Of such teeming destinies,
You could know nor dread nor ease,
Were the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Round the Pit on your bugles blown!

Mother of Ships whose might,
England, my England,
Is the fierce old Seas delight,
England, my own,
Chosen daughter of the Lord,
Spouse-in-Chief of the ancient Sword,
Theres the menace of the Word
In the Song on your bugles blown,
England — 
Out of heaven on your bugles blown!

January 1892.


THE LEVV OF SHIELDS

EDWARD the Prince, here in Canterbury Minster,
Between his deathless Victories, under his triumphing shield,
Sleeps these five hundred years,
Like his archers of Poitiers — 
O, the dear, immortal Namelesses of that transcending field!
And out in the working world, out in
Canterbury Barracks,
You hear the drums of England beat, the bugle of England blow
Notes of empery that break
Like a song for Englands sake
On your dream of the mighty captain that had led you long ago.
Yet, if he pass, in his Canterbury Chapel,
The mortal part of him a strew of venerable dust,
With John Chandos and his peers,
And the armours of Poitiers,
Still he and his valiant lieges are as fire upon their trust;
For — O, the dreadful English drums, the
rending English bugles! — 
South, and West, and North, and East, on
all the winds that blow
Round the quarterings on the card,
Greatly willing, hurrying hard,
Storms the soul of the Black Prince with all the fury of long ago.

March 1900.


MUSIC HALL

(OLD BURDEN)

Storm along, John! Though you faltered at first,
Caught in an ambush, and held to the worst,
All the old Counties were hard on the spot,
For they hadnt a son but rejoiced in his lot.
You had only to cart em some thousands of miles;
So you fell to your work with the calmest of smiles,
And, each with her battles, your ships you sent on,
Till you beggared the record — Hi! Storm along, John!

Storm along, John! Storm along, John!
Frenchman and Russian and Dutchman and Don
Know the seas yours from the Coast to Canton!
Storm along, storm along, storm along, John!

Storm along, John! There was work to be done
With a foe in full blast ere youd sighted a gun!
Came, the news came, that you reeled in the brunt,
And at home, in a flash, it was Whos for the front?
And your whelps overseas, John — the whelps that you knew
For the native, original pattern true-blue — 
O, your whelps wanted blooding, they cried to come on,
And — Hark to them chorusing:— Storm along, John!

Storm along, John! Storm, John!
Half the worlds yours, and the rest may look on,
Mum, at the rip from Quebec to Ceylon...
Storm along, storm along, storm along, John!

Storm along, John! All your Britains are out:
Melbourne and Sydney got up with a shout;
Wellington, Ottawa, Brisbane, their best
Send, with Cape Town and the riding NorWest.
Horses, men, guns for you! Indias aflame!
How the lads of Natal have been playing the game!
From Gib to Vancouver, from Thames to Yukon,
The live air is loud with you — Storm along, John!
Storm along, John! Storm along, John!
Not in the best of the years that are gone
Has the star which is yours thus tremendously shone!
Storm along, storm along, storm along, John!

January 1900.


A NEW SONG TO AN OLD TUNE

SONS of Shannon, Tamar, Trent,
Men of the Lothians, men of Kent,
Essex, Wessex, shore and shire,
Mates of the net, the mine, the fire,
Lads of desk and wheel and loom,
Noble and trader, squire and groom,
Come where the bugles of England play,
Over the hills and far away!

Southern Cross and Polar Star — 
Here are the Britains bred afar;
Serry, O serry them, fierce and keen,
Under the flag of the Empress-Queen;
Shoulder to shoulder down the track,
Where, to the unretreating Jack,
The victor bugles of England play
Over the hills and far away!

What if the best of our wages be
An empty sleeve, a stiff-set knee,
A crutch for the rest of life — who cares,
So long as the One Flag floats and dares?
So long as the One Race dares and grows?
Death — what is death but Gods own rose
Let but the bugles of England play
Over the hills and far away!

March 1900.


OUR CHIEF OF MEN

DID he say to himself, did he say at the
start:— Ill take this thing in hand,
And in Englands name, for a dead boys
sake, Ill make them understand.

They have given us war, good war so far as
their burgher souls knew how:
In a dead boys name, and for Englands
sake, Ill set my hand to the plow.

They have beaten us, trapped us, foiled and
fouled, been with us like a disease,
But as yet they know but the best of the
brew; they shall learn the taste of the lees?

Did he promise thus in the thought of his
dead? We must do as we must — not will!
If he did, by the Lord he has kept his word,
for theyve had of him thrice their fill.

By the dismal fords, the thankless hills, the
desolate, half-dead flats
He has shepherded them like silly sheep, and
cornered them like rats.

He has driven and headed them strength by
strength, as a hunter deals with his deer,
And has filled the place of the heart in their
breast with a living devil of fear.

They have seen themselves out-marched,
out-fought, out-captained early and late.
Theyve scarce a decent town to their name
but hes ridden in at the gate.

Desert and distance, treason and drought, he
has mopped them up as he went,
And only those he must shed in the rush of
his swoops were discontent.

Patient, hardy, masterful, merciful, high, irresistible, just,
For a dead mans sake, and in Englands
name, he has done as he would and must.

So three times three, and nine times nine,
and a hundred times and ten,
England, you, and you junior Englands, all,
hats off to our Chief of Men!

May 1900.


A HEALTH UNTO HER MAJESTY

(MAY 24, 1900)

AUGUST in children, victories, years,
Grown venerable in storms of cheers,
Widow and Empress, friend and Queen,
Resolute, vigilant, careful, keen,
Ever as fire to find and take
The only way for your Kingdoms sake,
True to your course as a star is true,
Heres to our sovereign — you, Maam, you!

You in whose life are shown in deed
All the high virtues of the breed,
All the high qualities of the blood,
Energy, patience, hardihood,
Strength in purpose, pride in strife,
Disdain of death and trust in life,
Heart to dare and resolve to do,
Heres to our England — you, Maam, you!

Maker of Armies, Builder of Ships,
Mother of Nations, on whose lips
The words, My People, shining forth,
Set in one battle South and North,
In a glory of steel, with East and West,
To march and starve with a desperate zest,
And die in their boots, so they pull things through,
Heres to our Empire — you, Maam, you!


LAST POST

THE days high work is over and done,
And these no more will need the sun:
Blow, you bugles of England, blow!
These are gone whither all must go,
Mightily gone from the field they won.
So in the workaday wear of battle,
Touched to glory with Gods own red,
Bear we our chosen to their bed!
Settle them lovingly where they fell,
In that good lap they loved so well;
And, their deliveries to the dear Lord said,
And the last desperate volleys ranged and sped,
Blow, you bugles of England, blow,
Over the camps of her beaten foe — 
Blow glory and pity to the victor Mother,
Sad, O sad in her sacrificial dead!

Labour, and love, and strife, and mirth,
They gave their part in this kindly earth — 
Blow, you bugles of England, blow! — 
That her Name as a sun among stars might glow,
Till the dusk of time, writh honour and worth:
That, stung by the lust and the pain of battle,
The One Race ever might starkly spread,
And the One Flag eagle it overhead!
In a rapture of wrath and faith and pride,
Thus they felt it, and thus they died;
So to the Maker of homes, to the Giver of bread,
For whose dear sake their triumphing souls they shed,
Blow, you bugles of England, blow,
Though you break the heart of her beaten foe,
Glory and praise to the everlasting Mother,
Glory and peace to her lovely and faithful dead!

April 1900.


EPILOGUE

INTO a land
Storm-wrought, a place of quakes, all thunder-scarred,
Helpless, degraded, desolate,
Peace, the White Angel, comes.
Her eyes are as a mothers. Her good hands
Are comforting, and helping; and her voice
Falls on the heart, as, after Winter, Spring
Falls on the World, and there is no more pain.
And, in her influence, hope returns, and life,
And the passion of endeavour: so that, soon,
The idle ports are insolent with keels;
The stithies roar, and the mills thrum
With energy and achievement; weald and wold
Exult; the cottage-garden teems
With innocent hues and odours; boy and girl
Mate prosperously; there are sweet women to kiss;
There are good women to breed. In a golden fog,
A large, full-stomached faith in kindliness
All over the world, the nation, in a dream
Of money and love and sport, hangs at the paps
Of well-being, and so
Goes fattening, mellowing, dozing, rotting down
Into a rich deliquium of decay.

Then, if the Gods be good,
Then, if the Gods be other than mischievous,
Down from their footstools, down
With a million-throated shouting, swoops and storms
War, the Red Angel, the Awakener,
The Shaker of Souls and Thrones; and at her heel
Trail grief, and ruin, and shame!
The woman weeps her man, the mother her son,
The tenderling its father. In wild hours,
A people, haggard with defeat,
Asks if there be a God; yet sets its teeth,
Faces calamity, and goes into the fire
Another than it was. And in wild hours
A people, roaring ripe
With victory, rises, menaces, stands renewed,
Sheds its old piddling aims,
Approves its virtue, puts behind itself
The comfortable dream, and goes,
Armoured and militant,
New-pithed, new-souled, new-visioned, up the steeps
To those great altitudes, whereat the weak
Live not. But only the strong
Have leave to strive, and suffer, and achieve.

WORTHING, 1901.


ENVOY

THESE to the glory and praise of the green land
That bred my women, and that holds my dead,
England, and with her the strong broods that stand
Wherever her fighting lines are pushed or spread!
They call us proud? — Look at our English Rose!
Shedders of blood? — Where hath our own been spared?
Shopkeepers? — Our accompt the high God knows.
Close? — In our bounty half the world hath shared.
They hate us, and they envy? Envy and hate
Should drive them to the Pits edge? — Be it so!
That race is damned which misesteems its fate,
And this, in Gods good time, they all shall know,
And know you too, you good green
England, then — 
Mother of mothering girls and governing men!

June 1900.


APPENDIX

Poems removed by Henley in later editions of his works


POEMS FROM ECHOES


IN THE TIME OF SNOWS

IN the time of snows
A thought that glows
And a hope that follows fearless.
In the time of buds
Two beating bloods
And an impulse blind and careless.

In the time of leaves
A heart that heaves
And a heart that dreads the morrow.
In the time of fruit
A wandering foot
And afar a lonely sorrow.

This is the use
Of them that loose
Their sail to the wind of pleasure:
The year outrun,
The dream undone,
And the long, regretful leisure.

1875


THE PRETTY WASHERMAIDEN

THE pretty washermaiden,
She washes on always!
And as she rubs, and as she wrings,
Her shapely body sways and springs
As if to burst her stays.

Her cheek is rich and shining
And brown as any egg,
And, when she dives into her tub
To duck the linen shes to scrub,
She shows the neatest leg!

Her round arms white with lather,
Her elbows fresh and red,
Her mouth the rosiest of buds,
Who would not risk a shower of suds
To kiss her dainty head?

1876


POEMS FROM BRIC-Á-BRAC


OF THE FROWARDNESS OF WOMAN

To E. S.

ALL the idols are overthrowing,
Man the end of his reign descries.
Maids are clamouring, wives are crowing,
Widows thrill with a wild surmise.
Those one follows and those one flies,
The loth to be won, and the willing to woo,
Look at the world with longing eyes.
Nothing is left for the men to do.

Pulpit and platform overflowing,
Ready the scheme of things to revise,
See them — eager, militant, knowing — 
Write, plead, wrangle, philologise,
Answer papers, and vote supplies,
Wield a racquet, handle a cue,
Paint, fight, legislate, theorise.
Nothing is left for the men to do.

Coras riding and Lilians rowing,
Celias novels are books one buys,
Julias lecturing, Phyllis is mowing,
Sue is a dealer in oils and dyes,

Flora and Dora poetise,
Janes a bore and Bee is a blue,
Sylvia lives to anatomise.
Nothing is left for the men to do.

Envoy

Prince, our past on the dust-heap lies!
Saving to scrub, to bake, to brew,
Nurse, dress, prattle, and scandalise,
Nothing is left for the men to do.


OF RAIN

To H. W.

A SOMBRE, sagging sky
Of tossed and tumbled wrack
And ragged clouds, that lie

To meet the winds attack,
Or march in columns black
And serried; then a still,
A feverish kind of thrill;
And whispering in the leaves,
And pattering on the pane,
It falls in very sheaves,
The weary, dreary rain.

The summer seems to sigh
As she were flouted back.
The grasses rot and die,
The com begins to crack.
The flowers would like to pack,
Its all so dank and chill,
Discomfortable and shrill:
While, flickering from the eaves
And gurgling down the drain,
The sodden world receives
The weary, dreary rain.

The big trees, broad and high,
Grow thick and blurred and slack.
The birds, too dull to fly,
Brood dismal, and the track
Shines. If a sudden quack
Sound from the ducks that swill,
The damp hush takes it ill.
But ever and on it weaves
Its rhythms with might and main,
And all its will achieves,
The weary, dreary rain.

Envoy

It lapses not: it cleaves
A way to heart and brain;
It dins, it duns, it deaves,
It worries and wastes and grieves,
The weary, dreary rain.


OF ANTIQUE DANCES

To A. D.

BEFORE the town had lost its wits,
And scared the bravery from its beaux,
When money-grubs were merely cits,
And verse was crisp and clear as prose,
Ere Chloe and Strephon came to blows
For votes, degrees, and cigarettes,
The world rejoiced to point its toes
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

The solemn fiddlers touch their kits;
The tinkling clavichord oerflows
With contrapuntal quirks and hits;
And, with all measure and repose,
Through figures grave as royal shows,
With noble airs and pirouettes,
They move, to rhythms Handel knows,
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

O Fans and Swords, O Sacques and Mits,
That was the better part you chose!
You know not how those gamesome chits,
Waltz, Polka, and Schottische, arose,
Nor how Quadrille — a kind of doze
In time and tune — the dance besets;
You aired your fashion to the close
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.

Envoy

Muse of the many-twinkling hose,
Terpsichore, O teach your pets
The charm that shines, the grace that glows
In Gigues, Gavottes, and Minuets.


OF SPRING MUSIC

To W. H. P.

SOUNDS of waking, sounds of growing
Seem the living air to fill.
Hark! the echoes are yeo-hoing
Valiantly from vale and hill!
Natures voices, moving still
In a larger, lustier swing,
Work together with a will.
Tis the symphony of Spring!

Showers are singing, clouds are flowing,
Ocean thunders, croons the rill.
Hark! the West his clarions blowing!
Hark! the thrush is fluting shrill,
And the blackbird tries his trill,
And the skylark soars to sing!
Even the sparrow tunes his quill.
Tis the symphony of Spring!

Lambs are bleating, steers are lowing,
Brisk and rhythmic clacks the mill.
Kapellmeister April, glowing
And superb with glee and skill,
Comes, his orchestra to drill
In a music that will ring
Till the gray world yearn and thrill:
Tis the symphony of Spring!

Envoy

Princes, though your blood be chill,
Heres shall make you leap and fling.
Fling and leap like Jack and Jill!
Tis the symphony of Spring.


OF JUNE

To W. W.

LILACS glow, and jasmines climb,
Larks are loud the livelong day.
O the golden summer-prime!
June takes up the sceptre of May,
And the land beneath her sway
Blooms, a dream of blossoming closes,
And the very winds at play
With Sir Love among the roses.

Lights and shadows in the lime
Meet in exquisite disarray.
Hark! the rich recurrent rhyme
Of the blackbirds roundelay!
Where he carols frank and gay
Fancy no more glooms nor proses:
Joyously she trips away
With Sir Love among the roses.

O the cool seas slumbrous chime!
O the links that beach the bay
Paven with meadow-sweet and thyme
Where the brown bees murmur and stray;
Lush the hedgerows, ripe the hay,
Many a maiden, binding posies,
Finds herself at Yea-and-Nay
With Sir Love among the roses.

Envoy

Boys and girls, be wise, I pray:
Do as dear Queen June proposes,
For she bids you troop and stay
With Sir Love among the roses.


OF LADIES NAMES

To A. L.

BROWN is for Lalage, Jones for Lelia,
Robinsons bosom for Beatrice glows,
Smith is a Hamlet before Ophelia.
The glamour stays if the reason goes:
Every lover the years disclose
Is of a beautiful name made free.
One befriends, and all others are foes:
Annas the name of names for me.

Sentiment hallows the vowels of Delia;
Sweet simplicity breathes from Rose!
Courtly memories glitter in Celia;
Rosalind savours of quips and hose,
Araminta of wits and beaux,
Prue of puddings, and Coralie
All of sawdust and spangled shows:
Annas the name of names for me.

Fie upon Caroline, Jane, Amelia — 
These I reckon the essence of prose! — 
Mystical Magdalen, cold Cornelia,
Adelaides attitudes, Mopsas mowes,
Mauds magnificence, Tottys toes,
Poll and Bet with their twang of the sea,
Nells impertinence, Pamelas woes!
Annas the name of names for me.

Envoy

Ruth like a gillyflower smells and blows,
Sylvia prattles of Arcady,
Portias only a Roman nose,
Annas the name of names for me.


IN THE STREET OF BY-AND-BY

(Par la call de Despues se acabe a la casa de Nunca

IN the street of By-and-By
Stands the hostelry of Never.
Dream from deed he must dissever
Who his fortune here would try.

Theres a pathos in the cry,
As of impotent endeavour:
In the street of By-and-By
Stands the hostelry of Never.

Grave or gamesome, low or high,
Dull or dainty, crass or clever,
You must lose your chance for ever,
If you let it forth to fly
In the street of By-and-By.


FELICITY

Hic habitat Felicitas

FELICITY. Enquire within.
Truly the goddess is at home!
So read, so thought, the rakes of Rome,
Some frail ones lintel fain to win.

And now it blares thro bronze and tin,
Thro clarion, organ, catcall, comb:
Felicity. Enquire within.
Truly the goddess is at home!

For, tent or studio, bank or bin,
Platonic porch, Petraean dome,
Whereer our hobbies champ and foam,
Thereoer the brave old sign we pin:
Felicity. Enquire within.


WELL TO THE WOODS AND GATHER MAY

AIons au bois le may cueillir — CHARLES DORLÉANS.

WE LL to the woods and gather may
Fresh from the footprints of the rain.
Well to the woods, at every vein
To drink the spirit of the day.

The winds of spring are out at play,
The needs of spring in heart and brain.
Well to the woods and gather may
Fresh from the footprints of the rain.

The worlds too near her end, you say?
Hark to the blackbirds mad refrain!
It waits for her, the vast Inane?
Then, girls, to help her on the way
Well to the woods and gather may.


FORENOON

SOFT as the whisper shut within a shell,
The far sea rustles white along the sand,
A tiny breeze, blown wanton from the land,
Teases it into dimples visible;
A dream of blue, the Fife hills sink and swell;
The large light quivers, and from strand to strand
A vast content seems breathing to expand;
And the deep heaven smiles down a sleepy spell.
Dark bathers bob; the girders of the pier
Stand softened forth against the quiet blue;
Dogs bark; the wading children take their pleasure;
A horse comes charging round, and I can hear
The gallops wild waltz-rhythm, falling thro,
Change to the trots deliberate polka-measure.


RAIN

THE sky sags low with convoluted cloud,
Heavy and imminent, rolled from rim to rim.
A bank of fog blots out of sight the brim
Of the leaden sea, all spiritless and cowed.
The rain is falling sheer and strong and loud,
The strand is desolate, the distance grim
With threats of storm, the wet stones glimmer dim,
And to the wall the dank umbrellas crowd.
At home... the dank shrubs whisper dismal mooded,
Black chimney-shadows streak the shiny slates,
The eaves are strung with drops, and steeped the grasses,
A draggled fishwife screeches at the gates,
The baker hurries dripping on, and hooded
In her wet prints a pretty housemaid passes.


JENNY WREN

Miss WREN is O so wee, so wee!
So light, so light! So neat, so neat!
Her waist is trig as waist can be.
She has the funniest little feet,
The prettiest hands, the sauciest nose,
The blackest eyes, the reddest lips!
She comes, she looks, she laughs, she goes,
With petulant little turns and dips.
Her little self she perks and plumes.
She chirps and twitters, chirps and cheeps
As though among wet apple-blooms,
With sudden, sidelong, little leaps,
She flits, she flies! Was never seen
A daintier little cutty-quean.


INTER SODALES

OVER a pipe the Angel of Conversation
Loosens with glee the tassels of his purse,
And, in a fine spiritual exaltation,
Hastens, a very spendthrift, to disburse
The coins new minted of imagination.

An amiable, a delicate animation
Informs our thought, and earnest we rehearse
The sweet old farce of mutual admiration
Over a pipe.

Heard in this hours delicious divagation,
How soft the song! the epigram how terse!
With what a genius for administration
We rearrange the rambling universe,
And map the course of mans regeneration,
Over a pipe!

1875


MY MEERSCHAUM PIPE

MY Meerschaum Pipe is exquisitely dipped!
Shining, and silver-zoned, and amber-tipped,
In close chromatic passages that number
The tones of brown from cinnamon to umber,
Roll the rich harmonies of shank and crypt.

Couchant, and of its purple cushions clipped,
Its dusky loveliness I wake from slumber.
Was ever maid than thou more softly lipped,
My Meerschaum Pipe?

How many pangs herethro have lightly tripped
Into the past, that wharf of aery lumber 1
How many plans, bright-armed and all equipt,
Out of this glowing brain have skyward skipped?
Memories that hallow, O regrets that cumber
My Meerschaum Pipe!

1875


PIPE OF MY SOUL

PIPE of my soul, our perfumed reverie,
A mild-eyed and mysterious ecstasy,
In purple whorls and delicate spires ascending
Like hope materialised, inquiringly
Towards the unknown Infinite is wending.

The master secret of mortality,
The viewless line this visible life subtending,
Whilom so dim, grows almost plain to me,
Pipe of my Soul!

And as the angels come, the demons flee.
Thine artist influence beautifully blending
The light that is, the dark that may not be,
The great Perhaps above all things impending
Melts large and luminous into thine and thee,
Pipe of my Soul!

1877


VILLANELLE

WHERES the use of sighing?
Sorrow as you may,
Time is always flying — 

Flying! — and defying
Men to say him nay.

Wheres the use of sighing?

Look! To-day is dying
After yesterday.
Time is always flying.

Flying — and when crying
Cannot make him stay,
Wheres the use of sighing?

Men with by-and-bying,
Fritter life away.
Time is always flying,

Flying! — O, from prying
Cease, and go to play.
Wheres the use of sighing,
Time is always flying?

VILLANELLE

A DAINTY things the Villanelle
Sly, musical, a jewel in rhyme,
It serves its purpose passing well.

A double-clappered silver bell
That must be made to clink in chime,
A dainty things the Villanelle;

And if you wish to flute a spell,
Or ask a meeting neath the lime,
It serves its purpose passing well.

You must not ask of it the swell
Of organs grandiose and sublime — 
A dainty things the Villanelle;

And, filled with sweetness, as a shell
Is filled with sound, and launched in time,
It serves its purpose passing well.

Still fair to see and good to smell
As in the quaintness of its prime,
A dainty things the Villanelle,
It serves its purpose passing well.


VILLANELLE

IN the clatter of the train
Is a promise brisk and bright.
I shall see my love again!

I am tired and fagged and fain;
But I feel a still delight
In the clatter of the train,

Hurry-hurrying on amain
Through the moonshine thin and white
I shall see my love again!

Many noisy miles remain;
But a sympathetic sprite
In the clatter of the train

Hammers cheerful: — that the strain
Once concluded and the fight,
I shall see my love again.

Yes, the overword is plain, — 
If its trivial, if its trite — 
In the clatter of the train:
I shall see my love again.


A LOVE BY THE SEA

Out of the starless night that covers me,
(O tribulation of the wind that rolls!)
Black as the cloud of some tremendous spell,
The susurration of the sighing sea 
Sounds like the sobbing whisper of two souls
That tremble in a passion of farewell.

To the desires that trebled life in me,
(O melancholy of the wind that rolls!)
The dreams that seemed the future to foretell,
The hopes that mounted herward like the sea,
To all the sweet things sent on happy souls,
I cannot choose but bid a mute farewell.

And to the girl who was so much to me
(O lamentation of this wind that rolls!)
Since I may not the life of her compel, 
Out of the night, beside the sounding sea,
Full of the love that might have blent our souls,
A sad, a last, a long, supreme farewell.


The Poems
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Henley was a pupil at The Crypt School, Gloucester, between 1861 and 1867.


List of Poems in Chronological Order

[image: img30.jpg]

I. ENTER PATIENT

II. WAITING

III. INTERIOR

IV. BEFORE

V. OPERATION

VI. AFTER

VII. VIGIL

VIII. STAFF-NURSE: OLD STYLE

IX. LADY-PROBATIONER

X. STAFF-NURSE: NEW STYLE

XI. CLINICAL

XII. ETCHING

XIII. CASUALTY

XIV. AVE CAESER!

XV. THE CHIEF

XVI. HOUSE-SURGEON

XVII. INTERLUDE

XVIII. CHILDREN: PRIVATE WARD

XIX. SCRUBBER

XX. VISITOR

XXI. ROMANCE

XXII. PASTORAL

XXIII. MUSIC

XXIV. SUICIDE

XXV. APPARITION

XXVI. ANTEROTICS

XXVII. NOCTURN

XXVIII. DISCHARGED

ENVOY. TO CHARLES BAXTER

THE SONG OF THE SWORD

ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS

BALLADE OF ANTIQUE DANCES.

BALLADE OF JUNE.

BALLADE OF LADIES NAMES.

BALLADE OF SPRING.

BALLADE OF MIDSUMMER DAYS AND NIGHTS.

BALLADE OF YOUTH AND AGE.

VARIATIONS.

RONDEL.

MY LOVE TO ME.

WITH STRAWBERRIES.

A FLIRTED FAN.

IN ROTTEN ROW.

THE LEAVES ARE SERE.

WITH A FAN FROM RIMMELS.

IF I WERE KING.

HER LITTLE FEET.

WHEN YOU ARE OLD.

TRIOLET, AFTER CATULLUS.

VILLANELLE.

VILLANELLE.

VILLANELLE.

VILLONS STRAIGHT TIP TO ALL CROSS COVES.

CULTURE IN THE SLUMS.

I. RONDEAU.

II. VILLANELLE.

III. BALLADE.

BALLADE OF A TOYOKUNI COLOUR-PRINT

BALLADE (DOUBLE REFRAIN) OF YOUTH AND AGE

BALLADE (DOUBLE REFRAIN) OF MIDSUMMER DAYS AND NIGHTS

BALLADE OF DEAD ACTORS

BALLADE MADE IN THE HOT WEATHER

BALLADE OF TRUISMS

DOUBLE BALLADE OF LIFE AND FATE

DOUBLE BALLADE OF THE NOTHINGNESS OF THINGS

AT QUEENSFERRY

ORIENTALE

IN FISHERROW

BACK-VIEW

CROLUIS

ATTADALE WEST HIGHLANDS

FROM A WINDOW IN PRINCES STREET

IN THE DIALS

THE GODS ARE DEAD

TO F. W.

BESIDE THE IDLE SUMMER SEA

I. M. R. G. C. B.

WE SHALL SURELY DIE

WHAT IS TO COME

TO MY MOTHER

II

III

INVICTUS

IV I. M. R. T. HAMILTON BRUCE (1846-1899)

V

VI

VII

VIII

IX. To W. R.

X

XI. To W. R.

XII

XIII

XIV

XV

XVI

XVII

XVIII. To A. D.

XIX

XX

XXI

XXII

XXIII

XXIV

XXV

XXVI

XXVII

XXVIII. To S. C.

XXIX. To R. L. S.

XXX

XXXI

XXXII. To D. H.

XXXIII

XXXIV. To K. de M.

MARGARITAE SORORI

XXXV I. M. MARGARITÆ SORORI (1886)

XXXVI

XXXVII. To W. A.

XXXVIII

XXXIX

XL

XLVI. To R. A. M. S.

XLII

XLII

XLIV

XLV. To W. B.

XLVI. MATRI DILECTISSIMÆ I. M.

XLVII

I. Grave

II. Andante con moto

III. Scherzando

IV. Largo e mesto

V. Allegro maëstoso

PROLOGUE

I. To H. B. M. W.

II. To R. F. B.

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII. To A. J. H.

IX

X

XI

XII

XIII. To James McNeill Whistler

XIV. To J. A. C.

XV

XVI

XVII. CARMEN PATIBULARE To H. S.

XVIII. I. M. MARGARET EMMA HENLEY (1888–1894)

XIX. I. M. R. L. S. (1850–1894)

XX

XXI

XXII

XXIII. To P. A. G.

XXIV. To A. C.

XXV

EPILOGUE

DEDICATION

PROLOGUE

HAWTHORN AND LAVENDER

ENVOY

PRÆLUDIUM

FINALE

I. BUS-DRIVER

II. LIFE-GUARDSMAN

III. HAWKER

IV. BEEF-EATER

V. SANDWICH-MAN

VI. LIZA

VII. LADY

VIII. BLUECOAT BOY

IX. MOUNTED POLICE

X. NEWS-BOY

XI. DRUM-MAJOR

XII. FLOWER-GIRL

XIII. BARMAID

I. BEAU AUSTIN

II. RICHARD SAVAGE

III. ADMIRAL GUINEA

TWO DAYS (February 15 — September 28, 1894)

IN MEMORIAM THOMAS EDWARD BROWN

IN MEMORIAM GEORGE WARRINGTON STEEVENS

LAST POST

IN MEMORIAM REGINAE DILECTISSIMAE VICTORIAE

EPILOGUE

A SONG OF SPEED

PROLOGUE

REMONSTRANCE

THE MAN IN THE STREET

PRO REGE NOSTRO

THE LEVV OF SHIELDS

MUSIC HALL

A NEW SONG TO AN OLD TUNE

OUR CHIEF OF MEN

A HEALTH UNTO HER MAJESTY

LAST POST

EPILOGUE

ENVOY

IN THE TIME OF SNOWS

THE PRETTY WASHERMAIDEN

POEMS FROM BRIC-Á-BRAC

OF THE FROWARDNESS OF WOMAN

OF RAIN

OF ANTIQUE DANCES

OF SPRING MUSIC

OF JUNE

OF LADIES NAMES

IN THE STREET OF BY-AND-BY

FELICITY

WELL TO THE WOODS AND GATHER MAY

FORENOON

RAIN

JENNY WREN

INTER SODALES

MY MEERSCHAUM PIPE

PIPE OF MY SOUL

VILLANELLE

VILLANELLE

VILLANELLE

A LOVE BY THE SEA




List of Poems in Alphabetical Order

[image: img30.jpg]

A-D E-H I-L M-O P-S T-V W-Z

A FLIRTED FAN.

A HEALTH UNTO HER MAJESTY

A LOVE BY THE SEA

A NEW SONG TO AN OLD TUNE

A SONG OF SPEED

ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS

AT QUEENSFERRY

ATTADALE WEST HIGHLANDS

BACK-VIEW

BALLADE (DOUBLE REFRAIN) OF MIDSUMMER DAYS AND NIGHTS

BALLADE (DOUBLE REFRAIN) OF YOUTH AND AGE

BALLADE MADE IN THE HOT WEATHER

BALLADE OF A TOYOKUNI COLOUR-PRINT

BALLADE OF ANTIQUE DANCES.

BALLADE OF DEAD ACTORS

BALLADE OF JUNE.

BALLADE OF LADIES NAMES.

BALLADE OF MIDSUMMER DAYS AND NIGHTS.

BALLADE OF SPRING.

BALLADE OF TRUISMS

BALLADE OF YOUTH AND AGE.

BESIDE THE IDLE SUMMER SEA

CROLUIS

CULTURE IN THE SLUMS.

DEDICATION

DOUBLE BALLADE OF LIFE AND FATE

DOUBLE BALLADE OF THE NOTHINGNESS OF THINGS

ENVOY

ENVOY

ENVOY

ENVOY. TO CHARLES BAXTER

EPILOGUE

EPILOGUE

EPILOGUE

FELICITY

FINALE

FORENOON

FROM A WINDOW IN PRINCES STREET

HAWTHORN AND LAVENDER

HER LITTLE FEET.

I. BEAU AUSTIN

I. BUS-DRIVER

I. GRAVE

I. M. R. G. C. B.

I. RONDEAU.

I. TO H. B. M. W.

IF I WERE KING.

II

II. ANDANTE CON MOTO

II. LIFE-GUARDSMAN

II. RICHARD SAVAGE

II. TO R. F. B.

II. VILLANELLE.

II. WAITING

III

III

III. ADMIRAL GUINEA

III. BALLADE.

III. HAWKER

III. INTERIOR

III. SCHERZANDO

IN FISHERROW

IN MEMORIAM GEORGE WARRINGTON STEEVENS

IN MEMORIAM REGINAE DILECTISSIMAE VICTORIAE

IN MEMORIAM THOMAS EDWARD BROWN

IN ROTTEN ROW.

IN THE DIALS

IN THE STREET OF BY-AND-BY

IN THE TIME OF SNOWS

INTER SODALES

INVICTUS

IV

IV I. M. R. T. HAMILTON BRUCE (1846–1899)

IV. BEEF-EATER

IV. BEFORE

IV. LARGO E MESTO

IX

IX. LADY-PROBATIONER

IX. MOUNTED POLICE

IX. TO W. R.

JENNY WREN

LAST POST

LAST POST

MARGARITAE SORORI

MUSIC HALL

MY LOVE TO ME.

MY MEERSCHAUM PIPE

OF ANTIQUE DANCES

OF JUNE

OF LADIES NAMES

OF RAIN

OF SPRING MUSIC

OF THE FROWARDNESS OF WOMAN

ORIENTALE

OUR CHIEF OF MEN

PIPE OF MY SOUL

POEMS FROM BRIC-Á-BRAC

PRÆLUDIUM

PRO REGE NOSTRO

PROLOGUE

PROLOGUE

PROLOGUE

RAIN

REMONSTRANCE

RONDEL.

THE GODS ARE DEAD

THE LEAVES ARE SERE.

THE LEVV OF SHIELDS

THE MAN IN THE STREET

THE PRETTY WASHERMAIDEN

THE SONG OF THE SWORD

TO F. W.

TO MY MOTHER

TRIOLET, AFTER CATULLUS.

TWO DAYS (FEBRUARY 15 — SEPTEMBER 28, 1894)

V

V

V. ALLEGRO MAËSTOSO

V. OPERATION

V. SANDWICH-MAN

VARIATIONS.

VI

VI

VI. LIZA

VI. AFTER

VII

VII

VII. LADY

VII. VIGIL

VIII

VIII. BLUECOAT BOY

VIII. STAFF-NURSE: OLD STYLE

VIII. TO A. J. H.

VILLANELLE

VILLANELLE

VILLANELLE

VILLANELLE.

VILLANELLE.

VILLANELLE.

VILLONS STRAIGHT TIP TO ALL CROSS COVES.

WE SHALL SURELY DIE

WELL TO THE WOODS AND GATHER MAY

WHAT IS TO COME

WHEN YOU ARE OLD.

WITH A FAN FROM RIMMELS.

WITH STRAWBERRIES.

X

X

X. NEWS-BOY

X. STAFF-NURSE: NEW STYLE

XI

XI. CLINICAL

XI. DRUM-MAJOR

XI. TO W. R.

XII

XII

XII. ETCHING

XII. FLOWER-GIRL

XIII

XIII. BARMAID

XIII. CASUALTY

XIII. TO JAMES MCNEILL WHISTLER

XIV

XIV. AVE CAESER!

XIV. TO J. A. C.

XIX

XIX. I. M. R. L. S. (1850–1894)

XIX. SCRUBBER

XL

XLII

XLII

XLIV

XLV. TO W. B.

XLVI. MATRI DILECTISSIMÆ I. M.

XLVI. TO R. A. M. S.

XLVII

XV

XV

XV. THE CHIEF

XVI

XVI

XVI. HOUSE-SURGEON

XVII

XVII. CARMEN PATIBULARE TO H. S.

XVII. INTERLUDE

XVIII. CHILDREN: PRIVATE WARD

XVIII. I. M. MARGARET EMMA HENLEY (1888–1894)

XVIII. TO A. D.

XX

XX

XX. VISITOR

XXI

XXI

XXI. ROMANCE

XXII

XXII

XXII. PASTORAL

XXIII

XXIII. MUSIC

XXIII. TO P. A. G.

XXIV

XXIV. SUICIDE

XXIV. TO A. C.

XXIX. TO R. L. S.

XXV

XXV

XXV. APPARITION

XXVI

XXVI. ANTEROTICS

XXVII

XXVII. NOCTURN

XXVIII. DISCHARGED

XXVIII. TO S. C.

XXX

XXXI

XXXII. TO D. H.

XXXIII

XXXIV. TO K. DE M.

XXXIX

XXXV I. M. MARGARITÆ SORORI (1886)

XXXVI

XXXVII. TO W. A.

XXXVIII




The Plays

[image: img31.jpg]

In 1893, Henley received an LLD degree from the University of St Andrews.


Deacon Brodie (1892)

[image: img32.jpg]

A MELODRAMA IN FIVE ACTS AND EIGHT TABLEAUX

Written in collaboration with Robert Louis Stevenson

CONTENTS

PERSONS REPRESENTED

SYNOPSIS OF ACTS AND TABLEAUX

ACT I.

TABLEAU I. The Double Life.

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

SCENE V

SCENE VI

SCENE VII

SCENE VIII

SCENE IX

TABLEAU II. Hunt the Runner

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

TABLEAU III. Mother Clarkes

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

ACT II.

TABLEAU IV. Evil and Good

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

SCENE V

SCENE VI

SCENE VII

SCENE VIII

SCENE IX

SCENE X

ACT III.

TABLEAU V. Kings Evidence

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

TABLEAU VI. Unmasked

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

SCENE V

SCENE VI

SCENE VII

ACT IV.

TABLEAU VII. The Robbery

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

ACT V.

TABLEAU VIII. The Open Door

SCENE I

SCENE II

SCENE III

SCENE IV

SCENE V

SCENE VI

SCENE VII




[image: img33.jpg]

Portrait of Robert Louis Stevenson by Henry Walter Barnett, 1893 — Stevenson was Henleys close friend and collaborator. According to Stevensons letters, the idea for the character of Long John Silver was inspired by Henley.


PERSONS REPRESENTED

William Brodie, Deacon of the Wrights, Housebreaker and Master Carpenter.
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The Scene is laid in Edinburgh. The Time is towards the close of the Eighteenth Century. The Action, some fifty hours long, begins at eight p.m. on Saturday and ends before midnight on Monday.
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ACT I.


TABLEAU I. The Double Life.

The Stage represents a room in the Deacons house, furnished partly as a sitting-, partly as a bed-room, in the style of an easy burgess of about 1780. C., a door; L. C., a second and smaller door; R. C., practicable window; L., alcove, supposed to contain bed; at the back, a clothes-press and a corner cupboard containing bottles, etc. Mary Brodie at needlework; Old Brodie, a paralytic, in wheeled chair, at the fireside, L.


SCENE I

To these Leslie, C.

Leslie. May I come in, Mary?

Mary. Why not?

Leslie. I scarce knew where to find you.

Mary. The dad and I must have a corner, must we not? So when my brothers friends are in the parlour he allows us to sit in his room. Tis a great favour, I can tell you; the place is sacred.

Leslie. Are you sure that sacred is strong enough?

Mary. You are satirical!

Leslie. I? And with regard to the Deacon? Believe me, I am not so ill-advised. You have trained me well, and I feel by him as solemnly as a true-born Brodie.

Mary. And now you are impertinent! Do you mean to go any further? We are a fighting race, we Brodies. Oh, you may laugh, sir! But tis no childs play to jest us on our Deacon, or, for that matter, on our Deacons chamber either. It was his fathers before him: he works in it by day and sleeps in it by night; and scarce anything it contains but is the labour of his hands. Do you see this table, Walter? He made it while he was yet a prentice. I remember how I used to sit and watch him at his work. It would be grand, I thought, to be able to do as he did, and handle edge-tools without cutting my fingers, and getting my ears pulled for a meddlesome minx! He used to give me his mallet to keep and his nails to hold; and didnt I fly when he called for them! and wasnt I proud to be ordered about with them! And then, you know, there is the tall cabinet yonder; that it was that proved him the first of Edinburgh joiners, and worthy to be their Deacon and their head. And the fathers chair, and the sisters workbox, and the dear dead mothers footstool — what are they all but proofs of the Deacons skill, and tokens of the Deacons care for those about him?

Leslie. I am all penitence. Forgive me this last time, and I promise you I never will again.

Mary. Candidly, now, do you think you deserve forgiveness?

Leslie. Candidly, I do not.

Mary. Then I suppose you must have it. What have you done with Willie and my uncle?

Leslie. I left them talking deeply. The dear old Procurator has not much thought just now for anything but those mysterious burglaries — 

Mary. I know! — 

Leslie. Still, all of him that is not magistrate and official is politician and citizen; and he has been striving his hardest to undermine the Deacons principles, and win the Deacons vote and interest.

Mary. They are worth having, are they not?

Leslie. The Procurator seems to think that having them makes the difference between winning and losing.

Mary. Did he say so? You may rely upon it that he knows. There are not many in Edinburgh who can match with our Will.

Leslie. There shall be as many as you please, and not one more.

Mary. How I should like to have heard you! What did uncle say? Did he speak of the Town Council again? Did he tell Will what a wonderful Bailie he would make? O why did you come away?

Leslie. I could not pretend to listen any longer. The election is months off yet; and if it were not — if it were tramping upstairs this moment — drums, flags, cockades, guineas, candidates, and all! — how should I care for it? What are Whig and Tory to me?

Mary. O fie on you! It is for every man to concern himself in the common weal. Mr. Leslie — Leslie of the Craig! — should know that much at least.

Leslie. And be a politician like the Deacon? All in good time, but not now. I hearkened while I could, and when I could no more I slipped out and followed my heart. I hoped I should be welcome.

Mary. I suppose you mean to be unkind.

Leslie. Tit for tat. Did you not ask me why I came away? And is it usual for a young lady to say Mr. to the man she means to marry?

Mary. That is for the young lady to decide, sir.

Leslie. And against that judgment there shall be no appeal?

Mary. O, if you mean to argue! — 

Leslie. I do not mean to argue. I am content to love and be loved. I think I am the happiest man in the world.

Mary. That is as it should be; for I am the happiest girl.

Leslie. Why not say the happiest wife? I have your word, and you have mine. Is not that enough?

Mary. Have you so soon forgotten? Did I not tell you how it must be as my brother wills? I can do only as he bids me.

Leslie. Then you have not spoken as you promised?

Mary. I have been too happy to speak.

Leslie. I am his friend. Precious as you are, he will trust you to me. He has but to know how I love you, Mary, and how your life is all in your love of me, to give us his blessing with a full heart.

Mary. I am sure of him. It is that which makes my happiness complete. Even to our marriage I should find it hard to say Yes when he said No.

Leslie. Your father is trying to speak. Ill wager he echoes you.

Mary (to Old Brodie). My poor dearie! Do you want to say anything to me? No? Is it to Mr. Leslie, then?

Leslie. I am listening, Mr. Brodie.

Mary. What is it, daddie?

Old Brodie. My son — the Deacon — Deacon Brodie — the first at school.

Leslie. I know it, Mr. Brodie. Was I not the last in the same class? (To Mary.) But he seems to have forgotten us.

Mary. O yes! his mind is wellnigh gone. He will sit for hours as you see him, and never speak nor stir but at the touch of Wills hand or the sound of Wills name.

Leslie. It is so good to sit beside you. By and by it will be always like this. You will not let me speak to the Deacon? You are fast set upon speaking yourself? I could be so eloquent, Mary — I would touch him. I cannot tell you how I fear to trust my happiness to any one else — even to you!

Mary. He must hear of my good fortune from none but me. And besides, you do not understand. We are not like families, we Brodies. We are so clannish, we hold so close together.

Leslie. You Brodies, and your Deacon!

Old Brodie. Deacon of his craft, sir — Deacon of the Wrights — my son! If his mother — his mother — had but lived to see!

Mary. You hear how he runs on. A word about my brother and he catches it. Tis as if he were awake in his poor blind way to all the Deacons care for him and all the Deacons kindness to me. I believe he only lives in the thought of the Deacon. There, it is not so long since I was one with him. But indeed I think we are all Deacon-mad, we Brodies. Are we not, daddie dear?

Brodie (without, and entering). You are a mighty magistrate, Procurator, but you seem to have met your match.


SCENE II

To these, Brodie and Lawson.

Mary (curtseying). So, uncle! you have honoured us at last.

Lawson. Quam primum, my dear, quam primum.

Brodie. Well, father, do you know me? (He sits beside his father and takes his hand.)

[Old Brodie. William — ay — Deacon. Greater man — than — his father.

Brodie. You see, Procurator, the news is as fresh to him as it was five years ago. He was struck down before he got the Deaconship, and lives his lost life in mine.

Lawson. Ay, I mind. He was aye ettling after a bit handle to his name. He was kind of hurt when first they made me Procurator.]

Mary. And what have you been talking of?

Lawson. Just o thae robberies, Mary. Baith as a burgher and a Crown offeecial, I tak the maist absorbing interest in thae robberies.

Leslie. Egad, Procurator, and so do I.

Brodie (with a quick look at Leslie). A dilettante interest, doubtless! See what it is to be idle.

Leslie. Faith, Brodie, I hardly know how to style it.

Brodie. At any rate, tis not the interest of a victim, or we should certainly have known of it before; nor a practical tool-mongering interest, like my own; nor an interest professional and official, like the Procurators. You can answer for that, I suppose?

Leslie. I think I can; if for no more. Its an interest of my own, you see, and is best described as indescribable, and of no manner of moment to anybody. [It will take no hurt if we put off its discussion till a month of Sundays.]

Brodie. You are more fortunate than you deserve. What do you say, Procurator?

Lawson. Ay is he! There is no a house in Edinburgh safe. The law is clean helpless, clean helpless! A week syne it was auld Andra Simpsons in the Lawnmarket. Then, naething would set the catamarans but to forgather privily wi the Provosts ain butler, and tak unto themselves the Provosts ain plate. And the day, information was laid before me offeecially that the limmers had made infraction, vi et clam, into Leddy Marget Dalziels, and left her leddyship wi no sae muckles a spune to sup her parritch wi. Its unbelievable, its awful, its anti-christian!

Mary. If you only knew them, uncle, what an example you would make! But tell me, is it not strange that men should dare such things, in the midst of a city, and nothing, nothing be known of them — nothing at all?

Leslie. Little, indeed! But we do know that there are several in the gang, and that one at least is an unrivalled workman.

Lawson. Yere right, sir; yere vera right, Mr. Leslie. It had been deponed to me offeecially that no a tradesman — no the Deacon here himsel — could have made a cleaner job wi Andra Simpsons shutters. And as for the lock o the bank — but thats an auld sang.

Brodie. I think you believe too much, Procurator. Rumours an ignorant jade, I tell you. Ive had occasion to see some little of their handiwork — broken cabinets, broken shutters, broken doors — and I find them bunglers. Why, I could do it better myself!

Leslie. Gad, Brodie, you and I might go into partnership. I back myself to watch outside, and I suppose you could do the work of skill within?

Brodie. An opposition company? Leslie, your mind is full of good things. Suppose we begin to-night, and give the Procurators house the honours of our innocence?

Mary. You could do anything, you two!

Lawson. Onyway, Deacon, yed put your ill-gotten gains to a right use; they might come by the wind but they wouldna gang wi the water; and thats aye a solatium, as we say. If I am to be robbit, I would like to be robbit wi decent folk; and no think o my bonnie clean siller dirling among jads and dicers. [Faith, William, the mair I think ont, the mair Im o Mr. Leslies mind. Come the night, or come the morn, and Ise gie ye my free permission, and lend ye a hand in at the window forbye!

Brodie. Come, come, Procurator, lead not our poor clay into temptation. (Leslie and Mary talk apart.)

Lawson. Im no muckle afraid for your puir clay, as ye cat.] But hark i your ear: yere likely, joking apart, to be gey and sune in partnership wi Mr. Leslie. He and Mary are gey and pack, a body can see that.

[Brodie. Daffin and want o wit — you know the rest.

Lawson. Vidi, scivi, et audivi, as we say in a Sasine, William.] Man, because my wigs pouthered do ye think I havena a green heart? I was aince a lad mysel, and I ken fine by the glint o the ee when a lads fain and a lassies willing. And, man, its the towns talk; communis error fit jus, ye ken.

[Old Brodie. Oh!

Lawson. See, yere hurting your faithers hand.

Brodie. Dear dad, it is not good to have an ill-tempered son.

Lawson. What the deevil ails ye at the match? Od, man, he has a nice bit divot o Fife corn-land, I can tell ye, and some Bordeaux wine in his cellar! But I needna speak o the Bordeaux; yell ken the smack ot as weels I do mysel; onyway its grand wine. Tantum et tale. I tell ye the pros, find you the con.s, if yere able.]

Brodie. [I am sorry, Procurator, but I must be short with you.] You are talking in the air, as lawyers will. I prefer to drop the subject [and it will displease me if you return to it in my hearing].

Leslie. At four oclock to-morrow? At my house? (to Mary).

Mary. As soon as church is done. (Exit Mary.)

Lawson. Ye needna be sae high and mighty, onyway.

Brodie. I ask your pardon, Procurator. But we Brodies — you know our failings! [A bad temper and a humour of privacy.]

Lawson. Weel, I maun be about my business. But I could tak a doch-an-dorach, William; superflua non nocent, as we say; an extra dram hurts naebody, Mr. Leslie.

Brodie (with bottle and glasses). Heres your old friend, Procurator. Help yourself, Leslie. Oh no, thank you, not any for me. You strong people have the advantage of me there. With my attacks, you know, I must always live a bit of a hermits life.

Lawson. Od, man, thats fine; thats health o mind and body. Mr. Leslie, heres to you, sir. Od, its harder to end than to begin wi stuff like that.


SCENE III

To these, Smith and Jean, C.

Smith. Is the king of the castle in, please?

Lawson (aside). Lords sake, its Smith!

Brodie (to Smith). I beg your pardon?

Smith. I beg yours, sir. If you please, sir, is Mr. Brodie at home, sir?

Brodie. What do you want with him, my man?

Smith. Ive a message for him, sir, a job of work, sir!

Brodie (to Smith; referring to Jean). And who is this?

Jean. I am here for the Procurator, about my rent. Theres nae offence, I hope, sir.

Lawson. Its just an honest wife I let a flat to in Libbertons Wynd. Itll be for the rent?

Jean. Just that, sir.

Lawson. Weel, ye can just bide here a wee, and Ill step down the road to my office wi ye. (Exeunt Brodie, Lawson, Leslie, C.)


SCENE IV

Smith, Jean Watt, Old Brodie.

Smith (bowing them out). Your humble and most devoted servant, George Smith, Esquire. And so this is the garding, is it? And this is the style of horticulture? Ha, it is! (At the mirror.) In that case Georges mother bids him bind his hair. (Kisses his hand.) My dearest Duchess, — (To Jean.) I say, Jean, theres a good deal of difference between this sort of thing and the way we does it in Libbertons Wynd.

Jean. I daursay. And what wad ye expeck?

Smith. Ah, Jean, if youd cast affections glance on this poor but honest soger! George Lord S. is not the nobleman to cut the object of his flame before the giddy throng; nor to keep her boxed up in an old mouse-trap, while he himself is revelling in purple splendours like these. He didnt know you, Jean: he was afraid to. Do you call that a man? Try a man that is.

Jean. Geordie Smith, ye ken vera weel Ill tak nane o that sort of talk frae you. And what kind o a man are you to even yoursel to the likes o him? Hes a gentleman.

Smith. Ah, aint he just! And dont he live up to it? I say, Jean, feel of this chair.

Jean. My! look at yon bed!

Smith. The carpet too! Axminster, by the bones of Oliver Cromwell!

Jean. What a expense!

Smith. Hey, brandy! The deuce of the grape! Have a toothful, Mrs. Watt. [(Sings) — 

Says Bacchus to Venus,
Theres brandy between us,
And the cradle of love is the bowl, the bowl!]

Jean. Nane for me, I thank ye, Mr. Smith.

Smith. What brings the man from stuff like this to rotgut and spittoons at Mother Clarkes; but ah, George, you was born for a higher spear! And so was you, Mrs. Watt, though I say it that shouldnt. (Seeing Old Brodie for the first time.) Hullo! its a man!

Jean. Thonder in the chair. (They go to look at him, their backs to the door.)

George. Is he alive?

Jean. I think theres something wrong with him.

George. And how was you to-morrow, my valued old gentleman, eh?

Jean. Dinna mak a mock o him, Geordie.

Old Brodie. My son — the Deacon — Deacon of his trade.

Jean. Hell be his feyther. (Hunt appears at door C., and stands looking on.)

Smith. The Deacons old man! Well, he couldnt expect to have his quiver full of sich, could he, Jean? (To Old Brodie.) Ah, my Christian soldier, if you had, the world would have been more varigated. Mrs. Deakin (to Jean), let me introduce you to your dear papa.

Jean. Think shame to yoursel! This is the Deacons house; you and me shouldna be here by rights; and if we are, its the least we can do to behave dacent. [This is no the way yell mak me like ye.]

Smith. All right, Duchess. Dont be angry.


SCENE V

To these, Hunt, C. (He steals down, and claps each one suddenly on the shoulder.)

Hunt. Is there a gentleman here by the name of Mr. Procurator-Fiscal?

Smith (pulling himself together). D — n it, Jerry, what do you mean by startling an old customer like that?

Hunt. What, my brave un? Youre the very party I was looking for!

Smith. Theres nothing out against me this time?

Hunt. Ill take odds there is. But it aint in my hands. (To Old Brodie.) Youll excuse me, old genelman?

Smith. Ah, well, if its all in the way of friendship! . . . I say, Jean, [you and me had best be on the toddle.] We shall be late for church.

Hunt. Lady, George?

Smith. Its a — yes, its a lady. Come along, Jean.

Hunt. A Mrs. Deacon, I believe? [That was the name, I think?] Wont Mrs. Deacon let me have a queer at her phiz?

Jean (unmuffling). Ive naething to be ashamed of. My names Mistress Watt; Im weel kennt at the Wynd heid; theres naething again me.

Hunt. No, to be sure, there aint; and why clap on the blinkers, my dear? You that has a face like a rose, and with a cove like Jerry Hunt that might be your born father? [But all this dont tell me about Mr. Procurator-Fiscal.]

George (in an agony). Jean, Jean, we shall be late. (Going with attempted swagger.) Well, ta-ta, Jerry.


SCENE VI

To these, C, Brodie and Lawson (greatcoat, muffler, lantern).

Lawson (from the door). Come your ways, Mistress Watt.

Jean. Thats the Fiscal himsel.

Hunt. Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, I believe?

Lawson. Thats me. Wholl you be?

Hunt. Hunt the Runner, sir; Hunt from Bow Street; English warrant.

Lawson. Theres a place for a things, officer. Come your ways to my office, with me and this guid wife.

Brodie (aside to Jean, as she passes with a curtsey). How dare you be here? (Aloud to Smith.) Wait you here, my man.

Smith. If you please, sir. (Brodie goes out, C.)


SCENE VII

Brodie, Smith.

Brodie. What the devil brings you here?

Smith. Confound it, Deakin! Not rusty?

[Brodie. And not you only: Jean too! Are you mad?

Smith. Why, you dont mean to say, Deakin, that you have been stodged by G. Smith, Esquire? Plummy old George?]

Brodie. There was my uncle the Procurator — 

Smith. The Fiscal? He dont count.

Brodie. What dye mean?

Smith. Well, Deakin, since Fiscal Lawsons Nunkey Lawson, and its all in the family way, I dont mind telling you that Nunkey Lawsons a customer of Georges. We give Nunkey Lawson a good deal of brandy — G. S. and Co.s celebrated Nantz.

Brodie. What! does he buy that smuggled trash of yours?

Smith. Well, we dont call it smuggled in the trade, Deakin. Its a wink, and King Georges picter between G. S. and the Nunks.

Brodie. Gad! thats worth knowing. O Procurator, Procurator, is there no such thing as virtue? [Allons! Its enough to cure a man of vice for this world and the other.] But hark you hither, Smith; this is all damned well in its way, but it dont explain what brings you here.

Smith. Ive trapped a pigeon for you.

Brodie. Cant you pluck him yourself?

Smith. Not me. Hes too flash in the feather for a simple nobleman like George Lord Smith. Its the great Capting Starlight, fresh in from York. [Hes exercised his noble art all the way from here to London. Stand and deliver, stap my vitals!] And the north road is no bad lay, Deakin.

Brodie. Flush?

Smith (mimicking). The graziers, split me! A mail, stap my vitals! and seven demned farmers, by the Lard—

Brodie. By Gad!

Smith. Good for trade, aint it? And we thought, Deakin, the Badger and me, that coins being ever on the vanish, and you not over sweet on them there lovely little locks at Leslies, and them there bigger and uglier marine stores at the Excise Office . . .

Brodie (impassible). Go on.

Smith. Worse luck! . . . We thought, me and the Badger, you know, that maybe youd like to exercise your helbow with our free and galliant horseman.

Brodie. The old move, I presume? the double set of dice?

Smith. Thats the rig, Deakin. What you drop on the square you pick up again on the cross. [Just as you did with G. S. and Co.s own agent and correspondent, the Admiral from Nantz.] You always was a neat hand with the bones, Deakin.

Brodie. The usual terms, I suppose?

Smith. The old discount, Deakin. Ten in the pound for you, and the rest for your jolly companions every one. [Thats the way we does it!]

Brodie. Who has the dice?

Smith. Our mutual friend, the Candleworm.

Brodie. You mean Ainslie? — We trust that creature too much, Geordie.

Smith. Hes all right, Marquis. He wouldnt lay a finger on his own mother. Why, hes no more guile in him than a set of sheeps trotters.

[Brodie. You think so? Then see he dont cheat you over the dice, and give you light for loaded. See to that, George, see to that; and you may count the Captain as bare as his last grazier.

Smith. The Black Flag for ever! Georgell trot him round to Mother Clarkes in two twos.] How longll you be?

Brodie. The time to lock up and go to bed, and Ill be with you. Can you find your way out?

Smith. Bloom on, my Sweet William, in peaceful array. Ta-ta.


SCENE VIII

Brodie, Old Brodie; to whom, Mary.

Mary. O Willie, I am glad you did not go with them. I have something to tell you. If you knew how happy I am, you would clap your hands, Will. But come, sit you down there, and be my good big brother, and I will kneel here and take your hand. We must keep close to dad, and then he will feel happiness in the air. The poor old love, if we could only tell him! But I sometimes think his heart has gone to heaven already, and takes a part in all our joys and sorrows; and it is only his poor body that remains here, helpless and ignorant. Come, Will, sit you down, and ask me questions — or guess — that will be better, guess.

Brodie. Not to-night, Mary; not to-night. I have other fish to fry, and they wont wait.

Mary. Not one minute for your sister? One little minute for your little sister?

Brodie. Minutes are precious, Mary. I have to work for all of us, and the clock is always busy. They are waiting for me even now. Help me with the dads chair. And then to bed, and dream happy things. And to-morrow morning I will hear your news — your good news; it must be good, you look so proud and glad. But to-night it cannot be.

Mary. I hate your business — I hate all business. To think of chairs, and tables, and foot-rules, all dead and wooden — and cold pieces of money with the Kings ugly head on them; and here is your sister, your pretty sister, if you please, with something to tell, which she would not tell you for the world, and would give the world to have you guess, and you wont? — Not you! For business! Fie, Deacon Brodie! But Im too happy to find fault with you.

Brodie. And me a Deacon, as the Procurator would say.

Mary. No such thing, sir! I am not a bit afraid of you — nor a bit angry neither. Give me a kiss, and promise me hours and hours to-morrow morning.

Brodie. All day long to-morrow, if you like.

Mary. Business or none?

Brodie. Business or none, little sister! Ill make time, I promise you; and theres another kiss for surety. Come along. (They proceed to push out the chair, L.C.) The wine and wisdom of this evening have given me one of my headaches, and Im in haste for bed. Youll be good, wont you, and see they make no noise, and let me sleep my fill to-morrow morning till I wake?

Mary. Poor Will! How selfish I must have seemed! You should have told me sooner, and I wouldnt have worried you. Come along.

(She goes out, pushing chair.)


SCENE IX

Brodie

(He closes, locks, and double-bolts both doors)

Brodie. Now for one of the Deacons headaches! Rogues all, rogues all! (Goes to clothes-press, and proceeds to change his coat.) On with the new coat and into the new life! Down with the Deacon and up with the robber! (Changing neck-band and ruffles.) Eh God! how still the house is! Theres something in hypocrisy after all. If we were as good as we seem, what would the world be? [The city has its vizard on, and we — at night we are our naked selves. Trysts are keeping, bottles cracking, knives are stripping; and here is Deacon Brodie flaming forth the man of men he is!] — How still it is! . . . My father and Mary — Well! the day for them, the night for me; the grimy cynical night that makes all cats grey, and all honesties of one complexion. Shall a man not have half a life of his own? — not eight hours out of twenty-four? [Eight shall he have should he dare the pit of Tophet.] (Takes out money.) Wheres the blunt? I must be cool to-night, or . . . steady, Deacon, you must win; damn you, you must! You must win back the dowry that youve stolen, and marry your sister, and pay your debts, and gull the world a little longer! (As he blows out the lights.) The Deacons going to bed — the poor sick Deacon! Allons! (Throws up the window, and looks out.) Only the stars to see me! (Addressing the bed.) Lie there, Deacon! sleep and be well to-morrow. As for me, Im a man once more till morning. (Gets out of the window.)


TABLEAU II. Hunt the Runner

The Scene represents the Procurators Office.


SCENE I

Lawson, Hunt

[Lawson (entering). Step your ways in, Officer. (At wing.) Mr. Carfrae, give a chair to yon decent wife that cam in wi me. Nae news?

A voice without. Naething, sir.

Lawson (sitting). Weel, Officer, and what can I do for you?]

Hunt. Well, sir, as I was saying, Ive an English warrant for the apprehension of one Jemmy Rivers, alias Captain Starlight, now at large within your jurisdiction.

Lawson. Thatll be the highwayman?

Hunt. That same, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal. The Captains given me a hard hunt of it this time. I dropped on his marks first at Huntingdon, but he was away North, and I had to up and after him. I heard of him all along the York road, for hes a light hand on the pad, has Jemmy, and leaves his mark. [I missed him at York by four-and-twenty hours, and lost him for as much more. Then I picked him up again at Carlisle, and we made a race of it for the Border; but hed a better nag, and was best up in the road; so I had to wait till I ran him to earth in Edinburgh here and could get a new warrant.] So here I am, sir. They told me you were an active sort of gentleman, and Im an active man myself. And Sir John Fielding, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, hes an active gentleman, likewise, though hes blind as a himage, and he desired his compliments to you, [sir, and said that between us he thought wed do the trick].

Lawson. Ay, hell be a fine man, Sir John. Hand me owre your papers, Hunt, and youll have your new warrant quam primum. And see here, Hunt, yell aiblins have a while to yoursel, and an active man, as ye say ye are, should aye be grinding grist. Were sair forfeuchen wi our burglaries. Non constat de personâ. We canna get a grip o the delinquents. Here is the Hue and Cry. Ye see there is a guid two hundred pounds for ye.

Hunt. Well, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal [I aint a rich man, and two hundreds two hundred. Thereby, sir], I dont mind telling you Ive had a bit of a worry at it already. You see, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, I had to look into a ken to-night about the Captain, and an old cock always likes to be sure of his walk; so I got one of your Scotch officers — him as was so polite as to show me round to Mr. Brodies — to give me full particulars about the ouse, and the flash companions that use it. In his list I drop on the names of two old lambs of my own; and I put it to you, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, as a genleman as knows the world, if whats a black sheep in London is likely or not to be keeping school in Edinburgh?

Lawson. Coelum non animum. A just observe.

Hunt. Ill give it a thought, sir, and see if I cant kill two birds with one stone. Talking of which, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, Id like to have a bit of a confab with that nice young woman as came to pay her rent.

Lawson. Hunt, thats a very decent woman.

Hunt. And a very decent woman may have mighty queer pals, Mr. Procurator-Fiscal. Lord love you, sir, I dont know what the profession would do without em!

Lawson. Yere vera richt, Hunt. An active and a watchful officer. Ill send her in till ye.


SCENE II

Hunt (solus)

Two hundred pounds reward. Curious thing. One burglary after another, and these Scotch blockheads without a man to show for it. Jock runs east, and Sawney cuts west; everythings at a deadlock; and they go on calling themselves thief-catchers! [By jingo, Ill show them how we do it down South! Well, Ive worn out a good deal of saddle leather over Jemmy Rivers; but heres for new breeches if you like.] Lets have another queer at the list. (Reads.) Humphrey Moore, otherwise Badger; aged forty, thick-set, dark, close-cropped; has been a prize-fighter; no apparent occupation. Badgers an old friend of mine, George Smith, otherwise the Dook, otherwise Jingling Geordie; red-haired and curly, slight, flash; an old thimble-rig; has been a stroller; suspected of smuggling; an associate of loose women. G. S., Esquire, is another of my flock. Andrew Ainslie, otherwise Slink Ainslie; aged thirty-five; thin, white-faced, lank-haired; no occupation; has been in trouble for reset of theft and subornation of youth; might be useful as kings evidence. Thats an acquaintance to make. Jock Hamilton, otherwise Sweepie, and so on. [Willie MGlashan, hum — yes, and so on, and so on.] Ha! heres the man I want. William Brodie, Deacon of the Wrights, about thirty; tall, slim, dark; wears his own hair; is often at Clarkes, but seemingly for purposes of amusement only; [is nephew to the Procurator-Fiscal; is commercially sound, but has of late (it is supposed) been short of cash; has lost much at cock-fighting;] is proud, clever, of good repute, but is fond of adventures and secrecy, and keeps low company. Now, heres what I ask myself: heres this list of the family party that drop into Mother Clarkes; its been in the hands of these nincompoops for weeks, and Im the first to cry Queer Street! Two well-known cracksmen, Badger and the Dook! why, theres Jack in the Orchard at once. This here topsawyer work they talk about, of course thats a chalk above Badger and the Dook. But how about our Mohock-tradesman? Purposes of amusement! What next? Deacon of the Wrights? and wright in their damned lingo means a kind of carpenter, I fancy? Why, damme, its the mans trade! Ill look you up, Mr. William Brodie, Deacon of the Wrights. As sure as my names Jerry Hunt, I wouldnt take one-ninety-nine in gold for my chance of that ere two hundred!


SCENE III

Hunt; to him Jean

Hunt. Well, my dear, and how about your gentleman friend now? How about Deacon Brodie?

Jean. I dinna ken your name, sir, nor yet whae ye are; but this is a very poor employ for ony gentleman — it sets ill wi ony gentleman to cast my shame in my teeth.

Hunt. Lord love you, my dear, that aint my line of country. Suppose youre not married and churched a hundred thousand times, what odds to Jerry Hunt? Jerry, my Pamela Prue, is a cove as might be your parent; a cove renowned for the ladies friend [and hes dead certain to be on your side]. What I cant get over is this: heres this Mr. Deacon Brodie doing the genteel at home, and leaving a nice young oman like you — as a cove may say — to take it out on cold potatoes. Thats what I cant get over, Mrs. Watt. Im a family man myself; and I cant get over it.

Jean. And whae said that to ye? They leed whatever. I get naething but guid by him; and I had nae richt to gang to his house; and O, I just ken Ive been the ruin of him!

Hunt. Dont you take on, Mrs. Watt. Why, now I hear you piping up for him, I begin to think a lot of him myself. I like a cove to be open-handed and free.

Jean. Weel, sir, and hes a that.

Hunt. Well, that shows what a wicked world this is. Why, they told me — . Well, well, heres the open and and the appy art. And how much, my dear — speaking as a family man — now, how much might your gentleman friend stand you in the course of a year?

Jean. Whats your wull?

Hunt. Thats a mighty fancy shawl, Mrs. Watt. [I should like to take its next-door neighbour to Mrs. Hunt in King Street, Common Garden.] Whats about the figure?

Jean. Its paid for. Ye can sweir to that.

Hunt. Yes, my dear, and so is King Georges crown; but I dont know what it cost, and I dont know where the blunt came from to pay for it.

Jean. Im thinking yell be a vera clever gentleman.

Hunt. So I am, my dear; and I like you none the worse for being artful yourself. But between friends now, and speaking as a family man — 

Jean. Ill be wishin ye a fine nicht. (Curtsies and goes out.)


SCENE IV

Hunt (solus)

Hunt. Ah! thats it, is it? My fancy mans my ole delight, as we say in Bow Street. But which is the fancy man? George the Dock, or William the Deacon? One or both? (He winks solemnly.) Well, Jerry, my boy, heres your work cut out for you; but if you took one-nine-five for that ere little two hundred youd be a disgrace to the profession.


TABLEAU III. Mother Clarkes


SCENE I

The Stage represents a room of coarse and sordid appearance: settles, spittoons, etc.; sanded floor. A large table at back, where Ainslie, Hamilton, and others are playing cards and quarrelling. In front, L. and R. smaller tables, at one of which are Brodie and Moore, drinking. Mrs. Clarke and women serving.

Moore. Youve got the devils own luck, Deacon, thats what youve got.

Brodie. Luck! Dont talk of luck to a man like me! Why not say Ive the devils own judgment? Men of my stamp dont risk — they plan, Badger; they plan, and leave chance to such cattle as you [and Jingling Geordie. They make opportunities before they take them].

Moore. Youre artful, aint you?

Brodie. Should I be here else? When I leave my house I leave an alibi behind me. Im ill — ill with a jumping headache, and the fiends own temper. Im sick in bed this minute, and theyre all going about with the fear of death on them lest they should disturb the poor sick Deacon. [My bedroom door is barred and bolted like the bank — you remember! — and all the while the windows open, and the Deacons over the hills and far away. What do you think of me?]

Moore. Ive seen your sort before, I have.

Brodie. Not you. As for Leslies — 

Moore. That was a nick above you.

Brodie. Ay was it. He wellnigh took me red-handed; and that was better luck than I deserved. If Id not been drunk, and in my tantrums, youd never have got my hand within a thousand years of such a job.

Moore. Why not? Youre the King of the Cracksmen, aint you?

Brodie. Why not! He asks me why not! Gods, what a brain it is! Hark ye, Badger, its all very well to be King of the Cracksmen, as you call it; but however respectable he may have the misfortune to be, ones friend is ones friend, and as such must be severely let alone. What! shall there be no more honour among thieves than there is honesty among politicians? Why, man, if under heaven there were but one poor lock unpicked, and that the lock of one whose claret youve drunk, and who has babbled of woman across your own mahogany — that lock, sir, were entirely sacred. Sacred as the Kirk of Scotland; sacred as King George upon his throne; sacred as the memory of Bruce and Bannockburn.

Moore. Oh, rot! I aint a parson, I aint; I never had no college education. Business is business. Thats wots the matter with me.

Brodie. Ay, so we said when you lost that fight with Newcastle Jemmy, and sent us all home poor men. That was a nick above you.

Moore. Newcastle Jemmy! Muck: thats my opinion of him: muck. Ill mop the floor up with him any day, if so be as you or any on em ll make it worth my while. If not, muck! Thats my motto. Wot I now ses is, about that ere crib at Leslies, wos I right, I ses? or wos I wrong? Thats wots the matter with you.

Brodie. You are both right and wrong. You dared me to do it. I was drunk; I was upon my mettle; and I as good as did it. More than that, black-guardly as it was, I enjoyed the doing. He is my friend. He had dined with me that day, and I felt like a man in a story. I climbed his wall, I crawled along his pantry roof, I mounted his window-sill. That one turn of my wrist — you know it I — and the casement was open. It was as dark as the pit, and I thought Id won my wager, when, phewt! down went something inside, and down went somebody with it. I made one leap, and was off like a rocket. It was my poor friend in person; and if hed caught and passed me on to the watchman under the window, I should have felt no viler rogue than I feel just now.

Moore. I spose he knows you pretty well by this time?

Brodie. Tis the worst of friendship. Here, Kirsty, fill these glasses. Moore, heres better luck — and a more honourable plant! — next time.

Moore. Deacon, I looks towards you. But it looks thundering like rotten eggs, dont it?

Brodie. I think not. I was masked, for one thing, and for another I was as quick as lightning. He suspects me so little that he dined with me this very afternoon.

Moore. Anyway, you aint game to try it on again, Ill lay odds on that. Once bit, twice shy. Thats your motto.

Brodie. Right again. Ill put my alibi to a better use. And, Badger, one word in your ear: theres no Newcastle Jemmy about me. Drop the subject, and for good, or I shall drop you. (He rises, and walks backwards and forwards, a little unsteadily. Then returns, and sits L., as before.)


SCENE II

To these, Hunt, disguised

He is disguised as a flying stationer with a patch over his eye. He sits at table opposite Brodies and is served with bread and cheese and beer.

Hamilton (from behind). The deevil tak the cairts!

Ainslie. Hoot, man, dinna blame the cairts.

Moore. Look here, Deacon, I mean business, I do. (Hunt looks up at the name of Deacon.)

Brodie. Gad, Badger, I never meet you that you do not. [You have a set of the most commercial intentions!] You make me blush.

Moore. Thats all blazing fine, that is! But wot I ses is, wot about the chips? Thats what I ses. Im after that thundering old Excise Office, I am. Thats my motto.

Brodie. Tis a very good motto, and at your lips, Badger, it kind of warms my heart. But its not mine.

Moore. Muck! why not?

Brodie. Tis too big and too dangerous. I shirk King George; he has a fat pocket, but he has a long arm. [You pilfer sixpence from him, and its three hundred reward for you, and a hue and cry from Tophet to the stars.] It ceases to be business; it turns politics, and Im not a politician, Mr. Moore. (Rising.) Im only Deacon Brodie.

Moore. All right. I can wait.

Brodie (seeing Hunt). Ha, a new face, — and with a patch! [Theres nothing under heaven I like so dearly as a new face with a patch.] Who the devil, sir, are you that own it? And where did you get it? And how much will you take for it second-hand?

Hunt. Well, sir, to tell you the truth (Brodie bows) its not for sale. But its my own, and Ill drink your honours health in anything.

Brodie. An Englishman, too! Badger, behold a countryman. What are you, and what part of southern Scotland do you come from?

Hunt. Well, your honour, to tell you the honest truth — 

[Brodie (bowing). Your obleeged!]

Hunt. I knows a gentleman when I sees him, your honour [and, to tell your honour the truth — 

Brodie. Je vous baise les mains! (Bowing.)]

Hunt. A gentleman as is a gentleman, your honour [is always a gentleman, and to tell you the honest truth] — 

Brodie. Great heavens! answer in three words, and be hanged to you! What are you, and where are you from?

Hunt. A patter-cove from Seven Dials.

Brodie. Is it possible? All my life long have I been pining to meet with a patter-cove from Seven Dials! Embrace me, at a distance. [A patter-cove from Seven Dials!] Go, fill yourself as drunk as you dare, at my expense. Anything he likes, Mrs. Clarke. Hes a patter-cove from Seven Dials. Hillo! whats all this?

Ainslie. Dod, Im for nae mair! (At back, and rising.)

Players. Sit down, Ainslie. — Sit down, Andra. — Ma revenge!

Ainslie. Na, na, Im for canny goin. (Coming forward with bottle.) Deacon, lets see your gless.

Brodie. Not an inch of it.

Moore. No rotten shirking, Deacon!

[Ainslie. Im sayin, man, lets see your gless.

Brodie. Go to the deuce!]

Ainslie. But Im sayin — 

Brodie. Havent I to play to-night?

Ainslie. But, man, yell drink to bonnie Jean Watt?

Brodie. Ay, Ill follow you there. A la reine de mes amours! (Drinks.) What fiend put this in your way, you hound? Youve filled me with raw stuff. By the muckle deil! — 

Moore. Dont hit him, Deacon; tell his mother.

Hunt (aside). Oho!


SCENE III

To these, Smith, Rivers.

Smith. Wheres my beloved? Deakin, my beauty, where are you? Come to the arms of George, and let him introduce you. Capting Starlight Rivers! Capting, the Deakin: Deakin, the Capting. An English nobleman on the grand tour, to open his mind, by the Lard!

Rivers. Stupendiously pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Deakin, split me!

[Brodie. We dont often see Englands heroes our way, Captain, but when we do, we make them infernally welcome.

Rivers. Prettily put, sink me! A demned genteel sentiment, stap my vitals!]

Brodie. Oh Captain! you flatter me. [We Scotsmen have our qualities, I suppose, but we are but rough and ready at the best. Theres nothing like your Englishman for genuine distinction. He is nearer France than we are, and smells of his neighbourhood. That d — d thing, the je ne sais quoi, too! Lard, Lard, split me! stap my vitals! O such manners are pure, pure, pure. They are, by the shade of Claude Duval!]

Rivers. Mr. Deakin, Mr. Deakin [this is passatively too much]. What will you sip? Give it the hanar of a neam.

Brodie. By these most hanarable hands now, Captain, you shall not. On such an occasion I could play host with Lucifer himself. Here, Clarke, Mother Midnight! Down with you, Captain! (forcing him boisterously into a chair.) I dont know if you can lie, but, sink me! you shall sit. (Drinking, etc., in dumb-show.)

Moore (aside to Smith). Weve nobbled him, Geordie!

Smith (aside to Moore). As neat as ninepence! Hes taking it down like mothers milk. But therell be wigs on the green to-morrow, Badger! Itll be tuppence and toddle with George Smith.

Moore. O muck! Whos afraid of him? (To Ainslie.) Hang on, Slinkie.

Hunt (who is feigning drunkenness, and has overheard; aside). By jingo!

[Rivers. Will you sneeze, Mr. Deakin, sir?

Brodie. Thanks; I have all the vices, Captain. You must send me some of your rappee. It is passatively perfect.]

Rivers. Mr. Deakin, I do myself the hanar of a sip to you.

Brodie. Topsy-turvy with the can!

Moore (aside to Smith). That made him wink.

Brodie. Your high and mighty hand, my Captain! Shall we dice — dice — dice? (Dumb-show between them.)

Ainslie (aside to Moore). Im sayin — ?

Moore. Whats up now?

Ainslie. Im no to gie him the coggit dice?

Moore. The square ones, rot you! Aint he got to lose every brass farden?

Ainslie. Whatll like be my share?

Moore. You mucking well leave that to me.

Rivers. Well, Mr. Deakin, if you passatively will have me shake a helbow — 

Brodie. Where are the bones, Ainslie? Where are the dice, Lord George? (Ainslie gives the dice and dice-box to Brodie; and privately a second pair of dice.) Old Fortunes counters the bonnie money-catching, money-breeding bones! Hark to their dry music! Scotland against England! Sit round, you tame devils, and put your coins on me!

Smith. Easy does it, my lord of high degree! Keep cool.

Brodie. Cools the word, Captain — a cool twenty on the first?

Rivers. Done and done. (They play.)

Hunt (aside to Moore, a little drunk). Aint that ere Scotch gentleman, your friend, too drunk to play, sir?

Moore. You hold your jaw; thats whats the matter with you.

Ainslie. Hes waur nor he looks. Hes knockit the box aff the table.

Smith (picking up box). Thats the way we does it. Ten to one and no takers!

Brodie. Deuces again! More liquor, Mother Clarke!

Smith. Hooray our side! (Pouting out.) George and his pal for ever!

Brodie. Deuces again, by heaven! Another?

Rivers. Done!

Brodie. Ten more; moneys made to go. On with you!

Rivers. Sixes.

Brodie. Deuce-ace. Death and judgment? Double or quits?

Rivers. Drive on! Sixes.

Smith. Fire away, brave boys! (To Moore) Its Tally-ho-the-Grinder, Hump!

Brodie. Treys! Death and the pit! How much have you got there?

Rivers. A cool forty-five.

Brodie. I play you thrice the lot.

Rivers. Whos afraid?

Smith. Stand by, Badger!

Rivers. Cinq-ace.

Brodie. My turn now. (He juggles in and uses the second pair of dice.) Aces! Aces again! Whats this? (Picking up dice.) Sold! . . . You play false, you hound!

Rivers. You lie!

Brodie. In your teeth. (Overturns table, and goes for him.)

Moore. Here, none o that. (They hold him back. Struggle.)

Smith. Hold on, Deacon!

Brodie. Let me go. Hands off, I say! Ill not touch him. (Stands weighing dice in his hand.) But as for that thieving whinger, Ainslie, Ill cut his throat between this dark and to-morrows. To the bone. (Addressing the company.) Rogues, rogues, rogues! (Singing without.) Ha! whats that?

Ainslie. Its the psalm-singing up by at the Holy Weavers. And O Deacon, if yere a Christian man — 

The Psalm Without: — 

Lord, who shall stand, if Thou, O Lord,
Shouldst mark iniquity?
But yet with Thee forgiveness is,
That feared Thou mayst be.

Brodie. I think Ill go. My son the Deacon was aye regular at kirk. If the old man could see his son, the Deacon! I think Ill — Ay, who shall stand? Theres the rub! And forgiveness, too? Theres a long word for you! I learnt it all lang syne, and now . . . hell and ruin are on either hand of me, and the devil has me by the leg. My son, the Deacon . . . ! Eh, God! but theres no fool like an old fool! (Becoming conscious of the others.) Rogues!

Smith. Take my arm, Deacon.

Brodie. Down, dog, down! [Stay and be drunk with your equals.] Gentlemen and ladies, I have already cursed you pretty heavily. Let me do myself the pleasure of wishing you — a very — good evening. (As he goes out, Hunt, who has been staggering about in the crowd, falls on a settle, as about to sleep.)



Act-Drop.


ACT II.


TABLEAU IV. Evil and Good

The Stage represents the Deacons workshop; benches, shavings, tools, boards, and so forth. Doors, C. on the street, and L. into the house. Without, church bells; not a chime, but a slow broken tocsin.


SCENE I

Brodie (solus). My head! my head! Its the sickness of the grave. And those bells go on . . . go on! . . . inexorable as death and judgment. [There they go; the trumpets of respectability, sounding encouragement to the world to do and spare not, and not to be found out. Found out! And to those who are they toll as when a man goes to the gallows.] Turn where I will are pitfalls hell-deep. Mary and her dowry; Jean and her child — my child; the dirty scoundrel Moore; my uncle and his trust; perhaps the man from Bow Street. Debt, vice, cruelty, dishonour, crime; the whole canting, lying, double-dealing, beastly business! My son the Deacon — Deacon of the Wrights! My thoughts sicken at it. [Oh the Deacon, the Deacon! Wheres a hat for the Deacon? wheres a hat for the Deacons headache? (searching). This place is a piggery. To be respectable and not to find ones hat.)


SCENE II

To him, Jean, a baby in her shawl. C.

Jean (who has entered silently during the Deacons last words). Its me, Wullie.

Brodie (turning upon her). What! You here again? [you again!]

Jean. Deacon, Im unco vexed.

Brodie. Do you know what you do? Do you know what you risk? [Is there nothing — nothing! — will make you spare me this idiotic, wanton prosecution?]

Jean. I was wrong to come yestreen; I ken that fine. But the day its different; I but to come the day, Deacon, though I ken fine its the Sabbath, and I think shame to be seen upon the streets.

Brodie. See here, Jean. You must go now. I come to you to-night; I swear that. But now Im for the road.

Jean. No till youve heard me, William Brodie. Do ye think I came to pleasure mysel, where Im no wanted? Ive a pride o my ains.

Brodie. Jean, I am going now. If you please to stay on alone, in this house of mine, where I wish I could say you are welcome, stay (going).

Jean. Its the man frae Bow Street.

Brodie. Bow Street?

Jean. I thocht ye would hear me. Ye think little o me; but its mebbe a braw thing for you that I think sae muckle o William Brodie . . . ill as it sets me.

Brodie. [You dont know what is on my mind, Jeannie, else you would forgive me.] Bow Street?

Jean. Its the man Hunt: him that was here yestreen for the Fiscal.

Brodie. Hunt?

Jean. He kens a hantle. He . . . Ye maunna be angered wi me, Wullie! I said what I shouldna.

Brodie. Said? Said what?

Jean. Just that ye were a guid frien to me. He made believe he was awful sorry for me, because ye gied me nae siller; and I said, Wha tellt him that? and that he leed.

Brodie. God knows he did! What next?

Jean. He was that soft-spoken, butter wouldna melt in his mouth; and he keept aye harp, harpin; but after that let out, he got neither black nor white frae me. Just that ae word and nae mair; and at the hinder end he just speired straucht out, whaur it was ye got your siller frae.

Brodie. Where I got my siller?

Jean. Ay, that was it! You ken, says he.

Brodie. Did he? and what said you?

Jean. I couldna think on naething, but just that he was a gey and clever gentleman.

Brodie. You should have said I was in trade, and had a good business. Thats what you should have said. Thats what you would have said had you been worth your salt. But its blunder, blunder, outside and in [upstairs, downstairs, and in my ladys chamber]. You women! Did he see Smith?

Jean. Ay, and kennt him.

Brodie. Damnation! — No, Im not angry with you. But you see what Ive to endure for you. Dont cry. [Heres the devil at the door, and we must bar him out as best we can.]

Jean. Gods truth, ye are nae vexed wi me?

Brodie. Gods truth, I am grateful to you. How is the child? Well? Thats right. (Peeping.) Poor wee laddie! Hes like you, Jean.

Jean. I aye thocht he was liker you.

Brodie. Is he? Perhaps he is. Ah, Jeannie, you must see and make him a better man than his father.

Jean. Eh man, Deacon, the proud wumman Ill be gin hes only half sae guid.

Brodie. Well, well, if I win through this, well see what we can do for him between us. (Leading her out, C.) And now, go — go — go.

Lawson (without, L.). I ken the way, I ken the way.

Jean (starring to door). Its the Fiscal; Im awa. (Brodie, L.).


SCENE III

To these, Lawson, L.

Lawson. A braw day this, William. (Seeing Jean.) Eh Mistress Watt? And whatll have brocht you here?

Brodie (seated on bench). Something, uncle, she lost last night, and she thinks that something she lost is here. Voilà.

Lawson. Why are ye no at the kirk, woman? Do ye gang to the kirk?

Jean. Im mebbe no what ye would just ca reglar. Ye see, Fiscal, its the wean.

Lawson. A bairns an excuse; I ken that fine, Mistress Watt. But bairn or nane, my woman, ye should be at the kirk. Awa wi ye! Hear to the bells; theyre ringing in. (Jean curtsies to both, and goes out C. The bells which have been ringing quicker, cease.)


SCENE IV

Lawson (to Brodie, returning C. from door). Mulier formosa superne, William: a braw lass, and a decent woman forbye.

Brodie. Im no judge, Procurator, but Ill take your word for it. Is she not a tenant of yours?

Lawson. Ay, ay; a bit house on my land in Libertons Wynd. Her mans awa, puir body; or they tell me sae; and Im concerned for her [shes unco bonnie to be left her lane]. But it sets me brawly to be finding faut wi the puir lass, and me an elder, and should be at the plate. [Therell be twa words about this in the Kirk Session.] However, its nane of my business that brings me, or I should tak the mair shame to mysel. Na, sir, its for you; its your business keeps me frae the kirk.

Brodie. My business, Procurator? I rejoice to see it in such excellent hands.

Lawson. Ye see, its this way. I had a crack wi the laddie, Leslie, inter pocula (he took a stirrup-cup wi me), and he tells me he has askit Mary, and she was to speak to ye hersel. O, ye needna look sae gash. Did she speak? and whatll you have said to her?

Brodie. She has not spoken; I have said nothing; and I believe I asked you to avoid the subject.

Lawson. Ay, I made a note o that observation, William [and assoilzied mysel]. Marys a guid lass, and Im her uncle, and Im here to be answered. Is it to be ay or no?

Brodie. Its to be no. This marriage must be quashed; and hark ye, Procurator, you must help me.

Lawson. Me? yere daft! And what for why?

Brodie. Because Ive spent the trust-money, and I cant refund it.

Lawson. Ye reprobate deevil!

Brodie. Have a care, Procurator. No wry words!

Lawson. Do you say it to my face, sir? Dod, sir, Im the Crown Prosecutor.

Brodie. Right. The Prosecutor for the Crown. And where did you get your brandy?

Lawson. Eh?

Brodie. Your brandy! Your brandy man! Where do you get your brandy? And you a Crown official and an elder!

Lawson. Whaur the deevil did ye hear that?

Brodie. Rogues all! Rogues all, Procurator!

Lawson. Ay, ay. Lord save us! Guidsake, to think o that noo! . . . Can ye give me some o that Cognac? Im . . . Im sort o shaken, William, Im sort o shaken. Thank you, William! (Looking, piteously at glass.) Nunc est bibendum. (Drinks.) Troth, Im set ajee a bit. Wha the deevil tauld ye?

Brodie. Ask no questions, brother. We are a pair.

Lawson. Pair, indeed! Pair, William Brodie! Upon my saul, sir, yere a brazen-faced man that durst say it to my face! Tak you care, my bonnie young man, that your craig doesna feel the wecht o your hurdies. Keep the plainstanes side o the gallows. Via trita, via tuta, William Brodie!

Brodie. And the brandy, Procurator? and the brandy?

Lawson. Ay . . . weel . . . bet sae! Let the brandy bide, man, let the brandy bide! But for you and the trust-money . . . damned! Its felony. Tutor in rem suam, ye ken, tutor in rem suam. But O man, Deacon, whaur is the siller?

Brodie. Its gone — O how the devil should I know? But itll never come back.

Lawson. Dear, dear! A gone to the winds o heaven! Sae yere an extravagant dog, too. Prodigus et furiosus! And that puir lass — eh, Deacon, man, that puir lass! I mind her such a bonny bairn.

Brodie (stopping his ears). Brandy, brandy, brandy, brandy, brandy

Lawson. William Brodie, monys the long day that Ive believed in you; prood, prood was I to be the Deacons uncle; and a sore hearing have I had of it the day. Thats past; thats past like Flodden Field; its an auld sang noo, and Im an aulder man than when I crossed your door. But mark ye this — mark ye this, William Brodie, I may be no sae guids I should be; but theres no a saul between the east sea and the wast can lift his een to God that made him, and say I wranged him as ye wrang that lassie. I bless God, William Brodie — ay, though he was like my brother — I bless God that he that got ye has the hand of death upon his hearing, and can win into his grave a happier man than me. And ye speak to me, sir? Think shame — think shame upon your heart!

Brodie. Rogues all!

Lawson. Youre the son of my sister, William Brodie. Mair than that I stop not to inquire. If the siller is spent, and the honour tint — Lord help us, and the honour tint! — sae be it, I maun bow the head. Ruin shallna come by me. Na, and Ill say mair, William; we have a our weary sins upon our backs, and maybe I have mair than mony. But, man, if ye could bring half the jointure . . . [potius quam pereas] . . . for your mithers son? Na? You couldna bring the half? Weel, weel, its a sair heart I have this day, a sair heart and a weary. If I were a better man mysel . . . but there, there, its a sair heart that I have gotten. And the Lord kens Ill help ye if I can. [Potius quam pereas.]


SCENE V

Brodie. Sore hearing, does he say? My hands wet. But its victory. Shall it be go? or stay? [I should show them all I can, or they may pry closer than they ought.] Shall I have it out and be done with it? To see Mary at once [to carry bastion after bastion at the charge] — there were the true safety after all! Hurry — hurrys the road to silence now. Let them once get tattling in their parlours, and its death to me. For Im in a cruel corner now. Im down, and I shall get my kicking soon and soon enough. I began it in the lust of life, in a hey-day of mystery and adventure. I felt it great to be a bolder, craftier rogue than the drowsy citizen that called himself my fellow-man. [It was meat and drink to know him in the hollow of my hand, hoarding that I and mine might squander, pinching that we might wax fat.] It was in the laughter of my heart that I tip-toed into his greasy privacy. I forced the strong-box at his ear while he sprawled beside his wife. He was my butt, my ape, my jumping-jack. And now . . . O fool, fool! [Duped by such knaves as are a shame to knavery, crimes rabble, hells tatterdemalions!] Shorn to the quick! Rooked to my vitals! And I must thieve for my daily bread like any crawling blackguard in the gutter. And my sister . . . my kind, innocent sister! She will come smiling to me with her poor little love-story, and I must break her heart. Broken hearts, broken lives! . . . I should have died before.


SCENE VI

Brodie, Mary

Mary (tapping without). Can I come in, Will?

Brodie. O yes, come in, come in! (Mary enters.) I wanted to be quiet, but it doesnt matter, I see. You women are all the same.

Mary. O no, Will, theyre not all so happy, and theyre not all Brodies. But Ill be a woman in one thing. For Ive come to claim your promise, dear; and Im going to be petted and comforted and made much of, altho I dont need it, and . . . Why, Will, whats wrong with you? You look . . . I dont know what you look like.

Brodie. O nothing! A splitting head and an aching heart. Well! youve come to speak to me. Speak up. What is it? Come, girl! What is it? Cant you speak?

Mary. Why, Will, what is the matter?

Brodie. I thought you had come to tell me something. Here I am. For Gods sake out with it, and dont stand beating about the bush.

Mary. O be kind, be kind to me.

Brodie. Kind? I am kind. Im only ill and worried, cant you see? Whimpering? I knew it! Sit down, you goose! Where do you women get your tears?

Mary. Why are you so cross with me? Oh, Will, you have forgot your sister! Remember, dear, that I have nobody but you. Its your own fault, Will, if youve taught me to come to you for kindness, for I always found it. And I mean you shall be kind to me again. I know you will, for this is my great need, and the day Ive missed my mother sorest. Just a nice look, dear, and a soft tone in your voice, to give me courage, for I can tell you nothing till I know that youre my own brother once again.

Brodie. If youd take a hint, youd put it off till to-morrow. But I suppose you wont. On, then, Im listening. Im listening!

Mary. Mr. Leslie has asked me to be his wife.

Brodie. He has, has he?

Mary. And I have consented.

Brodie. And . . . ?

Mary. You can say that to me? And that is all you have to say?

Brodie. O no, not all.

Mary. Speak out, sir. I am not afraid.

Brodie. I suppose you want my consent?

Mary. Can you ask?

Brodie. I didnt know. You seem to have got on pretty well without it so far.

Mary. O shame on you! shame on you!

Brodie. Perhaps you may be able to do without it altogether. I hope so. For youll never have it. . . . Mary! . . . I hate to see you look like that. If I could say anything else, believe me, I would say it. But I have said all; every word is spoken; theres the end.

Mary. It shall not be the end. You owe me explanation; and Ill have it.

Brodie. Isnt my No enough, Mary?

Mary. It might be enough for me; but it is not, and it cannot be, enough for him. He has asked me to be his wife; he tells me his happiness is in my hands — poor hands, but they shall not fail him, if my poor heart should break! If he has chosen and set his hopes upon me, of all women in the world, I shall find courage somewhere to be worthy of the choice. And I dare you to leave this room until you tell me all your thoughts — until you prove that this is good and right.

Brodie. Good and right? They are strange words, Mary. I mind the time when it was good and right to be your fathers daughter and your brothers sister . . . Now! . . .

Mary. Have I changed? Not even in thought. My father, Walter says, shall live and die with us. He shall only have gained another son. And you — you know what he thinks of you; you know what I would do for you.

Brodie. Give him up.

Mary. I have told you: not without a reason.

Brodie. You must.

Mary. I will not.

Brodie. What if I told you that you could only compass your happiness and his at the price of my ruin?

Mary. Your ruin?

Brodie. Even so.

Mary. Ruin!

Brodie. It has an ugly sound, has it not?

Mary. O Willie, what have you done? What have you done? What have you done?

Brodie. I cannot tell you, Mary. But you may trust me. You must give up this Leslie . . . and at once. It is to save me.

Mary. I would die for you, dear, you know that. But I cannot be false to him. Even for you, I cannot be false to him.

Brodie. We shall see. Let me take you to your room. Come. And, remember, it is for your brothers sake. It is to save me.

Mary. I am true Brodie. Give me time, and you shall not find me wanting. But it is all so sudden . . . so strange and dreadful! You will give me time, will you not? I am only a woman, and . . . O my poor Walter! It will break his heart! It will break his heart! (A knock.)

Brodie. You hear!

Mary. Yes, yes. Forgive me. I am going. I will go. It is to save you, is it not? To save you. Walter . . . Mr. Leslie . . . O Deacon, Deacon, God forgive you! (She goes out.)

Brodie. Amen. But will He?


SCENE VII

Brodie, Hunt

Hunt (hat in hand). Mr. Deacon Brodie, I believe?

Brodie. I am he, Mr. — 

Hunt. Hunt, sir; an officer from Sir John Fielding of Bow Street.

Brodie. There can be no better passport than the name. In what can I serve you?

Hunt. Youll excuse me, Mr. Deacon.

Brodie. Your duty excuses you, Mr. Hunt.

Hunt. Your obedient. The fact is, Mr. Deacon [we in the office see a good deal of the lives of private parties; and I neednt tell a gentleman of your experience its part of our duty to hold our tongues. Now], its come to my knowledge that you are a trifle jokieous. Of course I know there aint any harm in that. Ive been young myself, Mr. Deacon, and speaking — 

Brodie. O, but pardon me. Mr. Hunt, I am not going to discuss my private character with you.

Hunt. To be sure you aint. [And do I blame you? Not me.] But, speaking as one man of the world to another, you naturally see a great deal of bad company.

Brodie. Not half so much as you do. But I see what youre driving at; and if I can illuminate the course of justice, you may command me. (He sits, and motions Hunt to do likewise.)

Hunt. I was dead sure of it; and and upon art, Mr. Deacon, I thank you. Now (consulting pocket-book), did you ever meet a certain George Smith?

Brodie. The fellow they call Jingling Geordie? (Hunt nods.) Yes.

Hunt. Bad character.

Brodie. Let us say . . . disreputable.

Hunt. Any means of livelihood?

Brodie. I really cannot pretend to guess, I have met the creature at cock-fights [which, as you know, are my weakness]. Perhaps he bets.

Hunt. [Mr. Deacon, from what I know of the gentleman, I should say that if he dont — if he aint open to any mortal thing — he aint the man I mean.] He used to be about with a man called Badger Moore.

Brodie. The boxer?

Hunt. Thats him. Know anything of him?

Brodie. Not much. I lost five pieces on him in a fight; and I fear he sold his backers.

Hunt. Speaking as one admirer of the noble art to another, Mr. Deacon, the losers always do. I suppose the Badger cockfights like the rest of us?

Brodie. I have met him in the pit.

Hunt. Well, its a pretty sport. Im as partial to a main as anybody.

Brodie. Its not an elegant taste, Mr. Hunt.

Hunt. It costs as much as though it was. And that reminds me, speaking as one sportsman to another, Mr. Deacon, I was sorry to hear that youve been dropping a hatful of money lately.

Brodie. You are very good.

Hunt. Four hundred in three months, they tell me.

Brodie. Ah!

Hunt. So they say, sir.

Brodie. They have a perfect right to say so, Mr. Hunt.

Hunt. And you to do the other thing? Well, Im a good hand at keeping close myself.

Brodie. I am not consulting you, Mr. Hunt; tis you who are consulting me. And if there is nothing else (rising) in which I can pretend to serve you . . . ?

Hunt (rising). Thats about all, sir, unless you can put me on to anything good in the way of heckle and spur? Id try to look in.

Brodie. O, come, Mr. Hunt, if you have nothing to do, frankly and flatly I have. This is not the day for such a conversation; and so good-bye to you. (A knocking, C.)

Hunt. Servant, Mr. Deacon. (Smith and Moore, without waiting to be answered, open and enter, C. They are well into the room before they observe Hunt.) [Talk of the Devil, sir!]

Brodie. What brings you here? (Smith and Moore, confounded by the officers presence, slouch together to right of door. Hunt, stopping as he goes out, contemplates the pair, sarcastically. This is supported by Moore with sullen bravado; by Smith, with cringing airiness.)

Hunt (digging Smith in the ribs). Why, you are the very parties I was looking for! (He goes out, C.)


SCENE VIII

Brodie, Moore, Smith

Moore. Wot was that cove here about?

Brodie (with folded arms, half-sitting on bench). He was here about you.

Smith (still quite discountenanced). About us? Scissors! And what did you tell him?

Brodie (same attitude). I spoke of you as I have found you. [I told him you were a disreputable hound, and that Moore had crossed a fight.] I told him you were a drunken ass, and Moore an incompetent and dishonest boxer.

Moore. Look here, Deacon! Wots up? Wot I ses is, if a coves got any thundering grudge agin a cove, why cant he spit it out, I ses.

Brodie. Here are my answers (producing purse and dice). These are both too light. This purse is empty, these dice are not loaded. Is it indiscretion to inquire how you share? Equal with the Captain, I presume?

Smith. Its as easy as my eye, Deakin. Slink Ainslie got letting the merry glass go round, and didnt know the right bones from the wrong. Thats hall.

Brodie. [What clumsy liars you are!

Smith. In boyhoods hour, Deakin, he were called Old Truthful. Little did he think — ]

Brodie. What is your errand?

Moore. Business.

Smith. After the melancholy games of last night, Deakin, which no one deplores so much as George Smith, we thought wed trot round — didnt us, Hump? and see how you and your bankers was a-getting on.

Brodie. Will you tell me your errand?

Moore. Youre dry, aint you?

Brodie. Am I?

Moore. We aint none of us got a stiver, thats wots the matter with us.

Brodie. Is it?

Moore. Ay, strike me, it is! And wot weve got to is to put up the Excise.

Smith. Its the last plant in the shrubbery Deakin, and its breaking George the gardeners heart, it is. We really must!

Brodie. Must we?

Moore. Musts the thundering word. I mean business, I do.

Brodie. Thats lucky. I dont.

Moore. O, you dont, dont you?

Brodie. I do not.

Moore. Then praps youll tell us wot you thundering well do?

Brodie. What do I mean? I mean that you and that merry-andrew shall walk out of this room and this house. Do you suppose, you blockheads, that I am blind? Im the Deacon, am I not? Ive been your king and your commander. Ive led you, and fed you, and thought for you with this head. And you think to steal a march upon a man like me? I see you through and through [I know you like the clock]; I read your thoughts like print. Brodie, you thought, has money, and wont do the job. Therefore, you thought, we must rook him to the heart. And therefore, you put up your idiot cockney. And now you come round, and dictate, and think sure of your Excise? Sure? Are you sure Ill let you pack with a whole skin? By my soul, but Ive a mind to pistol you like dogs. Out of this! Out, I say, and soil my home no more.

Moore (sitting). Now look ere. Mr. bloody Deacon Brodie, you see this ere chair of yours, dont you? Wot I ses to you is, here I am, I ses, and here I mean to stick. Thats my motto. Who the devil are you to do the high and mighty? You make all you can out of us, dont you? and when one of your plants get cross, you order us out of the ken? Muck! Thats wot I think of you. Muck! Dont you get coming the nob over me, Mr. Deacon Brodie, or Ill smash you.

Brodie. You will?

Moore. Ay will I. If I thundering well swing for it. And as for clearing out? Muck! Here I am, and here I stick. Clear out? You try it on. Im a man, I am.

Brodie. This is plain speaking.

Moore. Plain? Wot about your father as cant walk? Wot about your fine-madam sister? Wot about the stone-jug, and the dock, and the rope in the open street? Is that plain? If it aint, you let me know, and Ill spit it out so as itll raise the roof off this ere ken. Plain! Im that coves master, and Ill make it plain enough for him.

Brodie. What do you want of me?

Moore. Wot do I want of you? Now you speak sense. Leslies is wot I want of you. The Excise is wot I want of you. Leslies to-night and the Excise to-morrow. Thats wot I want of you, and wot I thundering well mean to get.

Brodie. Damn you!

Moore. Amen. But youve got your orders.

Brodie (with pistol). Orders? hey? orders?

Smith (between them). Deacon, Deacon! — Badger, are you mad?

Moore. Muck! Thats my motto. Wot I ses is, has he got his orders or has he not? Thats wots the matter with him.

Smith. Deacon, half a tick. Humphrey, Im only a light weight, and you fight at twelve stone ten, but Im damned if Im going to stand still and see you hitting a pal when hes down.

Moore. Muck! Thats wot I think of you.

Smith. Hes a cut above us, aint he? He never sold his backers, did he? We couldnt have done without him, could we? You dry up about his old man, and his sister; and dont go on hitting a pal when hes knocked out of time and cannot hit back, for, damme, I will not stand it.

Moore. Amen to you. But Im cock of this here thundering walk, and that coves got his orders.

Brodie (putting pistol on bench). I give in. I will do your work for you once more. Leslies to-night and the Excise to-morrow. If that is enough, if you have no more . . . orders, you may count it as done.

Moore. Fen larks. No rotten shirking, mind.

Brodie. I have passed you my word. And now you have said what you came to say, you must go. I have business here; but two hours hence I am at your . . . orders. Where shall I await you?

Moore. What about that womans place of yours?

Brodie. Your will is my law.

Moore. Thats good enough. Now, Dock.

Smith. Bye-bye, my William. Dont forget.


SCENE IX

Brodie. Trust me. No man forgets his vice, you dogs, or forgives it either. It must be done: Leslies to-night and the Excise to-morrow. It shall be done. This settles it. They used to fetch and carry for me, and now . . . Ive licked their boots, have I? Im their man, their tool, their chattel. Its the bottom rung of the ladder of shame. I sound with my foot, and theres nothing underneath but the black emptiness of damnation. Ah, Deacon, Deacon, and so this is where youve been travelling all these years; and its for this that you learned French! The gallows . . . God help me, it begins to dog me like my shadow. Theres a step to take! And the jerk upon your spine! Hows a man to die with a night-cap on? Ive done with this. Over yonder, across the great ocean, is a new land, with new characters, and perhaps new lives. The sun shines, and the bells ring, and its a place where men live gladly; and the Deacon himself can walk without terror, and begin again like a new-born child. It must be good to see day again and not to fear; it must be good to be ones self with all men. Happy like a child, wise like a man, free like Gods angels . . . should I work these hands off and eat crusts, there were a life to make me young and good again. And its only over the sea! O man, you have been blind, and now your eyes are opened. It was half a lifes nightmare, and now you are awake. Up, Deacon, up, its hope thats at the window! Mary! Mary! Mary!


SCENE X

Brodie, Mary, Old Brodie

(Brodie has fallen into a chair, with his face upon the table. Enter Mary, by the side door pushing her fathers chair. She is supposed to have advanced far enough for stage purposes before Brodie is aware of her. He starts up, and runs to her.)

Brodie. Look up, my lass, look up, and be a woman! I . . . O kiss me, Mary I give me a kiss for my good news.

Mary. Good news, Will? Is it changed?

Brodie. Changed? Why, the worlds a different colour! It was night, and now its broad day and I trust myself again. You must wait, dear, wait, and I must work and work; and before the week is out, as sure as God sees me, Ill have made you happy. O you may think me broken, hounds, but the Deacons not the man to be run down; trust him, he shall turn a corner yet, and leave you snarling! And you, Poll, you. Ive done nothing for you yet; but, please God, Ill make your life a life of gold; and wherever I am, Ill have a part in your happiness, and youll know it, by heaven! and bless me.

Mary. O Willie, look at him; I think he hears you, and is trying to be glad with us.

Brodie. My son — Deacon — better man than I was.

Brodie. O for Gods sake, hear him!

Mary. He is quite happy, Will, and so am I . . . so am I.

Brodie. Hear me, Mary. This is a big moment in our two lives. I swear to you by the father here between us that it shall not be fault of mine if this thing fails; if this ship founders you have set your hopes in. I swear it by our father; I swear it by Gods judgments.

Mary. I want no oaths, Will.

Brodie. No, but I do. And prayers, Mary, prayers. Pray night and day upon your knees. I must move mountains.

Old Brodie. A wise son maketh — maketh — 

Brodie. A glad father? And does your son, the Deacon, make you glad? O heaven of heavens, if I were a good man.



Act-Drop


ACT III.


TABLEAU V. Kings Evidence

The Stage represents a public place in Edinburgh.


SCENE I

Jean, Smith, and Moore

(They loiter in L., and stand looking about as for somebody not there. Smith is hat in hand to Jean; Moore as usual.)

Moore. Wot did I tell you? Is he ere, or aint he? Now, then. Slink by name and Slink by nature, thats wots the matter with him.

Jean. Hell no be lang; hes regular enough, if that was a.

Moore. Id regular him; Id break his back.

Smith. Badger, you brute, you hang on to the lessons of your dancing-master. None but the genteel deserves the fair; does they, Duchess?

Moore. O rot! Did I insult the blowen? Wots the matter with me is Slink Ainslie.

Smith. All right, old Crossed-in-love. Give him forty winks, and hell turn up as fresh as clean sawdust and as respectable as a new Bible.

Moore. Thats right enough; but I aint agoing to stand here all day for him. Im for a drop of something short, I am. You tell him I showed you that (showing his doubled fist). Thats wots the matter with him. (He lurches out, R.)


SCENE II

Smith and Jean, to whom Hunt, and afterwards Moore

Smith (critically). No, Duchess, he has not good manners.

Jean. Ay, hes an impident man.

Smith. So he is, Jean; and for the matter of that he aint the only one.

Jean. Geordie, I want nae mair o your nonsense, mind.

Smith. Theres our old particular the Deacon, now. Why is he ashamed of a lovely woman? Thats not my idea of the Young Chevalier, Jean. If I had luck, we should be married, and retire to our estates in the country, shouldnt us? and go to church and be happy, like the nobility and gentry.

Jean. Geordie Smith, div ye mean yed mairry me?

Smith. Mean it? What else has ever been the umble petition of your honest but well-meaning friend, Roman, and fellow-countryman? I know the Deacons your man, and I know hes a cut above G. S.; but he wont last, Jean, and I shall.

Jean. Ay, Im muckle taen up wi him; wha could help it?

Smith. Well, and my sort dont grow on apple-trees either.

Jean. Yere a fine, cracky, neebourly body, Geordie, if ye wad just let me be.

Smith. I know I aint a Scotchman born.

Jean. I dinna think sae muckle the waur o ye even for that; if ye would just let me be.

[Hunt (entering behind, aside). Are they thick? Anyhow, its a second chance.]

Smith. But he wont last, Jean, and when he leaves you, you come to me. Is that your taste in pastry? Thats the kind of harticle that I present.

Hunt (surprising them as in Tableau I.). Why, youre the very parties I was looking for!

Jean. Mercy me!

Smith. Damn it, Jerry, this is unkind.

Hunt. [Now this is what I call a picter of good fortune.] Aint it strange I should have dropped across you comfortable and promiscuous like this?

Jean (stolidly). I hope yere middling weel, Mr. Hunt? (Going.) Mr. Smith!

Smith. Mrs. Watt, maam! (Going.)

Hunt. Hold hard, George. Speaking as one ladys man to another, turn abouts fair play. Youve had your confab, and now Im going to have mine. [Not that Ive done with you; you stand by and wait.] Ladies first, George, ladies first; thats the size of it. (To Jean, aside.) Now, Mrs. Watt, I take it you aint a natural fool?

Jean. And thank ye kindly, Mr. Hunt.

Smith (interfering). Jean . . . !

Hunt (keeping him off). Half a tick, George. (To Jean.) Mrs. Watt, Ive a warrant in my pocket. One, two, three: will you peach?

Jean. Whaten kind of a wordll that be?

Smith. Mum it is, Jean!

Hunt. When youve done dancing, George! (To Jean.) It aint a pretty expression, my dear, I own it. Will you blow the gaff? is perhaps more tenderer.

Jean. I think yeve a real strange way o expressin yoursel.

Hunt (to Jean). I cant waste time on you, my girl. Its now or never. Will you turn kings evidence?

Jean. I think yell have made a mistake, like.

Hunt. Well, Im . . . ! (Separating them.) [No, not yet; dont push me.] Georges turn now. (To George.) George, Ive a warrant in my pocket.

Smith. As per usual, Jerry?

Hunt. Now I want kings evidence.

Smith. Ah! so you came a cropper with her, Jerry. Pride had a fall.

Hunt. A free pardon and fifty shiners down.

Smith. A free pardon, Jerry?

Hunt. Dont I tell you so?

Smith. And fifty down? fifty?

Hunt. On the nail.

Smith. So you came a cropper with her, and then you tried it on with me?

Hunt. I suppose you mean youre a born idiot?

Smith. What I mean is, Jerry, that youve broke my heart. I used to look up to you like a party might to Julius Cæsar. One more of boyhoods dreams gone pop. (Enter Moore, L.)

Hunt (to both). Come, then, Ill take the pair, and be damned to you. Free pardon to both, fifty down and the Deacon out of the way. I dont care for you commoners, its the Deacon I want.

Jean (looking off stolidly). I think the kirks are scalin. There seems to be mair people in the streets.

Hunt. O thats the way, is it? Do you know that I can hang you, my woman, and your fancy man a well?

Jean. I daur say ye would like fine, Mr. Hunt; and heres my service to you. (Going.)

Hunt. George, dont you be a tomfool, anyway. Think of the blowen here, and have brains for two.

Smith (going). Ah, Jerry, if you knew anything, how different you would talk! (They go together, R.)


SCENE III

Hunt, Moore

Hunt. Half a tick, Badger. Youre a man of parts, you are; youre solid, youre a true-born Englishman; you aint a Jerry-go-Nimble like him. Do you know what your pal the Deacons worth to you? Fifty golden Georges and a free pardon. No questions asked, and no receipts demanded. What do you say? Is it a deal?

Moore (as to himself). Muck. (He goes out, R.)


SCENE IV

Hunt, to whom Ainslie

Hunt (looking after them ruefully). And these were the very parties I was looking for! [Ah, Jerry, Jerry, if they knew this at the office!] Well, the market price of that ere two hundred is a trifle on the decline and fall. (Looking L.) Hullo! (Slapping his thigh). Send me victorious! Its kings evidence on two legs. (Advancing with great cordiality to meet Ainslie, who enters L.) And so your names Andrew Ainslie, is it? As I was saying, youre the very party I was looking for. Aint it strange, now, that I should have dropped across you comfortable and promiscuous like this?

Ainslie. I dinna ken wha ye are, an Im ill for my bed.

Hunt. Let your bed wait, Andrew. I want a little chat with you; just a quiet little sociable wheeze. Just about our friends, you know. About Badger Moore, and George the Dook, and Jemmy Rivers, and Deacon Brodie, Andrew. Particularly Deacon Brodie.

Ainslie. Theyre nae friens o mines, mister. I ken naething an naebody. An noo Ill get to my bed, wullnt I?

Hunt. Were going to have our little talk out first. After that perhaps Ill let you go, and perhaps I wont. It all depends on how we get along together. Now, in a general way, Andrew, and speaking of a man as you find him, Im all for peace and quietness myself. Thats my usual game, Andrew, but when I do make a dust Im considered by my friends to be rather a good hand at it. So dont you tread upon the worm.

Ainslie. But Im sayin — 

Hunt. You leave that to me, Andrew. You shall do your pitch presently. Im first on the ground, and I lead off. With a question, Andrew. Did you ever hear in your life of such a natural curiosity as a Bow Street Runner?

Ainslie. Aiblins ay an aiblins no.

Hunt. Aiblins ay and aiblins no. Very good indeed, Andrew. Now, Ill ask you another. Did you ever see a Bow Street Runner, Andrew? With the naked eye, so to speak?

Ainslie. Whats your wull?

Hunt. Artful bird! Now since were getting on so cosy and so free, Ill ask you another, Andrew. Should you like to see a Bow Street Runner? (Producing staff.) Cos, if so, youve only got to cast your eyes on me. Do you queer the red weskit, Andrew? Pretty colour, aint it? So nice and warm for the winter too. (Ainslie dives, Hunt collars him.) No, you dont. Not this time. Run away like that before weve finished our little conversation? Youre a nice young man, you are. Suppose we introduce our wrists into these here darbies? Now we shall get along cosier and freer than ever. Want to lie down, do you? All right! anything to oblige.

Ainslie (grovelling). It wasna me, it wasna me. Its bad companions; Ive been lost wi bad companions an the drink. An O mister, yell be a kind gentleman to a puir lad, an me sae weak, an fair rotten wi the drink an that. Yeve a bonnie kind heart, my dear, dear gentleman; ye wadna hang sitchan a thing as me. Im no fit to hang. They ca me the Cannleworm! An Ill dae somethin for ye, wullnt I? An yell can hang the ithers?

Hunt. I thought I hadnt mistook my man. Now, you look here, Andrew Ainslie, youre a bad lot. Ive evidence to hang you fifty times over. But the Deacon is my mark. Will you peach, or wont you? You blow the gaff, and Ill pull you through. You dont, and Ill scragg you as sure as my names Jerry Hunt.

Ainslie. Ill dae onything. Its the hanging fleys me. Ill dae onything, onything no to hang.

Hunt. Dont lie crawling there, but get up and answer me like a man. Aint this Deacon Brodie the fine workman thats been doing all these tip-topping burglaries?

Ainslie. Its him, mister; its him. Thats the man. Yere in the very bit. Deacon Brodie. Ill can tak ye to his vera door.

Hunt. How do you know?

Ainslie. I gied him a han wi them a. It was him an Badger Moore, and Geordie Smith; an they gart me gang wi them whether or no; Im that weak, an whiles Im donnerd wi the drink. But I ken a, an Ill tell a. And O kind gentleman, youll speak to their lordships for me, an Ill no be hangit . . . Ill no be hangit, wull I?

Hunt. But you shared, didnt you? I wonder what share they thought you worth. How much did you get for last nights performance down at Mother Clarkes?

Ainslie. Just five pund, mister. Five pund. As sures deith it wadna be a penny mair. No but I askit mair: I did that; Ill do deny it, mister. But Badger kickit me, an Geordie, he said a bad sweir, an made hed cut the liver out o me, an catch fish wit. Its been that way frae the first: an aith an a bawbee was aye guid eneuch for puir Andra.

Hunt. Well, and why did they do it? I saw Jemmy dance a hornpipe on the table, and booze the company all round, when the Deacon was gone. What made you cross the fight, and play booty with your own man?

Ainslie. Just to make him rob the Excise, mister. Theyre wicked, wicked men.

Hunt. And is he right for it?

Ainslie. Ay is he.

Hunt. By jingo! Whens it for?

Ainslie. Dear, kind gentleman, I dinna rightly ken: the Deacons that sair angered wi me. Im to get my orders frae Geordie the nicht.

Hunt. O, youre to get your orders from Geordie, are you? Now look here, Ainslie. You know me. Im Hunt the Runner; I put Jemmy Rivers in the jug this morning; Ive got you this evening. I mean to wind up with the Deacon. You understand? All right. Then just you listen. Im going to take these here bracelets off, and send you home to that celebrated bed of yours. Only, as soon as youve seen the Dook you come straight round to me at Mr. Procurator-Fiscals, and let me know the Dooks views. One word, mind, and . . . clk! Its a bargain?

Ainslie. Never you fear that. Ill tak my bannet an come straucht to ye. Eh God, Im glad its nae mair nor that to start wi. An may the Lord bless ye, dear, kind gentleman, for your kindness. May the Lord bless ye.

Hunt. You pad the hoof.

Ainslie (going out). An so I wull, wullnt I not? An bless, bless ye while theres breath in my body, wullnt I not?

Hunt (solus). Youre a nice young man, Andrew Ainslie. Jemmy Rivers and the Deacon in two days! By jingo! (He dances an instant gravely, whistling to himself.) Jerry, that ere little two hundred of ours is as safe as the bank.


TABLEAU VI. Unmasked

The Stage represents a room in Leslies house. A practicable window, C., through which a band of strong moonlight falls into the room. Near the window a strong-box. A practicable door in wing, L. Candlelight.


SCENE I

Leslie, Lawson, Mary, seated. Brodie at back, walking between the windows and strong-box.

Lawson. Weel, weel, weel, weel, nae doubt.

Leslie. Mr. Lawson, I am perfectly satisfied with Brodies word; I will wait gladly.

Lawson. I have nothing to say against that.

Brodie (behind Lawson). Nor for it.

Lawson. For it? for it, William? Yere perfectly richt there. (To Leslie.) Just you do what William tells you; ye canna do better than that.

Mary. Dear uncle, I see you are vexed; but Will and I are perfectly agreed on the best course. Walter and I are young. Oh, we can wait; we can trust each other.

Brodie (from behind). Leslie, do you think it safe to keep this strong-box in your room?

Leslie. It does not trouble me.

Brodie. I would not. Tis close to the window.

Leslie. Its on the right side of it.

Brodie. I give you my advice: I would not.

Lawson. He may be right there too, Mr. Leslie.

Brodie. I give him fair warning: its not safe

Leslie. I have a different treasure to concern myself about; if all goes right with that I shall be well contented.

Mary. Walter!

Lawson. Ay, bairns, ye speak for your age.

Leslie. Surely, sir, for every age; the ties of blood, of love, of friendship, these are lifes essence.

Mary. And for no one is it truer than my uncle. If he live to be a thousand, he will still be young in heart, full of love, full of trust.

Lawson. All, lassie, its a wicked world.

Mary. Yes, you are out of sorts to-day; we know that.

Leslie. Admitted that you know more of life, sir; admitted (if you please) that the world is wicked; yet you do not lose trust in those you love.

Lawson. Weel . . . ye get gliffs, ye ken.

Leslie. I suppose so. We can all be shaken for a time; but not, I think, in our friends. We are not deceived in them; in the few that we admit into our hearts.

Mary. Never in these.

Leslie. We know these (to Brodie), and we think the world of them.

Brodie (at back). We are more acquainted with each others tailors, believe me. You, Leslie, are a very pleasant creature. My uncle Lawson is the Procurator-Fiscal. I — What am I? — I am the Deacon of the Wrights, my ruffles are generally clean. And you think the world of me? Bravo!

Leslie. Ay, and I think the world of you.

Brodie (at back, pointing to Lawson). Ask him.

Lawson. Hoot-toot. A wheen nonsense: an honest mans an honest man, and a randy thiefs a randy thief, and neither mair nor less. Mary, my lamb, its time you were hame, and had you beauty sleep.

Mary. Do you not come with us?

Lawson. I gang the ither gate, my lamb. (Leslie helps Mary on with her cloak, and they say farewell at back. Brodie for the first time comes front with Lawson.) Sae yeve consented?

Brodie. As you see.

Lawson. Yell can pay it back?

Brodie. I will.

Lawson. And how? Thats what Im wonderin to mysel.

Brodie. Ay, God knows that.

Mary. Come, Will.


SCENE II

Leslie, Lawson (wrapping up)

Leslie. I wonder what ails Brodie?

Lawson. How should I ken? What should I ken that ails him?

Leslie. He seemed angry even with you.

Lawson (impatient). Hoot awa.

Leslie. Of course, I know. But you see, on the very day when our engagement is announced, even the best of men may be susceptible. You yourself seem not quite pleased.

Lawson (with great irritation). Im perfectly pleased. Im perfectly delighted. If I werena an auld man, Id be just beside mysel wi happiness.

Leslie. Well, I only fancied.

Lawson. Ye had nae possible excuse to fancy. Fancy? Perfect trash and nonsense. Look at yersel. Ye look like a ghaist, yere white-like, yere black aboot the een; and do ye find me deavin ye wi fancies? Or William Brodie either? Ill say that for him.

Leslie. Tis not sorrow that alters my complexion; Ive something else on hand. Come, Ill tell you, under seal. Ive not been in bed till daylight for a week.

Lawson. Weel, theres nae sense in the like o that.

Leslie. Gad, but there is though. Why, Procurator, this is towns business; this is a municipal affair; Im a public character. Why? Ah, heres a nut for the Crown Prosecutor! Im a bit of a party to a robbery.

Lawson. Guid guide us, man, what dye mean?

Leslie. You shall hear. A week ago to-night, I was passing through this very room without a candle on my way to bed, when . . . what should I see, but a masked man fumbling at that window! How he did the Lord knows. I suspect, Procurator, it was not the first hed tried . . . for he opened it as handily as his own front door.

Lawson. Preserve me! Another of thae robberies!

Leslie. Thats it. And, of course, I tried to seize him. But the rascal was too quick. He was down and away in an instant. You never saw a thing so daring and adroit.

Lawson. Is that a? Yere a bauld lad, Ill say that for ye. Im glad it wasna waur.

Leslie. Yes, thats all plain sailing. But heres the hitch. Why didnt I tell the Procurator-Fiscal? You never thought of that.

Lawson. No, man. Why?

Leslie. Aha! Theres the riddle. Will you guess? No? . . . I thought I knew the man.

Lawson. What dye say?

Leslie. I thought I knew him.

Lawson. Wha wast?

Leslie. Ah, there you go beyond me. That I cannot tell.

Lawson. As God sees ye, laddie, are ye speaking truth?

Leslie. Well . . . of course!

Lawson. The haill truth?

Leslie. All of it. Why not?

Lawson. Man, Id a kind o gliff.

Leslie. Why, what were you afraid of? Had you a suspicion?

Lawson. Me? Me a suspicion? Yere daft, sir; and me the Crown offeecial! . . . Eh man, Im a shakin . . . And sae ye thocht ye kennt him?

Leslie. I did that. And whats more, Ive sat every night in case of his return. I promise you, Procurator, he shall not slip me twice. Meanwhile Im worried and put out. You understand how such a fancy will upset a man. Im uneasy with my friends and on bad terms with my own conscience. I keep watching, spying, comparing, putting two and two together, hunting for resemblances until my head goes round. Its like a puzzle in a dream. Only yesterday I thought I had him. And who dyou think it was?

Lawson. Wha? Wha wast? Speak, Mr. Leslie, speak. Im an auld man; dinna forget that.

Leslie. I name no names. It would be unjust to him; and, upon my word, it was so silly it would be unfair to me. However, here I sit, night after night. I mean him to come back; come back he shall; and Ill tell you who he was next morning.

Lawson. Let sleeping dogs lie, Mr. Leslie; ye dinna ken what ye micht see. And then, leave him alane, hell come nae mair. And sitting up a nicht . . . its a factum imprestabile, as we say: a thing impossible to man. Gang ye to your bed, like a guid laddie, and sleep lang and soundly, and bonnie, bonnie dreams to ye! (Without.) Let sleeping dogs lie, and gang ye to your bed.


SCENE III

Leslie

Leslie (calling). In good time, never fear! (He carefully bolts and chains the door.) The old gentleman seems upset. What for, I wonder? Has he had a masked visitor? Why not? Its the fashion. Out with the lights. (Blows out the candles. The stage is only lighted by the moon through the window.) He is sure to come one night or other. He must come. Right or wrong, I feel it in the air. Man, but I know you, I know you somewhere. That trick of the shoulders, the hang of the clothes — whose are they? Where have I seen them? And then, that single look of the eye, that one glance about the room as the window opened . . . it is almost friendly; I have caught it over the glasss rim! If it should be . . . his? No, his it is not.

Watchman (without). Past ten oclock, and a fine moonlight night.

Another (further away). Past ten oclock, and alls well.

Leslie. Past ten? Ah, theres a long night before you and me, watchmen. Heavens, what a trade! But it will be something to laugh over with Mary and . . . with him? Damn it, the delusion is too strong for me. Its a thing to be ashamed of. We Brodies: how she says it! We Brodies and our Deacon: what a pride she takes in it, and how good it sounds to me! Deacon of his craft, sir, Deacon of the . . .! (Brodie, masked, appears without at the window, which he proceeds to force.) Ha! I knew hed come. I was sure of it. (He crouches near and nearer to the window, keeping in the shade.) And I know you too. I swear I know you.


SCENE IV

Brodie, Leslie

Brodie enters by the window with assurance and ease, closes it silently, and proceeds to traverse the room. As he moves, Leslie leaps upon and grapples him.

Leslie. Take off that mask!

Brodie. Hands off!

Leslie. Take off the mask!

Brodie. Leave go, by God, leave go!

Leslie. Take it off!

Brodie (overpowered). Leslie . . .

Leslie. Ah! you know me! (Succeeds in tearing off the mask.) Brodie!

Brodie (in the moonlight). Brodie.

Leslie. You . . . you, Brodie, you?

Brodie. Brodie, sir, Brodie as you see.

Leslie. What does it mean? What does it mean, my God? Were you here before? Is this the second time? Are you a thief, man? are you a thief? Speak, speak, or Ill kill you.

Brodie. I am a thief.

Leslie. And my friend, my own friend, and . . . Mary, Mary! . . . Deacon, Deacon, for Gods sake, no!

Brodie. God help me!

Leslie. We Brodies! We Brodies!

Brodie. Leslie — 

Leslie. Stand off! Dont touch me! Youre a thief!

Brodie. Leslie, Leslie

Leslie. A thiefs sister! Why are you here? why are you here? Tell me! Why do you not speak? Man, I know you of old. Are you Brodie, and have nothing to say?

Brodie. To say? Not much — God help me — and commonplace, commonplace like sin. I was honest once; I made a false step; I couldnt retrace it; and . . . that is all.

Leslie. You have forgot the bad companions!

Brodie. I did forget them. They were there.

Leslie. Commonplace! Commonplace! Do you speak to me, do you reason with me, do you make excuses? You — a man found out, shamed, a liar, a thief — a man thats killed me, killed this heart in my body; and you speak! What am I to do? I hold your life in my hand; have you thought of that? What am I to do?

Brodie. Do what you please; you have me trapped.

(Jean Watt is heard singing without two bars of Wanderin Willie, by way of signal.)

Leslie. What is that?

Brodie. A signal.

Leslie. What does it mean?

Brodie. Danger to me; there is someone coming.

Leslie. Danger to you?

Brodie. Some one is coming. What are you going to do with me? (A knock at the door.)

Leslie (after a pause). Sit down. (Knocking.)

Brodie. What are you going to do with me?

Leslie. Sit down. (Brodie sits in darkest part of stage. Leslie opens door, and admits Lawson. Door open till end of Act.)


SCENE V

Brodie, Lawson, Leslie

Lawson. This is an unco time to come to your door; but eh, laddie, I couldna bear to think o ye sittin your lane in the dark.

Leslie. It was very good of you.

Lawson. Im no very fond of playing hidee in the dark mysel; and noo that Im here — 

Leslie. I will give you a light. (He lights the candles. Lights up.)

Lawson. God Amichty! William Brodie!

Leslie. Yes, Brodie was good enough to watch with me.

Lawson. But he gaed awa . . . I dinna see . . . an Lord be guid to us, the windows open!

Leslie. A trap we laid for them: a device of Brodies.

Brodie (to Lawson). Set a thief to catch a thief. (Passing to Leslie, aside.) Walter Leslie, God will reward. (Jean signals again.)

Lawson. I dinna like that singin at siccan a time o the nicht.

Brodie. I must go.

Lawson. Not one foot o ye. Im ower glad to find ye in guid hands. Ay, ye dinna ken how glad.

Brodie (aside to Leslie). Get me out of this. Theres a man there will stick at nothing.

Leslie. Mr. Lawson, Brodie has done his shift. Why should we keep him? (Jean appears at the door, and signs to Brodie.)

Lawson. Hoots! this is my trade. Thats a bit o Wanderin Willie. Ive had it before me in precognitions; that same stave has been used for a signal by some o the very warst o them.

Brodie (aside to Leslie). Get me out of this. Ill never forget to-night. (Jean at door again.)

Leslie. Well, good-night, Brodie. When shall we meet again?

Lawson. Not one foot o him. (Jean at door.) I tell you, Mr. Leslie — 


SCENE VI

To these, Jean

Jean (from she door). Wullie, Wullie!

Lawson. Guid guide us, Mrs. Watt! A dacent wumman like yoursel! Whatten a time o nicht is this to come to folks doors?

Jean (to Brodie). Hawks, Wullie, hawks!

Brodie. I suppose you know what youve done, Jean?

Jean. I had to come, Wullie, he wadna wait another minit. He wad have come himsel.

Brodie. This is my mistress.

Lawson. William, dinna tell me nae mair.

Brodie. I have told you so much. You may as well know all. That good man knows it already. Have you issued a warrant for me . . . yet?

Lawson. No, no, man: not another word.

Brodie, (pointing to the window). That is my work. I am the man. Have you drawn the warrant?

Lawson (breaking down). Your fathers son!

Leslie (to Lawson). My good friend! Brodie, you might have spared the old man this.

Brodie. I might have spared him years ago; and you and my sister, and myself. I might . . . would God I had! (Weeping himself.) Dont weep, my good old friend; I was lost long since; dont think of me; dont pity me; dont shame me with your pity! I began this when I was a boy. I bound the millstone round my neck; [it is irrevocable now,] and you must all suffer . . . all suffer for me! . . . [for this suffering remnant of what was once a man]. O God, that I can have fallen to stand here as I do now. My friend lying to save me from the gallows; my second father weeping tears of blood for my disgrace! And all for what? By what? Because I had an open hand, because I was a selfish dog, because I loved this woman.

Jean. O Wullie, and she loed ye weel! But come near me nae mair, come near me nae mair, my man; keep wi your ain folks . . . your ain dacent folks.

Lawson. Mistress Watt, ye shall sit rent free as langs theres breath in William Lawsons body.

Leslie. You can do one thing still . . . for Marys sake. You can save yourself; you must fly.

Brodie. It is my purpose; the day after to-morrow. It cannot be before. Then I will fly; and O, as God sees me, I will strive to make a new and a better life, and to be worthy of your friendship, and of your tears . . . your tears. And to be worthy of you too, Jean; for I see now that the bandage has fallen from my eyes; I see myself, O how unworthy even of you.

Leslie. Why not to-night?

Brodie. It cannot be before. There are many considerations. I must find money.

Jean. Leave me, and the wean. Dinna fash yoursel for us.

Leslie (opening the strong-box, and pouring gold upon the table). Take this and go at once.

Brodie. Not that . . . not the money that I came to steal!

Lawson. Tak it, William; Ill pay him.

Brodie. It is in vain. I cannot leave till I have said. There is a man; I must obey him. If I slip my chain till he has done with me, the hue and cry will blaze about the country; every outport will be shut; I shall return to the gallows. He is a man that will stick at nothing.


SCENE VII

To these, Moore

Moore. Are you coming?

Brodie. I am coming.

Moore (appearing in the door). Do you want us all to get thundering well scragged?

Brodie (going). There is my master.



Act-Drop


ACT IV.


TABLEAU VII. The Robbery

The Stage represents the outside of the Excise Office in Chessels Court. At the back, L.C., an archway opening on the High Street. The door of the Excise in wing, R.; the opposite side of the stage is lumbered with barrels, packing-cases, etc. Moonlight; the Excise Office casts a shadow over half the stage. A clock strikes the hour. A round of the City Guard, with halberts, lanterns, etc., enters and goes out again by the arch, after having examined the fastenings of the great door and the lumber on the left. Cry without in the High Street: Ten by the bell, and a fine clear night. Then enter cautiously by the arch, Smith and Moore, with Ainslie loaded with tools.


SCENE I

Smith, Moore, Ainslie

Smith (entering first). Come on. Coast clear.

Moore (after they have come to the front.) Aint he turned up yet?

Smith (to Ainslie). Now Maggot! The fishings a going to begin.

Ainslie. Dinna cangle, Geordie. My backs fair broke.

Moore. O muck! Hand out them pieces.

Smith. All right, Humptious! (To Ainslie.) Youre a nice old sort for a rag-and-bone man: cant hold a bag open! (Taking out tools.) Here they was. Here are the bunchums, one and two; and jolly old keys was they. Heres the picklocks, crow-bars, and heres Lord Georges pet bulls eye, his old and valued friend, the Cracksmans treasure!

Moore. Just like you. Forgot the rotten centrebit.

Smith. Thats all you know. Here she is, bless her! Portrait of George as a gay hironmonger.

Moore. O rot! Hand it over, and keep yourself out of that there thundering moonlight.

Smith (lighting lantern). All right, old mumble-peg. Dont you get carried away by the fire of old Rome. Thats your motto. Here are the tools; a perfect picter of the sublime and beautiful; and all I hope is, that our friend and pitcher, the Deakin, will make a better job of it than he did last night. If he dont, I shall retire from the business — thats all; and itll be George and his little wife and a black footman till death do us part.

Moore. O muck! Youre all jaw like a sheeps jimmy. Thats my opinion of you. When did you see him last?

Smith. This morning; and he looked as if he was rehearsing for his own epitaph. I never see such a change in a man. I gave him the office for to-night; and was he grateful? Did he weep upon my faithful bosom? No; he smiled upon me like a portrait of the dear departed. I see his art was far away; and it broke my own to look at him.

Moore. Muck! Wot I ses is, if a coves got that much of the nob about him, wots the good of his working single-handed? Thats wots the matter with him.

Smith. Well, old Father Christmas, he aint single-handed to-night, is he?

Moore. No, he aint; hes got a man with him to-night.

Smith. Pardon me, Romeo; two men, I think?

Moore. A man wot means business. If Id a bin with him last night, it aint psalm-singin would have got us off. Psalm-singin? Muck! Let em try it on with me.

Ainslie. Losh me, I heard a noise. (Alarm; they crouch into the shadow and listen.)

Smith. All serene. (To Ainslie) Am I to cut that liver out of you? Now, am I? (A whistle.) St! here we are. (Whistles a modulation, which is answered.)


SCENE II

To these Brodie

Moore. Waiting for you, Deacon.

Brodie. I see. Everything ready?

Smith. All a-growing and a-blowing.

Brodie. Give me the light. (Briefly examines tools and door with bulls eye.) You, George, stand by, and hand up the pieces. Ainslie, take the glim. Moore, out and watch.

Moore. I didnt come here to do sentry-go, I didnt.

Brodie. You came here to do as I tell you. (Moore goes up slowly.) Second bunch, George. I know the lock. Steady with the glim. (At work.) No good. Give me the centrebit.

Smith. Right. (Work continues. Ainslie drops lantern.)

Brodie. Curse you! (Throttling and kicking him.) You shake, and you shake, and you cant even hold a light for your betters. Hey?

Ainslie. Eh Deacon, Deacon . . .

Smith. Now Ghost! (With lantern.)

Brodie. St, Moore!

Moore. Wots the row?

Brodie. Take you the light.

Moore (to Ainslie). Wo j yer shakin at? (Kicks him.)

Brodie (to Ainslie). Go you, and see if youre good at keeping watch. Inside the arch. And if you let a footfall pass, Ill break your back. (Ainslie retires.) Steady with the light. (At work with centrebit.) Hand up number four, George. (At work with picklock.) That has it.

Smith. Well done our side.

Brodie. Now the crow bar! (At work.) Thats it. Put down the glim, Badger, and help at the wrench. Your whole weight, men! Put your backs to it! (While they work at the bar, Brodie stands by, dusting his hands with a pocket-handkerchief. As the door opens.) Voilà! In with you.

Moore (entering with light). Mucking fine work too, Deacon!

Brodie. Take up the irons, George!

Smith. How about the P(h)antom?

Brodie. Leave him to me. Ill give him a look. (Enters office.)

Smith (following). Houp-là!


SCENE III

Ainslie; afterwards Brodie; afterwards Hunt and Officers

Ainslie. Ca ye that mainners? Yere grand gentry by your way ot! Eh sirs, my hench! Ay, that was the Badger. Man, but yell look bonnie hangin! (A faint whistle.) Lords sake, whats thon? Ay, itll be Hunt an his lads. (Whistle repeated.) Losh me, what gars him whustle, whustle? Does he think me deaf? (Goes up. Brodie enters from office, stands an instant, and sees him making a signal through the arch.)

Brodie. Rats! Rats! (Hides L. among lumber. Enter noiselessly through arch Hunt and Officers.)

Hunt. Birds caught?

Ainslie. Theyre a ben the house, mister.

Hunt. All three?

Ainslie. The hale set, mister.

Brodie. Liar!

Hunt. Mum, lads, and follow me. (Exit, with his men, into office. Brodie seen with dagger.)

Hunt (within). In the Kings name!

Moore (within). Muck!

Smith (within). Go it, Badger.

Hunt (within). Take em alive, boys!

Ainslie. Eh, but thats awful. (The Deacon leaps out, and stabs him. He falls without a cry.)

Brodie. Saved! (He goes out by the arch.)


SCENE IV

Hunt and Officers; with Smith and Moore handcuffed. Signs of a severe struggle

Hunt (entering). Bring em along, lads! (Looking at prisoners with lantern.) Pleased to see you again, Badger. And you too, George. But Id rather have seen your principal. Wheres he got to?

Moore. To hell, I hope.

Hunt. Always the same pretty flow of language, I see, Hump. (Looking at burglary with lantern.) A very tidy piece of work, Dook; very tidy! Much too good for you. Smacks of a fine tradesman. It was the Deacon, I suppose?

Smith. You ought to know G. S. better by this time, Jerry.

Hunt. All right, your Grace: well talk it over with the Deacon himself. Wheres the jackal? Here, you, Ainslie! Where are you? By jingo, I thought as much. Stabbed to the heart and dead as a herring!

Smith. Bravo!

Hunt. More of the Deacons work, I guess? Does him credit too, dont it, Badger?

Moore. Muck. Was that the thundering cove that peached?

Hunt. That was the thundering cove.

Moore. And is he corpsed?

Hunt. I should just about reckon he was.

Moore. Then, damme, I dont mind swinging!

Hunt. Well talk about that presently. MIntyre and Stewart, you get a stretcher, and take that rubbish to the office. Pick it up; its only a dead informer. Hand these two gentlemen over to Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, with Mr. Jerry Hunts compliments. Johnstone and Syme, you come along with me. Ill bring the Deacon round myself.



Act-Drop


ACT V.


TABLEAU VIII. The Open Door

The Stage represents the Deacons room, as in Tableau I. Fire light. Stage dark. A pause. Then knocking at the door, C. Cries without of Willie! Mr. Brodie! The door is burst open.


SCENE I

Doctor, Mary, a Maidservant with lights.

Doctor. The apartment is unoccupied.

Mary. Dead, and he not here!

Doctor. The bed has not been slept in. The counterpane is not turned down.

Mary. It is not true; it cannot be true.

Doctor. My dear young lady, you must have misunderstood your brothers language.

Mary. O no; that I did not. That I am sure I did not.

Doctor (looking at door). The strange thing is . . . the bolt.

Servant. Its unco strange.

Doctor. Well, we have acted for the best.

Servant. Sir, I dinna think this should gang nae further.

Doctor. The secret is in our keeping. Affliction is enough without scandal.

Mary. Kind heaven, what does it mean?

Doctor. I think there is no more to be done.

Mary. I am here alone, Doctor; you pass my uncles door?

Doctor. The Procurator-Fiscal? I shall make it my devoir. Expect him soon. (Goes out with Maid.)

Mary (hastily searches the room). No, he is not there. She was right! O father, you can never know, praise God!


SCENE II

Mary, to whom Jean and afterwards Leslie

Jean (at door). Mistress . . . !

Mary. Ah! Who is there? Who are you?

Jean. Is he no hame yet? Im aye waitin on him.

Mary. Waiting for him? Do you know the Deacon? You?

Jean. I maun see him. Eh, lassie, its life and death.

Mary. Death . . . O my heart!

Jean. I maun see him, bonnie leddie. Im a puir body, and no fit to be seen speakin wi the likes o you. But O lass, ye are the Deacons sister, and ye hae the Deacons een, and for the love of the dear kind Lord, lets in and hae a word wi him ere it be ower late. Im bringin siller.

Mary. Siller? You? For him? O father, father, if you could hear! What are you? What are you . . . to him?

Jean. Ill be the best frien at ever he had; for, O dear leddie, I wad gie my bluid to help him.

Mary. And the . . . the child?

Jean. The bairn?

Mary. Nothing! O nothing! I am in trouble, and I know not what I say. And I cannot help you; I cannot help you if I would. He is not here; and I believed he was; and ill . . . ill; and he is not — he is . . . O, I think I shall lose my mind!

Jean. Ay, its unco business.

Mary. His father is dead within there . . . dead, I tell you . . . dead!

Jean. Its mebbe just as weel.

Mary. Well? Well? Has it come to this? O Walter, Walter! come back to me, or I shall die. (Leslie enters, C.)

Leslie. Mary, Mary! I hoped to have spared you this. (To Jean.) What — you? Is he not here?

Jean. Im aye waitin on him.

Leslie. What has become of him? Is he mad? Where is he?

Jean. The Lord Amichty kens, Mr. Leslie. But I maun find him; I maun find him.


SCENE III

Mary, Leslie

Mary. O Walter, Walter! What does it mean?

Leslie. You have been a brave girl all your life, Mary; you must lean on me . . . you must trust in me . . . and be a brave girl till the end.

Mary. Who is she? What does she want with him? And he . . . where is he? Do you know that my father is dead, and the Deacon not here? Where has he gone? He may be dead, too. Father, brother . . . O God, it is more than I can bear!

Leslie. Mary, my dear, dear girl . . . when will you be my wife?

Mary. O, do not speak . . . not speak . . . of it to-night. Not to-night! O not to-night!

Leslie. I know, I know dear heart! And do you think that I whom you have chosen, I whose whole life is in your love — do you think that I would press you now if there were not good cause?

Mary. Good cause! Something has happened. Something has happened . . . to him! Walter . . . ! Is he . . . dead?

Leslie. There are worse things in the world than death. There is O . . . Mary, he is your brother!

Mary. What? Dishonour! . . . The Deacon! . . . My God!

Leslie. My wife, my wife!

Mary. No, no! Keep away from me. Dont touch me. Im not fit . . . not fit to be near you. What has he done? I am his sister. Tell me the worst. Tell me the worst at once.

Leslie. That, if God wills, dear, that you shall never know. Whatever it be, think that I knew it all, and only loved you better; think that your true husband is with you, and you are not to bear it alone.

Mary. My husband? . . . Never.

Leslie. Mary . . . !

Mary. You forget, you forget what I am. I am his sister. I owe him a lifetime of happiness and love; I owe him even you. And whatever his fault, however ruinous his disgrace, he is my brother — my own brother — and my place is still with him.

Leslie. Your place is with me — is with your husband. With me, with me; and for his sake most of all. What can you do for him alone? how can you help him alone? It wrings my heart to think how little. But together is different. Together . . . I join my strength, my will, my courage to your own, and together we may save him.

Mary. All that is over. Once I was blessed among women. I was my fathers daughter, my brother loved me, I lived to be your wife. Now . . . ! My father is dead, my brother is shamed; and you . . . O how could I face the world, how could I endure myself, if I preferred my happiness to your honour?

Leslie. What is my honour but your happiness? In what else does it consist? Is it in denying me my heart? is it in visiting anothers sin upon the innocent? Could I do that, and be my mothers son? Could I do that, and bear my fathers name? Could I do that, and have ever been found worthy of you?

Mary. It is my duty . . . my duty. Why will you make it so hard for me? So hard, Walter so hard!

Leslie. Do I pursue you only for your good fortune, your beauty, the credit of your friends, your familys good name? That were not love, and I love you. I love you, dearest, I love you. Friend, father, brother, husband . . . I must be all these to you. I am a man who can love well.

Mary. Silence . . . in pity! I cannot . . . O, I cannot bear it.

Leslie. And say it was I who had fallen. Say I had played my neck and lost it . . . that I were pushed by the law to the last limits of ignominy and despair. Whose love would sanctify my jail to me? whose pity would shine upon me in the dock? whose prayers would accompany me to the gallows? Whose but yours? Yours! . . . And you would entreat me — me! — to do what you shrink from even in thought, what you would die ere you attempted in deed!

Mary. Walter . . . on my knees . . . no more, no more!

Leslie. My wife! my wife! Here on my heart! It is I that must kneel . . . I that must kneel to you.

Mary. Dearest! . . . Husband! You forgive him? O, you forgive him?

Leslie. He is my brother now. Let me take you to our father. Come.


SCENE IV

After a pause, Brodie, through the window

Brodie. Saved! And the alibi! Man, but youve been near it this time — near the rope, near the rope. Ah boy, it was your neck, your neck you fought for. They were closing hell-doors upon me, swift as the wind, when I slipped through and shot for heaven! Saved! The dog that sold me, I settled him; and the other dogs are staunch. Man, but your alibi will stand! Is the window fast? The neighbours must not see the Deacon, the poor, sick Deacon, up and stirring at this time o night. Ay, the good old room in the good, cozy old house . . . and the rat a dead rat, and all saved. (He lights the candles.) Your hand shakes, sir? Fie! And you saved, and you snug and sick in your bed, and it but a dead rat after all? (He takes off his hanger and lays it on the table.) Ay, it was a near touch. Will it come to the dock? If it does! Youve a tongue, and youve a head, and youve an alibi; and your alibi will stand. (He takes off his coat, takes out the dagger, and with a gesture of striking) Home! He fell without a sob. He breaketh them against the bosses of his buckler! (Lays the dagger on the table.) Your alibi . . . ah Deacon, thats your life! . . . your alibi, your alibi. (He takes up a candle and turns towards the door.) O! . . . Open, open, open! judgment of God, the door is open!


SCENE V

Brodie, Mary.

Brodie. Did you open the door?

Mary. I did.

Brodie. You . . . you opened the door?

Mary. I did open it

Brodie. Were you . . . alone?

Mary. I was not. The servant was with me; and the doctor.

Brodie. O . . . the servant . . . and the doctor. Very true. Then its all over the town by now. The servant and the doctor. The doctor? What doctor? Why the doctor?

Mary. My father is dead. O Will, where have you been?

Brodie. Your father is dead. O yes! Hes dead, is he? Dead. Quite right. Quite right . . . How did you open the door? Its strange. I bolted it.

Mary. We could not help it, Will, now could we? The doctor forced it. He had to, had he not?

Brodie. The doctor forced it? The doctor? Was he here? He forced it? He?

Mary. We did it for the best; it was I who did it . . . I, your own sister. And O Will, my Willie, where have you been? You have not been in any harm, any danger?

Brodie. Danger? O my young lady, you have taken care of that. Its not danger now, its death. Death? Ah! Death! Death! Death! (Clutching the table. Then, recovering as from a dream.) Death? Did you say my father was dead? My father? O my God, my poor old father! Is he dead, Mary? Have I lost him? is he gone? O, Mary dear, and to think of where his son was!

Mary. Dearest, he is in heaven.

Brodie. Did he suffer?

Mary. He died like a child. Your name . . . it was his last.

Brodie. My name? Mine? O Mary, if he had known! He knows now. He knows; he sees us now . . . sees me! Ay, and sees you, left how lonely!

Mary. Not so, dear; not while you live. Wherever you are, I shall not be alone, so you live.

Brodie. While I live? I? The old house is ruined, and the old master dead, and I! . . . O Mary, try and believe I did not mean that it should come to this; try and believe that I was only weak at first. At first? And now! The good old man dead, the kind sister ruined, the innocent boy fallen, fallen . . . ! You will be quite alone; all your old friends, all the old faces, gone into darkness. The night (with a gesture) . . . it waits for me. You will be quite alone.

Mary. The night!

Brodie. Mary, you must hear. How am I to tell her, and the old man just dead! Mary, I was the boy you knew; I loved pleasure, I was weak; I have fallen . . . low . . . lower than you think. A beginning is so small a thing! I never dreamed it would come to this . . . this hideous last night.

Mary. Willie, you must tell me, dear. I must have the truth . . . the kind truth . . . at once . . . in pity.

Brodie. Crime. I have fallen. Crime.

Mary. Crime?

Brodie. Dont shrink from me. Miserable dog that I am, selfish hound that has dragged you to this misery . . . you and all that loved him . . . think only of my torments, think only of my penitence, dont shrink from me.

Mary. I do not care to hear, I do not wish, I do not mind; you are my brother. What do I care? How can I help you?

Brodie. Help? help me? You would not speak of it, not wish it, if you knew. My kind good sister, my little playmate, my sweet friend! was I ever unkind to you till yesterday? Not openly unkind? youll say that when I am gone.

Mary. If you have done wrong, what do I care? If you have failed, does it change my twenty years of love and worship? Never!

Brodie. Yet I must make her understand . . . !

Mary. I am your true sister, dear. I cannot fail, I will never leave you, I will never blame you. Come! (Goes to embrace.)

Brodie (recoiling). No, dont touch me, not a finger, not that, anything but that!

Mary. Willie, Willie!

Brodie (taking the bloody dagger from the table). See, do you understand that?

Mary. Ah! What, what is it!

Brodie. Blood. I have killed a man.

Mary. You? . . .

Brodie. I am a murderer; I was a thief before. Your brother . . . the old mans only son!

Mary. Walter, Walter, come to me!

Brodie. Now you see that I must die; now you see that I stand upon the graves edge, all my lost life behind me, like a horror to think upon, like a frenzy, like a dream that is past. And you, you are alone. Father, brother, they are gone from you; one to heaven, one . . . !

Mary. Hush, dear, hush! Kneel, pray; it is not too late to repent. Think of our father dear; repent. (She weeps, straining to his bosom.) O Willie, my darling boy, repent and join us.


SCENE VI

To these, Lawson, Leslie, Jean

Lawson. She kens a, thank the guid Lord!

Brodie (to Mary). I know you forgive me now; I ask no more. That is a good man. (To Leslie.) Will you take her from my hands? (Leslie takes Mary.) Jean, are ye here to see the end?

Jean. Eh man, can ye no fly? Could ye no say that it was me?

Brodie. No, Jean, this is where it ends. Uncle, this is where it ends. And to think that not an hour ago I still had hopes! Hopes! Ay, not an hour ago I thought of a new life. You were not forgotten, Jean. Leslie, you must try to forgive me . . . you, too!

Leslie. You are her brother.

Brodie (to Lawson). And you?

Lawson. My name-child and my sisters bairn!

Brodie. You wont forget Jean, will you? nor the child?

Lawson. That I will not.

Mary. O Willie, nor I.


SCENE VII

To these, Hunt

Hunt. The games up, Deacon. Ill trouble you to come along with me.

Brodie (behind the table). One moment, officer: I have a word to say before witnesses ere I go. In all this there is but one man guilty; and that man is I. None else has sinned; none else must suffer. This poor woman (pointing to Jean) I have used; she never understood. Mr. Procurator-Fiscal, that is my dying confession. (He snatches his hanger from the table, and rushes upon Hunt, who parries, and runs him through. He reels across the stage and falls.) The new life . . . the new life! (He dies.)



Curtain.


Beau Austin (1892)
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Written in collaboration with Robert Louis Stevenson
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PROLOGUE

Spoken by Mr. Tree in the character of Beau Austin

To all and singular, as Dryden says,
We bring a fancy of those Georgian days,
Whose style still breathed a faint and fine perfume
Of old-world courtliness and old-world bloom:
When speech was elegant and talk was fit
For slang had not been canonised as wit;
When manners reigned, when breeding had the wall,
And Women — yes! — were ladies first of all;
When Grace was conscious of its gracefulness,
And man — though Man! — was not ashamed to dress.
A brave formality, a measured ease,
Were his — and hers — whose effort was to please.
And to excel in pleasing was to reign
And, if you sighed, never to sigh in vain.

But then, as now — it may be, something more — 
Woman and man were human to the core.
The hearts that throbbed behind that quaint attire
Burned with a plenitude of essential fire.
They too could risk, they also could rebel,
They could love wisely — they could love too well.
In that great duel of Sex, that ancient strife
Which is the very central fact of life,
They could — and did — engage it breath for breath,
They could — and did — get wounded unto death.
As at all times since time for us began
Woman was truly woman, man was man,
And joy and sorrow were as much at home
In trifling Tunbridge as in mighty Rome.

Dead — dead and done with! Swift from shine to shade
The roaring generations flit and fade.
To this one, fading, flitting, like the rest,
We come to proffer — be it worst or best — 
A sketch, a shadow, of one brave old time;
A hint of what it might have held sublime;
A dream, an idyll, call it what you will,
Of man still Man, and woman — Woman still!


ACT I.

Musical Induction: Lascia chio pianga (Rinaldo).

Handel.

The Stage represents Miss Fosters apartments at the Wells. Doors, L. and C.; a window, L. C., looking on the street; a table R., laid for breakfast.


SCENE I

Barbara; to her Miss Foster

Barbara (out of window). Mr. Menteith! Mr. Menteith! Mr. Menteith! — Drat his old head! Will nothing make him hear? — Mr. Menteith!

Miss Foster (entering). Barbara! this is incredible: after all my lessons, to be leaning from the window, and calling (for unless my ears deceived me, you were positively calling!) into the street.

Barbara. Well, madam, just wait until you hear who it was. I declare it was much more for Miss Dorothy and yourself than for me; and if it was a little countrified, I had a good excuse.

Miss Foster. Nonsense, child! At least, who was it?

Barbara. Miss Evelina, I was sure you would ask. Well, what do you think? I was looking out of window at the barbers opposite — 

Miss Foster. Of which I entirely disapprove — 

Barbara. And first there came out two of the most beautiful — the Royal livery, madam!

Miss Foster. Of course, of course: the Duke of York arrived last night. I trust you did not hail the Dukes footmen?

Barbara. O no, madam, it was after they were gone. Then, who should come out — but youll never guess!

Miss Foster. I shall certainly not try.

Barbara. Mr. Menteith himself!

Miss Foster. Why, child, I never heard of him.

Barbara. O madam, not the Beaus own gentleman?

Miss Foster. Mr. Austins servant. No? Is it possible? By that, George Austin must be here.

Barbara. No doubt of that, madam; theyre never far apart. He came out feeling his chin, madam, so; and a packet of letters under his arm, so; and he had the Beaus own walk to that degree you couldnt tell his back from his masters.

Miss Foster. My dear Barbara, you too frequently forget yourself. A young woman in your position must beware of levity.

Barbara. Madam, I know it; but la, what are you to make of me? Look at the time and trouble dear Miss Dorothy was always taking — she that trained up everybody — and see whats come of it: Barbara Ridley I was, and Barbara Ridley I am; and I dont do with fashionable ways — I cant do with them; and indeed, Miss Evelina, I do sometimes wish we were all back again on Edenside, and Mr. Anthony a boy again, and dear Miss Dorothy her old self, galloping the bay mare along the moor, and taking care of all of us as if she was our mother, bless her heart!

Miss Foster. Miss Dorothy herself, child? Well, now you mention it, Tunbridge of late has scarcely seemed to suit her constitution. She falls away, has not a word to throw at a dog, and is ridiculously pale. Well, now Mr. Austin has returned, after six months of infidelity to the dear Wells, we shall all, I hope, be brightened up. Has the mail come?

Barbara. That it has, madam, and the sight of Mr. Menteith put it clean out of my head. (With letters.) Four for you, Miss Evelina, two for me, and only one for Miss Dorothy. Miss Dorothy seems quite neglected, does she not? Six months ago, it was a different story.

Miss Foster. Well, and thats true, Barbara, and I had not remarked it. I must take her seriously to task. No young lady in her position should neglect her correspondence. (Opening a letter.) Heres from that dear ridiculous boy, the Cornet, announcing his arrival for to-day.

Barbara. O madam, will he come in his red coat?

Miss Foster. I could not conceive him missing such a chance. Youth, child, is always vain, and Mr. Anthony is unusually young.

Barbara. La, madam, he cant help that.

Miss Foster. My child, I am not so sure. Mr. Anthony is a great concern to me. He was orphaned, to be sure, at ten years old; and ever since he has been only as it were his sisters son. Dorothy did everything for him: more indeed than I thought quite ladylike, but I suppose I begin to be old-fashioned. See how she worked and slaved — yes, slaved! — for him: teaching him herself, with what pains and patience she only could reveal, and learning that she might be able; and see what he is now: a gentleman, of course, but, to be frank, a very commonplace one: not what I had hoped of Dorothys brother; not what I had dreamed of the heir of two families — Musgrave and Foster, child! Well, he may now meet Mr. Austin. He requires a Mr. Austin to embellish and correct his manners. (Opening another letter.) Why, Barbara, Mr. John Scrope and Miss Kate Dacre are to be married!

Barbara. La, madam, how nice!

Miss Foster. They are: As Im a sinful woman. And when will you be married, Barbara? and when dear Dorothy? I hate to see old maids a-making.

Barbara. La, Miss Evelina, theres no harm in an old maid.

Miss Foster. You speak like a fool, child: sour grapes are all very well but its a womans business to be married. As for Dorothy, she is five-and-twenty, and she breaks my heart. Such a match, too! Ten thousand to her fortune, the best blood in the north, a most advantageous person, all the graces, the finest sensibility, excellent judgment, the Foster walk; and all these to go positively a-begging! The men seem stricken with blindness. Why, child, when I came out (and I was the dear girls image!) I had more swains at my feet in a fortnight than our Dorothy in — O, I cannot fathom it: it must be the girls own fault.

Barbara. Why, madam, I did think it was a case with Mr. Austin.

Miss Foster. With Mr. Austin? why, how very rustic! The attentions of a gentleman like Mr. Austin, child, are not supposed to lead to matrimony. He is a feature of society: an ornament: a personage: a private gentleman by birth, but a kind of king by habit and reputation. What woman could he marry? Those to whom he might properly aspire are all too far below him. I have known George Austin too long, child, and I understand that the very greatness of his success condemns him to remain unmarried.

Barbara. Sure, madam, that must be tiresome for him.

Miss Foster. Some day, child, you will know better than to think so. George Austin, as I conceive him, and as he is regarded by the world, is one of the triumphs of the other sex. I walked my first minuet with him: I wouldnt tell you the year, child, for worlds; but it was soon after his famous rencounter with Colonel Villiers. He had killed his man, he wore pink and silver, was most elegantly pale, and the most ravishing creature!

Barbara. Well, madam, I believe that: he is the most beautiful gentleman still.


SCENE II

To these, Dorothy, L

Dorothy (entering). Good-morning, aunt! Is there anything for me? (She goes eagerly to table, and looks at letters.)

Miss Foster. Good-morrow, niece. Breakfast, Barbara.

Dorothy (with letter unopened). Nothing.

Miss Foster. And what do you call that, my dear? (Sitting.) Is John Fenwick nobody?

Dorothy (looking at letter.) From John? O yes, so it is. (Lays down letter unopened, and sits to breakfast, Barbara waiting.)

Miss Foster (to Barbara, with plate). Thanks, child; now you may give me some tea. Dolly, I must insist on your eating a good breakfast: I cannot away with your pale cheeks and that Patience-on-a Monument kind of look. (Toast, Barbara.) At Edenside you ate and drank and looked like Hebe. What have you done with your appetite?

Dorothy. I dont know, aunt, Im sure.

Miss Foster. Then consider, please, and recover it as soon as you can: to a young lady in your position a good appetite is an attraction — almost a virtue. Do you know that your brother arrives this morning?

Dorothy. Dear Anthony! Where is his letter, Aunt Evelina? I am pleased that he should leave London and its perils, if only for a day.

Miss Foster. My dear, there are moments when you positively amaze. (Barbara, some pâté, if you please!) I beg you not to be a prude. All women, of course, are virtuous; but a prude is something I regard with abhorrence. The Cornet is seeing life, which is exactly what he wanted. You brought him up surprisingly well; I have always admired you for it; but let us admit — as women of the world, my dear — it was no upbringing for a man. You and that fine solemn fellow, John Fenwick, led a life that was positively no better than the Middle Ages; and between the two of you, poor Anthony (who, I am sure, was a most passive creature!) was so packed with principle and admonition that I vow and declare he reminded me of Issachar stooping between his two burdens. It was high time for him to be done with your apron-string, my dear: he has all his wild oats to sow; and that is an occupation which it is unwise to defer too long. By the bye, have you heard the news? The Duke of York has done us a service for which I was unprepared. (More tea, Barbara!) George Austin, bringing the prince in his train, is with us once more.

Dorothy. I knew he was coming.

Miss Foster. You knew, child? and did not tell? You are a public criminal.

Dorothy. I did not think it mattered, Aunt Evelina.

Miss Foster. O do not make-believe. I am in love with him myself, and have been any time since Nelson and the Nile. As for you, Dolly, since he went away six months ago, you have been positively in the megrims. I shall date your loss of appetite from George Austins vanishing. No, my dear, our family require entertainment: we must have wit about us, and beauty, and the bel air.

Barbara. Well, Miss Dorothy, perhaps its out of my place: but I do hope Mr. Austin will come: I should love to have him see my necklace on.

Dorothy. Necklace? what necklace? Did he give you a necklace?

Barbara. Yes, indeed, Miss, that he did: the very same day he drove you in his curricle to Penshurst. You remember, Miss, I couldnt go.

Dorothy. I remember.

Miss Foster. And so do I. I had a touch of . . . Foster in the blood: the family gout, dears! . . . And you, you ungrateful nymph, had him a whole day to yourself, and not a word to tell me when you returned.

Dorothy. I remember. (Rising.) Is that the necklace, Barbara? It does not suit you. Give it me.

Barbara. La, Miss Dorothy, I wouldnt for the world.

Dorothy. Come, give it me. I want it. Thank you: you shall have my birthday pearls instead.

Miss Foster. Why, Dolly, I believe youre jealous of the maid. Foster, Foster: always a Foster trick to wear the willow in anger.

Dorothy. I do not think, madam, that I am of a jealous habit.

Miss Foster. O, the personage is your excuse! And I can tell you, child, that when George Austin was playing Florizel to the Duchesss Perdita, all the maids in England fell a prey to green-eyed melancholy. It was the ton, you see: not to pine for that Sylvander was to resign from good society.

Dorothy. Aunt Evelina, stop; I cannot endure to hear you. What is he after all but just Beau Austin? What has he done — with half a century of good health, what has he done that is either memorable or worthy? Diced and danced and set fashions; vanquished in a drawing-room, fought for a word; what else? As if these were the meaning of life! Do not make me think so poorly of all of us women. Sure, we can rise to admire a better kind of man than Mr. Austin. We are not all to be snared with the eye, dear aunt; and those that are — O! I know not whether I more hate or pity them.

Miss Foster. You will give me leave, my niece: such talk is neither becoming in a young lady nor creditable to your understanding. The world was made a great while before Miss Dorothy Musgrave; and you will do much better to ripen your opinions, and in the meantime read your letter, which I perceive you have not opened. (Dorothy opens and reads letter.) Barbara, child, you should not listen at table.

Barbara. Sure, madam, I hope I know my place.

Miss Foster. Then do not do it again.

Dorothy. Poor John Fenwick! he coming here!

Miss Foster. Well, and why not? Dorothy, my darling child, you give me pain. You never had but one chance, let me tell you pointedly: and that was John Fenwick. If I were you, I would not let my vanity so blind me. This is not the way to marry.

Dorothy. Dear aunt, I shall never marry.

Miss Foster. A fiddlesticks end! every one must marry. (Rising.) Are you for the Pantiles?

Dorothy. Not to-day, dear,

Miss Foster. Well, well! have your wish, Dolorosa. Barbara, attend and dress me.


SCENE III

Dorothy

Dorothy. How she tortures me, poor aunt, my poor blind aunt; and I — I could break her heart with a word. That she should see nothing, know nothing — theres where it kills. O, it is more than I can bear . . . and yet, how much less than I deserve! Mad girl, of what do I complain? that this dear innocent woman still believes me good, still pierces me to the soul with trustfulness. Alas, and were it otherwise, were her dear eyes opened to the truth, what were left me but death? — He, too — she must still be praising him, and every word is a lash upon my conscience. If I could die of my secret: if I could cease — but one moment cease — this living lie; if I could sleep and forget and be at rest! — Poor John! (reading the letter) he at least is guiltless; and yet for my fault he too must suffer, he too must bear part in my shame. Poor John Fenwick! Has he come back with the old story: with what might have been, perhaps, had we stayed by Edenside? Eden? yes, my Eden, from which I fell. O my old north country, my old river — the river of my innocence, the old country of my hopes — how could I endure to look on you now? And how to meet John? — John, with the old love on his lips, the old, honest, innocent, faithful heart! There was a Dorothy once who was not unfit to ride with him, her heart as light as his, her life as clear as the bright rivers we forded; he called her his Diana, he crowned her so with rowan. Where is that Dorothy now? that Diana? she that was everything to John? For O, I did him good; I know I did him good; I will still believe I did him good: I made him honest and kind and a true man; alas, and could not guide myself! And now, how will he despise me! For he shall know; if I die, he shall know all; I could not live, and not be true with him. (She takes out the necklace and looks at it.) That he should have bought me from my maid! George, George, that you should have stooped to this! Basely as you have used me, this is the basest. Perish the witness! (She treads the trinket under foot.) Break, break like my heart, break like my hopes, perish like my good name!


SCENE IV

To her, Fenwick, C.

Fenwick (after a pause). Is this how you receive me, Dorothy? Am I not welcome? — Shall I go then?

Dorothy (running to him, with hands outstretched). O no, John, not for me. (Turning, and pointing to the necklace.) But you find me changed.

Fenwick (with a movement towards the necklace). This?

Dorothy. No, no, let it lie. That is a trinket — broken. But the old Dorothy is dead.

Fenwick. Dead, dear? Not to me.

Dorothy. Dead to you — dead to all men.

Fenwick. Dorothy, I loved you as a boy. There is not a meadow on Edenside but is dear to me for your sake, not a cottage but recalls your goodness, not a rock nor a tree but brings back something of the best and brightest youth man ever had. You were my teacher and my queen; I walked with you, I talked with you, I rode with you; I lived in your shadow; I saw with your eyes. You will never know, dear Dorothy, what you were to the dull boy you bore with; you will never know with what romance you filled my life, with what devotion, with what tenderness and honour. At night I lay awake and worshipped you; in my dreams I saw you, and you loved me; and you remember, when we told each other stories — you have not forgotten, dearest — that Princess Hawthorn that was still the heroine of mine: who was she? I was not bold enough to tell, but she was you! You, my virgin huntress, my Diana, my queen.

Dorothy. O silence, silence — pity!

Fenwick. No, dear; neither for your sake nor mine will I be silenced. I have begun; I must go on and finish, and put fortune to the touch. It was from you I learned honour, duty, piety, and love. I am as you made me, and I exist but to reverence and serve you. Why else have I come here, the length of England, my heart burning higher every mile, my very horse a clog to me? why, but to ask you for my wife? Dorothy, you will not deny me.

Dorothy. You have not asked me about this broken trinket?

Fenwick. Why should I ask? I love you.

Dorothy. Yet I must tell you. Sit down. (She picks up the necklace, and stands looking at it. Then, breaking down.) O John, John, its long since I left home.

Fenwick. Too long, dear love. The very trees will welcome you.

Dorothy. Ay, John, but I no longer love you. The old Dorothy is dead, God pardon her!

Fenwick. Dorothy, who is the man?

Dorothy. O poor Dorothy! O poor dead Dorothy! John, you found me breaking this: me, your Diana of the Fells, the Diana of your old romance by Edenside. Diana — O what a name for me! Do you see this trinket? It is a chapter in my life. A chapter, do I say? my whole life, for there is none to follow. John, you must bear with me, you must help me. I have that to tell — there is a secret — I have a secret, John — O, for Gods sake, understand. That Diana you revered — O John, John, you must never speak of love to me again.

Fenwick. What do you say? How dare you?

Dorothy. John, it is the truth. Your Diana, even she, she whom you so believed in, she who so believed in herself, came out into the world only to be broken. I met, here at the Wells, a man — why should I tell you his name? I met him, and I loved him. My heart was all his own; yet he was not content with that: he must intrigue to catch me, he must bribe my maid with this. (Throws the necklace on the table.) Did he love me? Well, John, he said he did; and be it so! He loved, he betrayed, and he has left me.

Fenwick. Betrayed?

Dorothy. Ay, even so; I was betrayed. The fault was mine that I forgot our innocent youth, and your honest love.

Fenwick. Dorothy, O Dorothy!

Dorothy. Yours is the pain; but, O John, think it is for your good. Think in England how many true maids may be waiting for your love, haw many that can bring you a whole heart, and be a noble mother to your children, while your poor Diana, at the first touch, has proved all frailty. Go, go and be happy, and let me be patient. I have sinned.

Fenwick. By God, Ill have his blood.

Dorothy. Stop! I love him. (Between Fenwick and door, C.)

Fenwick. What do I care? I loved you too. Little he thought of that, little either of you thought of that. His blood — Ill have his blood!

Dorothy. You shall never know his name.

Fenwick. Know it? Do you think I cannot guess? Do you think I had not heard he followed you. Do you think I had not suffered — O suffered! George Austin is the man. Dear shall he pay it!

Dorothy (at his feet). Pity me; spare me, spare your Dorothy! I love him — love him — love him!

Fenwick. Dorothy, you have robbed me of my happiness, and now you would rob me of my revenge.

Dorothy. I know it; and shall I ask, and you not grant?

Fenwick (raising her). No, Dorothy, you shall ask nothing, nothing in vain from me. You ask his life; I give it you, as I would give you my soul; as I would give you my life, if I had any left. My life is done; you have taken it. Not a hope, not an end; not even revenge. (He sits.) Dorothy, you see your work.

Dorothy. O God, forgive me.

Fenwick. Ay, Dorothy, He will, as I do.

Dorothy. As you do? Do you forgive me, John?

Fenwick. Ay, more than that, poor soul. I said my life was done, I was wrong; I have still a duty. It is not in vain you taught me; I shall still prove to you that it was not in vain. You shall soon find that I am no backward friend. Farewell.


ACT II.

Musical Induction: The Lass of Richmond Hill.

The Stage represents George Austins dressing-room. Elaborate toilet-table, R., with chair; a cheval glass so arranged as to correspond with glass on table. Breakfast-table, L., front. Door, L. The Beau is discovered at table, in dressing-grown, trifling with correspondence. Menteith is frothing chocolate.


SCENE I

Austin, Menteith

Menteith. At the barbers, Mr. George, I had the pleasure of meeting two of the Dooks gentlemen.

Austin. Well, and was his Royal Highness satisfied with his quarters?

Menteith. Quite so, Mr. George. Delighted, I believe.

Austin. I am rejoiced to hear it. I wish I could say I was as pleased with my journey, Menteith. This is the first time I ever came to the Wells in another persons carriage; Duke or not, it shall be the last, Menteith.

Menteith. Ah, Mr. George, no wonder. And how many times have we made that journey back and forth?

Austin. Enough to make us older than we look.

Menteith. To be sure, Mr. George, you do wear well.

Austin. We wear well, Menteith.

Menteith. I hear, Mr. George, that Miss Musgrave is of the company.

Austin. Is she so? Well, well! well, well!

Menteith. Ive not seen the young lady myself, Mr. George; but the barber tells me shes looking poorly.

Austin. Poorly?

Menteith. Yes, Mr. George, poorly was his word.

Austin. Well, Menteith, I am truly sorry. She is not the first.

Menteith. Yes, Mr. George. (A bell. Menteith goes out, and re-enters with card.)

Austin (with card). Whom have we here? Anthony Musgrave?

Menteith. A fine young man, Mr. George; and with a look of the young lady, but not so gentlemanly.

Austin. You have an eye, you have an eye. Let him in.


SCENE II

Austin, Menteith, Anthony

Austin. I am charmed to have this opportunity, Mr. Musgrave. You belong to my old corps, I think? And how does my good friend, Sir Frederick? I had his line; but like all my old comrades, he thinks last about himself, and gives me not of his news.

Anthony. I protest, sir, this is a very proud moment. Your name is still remembered in the regiment. (Austin bows.) The Colonel — he keeps his health, sir, considering his age (Austin bows again, and looks at Menteith) — tells us young men you were a devil of a fellow in your time.

Austin. I believe I was — in my time. Menteith, give Mr. Musgrave a dish of chocolate. So, sir, we see you at the Wells.

Anthony. I have but just alighted. I had but one thought, sir: to pay my respects to Mr. Austin. I have not yet kissed my aunt and sister.

Austin. In my time — to which you refer — the ladies had come first.

Anthony. The women? I take you, sir. But then you see, a mans relatives dont count. And besides, Mr. Austin, between men of the world, I am fairly running away from the sex: I am positively in flight. Little Hortense of the Opera; you know; she sent her love to you. Shes mad about me, I think. You never saw a creature so fond.

Austin. Well, well, child! you are better here. In my time — to which you have referred — I knew the lady. Does she wear well?

Anthony. I beg your pardon, sir!

Austin. No offence, child, no offence. She was a very lively creature. But you neglect your chocolate I see?

Anthony. We dont patronise it, Mr. Austin; we havent for some years: the service has quite changed since your time. Youd be surprised.

Austin. Doubtless. I am.

Anthony. I assure you, sir, I and Jack Bosbury of the Fifty-Second — 

Austin. The Hampshire Bosburys? — 

Anthony. I do not know exactly, sir. I believe he is related.

Austin. Or perhaps — I remember a Mr. Bosbury, a cutter of coats. I have the vanity to believe I formed his business.

Anthony. I — I hope not, sir. But as I was saying, I and this Jack Bosbury, and the Brummagem Bantam — a very pretty light-weight, sir — drank seven bottles of Burgundy to the three of us inside the eighty minutes. Jack, sir, was a little cut; but me and the Bantam went out and finished the evening on hot gin. Life, sir, life! Tom Cribb was with us. He spoke of you, too, Tom did: said youd given him a wrinkle for his second fight with the black man. No, sir, I assure you, youre not forgotten.

Austin (bows). I am pleased to learn it. In my time, I had an esteem for Mr. Cribb.

Anthony. O come, sir! but your time cannot be said to be over.

Austin. Menteith, you hear?

Menteith. Yes, Mr. George.

Anthony. The Colonel told me that you liked to shake an elbow. Your big main, sir, with Lord Wensleydale, is often talked about. I hope I may have the occasion to sit down with you. I shall count it an honour, I assure you.

Austin. But would your aunt, my very good friend, approve?

Anthony. Why, sir, you do not suppose I am in leading-strings?

Austin. You forget, child: a family must hang together. When I was young — in my time — I was alone; and what I did concerned myself. But a youth who has — as I think you have — a family of ladies to protect, must watch his honour, child, and preserve his fortune. You have no commands from Sir Frederick?

Anthony. None, sir, none.

Austin. Shall I find you this noon upon the Pantiles? . . . I shall be charmed. Commend me to your aunt and your fair sister. Menteith?

Menteith. Yes, Mr. George. (Shows Anthony out.)


SCENE III

Austin, Menteith, returning

Austin. Was I ever like that, Menteith?

Menteith. No, Mr. George, you was always a gentleman.

Austin. Youth, my good fellow, youth.

Menteith. Quite so, Mr. George.

Austin. Well, Menteith, we cannot make no mend. We cannot play the jockey with Time. Age is the test: of wine, Menteith, and men.

Menteith. Me and you and the old Hermitage, Mr. George, he-he!

Austin. And the best of these, the Hermitage. But come: we lose our day. Help me off with this. (Menteith takes off Austins dressing-gown; Austin passes R. to dressing-table, and takes up first cravat.)

Austin. Will the hair do, Menteith?

Menteith. Never saw it lay better, Mr. George. (Austin proceeds to wind first cravat. A bell: exit Menteith. Austin drops first cravat in basket and takes second.)

Austin (winding and singing) — 

Id crowns resign
To call her mine,
Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill!

(Second cravat a failure. Re-enter Menteith with card.) Fenwick? of Allonby Shaw? A good family, Menteith, but I dont know the gentleman. (Lays down card, and takes up third cravat.) Send him away with every consideration.

Menteith. To be sure, Mr. George. (He goes out. Third cravat a success. Re-enter Menteith.) He says, Mr. George, that he has an errand from Miss Musgrave.

Austin (with waistcoat). Show him in, Menteith, at once. (Singing and fitting waistcoat at glass) — 

Id crowns resign
To call her mine,
Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill!


SCENE IV

Austin, R. to him Menteith and Fenwick

Menteith (announcing). Mr. Fenwick, Mr. George.

Austin. At the name of Miss Musgrave, my doors fly always open.

Fenwick. I believe, sir, you are acquainted with my cousin, Richard Gaunt?

Austin. The county member? An old and good friend. But you need not go so far afield: I know your good house of Allonby Shaw since the days of the Black Knight. We are, in fact, and at a very royal distance, cousins.

Fenwick. I desired, sir, from the nature of my business, that you should recognise me for a gentleman.

Austin. The preliminary, sir, is somewhat grave.

Fenwick. My business is both grave and delicate.

Austin. Menteith, my good fellow. (Exit Menteith.) Mr. Fenwick, honour me so far as to be seated. (They sit.) I await your pleasure.

Fenwick. Briefly, sir, I am come, not without hope, to appeal to your good heart.

Austin. From Miss Musgrave?

Fenwick. No, sir, I abused her name, and am here upon my own authority. Upon me the consequence.

Austin. Proceed

Fenwick. Mr. Austin, Dorothy Musgrave is the oldest and dearest of my friends, is the lady whom for ten years it has been my hope to make my wife. She has shown me reason to discard that hope for another: that I may call her Mrs. Austin.

Austin. In the best interests of the lady (rising) I question if you have been well inspired. You are aware, sir, that from such interference there is but one issue: to whom shall I address my friend?

Fenwick. Mr. Austin, I am here to throw myself upon your mercy. Strange as my errand is, it will seem yet more strange to you that I came prepared to accept at your hands any extremity of dishonour and not fight. The lady whom it is my boast to serve has honoured me with her commands. These are my law, and by these your life is sacred.

Austin. Then, sir (with his hand upon the bell), his conversation becomes impossible. You have me at too gross a disadvantage; and, as you are a gentleman and respect another, I would suggest that you retire.

Fenwick. Sir, you speak of disadvantage; think of mine. All my life long, with all the forces of my nature, I have loved this lady. I came here to implore her to be my wife, to be my queen; my saint she had been always! She was too noble to deceive me. She told me what you know. I will not conceal that my first mood was of anger: I would have killed you like a dog. But, Mr. Austin — bear with me awhile — I, on the threshold of my life, who have made no figure in the world, nor ever shall now, who had but one treasure, and have lost it — if I, abandoning revenge, trampling upon jealousy, can supplicate you to complete my misfortune — O Mr. Austin! you who have lived, you whose gallantry is beyond the insolence of a suspicion, you who are a man crowned and acclaimed, who are loved, and loved by such a woman — you who excel me in every point of advantage, will you suffer me to surpass you in generosity?

Austin. You speak from the heart. (Sits.) What do you want with me?

Fenwick. Marry her.

Austin. Mr. Fenwick, I am the older man. I have seen much of life, much of society, much of love. When I was young, it was expected of a gentleman to be ready with his hat to a lady, ready with his sword to a man; to honour his word and his king; to be courteous with his equals, generous to his dependants, helpful and trusty in friendship. But it was not asked of us to be quixotic. If I had married every lady by whom it is my fortune — not my merit — to have been distinguished, the Wells would scarce be spacious enough for my establishment. You see, sir, that while I respect your emotion, I am myself conducted by experience. And besides, Mr. Fenwick, is not love a warfare? has it not rules? have not our fair antagonists their tactics, their weapons, their place of arms? and is there not a touch of — pardon me the word! of silliness in one who, having fought, and having vanquished, sounds a parley, and capitulates to his own prisoner? Had the lady chosen, had the fortune of war been other, tis like she had been Mrs. Austin. Now I . . . You know the world.

Fenwick. I know, sir, that the world contains much cowardice. To find Mr. Austin afraid to do the right, this surprises me.

Austin. Afraid, child?

Fenwick. Yes, sir, afraid. You know her, you know if she be worthy; and you answer me with — the world: the world which has been at your feet: the world which Mr. Austin knows so well how to value and is so able to rule.

Austin. I have lived long enough, Mr. Fenwick, to recognise that the world is a great power. It can make; but it can break.

Fenwick. Sir, suffer me: you spoke but now of friendship, and spoke warmly. Have you forgotten Colonel Villiers?

Austin. Mr. Fenwick, Mr. Fenwick, you forget what I have suffered.

Fenwick. O sir, I know you loved him. And yet, for a random word you quarrelled; friendship was weighed in vain against the worlds code of honour; you fought, and your friend fell. I have heard from others how he lay long in agony, and how you watched and nursed him, and it was in your embrace he died. In Gods name have you forgotten that? Was not this sacrifice enough? or must the world, once again, step between Mr. Austin and his generous heart?

Austin. Good God, sir, I believe you are in the right; I believe, upon my soul I believe, there is something in what you say.

Fenwick. Something, Mr. Austin? O credit me, the whole difference betwixt good and evil.

Austin. Nay, nay, but there you go too far. There are many kinds of good: honour is a diamond cut in a thousand facets, and with the true fire in each. Thus, and with all our differences, Mr. Fenwick, you and I can still respect, we can still admire each other.

Fenwick. Bear with me still, sir, if I ask you what is the end of life but to excel in generosity? To pity the weak, to comfort the afflicted, to right where we have wronged, to be brave in reparation — these noble elements you have; for of what besides is the fabric of your dealing with Colonel Villiers? That is mans chivalry to man. Yet to a suffering woman — a woman feeble, betrayed, unconsoled — you deny your clemency, you refuse your aid, you proffer injustice for atonement. Nay, you are so disloyal to yourself that you can choose to be ungenerous and unkind. Where, sir, is the honour? What facet of the diamond is that?

Austin. You forget, sir, you forget. But go on.

Fenwick. O sir, not I — not I but yourself forgets: George Austin forgets George Austin. A woman loved by him, betrayed by him, abandoned by him — that woman suffers; and a point of honour keeps him from his place at her feet. She has played and lost, and the world is with him if he deign to exact the stakes. Is that the Mr. Austin whom Miss Musgrave honoured with her trust? Then, sir, how miserably was she deceived!

Austin. Child — child — 

Fenwick. Mr. Austin, still bear with me, still follow me. O sir, will you not picture that dear ladys life? Her years how few, her error thus irreparable, what henceforth can be her portion but remorse, the consciousness of self-abasement, the shame of knowing that her trust was ill-bestowed? To think of it: this was a queen among women; and this — this is George Austins work! Sir, let me touch your heart: let me prevail with you to feel that tis impossible.

Austin. I am a gentleman. What do you ask of me?

Fenwick. To be the man she loved: to be clement where the world would have you triumph, to be of equal generosity with the vanquished, to be worthy of her sacrifice and of yourself.

Austin. Mr. Fenwick, your reproof is harsh — 

Fenwick (interrupting him). O sir, be, just be just! — 

Austin. But it is merited, and I thank you for its utterance. You tell me that the true victory comes when the fight is won: that our foe is never so noble nor so dangerous as when she is fallen, that the crowning triumph is that we celebrate over our conquering selves. Sir, you are right. Kindness, ay kindness after all. And with age, to become clement. Yes, ambition first; then, the rounded vanity — victory still novel; and last, as you say, the royal mood of the mature man; to abdicate for others . . . Sir, you touched me hard about my dead friend; still harder about my living duty; and I am not so young but I can take a lesson. There is my hand upon it: she shall be my wife.

Fenwick. Ah, Mr. Austin, I was sure of it.

Austin. Then, sir, you were vastly mistaken. There is nothing of Beau Austin here. I have simply, my dear child, sate at the feet of Mr. Fenwick.

Fenwick. Ah, sir, your heart was counsellor enough.

Austin. Pardon me. I am vain enough to be the judge: there are but two people in the world who could have wrought this change: yourself and that dear lady. (Touches bell.) Suffer me to dismiss you. One instant of toilet, and I follow. Will you do me the honour to go before, and announce my approach? (Enter Menteith.)

Fenwick. Sir, if my admiration — 

Austin. Dear child, the admiration is the other way. (Embraces him. Menteith shows him out.)


SCENE V

Austin

Austin. Upon my word, I think the world is getting better. We were none of us young men like that — in my time, to quote my future brother. (He sits down before the mirror.) Well, here ends Beau Austin. Paris, Rome, Vienna, London — victor everywhere: and now he must leave his bones in Tunbridge Wells. (Looks at his leg.) Poor Dolly Musgrave! a good girl after all, and will make me a good wife; none better. The last — of how many? — ay, and the best! Walks like Hebe. But still, here ends Beau Austin. Perhaps its time. Poor Dolly — was she looking poorly? She shall have her wish. Well, we grow older, but we grow no worse.


SCENE VI

Austin, Menteith

Austin. Menteith, I am going to be married.

Menteith. Well, Mr. George, but I am pleased to hear it. Miss Musgrave is a most elegant lady.

Austin. Ay, Mr. Menteith? and who told you the ladys name?

Menteith. Mr. George, you was always a gentleman.

Austin. You mean I wasnt always? Old boy, you are in the right. This shall be a good change for both you and me. We have lived too long like a brace of truants: now is the time to draw about the fire. How much is left of the old Hermitage?

Menteith. Hard upon thirty dozen, Mr. George, and not a bad cork in the bin.

Austin. And a mistress, Menteith, thats worthy of that wine.

Menteith. Mr. George, sir, shes worthy of you.

Austin. Gad, I believe it. (Shakes hands with him.)

Menteith (breaking down). Mr. George, youve been a damned good master to me, and Ive been a damned good servant to you; weve been proud of each other from the first; but if youll excuse my plainness, Mr. George, I never liked you better than to-day.

Austin. Cheer up, old boy, the best is yet to come. Get out the tongs, and curl me like a bridegroom. (Sits before dressing-glass; Menteith produces curling irons and plies them. Austin sings) — 

Id crowns resign
To call her mine,
Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill!

Drop


ACT III.

Musical Induction: the Minuet from Don Giovanni

The stage represents Miss Fosters lodging as in Act I.


SCENE I

Dorothy, R., at tambour; Anthony, C., bestriding chair; Miss Foster, L.C.

Anthony. Yes, maam, I like my regiment: we are all gentlemen, from old Fred downwards, and all of a good family. Indeed, so are all my friends, except one tailor sort of fellow, Bosbury. But Im done with him. I assure you, Aunt Evelina, we are Corinthian to the last degree. I wouldnt shock you ladies for the world — 

Miss Foster. Dont mind me, my dear; go on.

Anthony. Really, maam, you must pardon me: I trust I understand what topics are to be avoided among females — And before my sister, too! A girl of her age!

Dorothy. Why, you dear, silly fellow, Im old enough to be your mother.

Anthony. My dear Dolly, you do not understand; you are not a man of the world. But, as I was going on to say, there is no more spicy regiment in the service.

Miss Foster. I am not surprised that it maintains its old reputation. You know, my dear (to Dorothy), it was George Austins regiment.

Dorothy. Was it, aunt?

Anthony. Beau Austin? Yes, it was; and a precious dust they make about him still — a parcel of old frumps! Thats why I went to see him. But hes quite extinct: he couldnt be Corinthian if he tried.

Miss Foster. I am afraid that even at your age George Austin held a very different position from the distinguished Anthony Musgrave.

Anthony. Come, maam, I take that unkindly. Of course I know what youre at: of course the old pût cut no end of a dash with the Duchess.

Miss Foster. My dear child, I was thinking of no such thing; that was immoral.

Anthony. Then you mean that affair at Brighton: when he cut the Prince about Perdita Robinson.

Miss Foster. No, I had forgotten it.

Anthony. O, well, I know — that duel! But look here, Aunt Evelina, I dont think youd be much gratified after all if I were to be broke for killing my commanding officer about a quarrel at cards.

Dorothy. Nobody asks you, Anthony, to imitate Mr. Austin. I trust you will set yourself a better model. But you may choose a worse. With all his faults, and all his enemies, Mr. Austin is a pattern gentleman: You would not ask a man to be braver, and there are few so generous. I cannot bear to hear him called in fault by one so young. Better judges, dear, are better pleased.

Anthony. Hey-day! whats this?

Miss Foster. Why, Dolly, this is April and May. You surprise me.

Dorothy. I am afraid, indeed, madam, that you have much to suffer from my caprice. (She goes out, L.)


SCENE II

Anthony, Miss Foster

Anthony. What is the meaning of all this, maam? I dont like it.

Miss Foster. Nothing, child, that I know. You spoke of Mr. Austin, our dear friend, like a groom; and she, like any lady of taste, took arms in his defence.

Anthony. No, maam, that wont do. I know the sex. You mark my words, the girl has some confounded nonsense in her head, and wants looking after.

Miss Foster. In my presence, Anthony, I shall ask you to speak of Dorothy with greater respect. With your permission, your sister and I will continue to direct our own affairs. When we require the interference of so young and confident a champion, you shall know. (Curtsies, kisses her hand, and goes out, L.)


SCENE III

Anthony

Anthony. Upon my word, I think Aunt Evelina one of the most uncivil old women in the world. Nine weeks ago I came of age; and they still treat me like a boy. Im a recognised Corinthian, too: take my liquor with old Fred, and go round with the Brummagem Bantam and Jack Bosb — . . . O damn Jack Bosbury. If his father was a tailor, he shall fight me for his ungentlemanly conduct. However, thats all one. What I want is to make Aunt Evelina understand that Im not the man to be put down by an old maid whos been brought up in a work-basket, begad! Ive had nothing but rebuffs all day. Its very remarkable. There was that man Austin, to begin with. Ill be hanged if I can stand him. I hear too much of him; and if I can only get a good excuse to put him to the door, I believe it would give Dorothy and all of us a kind of a position. After all, hes not a man to visit in the house of ladies: not when Im away, at least. Nothing in it of course; but is he a man whose visits I can sanction?


SCENE IV

Anthony, Barbara

Barbara. Please, Mr. Anthony, Miss Foster said I was to show your room.

Anthony. Ha! Baby? Now, you come here. Youre a girl of sense, I know.

Barbara. La, Mr. Anthony, I hope Im nothing of the kind.

Anthony. Come, come! thats not the tone I want: Im serious. Does this man Austin come much about the house?

Barbara. O Mr. Anthony, for shame! Why dont you ask Miss Foster?

Anthony. Now I wish you to understand: Im the head of this family. Its my business to look after my sisters reputation, and my aunts too, begad! Thats what Im here for: Im their natural protector. And what I want you, Barbara Ridley, to understand — you whose fathers have served my fathers — is just simply this: if youve any common gratitude, youre bound to help me in the work. Now Barbara, you know me, and you know my Aunt Evelina. Shes a good enough woman; Im the first to say so. But who is she to take care of a young girl? Shes ignorant of the world to that degree she believes in Beau Austin! Now you and I, Bab, who are not so high and dry, see through and through him; we know that a man like that is no fit company for any inexperienced girl.

Barbara. O Mr. Anthony, dont say that. (Weeping.)

Anthony. Hullo! whats wrong?

Barbara. Nothing that I know of. O Mr. Anthony, I dont think there can be anything.

Anthony. Think? Dont think? Whats this?

Barbara. O sir! I dont know, and yet I dont like it. Heres my beautiful necklace all broke to bits: she took it off my very neck, and gave me her birthday pearls instead; and I found it afterwards on the table, all smashed to pieces; and all she wanted it for was to take and break it. Why that? It frightens me, Mr. Anthony, it frightens me.

Anthony (with necklace). This? What has this trumpery to do with us?

Barbara. He gave it me: thats why she broke it.

Anthony. He? who?

Barbara. Mr. Austin did; and I do believe I should not have taken it, Mr. Anthony, but I thought no harm, upon my word of honour. He was always here: that was six months ago; and indeed, indeed, I thought they were to marry. How would I think else with a born lady like Miss Dorothy?

Anthony. Why, Barbara, God help us all, whats this? You dont mean to say that there was — 

Barbara. Here it is, as true as true: they were going for a jaunt; and Miss Foster had her gout; and I was to go with them; and he told me to make-believe I was ill; and I did; and I stayed at home; and he gave me that necklace; and they went away together; and, oh dear! I wish Id never been born.

Anthony. Together? he and Dolly? Good Lord! my sister! And since then?

Barbara. We havent seen him from that day to this, the wicked villain; and, Mr. Anthony, he hasnt so much as written the poor dear a word.

Anthony. Bab, Bab, Bab, this is a devil of a bad business; this is a cruel bad business, Baby; cruel upon me, cruel upon all of us; a family like mine. Im a young man, Barbara, to have this delicate affair to manage; but, thank God, Im Musgrave to the bone. He bribed a servant-maid, did he? I keep his bribe; its mine now; dear bought, by George! He shall have it in his teeth. Shot Colonel Villiers, did he? well see how he faces Anthony Musgrave. Youre a good girl, Barbara; so far youve served the family. You leave this to me. And, hark ye, dry your eyes and hold your tongue: Ill have no scandal raised by you.

Barbara. I do hope, sir, you wont use me against Miss Dorothy.

Anthony. Thats my affair; your business is to hold your tongue. Miss Dorothy has made her bed and must lie on it. Heres Jack Fenwick. You can go.


SCENE V

Anthony, Fenwick

Anthony. Jack Fenwick, is that you? Come here, my boy. Jack, youve given me many a thrashing, and I deserved em; and Ill not see you made a fool of now. George Austin is a damned villain, and Dorothy Musgrave is no girl for you to marry: God help me that I should have to say it.

Fenwick. Good God, who told you?

Anthony. Ay, Jack; its hard on me, Jack. But youll stand my friend in spite of this, and youll take my message to the man, wont you? For its got to come to blood, Jack: theres no way out of that. And perhaps your poor friend will fall, Jack; think of that: like Villiers. And all for an unworthy sister.

Fenwick. Now, Anthony Musgrave, I give you fair warning; see you take it: one word more against your sister, and we quarrel.

Anthony. You let it slip yourself, Jack: you know yourself shes not a virtuous girl.

Fenwick. What do you know of virtue, whose whole boast is to be vicious? How dare you draw conclusions? Dolt and puppy! you can no more comprehend that angels excellencies than she can stoop to believe in your vices. And you talk morality? Anthony, Im a man who has been somewhat roughly tried: take care.

Anthony. You dont seem able to grasp the situation, Jack. Its very remarkable; Im the girls natural protector; and you should buckle-to and help, like a friend of the family. And instead of that, begad! you turn on me like all the rest.

Fenwick. Now mark me fairly: Mr. Austin follows at my heels; he comes to offer marriage to your sister — that is all you know, and all you shall know; and if by any misplaced insolence of yours this marriage should miscarry, you have to answer, not to Mr. Austin only, but to me.

Anthony. Its all a most discreditable business, and I dont see how you propose to better it by cutting my throat. Of course if hes going to marry her, its a different thing; but I dont believe he is, or hed have asked me. You think me a fool? Well see they marry, or theyll find me a dangerous fool.


SCENE VI

To these, Austin, Barbara announcing.

Barbara. Mr. Austin. (She shows Austin in, and retires.)

Austin. You will do me the justice to acknowledge, Mr. Fenwick, that I have been not long delayed by my devotion to the Graces.

Anthony. So, sir, I find you in my house — 

Austin. And charmed to meet you again. It went against my conscience to separate so soon. Youth, Mr. Musgrave, is to us older men a perpetual refreshment.

Anthony. You came here, sir, I suppose, upon some errand?

Austin. My errand, Mr. Musgrave, is to your fair sister. Beauty, as you know, comes before valour.

Anthony. In my own house, and about my own sister, I presume I have the right to ask for something more explicit.

Austin. The right, my dear sir, is beyond question; but it is one, as you were going on to observe, on which no gentleman insists.

Fenwick. Anthony, my good fellow, I think we had better go.

Anthony. I have asked a question.

Austin. Which I was charmed to answer, but which, on repetition, might begin to grow distasteful.

Anthony. In my own house — 

Fenwick. For Gods sake, Anthony!

Austin. In your aunts house, young gentleman, I shall be careful to refrain from criticism. I am come upon a visit to a lady: that visit I shall pay; when you desire (if it be possible that you desire it) to resume this singular conversation, select some fitter place. Mr. Fenwick, this afternoon, may I present you to his Royal Highness?

Anthony. Why, sir, I believe you must have misconceived me. I have no wish to offend: at least at present.

Austin. Enough, sir. I was persuaded I had heard amiss. I trust we shall be friends.

Fenwick. Come, Anthony, come: here is your sister.

(As Fenwick and Anthony go out, C., enter Dorothy, L.)


SCENE VII

Austin, Dorothy

Dorothy. I am told, Mr. Austin, that you wish to see me.

Austin. Madam, can you doubt of that desire? can you question my sincerity?

Dorothy. Sir, between you and me these compliments are worse than idle: they are unkind. Sure, we are alone!

Austin. I find you in an hour of cruelty, I fear. Yet you have condescended to receive this poor offender; and having done so much, you will not refuse to give him audience.

Dorothy. You shall have no cause, sir, to complain of me. I listen.

Austin. My fair friend, I have sent myself — a poor ambassador — to plead for your forgiveness. I have been too long absent; too long, I would fain hope, madam, for you; too long for my honour and my love. I am no longer, madam, in my first youth; but I may say that I am not unknown. My fortune, originally small, has not suffered from my husbandry. I have excellent health, an excellent temper, and the purest ardour of affection for your person. I found not on my merits, but on your indulgence. Miss Musgrave, will you honour me with your hand in marriage?

Dorothy. Mr. Austin, if I thought basely of marriage, I should perhaps accept your offer. There was a time, indeed, when it would have made me proudest among women. I was the more deceived, and have to thank you for a salutary lesson. You chose to count me as a cipher in your rolls of conquest; for six months you left me to my fate; and you come here to-day — prompted, I doubt not, by an honourable impulse — to offer this tardy reparation. No: it is too late.

Austin. Do you refuse?

Dorothy. Yours is the blame: we are no longer equal. You have robbed me of the right to marry any one but you; and do you think me, then, so poor in spirit as to accept a husband on compulsion?

Austin. Dorothy, you loved me once.

Dorothy. Ay, you will never guess how much: you will never live to understand how ignominious a defeat that conquest was. I loved and trusted you: I judged you by myself; think, then, of my humiliation, when, at the touch of trial, all your qualities proved false, and I beheld you the slave of the meanest vanity — selfish, untrue, base! Think, sir, what a humbling of my pride to have been thus deceived: to have taken for my idol such a commonplace imposture as yourself; to have loved — yes, loved — such a shadow, such a mockery of man. And now I am unworthy to be the wife of any gentleman; and you — look me in the face, George — are you worthy to be my husband?

Austin. No, Dorothy, I am not. I was a vain fool; I blundered away the most precious opportunity; and my regret will be lifelong. Do me the justice to accept this full confession of my fault. I am here to-day to own and to repair it.

Dorothy. Repair it? Sir you condescend too far.

Austin. I perceive with shame how grievously I had misjudged you. But now, Dorothy, believe me, my eyes are opened. I plead with you, not as my equal, but as one in all ways better than myself. I admire you, not in that trivial sense in which we men are wont to speak of women, but as Gods work: as a wise mind, a noble soul, and a most generous heart, from whose society I have all to gain, all to learn. Dorothy, in one word, I love you.

Dorothy. And what, sir, has wrought this transformation? You knew me of old, or thought you knew me? Is it in six months of selfish absence that your mind has changed? When did that change begin? A week ago? Sure, you would have written! To-day? Sir, if this offer be anything more than fresh offence, I have a right to be enlightened.

Austin. Madam, I foresaw this question. So be it: I respect, and I will not deceive you. But give me, first of all, a moment for defence. There are few men of my habits and position who would have done as I have done: sate at the feet of a young boy, accepted his lessons, gone upon his errand: fewer still, who would thus, at the crisis of a love, risk the whole fortune of the soul — love, gratitude, even respect. Yet more than that! For conceive how I respect you, if I, whose lifelong trade has been flattery, stand before you and make the plain confession of a truth that must not only lower me, but deeply wound yourself.

Dorothy. What means — ?

Austin. Young Fenwick, my rival for your heart, he it was that sent me.

Dorothy. He? O disgrace! He sent you! That was what he meant? Am I fallen so low? Am I your common talk among men? Did you dice for me? Did he kneel? O John, John, how could you! And you, Mr. Austin, whither have you brought me down? shame heaping upon shame — to what end! oh, to what end?

Austin. Madam, you wound me: you look wilfully amiss. Sure, any lady in the land might well be proud to be loved as you are loved, with such nobility as Mr. Fenwicks, with such humility as mine. I came, indeed, in pity, in good-nature, what you will. (See, dearest lady, with what honesty I speak: if I win you, it shall be with the unblemished truth.) All that is gone. Pity? it is myself I pity. I offer you not love — I am not worthy. I ask, I beseech of you: suffer me to wait upon you like a servant, to serve you with my rank, my name, the whole devotion of my life. I am a gentleman — ay, in spite of my fault — an upright gentleman; and I swear to you that you shall order your life and mine at your free will. Dorothy, at your feet, in remorse, in respect, in love — O such love as I have never felt, such love as I derided — I implore, I conjure you to be mine!

Dorothy. Too late! too late.

Austin. No, no, not too late: not too late for penitence, not too late for love.

Dorothy. Which do you propose? that I should abuse your compassion, or reward your treachery? George Austin, I have been your mistress, and I will never be your wife.

Austin. Child, dear child, I have not told you all: there is worse still: your brother knows; the boy as good as told me. Dorothy, this is scandal at the door — O let that move you: for that, if not for my sake, for that, if not for love, trust me, trust me again.

Dorothy. I am so much the more your victim: that is all, and shall that change my heart? The sin must have its wages. This, too, was done long ago: when you stooped to lie to me. The shame is still mine, the fault still yours.

Austin. Child, child, you kill me: you will not understand. Can you not see? the lad will force me to a duel.

Dorothy. And you will kill him? Shame after shame, threat upon threat. Marry me, or you are dishonoured; marry me, or your brother dies: and this is mans honour! But my honour and my pride are different. I will encounter all misfortune sooner than degrade myself by an unfaithful marriage. How should I kneel before the altar, and vow to reverence as my husband you, you who deceived me as my lover?

Austin. Dorothy, you misjudge me cruelly; I have deserved it. You will not take me for your husband; why should I wonder? You are right. I have indeed filled your life with calamity: the wages, ay, the wages, of my sin are heavy upon you. But I have one more thing to ask of your pity; and O remember, child, who it is that asks it: a man guilty in your sight, void of excuse, but old, and very proud, and most unused to supplication. Dorothy Musgrave, will you forgive George Austin?

Dorothy. O, George!

Austin. It is the old name: that is all I ask, and more than I deserve. I shall remember, often remember, how and where it was bestowed upon me for the last time. I thank you, Dorothy, from my heart; a heart, child, that has been too long silent, but is not too old, I thank God! not yet too old, to learn a lesson and to accept a reproof. I will not keep you longer: I will go — I am so bankrupt in credit that I dare not ask you to believe in how much sorrow. But, Dorothy, my acts will speak for me with more persuasion. If it be in my power, you shall suffer no more through me: I will avoid your brother; I will leave this place, I will leave England, to-morrow; you shall be no longer tortured with the neighbourhood of your ungenerous lover. Dorothy, farewell!


SCENE VIII

Dorothy; to whom, Anthony, L.

Dorothy (on her knees, and reaching with her hands.) George, George! (Enter Anthony.)

Anthony. Ha! what are you crying for?

Dorothy. Nothing, dear! (Rising.)

Anthony. Is Austin going to marry you?

Dorothy. I shall never marry.

Anthony. I thought as much. You should have come to me.

Dorothy. I know, dear, I know; but there was nothing to come about.

Anthony. Its a lie. You have disgraced the family. You went to John Fenwick: see what he has made of it! But I will have you righted: it shall be atoned in the mans blood.

Dorothy. Anthony! And if I had refused him?

Anthony. You? refuse George Austin? You never had the chance.

Dorothy. I have refused him.

Anthony. Dorothy, you lie. You would shield your lover; but this concerns not you only: it strikes my honour and my fathers honour.

Dorothy. I have refused him — refused him, I tell you — refused him. The blame is mine; are you so mad and wicked that you will not see?

Anthony. I see this: that man must die.

Dorothy. He? never! You forget, you forget whom you defy; you run upon your death.

Anthony. Ah, my girl, you should have thought of that before. It is too late now.

Dorothy. Anthony, if I beg you — Anthony, I have tried to be a good sister; I brought you up, dear, nursed you when you were sick, fought for you, hoped for you, loved you — think of it, think of the dear past, think of our home and the happy winter nights, the castles in the fire, the long shining future, the love that was to forgive and suffer always — O you will spare, you will spare me this.

Anthony. I will tell you what I will do, Dolly: I will do just what you taught me — my duty: that, and nothing else.

Dorothy. O Anthony, you also, you to strike me! Heavens, shall I kill them — I — I, that love them, kill them! Miserable, sinful girl! George, George, thank God, you will be far away! O go, George, go at once!

Anthony. He goes the coward! Ay, is this more of your contrivance? Madam, you make me blush. But to-day at least I know where I can find him. This afternoon, on the Pantiles, he must dance attendance on the Duke of York. Already he must be there; and there he is at my mercy.

Dorothy. Thank God, you are deceived: he will not fight. He promised me that; thank God I have his promise for that.

Anthony. Promise! Do you see this? (producing necklace) the thing he bribed your maid with? I shall dash it in his teeth before the Duke and before all Tunbridge. Promise, you poor fool? what promise holds against a blow? Get to your knees and pray for him; for, by the God above, if he has any blood in his body, one of us shall die before to-night. (He goes out.)

Dorothy. Anthony, Anthony! . . . O my God, George will kill him.

Music: Chè farò, as the drop falls.

Drop.


ACT IV.

Musical Induction: Gavotte; Iphigénie en Aulide.

Gluck

The Stage represents the Pantiles: the alleys fronting the spectators in parallel lines. At the back, a stand of musicians, from which the Gavotte is repeated on muted strings. The music continues nearly through Scene I. Visitors walking to and fro beneath the lines. A seat in front, L.


SCENE I

Miss Foster, Barbara, Menteith; Visitors

Miss Foster (entering; escorted by Menteith, and followed by Barbara). And so, Menteith, here you are once more. And vastly pleased I am to see you, my good fellow, not only for your own sake, but because you harbinger the Beau. (Sits, L.; Menteith standing over her.)

Menteith. Honoured madam, I have had the pleasure to serve Mr. George for more than thirty years. This is a privilege — a very great privilege. I have beheld him in the first societies, moving among the first rank of personages; and none, madam, none outshone him.

Barbara. I assure you, madam, when Mr. Menteith took me to the play, he talked so much of Mr. Austin that I couldnt hear a word of Mr. Kean.

Miss Foster. Well, well, and very right. That was the old school of service, Barbara, which you would do well to imitate. This is a child, Menteith, that I am trying to form.

Menteith. Quite so, madam.

Miss Foster. And are we soon to see our princely guest, Menteith?

Menteith. His Royal Highness, madam? I believe I may say quite so. Mr. George will receive our gallant prince upon the Pantiles (looking at his watch) in, I should say, a matter of twelve minutes from now. Such, madam, is Mr. Georges order of the day.

Barbara. I beg your pardon, madam, I am sure, but are we really to see one of His Majestys own brothers? That will be pure! O madam, this is better than Carlisle.

Miss Foster. The wood-note wild: a loyal Cumbrian, Menteith.

Menteith. Eh? Quite so, madam.

Miss Foster. When she has seen as much of the Royal Family as you, my good fellow, she will find it vastly less entertaining.

Menteith. Yes, madam, indeed; In these distinguished circles, life is but a slavery. None of the best set would relish Tunbridge without Mr. George; Tunbridge and Mr. George (if youll excuse my plainness, madam) are in a manner of speaking identified; and indeed it was the Dooks desire alone that brought us here.

Barbara. What? the Duke? O dear! was it for that?

Menteith. Though, to be sure, madam, Mr. George would always be charmed to find himself (bowing) among so many admired members of his own set.

Miss Foster. Upon my word, Menteith, Mr. Austin is as fortunate in his servant as his reputation.

Menteith. Quite so, madam. But let me observe that the opportunities I have had of acquiring a knowledge of Mr. Georges character have been positively unrivalled. Nobody knows Mr. George like his old attendant. The goodness of that gentleman — but, madam, you will soon be equally fortunate, if, as I understand, it is to be a match.

Miss Foster. I hope, Menteith, you are not taking leave of your senses. Is it possible you mean my niece?

Menteith. Madam, I have the honour to congratulate you. I put a second curl in Mr. Georges hair on purpose.


SCENE II

To these, Austin. Menteith falls back, and Austin takes his place in front of Miss Foster, his attitude a counterpart of Menteiths.

Austin. Madam, I hasten to present my homage.

Miss Foster. A truce to compliments! Menteith, your charming fellow there, has set me positively crazy. Dear George Austin, is it true? can it be true?

Austin. Madam, if he has been praising your niece he has been well inspired. If he was speaking, as I spoke an hour ago myself, I wish, Miss Foster, that he had held his tongue. I have indeed offered myself to Miss Dorothy, and she, with the most excellent reason, has refused me.

Miss Foster. Is it possible? why, my dear George Austin . . . then I suppose it is John Fenwick after all!

Austin. Not one of us is worthy.

Miss Foster. This is the most amazing circumstance. You take my breath away. My niece refuse George Austin? why, I give you my word, I thought she had adored you. A perfect scandal: it positively must not get abroad.

Austin. Madam, for that young lady I have a singular regard. Judge me as tenderly as you can, and set it down, if you must, to an old mans vanity — for, Evelina, we are no longer in the heyday of our youth — judge me as you will: I should prefer to have it known.

Miss Foster. Can you? George Austin, you? My youth was nothing; I was a failure; but for you? no, George, you never can, you never must be old. You are the triumph of my generation, George, and of our old friendship too. Think of my first dance and my first partner. And to have this story — no, I could not bear to have it told of you.

Austin. Madam, there are some ladies over whom it is a boast to have prevailed; there are others whom it is a glory to have loved. And I am so vain, dear Evelina, that even thus I am proud to link my name with that of Dorothy Musgrave.

Miss Foster. George, you are changed. I would not know you.

Austin. I scarce know myself. But pardon me, dear friend (taking his watch), in less than four minutes our illustrious guest will descend amongst us; and I observe Mr. Fenwick, with whom I have a pressing business. Suffer me, dear Evelina! — 


SCENE III

To these, Fenwick. Miss Foster remains seated, L. Austin goes R. to Fenwick, whom he salutes with great respect

Austin. Mr. Fenwick, I have played and lost. That noble lady, justly incensed at my misconduct, has condemned me. Under the burden of such a loss, may I console myself with the esteem of Mr. Fenwick?

Fenwick. She refused you? Pardon me, sir, but was the fault not yours?

Austin. Perhaps to my shame, I am no novice, Mr. Fenwick; but I have never felt nor striven as to-day. I went upon your errand; but, you may trust me, sir, before I had done I found it was my own. Until to-day I never rightly valued her; sure, she is fit to be a queen. I have a remorse here at my heart to which I am a stranger. Oh! that was a brave life, that was a great heart that I have ruined.

Fenwick. Ay, sir, indeed.

Austin. But, sir, it is not to lament the irretrievable that I intrude myself upon your leisure. There is something to be done, to save, at least to spare, that lady. You did not fail to observe the brother?

Fenwick. No, sir, he knows all; and being both intemperate and ignorant — 

Austin. Surely. I know. I have to ask you then to find what friends you can among this company; and if you have none, to make them. Let everybody hear the news. Tell it (if I may offer the suggestion) with humour: how Mr. Austin, somewhat upon the wane, but still filled with sufficiency, gloriously presumed and was most ingloriously set down by a young lady from the north: the ladys name a secret, which you will permit to be divined. The laugh — the position of the hero — will make it circulate; — you perceive I am in earnest; — and in this way I believe our young friend will find himself forestalled.

Fenwick. Mr. Austin, I would not have dared to ask so much of you; I will go further: were the positions changed, I should fear to follow your example.

Austin. Child, child, you could not afford it.


SCENE IV

To there, the Royal Duke, C.; then, immediately, Anthony, L. Fenwick crosses to Miss Foster, R. Austin accosts the Duke, C., in dumb show; the muted strings take up a new air, Mozarts Anglaise; couples passing under the limes, and forming a group behind Austin and the Duke. Anthony in front, L., watches Austin, who, as he turns from the Duke, sees him, and comes forward with extended hand

Austin. Dear child, let me present you to his Royal Highness.

Anthony (with necklace). Mr. Austin, do you recognise the bribe you gave my sisters maid?

Austin. Hush, sir, hush! you forget the presence of the Duke.

Anthony. Mr. Austin, you are a coward and a scoundrel.

Austin. My child, you will regret these words: I refuse your quarrel.

Anthony. You do? Take that. (He strikes Austin on the mouth. At the moment of the blow — )


SCENE V

To these, Dorothy, L. U. E. Dorothy, unseen by Austin, shrieks. Sensation. Music stops. Tableau

Austin (recovering his composure). Your Royal Highness, suffer me to excuse the disrespect of this young gentleman. He has so much apology, and I have, I hope, so good a credit, as incline me to accept this blow. But I must beg of your Highness, and, gentlemen, all of you here present, to bear with me while I will explain what is too capable of misconstruction. I am the rejected suitor of this young gentlemans sister; of Miss Dorothy Musgrave: a lady whom I singularly honour and esteem; a word from whom (if I could hope that word) would fill my life with happiness. I was not worthy of that lady; when I was defeated in fair field, I presumed to make advances through her maid. See in how laughable a manner fate repaid me! The waiting-girl derided, the mistress denied, and now comes in this very ardent champion who publicly insults me. My vanity is cured; you will judge it right, I am persuaded, all of you, that I should accept my proper punishment in silence; you, my Lord Duke, to pardon this young gentleman; and you, Mr. Musgrave, to spare me further provocation, which I am determined to ignore.

Dorothy (rushing forward, falling at Austins knees, and seizing his hand). George, George, it was for me. My hero! take me! What you will!

Austin (in an agony). My dear creature, remember that we are in public. (Raising her.) Your Royal Highness, may I present you Mrs. George Frederick Austin? (The Curtain falls on a few bars of the Lass of Richmond Hill.)

THE END


Admiral Guinea (1892)
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Written in collaboration with Robert Louis Stevenson
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

John Gaunt, called Admiral Guinea, once Captain of the Slaver Arethusa.

Arethusa Gaunt, his Daughter.

David Pew, a Blind Beggar, once Boatswain of the Arethusa

Kit French, a Privateersman.

Mrs. Drake, Landlady of the Admiral Benbow Inn.



The Scene is laid in the neighbourhood of Barnstaple. The Time is about the year 1760. The action occupies part of a day and night.



Note. — Passages suggested for omission in representation are enclosed in square brackets, thus [ ].


ACT I.

The Stage represents a room in the Admiral Guineas house: fireplace, arm-chair, and table with Bible, L., towards the front; door C., with window on each side, the window on the R., practicable; doors, R. and L., back; corner cupboard, a brass-strapped sea-chest fixed to the wall and floor, R.; cutlasses, telescopes, sextant, quadrant, a calendar, and several maps upon the wall; a ship clock; three wooden chairs; a dresser against wall, R. C.; on the chimney-piece the model of a brig and several shells. The centre bare of furniture. Through the widows and the door, which is open, green trees and a small field of sea.


SCENE I

Arethusa is discovered, dusting

Arethusa. Ten months and a week to-day! Now for a new mark. Since the last, the sun has set and risen over the fields and the pleasant trees at home, and on Kits lone ship and the empty sea. Perhaps it blew; perhaps rained; (at the chart) perhaps he was far up here to the norard, where the icebergs sail; perhaps at anchor among these wild islands of the snakes and buccaneers. O, you big chart, if I could see him sailing on you! North and South Atlantic; such a weary sight of water and no land; never an island for the poor lad to land upon. But still, Gods there. (She takes down the telescope to dust it.) Fathers spy-glass again; and my poor Kit perhaps with such another, sweeping the great deep!


SCENE II

Arethusa; to her, Kit, C. [He enters on tiptoe, and she does not see or hear him]

Arethusa (dusting telescope). At sea they have less dust at least: thats so much comfort.

Kit. Sweetheart, ahoy!

Arethusa. Kit!

Kit. Arethusa.

Arethusa. My Kit! Home again — O my love! — home again to me!

Kit. As straight as wind and tide could carry me!

Arethusa. O Kit, my dearest. O Kit — O! O!

Kit. Hey? Steady, lass: steady, I say. For goodness sake, ease it off.

Arethusa. I will, Kit — I will. But you came so sudden.

Kit. I thought ten months of it about preparation enough.

Arethusa. Ten months and a week: you havent counted the days as I have. Another day gone, and one day nearer to Kit: that has been my almanac. How brown you are! how handsome!

Kit. A pity you cant see yourself! Well, no, Ill never be handsome: brown I may be, never handsome. But Im better than that, if the proverbs true; for Im ten hundred thousand fathoms deep in love. I bring you a faithful sailor. What! you dont think much of that for a curiosity? Well, thats so: youre right; the rarity is in the girl thats worth it ten times over. Faithful? I couldnt help it if I tried! No, sweetheart, and I fear nothing: I dont know what fear is, but just of losing you. (Starting.) Lord, thats not the Admiral?

Arethusa. Aha, Mr. Dreadnought! you see you fear my father.

Kit. That I do. But, thank goodness, its nobody. Kiss me: no, I wont kiss you: kiss me. Ill give you a present for that. See!

Arethusa. A wedding-ring!

Kit. My mothers. Will you take it?

Arethusa. Yes, will I — and give myself for it.

Kit. Ah, if we could only count upon your father! Hes a man every inch of him; but he cant endure Kit French.

Arethusa. He hasnt learned to know you, Kit, as I have, nor yet do you know him. He seems hard and violent; at heart he is only a man overwhelmed with sorrow. Why else, when he looks at me and does not know that I observe him, should his face change, and fill with such tenderness, that I could weep to see him? Why, when he walks in his sleep, as he does almost every night, his eyes open and beholding nothing, why should he cry so pitifully on my mothers name? Ah, if you could hear him then, you would say yourself: here is a man that has loved; here is a man that will be kind to lovers.

Kit. Is that so? Ay, its a hard thing to lose your wife; ay, that must cut the heart indeed. But for all that, my lass, your father is keen for the doubloons.

Arethusa. Right, Kit: and small blame to him. There is only one way to be honest, and the name of that is thrift.

Kit. Well, and thats my motto. Ive left the ship; no more letter of marque for me. Good-bye to Kit French, privateersmans mate; and how-dye-do to Christopher, the coasting skipper. Ive seen the very boat for me: Ive enough to buy her, too; and to furnish a good house, and keep a shot in the locker for bad luck. So far, theres nothing to gainsay. So far its hopeful enough; but still theres Admiral Guinea, you know — and the plain truth is that Im afraid of him.

Arethusa. Admiral Guinea? Now Kit, if you are to be true lover of mine, you shall not use that name. His name is Captain Gaunt. As for fearing him, Kit French, youre not the man for me, if you fear anything but sin. Hes a stern man because hes in the right.

Kit. He is a man of God; I am what he calls a child of perdition. I was a privateersman — serving my country, I say; but he calls it pirate. He is thrifty and sober; he has a treasure, they say, and it lies so near his heart that he tumbles up in his sleep to stand watch over it. What has a harum-scarum dog like me to expect from a man like him? He wont see Im starving for a chance to mend; Mend, hell say; Ill be shot if you mend at the expense of my daughter; and the worst of it is, you see, hell be right.

Arethusa. Kit, if you dare to say that faint-hearted word again, Ill take my ring off. What are we here for but to grow better or grow worse? Do you think Arethusa French will be the same as Arethusa Gaunt?

Kit. I dont want her better.

Arethusa. Ah, but she shall be!

Kit. Hark, here he is! By George, its neck or nothing now. Stand by to back me up.


SCENE III

To these, Gaunt, C.

Kit (with Arethusas hand). Captain Gaunt, I have come to ask you for your daughter.

Gaunt. Hum. (He sits in his chair, L.)

Kit. I love her, and she loves me, sir. Ive left the privateering. Ive enough to set me up and buy a tidy sloop — Jack Lees; you know the boat, Captain; clinker built, not four years old, eighty tons burthen, steers like a child. Ive put my mothers ring on Arethusas finger; and if youll give us your blessing, Ill engage to turn over a new leaf, and make her a good husband.

Gaunt. In whose strength, Christopher French?

Kit. In the strength of my good, honest love for her: as you did for her mother, and my father for mine. And you know, Captain, a man cant command the wind; but (excuse me, sir) he can always lie the best course possible, and thats what Ill do, so God help me.

Gaunt. Arethusa, you at least are the child of many prayers; your eyes have been unsealed; and to you the world stands naked, a morning watch for duration, a thing spun of cobwebs for solidity. In the presence of an angry God, I ask you: have you heard this man?

Arethusa. Father, I know Kit, and I love him.

Gaunt. I say it solemnly, this is no Christian union. To you, Christopher French, I will speak nothing of eternal truths: I will speak to you the language of this world. You have been trained among sinners who gloried in their sin: in your whole life you never saved one farthing; and now, when your pockets are full, you think you can begin, poor dupe, in your own strength. You are a roysterer, a jovial companion; you mean no harm — you are nobodys enemy but your own. No doubt you tell this girl of mine, and no doubt you tell yourself, that you can change. Christopher, speaking under correction, I defy you! You ask me for this child of many supplications, for this brand plucked from the burning: I look at you; I read you through and through; and I tell you — no! (Striking table with his fist.)

Kit. Captain Gaunt, if you mean that I am not worthy of her, Im the first to say so. But, if youll excuse me, sir, Im a young man, and young men are no bettern they ought to be; its known; theyre all like that; and whats their chance? To be married to a girl like this! And would you refuse it to me? Why, sir, you yourself, when you came courting, you were young and rough; and yet Ill make bold to say that Mrs. Gaunt was a happy woman, and the saving of yourself into the bargain. Well, now, Captain Gaunt, will you deny another man, and that man a sailor, the very salvation that you had yourself?

Gaunt. Salvation, Christopher French, is from above.

Kit. Well, sir, that is so; but theres means, too; and what means so strong as the wife a man has to strive and toil for, and that bears the punishment whenever he goes wrong? Now, sir, Ive spoke with your old shipmates in the Guinea trade. Hard as nails, they said, and true as the compass: as rough as a slaver, but as just as a judge. Well, sir, you hear me plead: I ask you for my chance; dont you deny it to me.

Gaunt. You speak of me? In the true balances we both weigh nothing. But two things I know: the depth of iniquity, how foul it is; and the agony with which a man repents. Not until seven devils were cast out of me did I awake; each rent me as it passed. Ay, that was repentance. Christopher, Christopher, you have sailed before the wind since first you weighed your anchor, and now you think to sail upon a bowline? You do not know your ship, young man: you will go to leward like a sheet of paper; I tell you so that know — I tell you so that have tried, and failed, and wrestled in the sweat of prayer, and at last, at last, have tasted grace. But, meanwhile, no flesh and blood of mine shall lie at the mercy of such a wretch as I was then, or as you are this day. I could not own the deed before the face of heaven if I sanctioned this unequal yoke. Arethusa, pluck off that ring from off your finger. Christopher French, take it, and go hence.

Kit. Arethusa, what do you say?

Arethusa. O Kit, you know my heart. But he is alone, and I am his only comfort; and I owe all to him; and shall I not obey my father? But, Kit, if you will let me, I will keep your ring. Go, Kit; go, and prove to my father that he was mistaken; go and win me. And O, Kit, if ever you should weary, come to me — no, do not come! but send a word — and I shall know all, and you shall have your ring. (Gaunt opens his Bible and begins to read.)

Kit. Dont say that, dont say such things to me; I sink or swim with you. (To Gaunt.) Old man, youve struck me hard; give me a good word to go with. Name your time; Ill stand the test. Give me a spark of hope, and Ill fight through for it. Say just this— Prove I was mistaken, and by George, Ill prove it.

Gaunt (looking up). I make no such compacts. Go, and swear not at all.

Arethusa. Go, Kit! I keep the ring.


SCENE IV

Arethusa, Gaunt

Arethusa. Father, what have we done that you should be so cruel?

Gaunt (laying down Bible, and rising). Do you call me cruel? You speak after the flesh. I have done you this day a service that you will live to bless me for upon your knees.

Arethusa. He loves me, and I love him: you can never alter that; do what you will, father, that can never change. I love him, I believe in him, I will be true to him.

Gaunt. Arethusa, you are the sole thing death has left me on this earth; and I must watch over your carnal happiness and your eternal weal. You do not know what this implies to me. Your mother — my Hester — tongue cannot tell, nor heart conceive the pangs she suffered. If it lies in me, your life shall not be lost on that same reef of an ungodly husband. (Goes out, C.)


SCENE V

Arethusa

Arethusa. I thought the time dragged long and weary when I knew that Kit was homeward bound, all the white sails a-blowing out towards England, and my Kits face turned this way? (She begins to dust.) Sure, if my mother were here, she would understand and help us; she would understand a young maids heart, though her own had never an ache; and she would love my Kit. (Putting back the telescope.) To think she died: husband and child — and so much love — she was taken from them all. Ah, there is no parting but the grave! And Kit and I both live, and both love each other; and here am I cast down? O, Arethusa, shame! And your love home from the deep seas, and loving you still; and the sun shining; and the world all full of hope? O, hope, youre a good word!


SCENE VI

Gaunt

Arethusa; to her, Pew

Pew (singing without) — 

Time for us to go!
Time for us to go!
And well keep the brig three pints away,
For its time for us to go.

Arethusa. Who comes here? a seaman by his song, and father out! (She tries the air) Time for us to go! It sounds a wild kind of song. (Tap-tap; Pew passes the window.) O, what a face — and blind!

Pew (entering). Kind Christian friends, take pity on a poor blind mariner, as lost his precious sight in the defence of his native country, England, and God bless King George!

Arethusa. What can I do for you, sailor?

Pew. Good Christian lady, help a poor blind mariner to a mouthful of meat. Ive served His Majesty in every quarter of the globe; Ive spoke with Awke and glorious Anson, as I might with you; and Ive tramped it all night long, upon my sinful feet, and with a empty belly.

Arethusa. You shall not ask bread and be denied by a sailors daughter and a sailors sweetheart; and when my father returns he shall give you something to set you on your road.

Pew. Kind and lovely lady, do you tell me that you are in a manner of speaking alone? or do my ears deceive a poor blind seaman?

Arethusa. I live here with my father, and my father is abroad.

Pew. Dear, beautiful, Christian lady, tell a poor blind man your honoured name, that he may remember it in his poor blind prayers.

Arethusa. Sailor, I am Arethusa Gaunt.

Pew. Sweet lady, answer a poor blind man one other question: are you in a manner of speaking related to Capn John Gaunt? Capn John as in the ebony trade were known as Admiral Guinea?

Arethusa. Captain John Gaunt is my father.

Pew (dropping the blind mans whine). Lord, think of that now! They told me this was where he lived, and so it is. And heres old Pew, old David Pew, as was the Admirals own bosun, colloguing in his old commanders parlour, with his old commanders gal (seizes Arethusa). Ah, and a bouncer you are, and no mistake.

Arethusa. Let me go! how dare you?

Pew. Lord love you, dont you struggle, now, dont you. (She escapes into front R. corner, where he keeps her imprisoned.) Ah, well, well get you again, my lovely woman. What a arm youve got — great god of love — and a face like a peach! Im a judge, I am. (She tries to escape; he stops her.) No, you dont; O, I can hear a flea jump! [But its here where I miss my deadlights. Poor old Pew; him as the ladies always would have for their fancy man and take no denial; here you are with your commanders daughter close aboard, and you cant so much as guess the colour of her lovely eyes. (Singing) — 

Be they black like ebony;
Or be they blue like to the sky.

Black like the Admirals? or blue like his poor dear wifes? Ah, I was fond of that there woman, I was: the Admiral was jealous of me.] Arethusa, my dear, — my heart, what a and and arm you have got; Ill dream o that and and arm, I will! — but as I was a-saying, does the Admiral ever in a manner of speaking refer to his old bosun David Pew? him as he fell out with about the black woman at Lagos, and almost slashed the shoulder off of him one morning before breakfast?

Arethusa. You leave this house.

Pew. Hey? (he crosses and seizes her again) Dont you fight, my lovely one: now dont make old blind Pew forget his manners before a female. What! you will? Stop that, or Ill have the arm right out of your body. (He gives her arm a wrench.)

Arethusa. O! help, help!

Pew. Stash your patter, damn you. (Arethusa gives in.) Ah, I thought it: Pews way, Pews way. Now, look you here, my lovely woman. If you sling in another word that isnt in answer to my questions, Ill pull your jints out one by one. Wheres the Commander?

Arethusa. I have said: he is abroad.

Pew. Whens he coming aboard again?

Arethusa. At any moment.

Pew. Does he keep his strength?

Arethusa. Youll see when he returns. (He wrenches her arm again.) Ah!

Pew. Is he still on piety?

Arethusa. O, he is a Christian man!

Pew. A Christian man, is he? Where does he keep his rum?

Arethusa. Nay, you shall steal nothing by my help.

Pew. No more I shall (becoming amorous). Youre a lovely woman, thats what you are; how would you like old Pew for a sweetheart, hey? Hes blind, is Pew, but strong as a lion; and the sex is his ole delight. Ah, them beautiful, beautiful lips! A kiss! Come!

Arethusa. Leave go, leave go!

Pew. Hey? you would?

Arethusa. Ah! (She thrusts him down, and escapes to door, R.)


SCENE VII

Pew (picking himself up). Ah, shes a bouncer, she is! Wheres my stick? Thats the sort of female for David Pew. Didnt she fight? and didnt she struggle? and shouldnt I like to twist her lovely neck for her? Pews way with em all: the prettier they was, the uglier he were to em. Pews way: a way he had with him; and a damned good way too. (Listens at L. door.) Thats her bedroom, I reckon; and shes double-locked herself in. Good again: its a crying mercy the Admiral didnt come in. But you always loses your ed, Pew, with a female: thats what charms em. Now for business. The front door. No bar; only a big lock (trying keys from his pocket). Key one; no go. Key two; no go. Key three; ah, that does it. Ah! (feeling key) him with the three wards and the little un: good again! Now if I could only find a mate in this rotten country amlick: one to be eyes to me; I can steer, but I cant conn myself, worse luck! If I could only find a mate! And to-night, about three bells in the middle watch, old Pew will take a little cruise, and lay aboard his ancient friend the Admiral; or, barring that, the Admirals old sea-chest — the chest he kept the shiners in aboard the brig. Where is it, I wonder? in his berth, or in the cabin here? Its big enough, and the brass bands is plain to feel by. (Searching about with stick.) Dresser — chair — (knocking his head on the cupboard.) Ah! — O, corner cupboard. Admirals chair — Admirals table — Admirals — hey! whats this? — a book — sheepskin — smells like a oly Bible. Chair (his stick just avoids the chest). No sea-chest. I must have a mate to see for me, to see for old Pew: him as had eyes like a eagle! Meanwhile, rum. Corner cupboard, of course (tap-tapping). Rum — rum — rum. Hey? (He listens.) Footsteps. Is it the Admiral? (With the whine.) Kind Christian friends — 


SCENE VIII

Pew; to him Gaunt

Gaunt. What brings you here?

Pew. Capn, do my ears deceive me? or is this my old commander?

Gaunt. My name is John Gaunt. Who are you, my man, and whats your business?

Pew. Heres the facks, so help me. A lovely female in this house was Christian enough to pity the poor blind; and lo and belold! who should she turn out to be but my old commanders daughter! My dear, says I to her, I was the Admirals own particular bosun.— La, sailor, she says to me, how glad hell be to see you!— Ah, says I, wont he just — thats all.— Ill go and fetch him, she says; you make yourself at ome. And off she went; and, Commander, here I am.

Gaunt (sitting down). Well?

Pew. Well, Capn?

Gaunt. What do you want?

Pew. Well, Admiral, in a general way, what I want in a manner of speaking is money and rum. (A pause.)

Gaunt. David Pew, I have known you a long time.

Pew. And so you have; aboard the old Arethusa; and you dont seem that cheered up as Id looked for, with an old shipmate dropping in, one as has been seeking you two years and more — and blind at that. Dont you remember the old chantie? — 

Time for us to go,
Time for us to go,
And when wed clapped the hatches on,
Twas time for us to go.

What a note you had to sing, what a swaller for a pannikin of rum, and what a fist for the shiners! Ah, Capn, they didnt call you Admiral Guinea for nothing. I can see that old sea-chest of yours — her with the brass bands, where you kept your gold dust and doubloons: you know! — I can see her as well this minute as though you and me was still at it playing pût on the lid of her . . . You dont say nothing, Capn? . . . Well, here it is: I want money and I want rum. You dont know what it is to want rum, you dont: it gets to that pint, that you would kill a ole ships company for just one guttle of it. What? Admiral Guinea, my old Commander, go back on poor old Pew? and him high and dry? [Not you! When we had words over the negro lass at Lagos, what did you do? fair dealings was your word: fair as between man and man; and we had it out with pint and edge on Lagos sands. And youre not going back on your word to me, now Im old and blind? No, no! belay that, I say. Give me the old motto: Fair dealings, as between man and man.]

Gaunt. David Pew, it were better for you that you were sunk in fifty fathom. I know your life; and first and last, it is one broadside of wickedness. You were a porter in a school, and beat a boy to death; you ran for it, turned slaver, and shipped with me, a green hand. Ay, that was the craft for you: that was the right craft, and I was the right captain; there was none worse that sailed to Guinea. Well, what came of that? In five years time you made yourself the terror and abhorrence of your messmates. The worst hands detested you; your captain — that was me, John Gaunt, the chief of sinners — cast you out for a Jonah. [Who was it stabbed the Portuguese and made off inland with his miserable wife? Who, raging drunk on rum, clapped fire to the baracoons and burned the poor soulless creatures in their chains?] Ay, you were a scandal to the Guinea coast, from Lagos down to Calabar? and when at last I sent you ashore, a marooned man — your shipmates, devils as they were, cheering and rejoicing to be quit of you — by heaven, it was a tons weight off the brig!

Pew. Capn Gaunt, Capn Gaunt, these are ugly words.

Gaunt. What next? You shipped with Flint the Pirate. What you did then I know not; the deep seas have kept the secret: kept it, ay, and will keep against the Great Day. God smote you with blindness, but you heeded not the sign. That was His last mercy; look for no more. To your knees, man, and repent! Pray for a new heart; flush out your sins with tears; flee while you may from the terrors of the wrath to come.

Pew. Now, I want this clear: Do I understand that youre going back on me, and youll see me damned first?

Gaunt. Of me you shall have neither money nor strong drink: not a guinea to spend in riot; not a drop to fire your heart with devilry.

Pew. Capn, do you think it wise to quarrel with me? I put it to you now, Capn, fairly, as between man and man — do you think it wise?

Gaunt. I fear nothing. My feet are on the Rock. Begone! (He opens the Bible and begins to read.)

Pew (after a pause). Well, Capn, you know best, no doubt; and David Pews about the last man, though I says it, to up and thwart an old Commander. Youve been ard on David Pew, Capn: ard on the poor blind; but youll live to regret it — ah, my Christian friend, youll live to eat them words up. But theres no malice here: that aint Pews way; heres a sailors hand upon it . . . You dont say nothing? (Gaunt turns a page.) Ah, reading, was you? Reading, by thunder! Well, heres my respecks (singing) — 

Time for us to go,
Time for us to go,
When the moneys out, and the liquors done,
Why, its time for us to go.

(He goes tapping up to door, turns on the threshold, and listens. Gaunt turns a page. Pew, with a grimace, strikes his hand upon the pocket with the keys, and goes.)

Drop.


ACT II.

The Stage represents the parlour of the Admiral Benbow inn. Fire-place, R., with high-backed settles on each side; in front of these, and facing the audience, R., a small table laid with a cloth. Tables, L., with glasses, pipes, etc. Broadside ballads on the wall. Outer door of inn, with the half-door in L., corner back; door, R., beyond the fire-place; window with red half-curtains; spittons; candles on both the front tables; night without.


SCENE I

Pew; afterwards Mrs. Drake, out and in

Pew (entering). Kind Christian friends — (listening; then dropping the whine.) Hey? nobody! Hey? A grog-shop not two cable-lengths from the Admirals back-door, and the Admiral not there? I never knew a seaman brought so low: he aint but the bones of the man he used to be. Bear away for the New Jerusalem, and this is what you run aground on, is it? Good again; but it aint Pews way; Pews way is rum. — Sanded floor. Rum is his word, and rum his motion. — Settle — chimbley — settle again — spittoon — table rigged for supper. Table-glass. (Drinks heeltap.) Brandy and water; and not enough of it to wet your eye; damn all greediness, I say. Pot (drinks), small beer — a drink that I abor like bilge! What I want is rum. (Calling, and rapping with stick on table.) Halloa, there! House, ahoy!

Mrs. Drake (without). Coming, sir, coming. (She enters, R.) What can I do — ? (Seeing Pew.) Well I never did! Now, beggar-man, whats for you?

[Pew. Rum, maam, rum; and a bit o supper.

Mrs. Drake. And a bed to follow, I shouldnt wonder!

Pew. And a bed to follow: if you please.]

Mrs. Drake. This is the Admiral Benbow, a respectable house, and receives none but decent company; and Ill ask you to go somewhere else, for I dont like the looks of you.

Pew. Turn me away? Why, Lord love you, Im David Pew — old David Pew — him as was Benbows own particular coxn. You wouldnt turn away old Pew from the sign of his late commanders ed? Ah, my British female, youd have used me different if youd seen me in the fight! [There laid old Benbow, both his legs shot off, in a basket, and the blessed spy-glass at his eye to that same hour: a picter, maam, of naval daring: when a round shot come, and took and knocked a bucketful of shivers right into my poor daylights. Damme, says the Admiral, is that old Pew, my old Pew? he says.— Its old Pew, sir, says the first lootenant, worse luck, he says.— Then damme, says Admiral Benbow, if thats how they serve a lion-arted seaman, damme if I care to live, he says; and, maam, he laid down his spy-glass.]

Mrs. Drake. Blind man, I dont fancy you, and thats the truth; and Ill thank you to take yourself off.

Pew. Thirty years have I fought for country and king, and now in my blind old age Im to be sent packing from a measly public-ouse? Mark ye, maam, if I go, you take the consequences. Is this a inn? Or haint it? If it is a inn, then by act of parleyment, Im free to sling my ammick. Dont you forget: this is a act of parleyment job, this is. You look out.

Mrs. Drake. Why, whats to do with the man and his acts of parliament? I dont want to fly in the face of an act of parliament, not I. If what you say is true — 

Pew. True? If theres anything truer than a act of parleyment — Ah! you ask the beak. True? Ive that in my art as makes me wish it wasnt.

Mrs. Drake. I dont like to risk it. I dont like your looks, and youre more sea-lawyer than seaman to my mind. But Ill tell you what: if you can pay, you can stay. So there.

Pew. No chink, no drink? Thats your motto, is it? Well, thats sense. Now, look here, maam, I aint beautiful like you; but Im good, and Ill give you warrant for it. Get me a noggin of rum, and suthin to scoff, and a penny pipe, and a half-a-foot of baccy; and theres a guinea for the reckoning. Theres plenty more in the locker; so bear a hand, and be smart. I dont like waiting; it aint my way. (Exit Mrs. Drake, R. Pew sits at the table, R. The settle conceals him from all the upper part of the stage.)

Mrs. Drake (re-entering). Heres the rum, sailor.

Pew (drinks). Ah, rum! Thats my sheet-anchor: rum and the blessed Gospel. Dont you forget that, maam: rum and the Gospel is old Pews sheet-anchor. You can take for another while youre about it; and, I say, short reckonings make long friends, hey? Wheres my change?

Mrs. Drake. Im counting it now. There, there it is, and thank you for your custom. (She goes out, R.)

Pew (calling after her). Dont thank me, maam; thank the act of parleyment! Rum, fourpence; two penny pieces and a Willim-and-Mary tizzy makes a shilling; and a spade half-guinea is eleven and six (re-enter Mrs. Drake with supper, pipe, etc.); and a blessed majesty George the First crown-piece makes sixteen and six; and two shilling bits is eighteen and six; and a new half-crown makes — no it dont! O, no! Old Pews too smart a hand to be bammed with a soft half-tusheroon.

Mrs. Drake (changing piece). Im sure I didnt know it, sailor.

Pew (trying new coin between his teeth). In course you didnt, my dear; but I did, and I thought Id mention it. Is that my supper, hey? Do my nose deceive me? (Sniffing and feeling.) Cold duck? sage and onions? a round of double Gloster? and that noggin o rum? Why, I declare if Id stayed and took pot-luck with my old commander, Capn John Gaunt, he couldnt have beat this little spread, as Ive got by act of parleyment.

Mrs. Drake (at knitting). Do you know the captain, sailor?

Pew. Know him? I was that mans bosun, maam. In the Guinea trade, we was known as Pews Capn, and Gaunts Bosun, one for other like. We was like two brothers, maam. And a excellent cold duck, to be sure; and the rum lovely.

Mrs. Drake. If you know John Gaunt, you know his daughter Arethusa.

Pew. What? Arethusa? Know her, says you? know her? Why, Lord love you, I was her god-father. [Pew, says Jack Gaunt to me, Pew, he says, youre a man, he says; I like a man to be a man, says he, and damme, he says, I like you; and sink me, says he, if you dont promise and vow in the name of that new-born babe, he says, why damme, Pew, says he, youre not the man I take you for.] Yes, maam, I named that female; with my own ands I did; Arethusa, I named her; that was the name I give her; so now you know if I speak true. And if youll be as good as get me another noggin of rum, why, well drink her elth with three times three. (Exit Mrs. Drake: Pew eating. Mrs. Drake re-entering with rum.)

[Mrs. Drake. If what you say be true, sailor (and I dont say it isnt, mind!), its strange that Arethusa and that godly man her father have never so much as spoke your name.

Pew. Why, thats so! And why, says you? Why, when I dropped in and paid my respecks this morning, do you think she knew me? No moren a babe unborn! Why, maam, when I promised and vowed for her, I was the picter of a man-o-wars man, I was: eye like a eagle; walked the deck in a hornpipe, foot up and foot down; vice as mellow as rum; and upon art, and all the females took dead aback at the first sight, Lord bless em! Know me? Not likely. And as for me, when I found her such a lovely woman — by the feel of her and and arm! — you might have knocked me down with a feather. But heres where it is, you see: when youve been knocking about on blue water for a matter of two-and-forty year, shipwrecked here, and blown up there, and everywhere out of luck, and given over for dead by all your messmates and relations, why, what it amounts to is this: nobody knows you, and you hardly know yourself, and there you are; and Ill trouble you for another noggin of rum.

Mrs. Drake. I think youve had enough.

Pew. I dont; so bear a hand. (Exit Mrs. Drake; Pew empties the glass.) Rum, ah, rum, youre a lovely creature; they havent never done you justice. (Proceeds to fill and light pipe; re-enter Mrs. Drake with rum.)] And now, maam, since youre so genteel and amicable-like, what about my old commander? Is he, in a manner of speaking, on half pay? or is he living on his fortune, like a gentleman slaver ought?

Mrs. Drake. Well, sailor, people talk, you know.

Pew. I know, maam; Id have been rolling in my coach, if theyd have held their tongues.

Mrs. Drake. And they do say that Captain Gaunt, for so pious a man, is little better than a miser.

Pew. Dont say it, maam; not to old Pew. Ah, how often have I up and strove with him! Capn, live it down, says I. Ah, Pew, says he, youre a better man than I am, he says; but dammne, he says, money, he says, is like rum to me. (Insinuating.) And what about a old sea-chest, hey? a old sea-chest, strapped with brass bands?

Mrs. Drake. Why, thatll be the chest in his parlour, where he has it bolted to the wall, as Ive seen with my own eyes; and so might you, if you had eyes to see with.

Pew. No, maam, that aint good enough; you dont bam old Pew. You never was in that parlour in your life.

Mrs. Drake. I never was? Well, I declare!

Pew. Well then, if you was, wheres the chest? Beside the chimbley, hey? (Winking.) Beside the table with the oly Bible?

Mrs. Drake. No, sailor, you dont get any information out of me.

Pew. What, maam? Not to old Pew? Why, my god-child showed it me herself, and I told her where shed find my name — P, E, W, Pew — cut out on the starn of it; and sure enough she did. Why, maam, it was his old money-box when he was in the Guinea trade; and they do say he keeps the rhino in it still.

Mrs. Drake. No, sailor, nothing out of me! And if you want to know, you can ask the Admiral himself! (She crosses, L.)

Pew. Hey? Old girl fly? Then I reckon I must have a mate, if it was the parish bull.


SCENE II

To these, Kit, a little drunk

Kit (looking in over half-door). Mrs. Drake! Mother! Where are you? Come and welcome the prodigal!

Mrs. Drake (coming forward to meet him as he enters; Pew remains concealed by the settle, smoking, drinking, and listening). Lord bless us and save us, if it aint my boy! Give us a kiss.

Kit. That I will, and twenty if you like, old girl. (Kisses her.)

Mrs. Drake. O Kit, Kit, youve been at those other houses, where the stuff they give you, my dear, it is poison for a dog.

[Kit. Round with friends, mother: only round with friends.

Mrs. Drake. Well, anyway, youll take a glass just to settle it, from me. (She brings the bottle, and fills for him.) There, thats pure; thatll do you no harm.] But O, Kit, Kit, I thought you were done with all this Jack-a-shoring.

Kit. What cheer, mother? Im only a sheet in the wind; and whos the worse for it but me?

Mrs. Drake. Ah, and that dear young lady; and her waiting and keeping single these two years for the love of you!

Kit. She, mother? shes heart of oak, shes true as steel, and good as gold; and she has my ring on her finger, too. But wheres the use? The Admiral wont look at me.

Mrs. Drake. Why not? Youre as good a man as him any day.

Kit. Am I? He says Im a devil, and swears that none of his flesh and blood — thats what he said, mother! — should lie at my mercy. Thats what cuts me. If it wasnt for the good stuff Ive been taking aboard, and the jolly companions Ive been seeing it out with, Id just go and make a hole in the water, and be done with it, I would, by George!

Mrs. Drake. Thats like you men. Ah, we know you, we that keeps a public-house — we know you, good and bad: you go off on a frolic and forget; and you never think of the women that sit crying at home.

Kit. Crying? Arethusa cry? Why, dame, shes the bravest-hearted girl in all broad England! Here, fill the glass! Ill win her yet. I drink to her; heres to her bright eyes, and heres to the blessed feet she walks upon!

Pew (looking round the corner of the settle). Spoke like a gallant seaman, every inch. Shipmate, Im a man as has suffered, and Id like to shake your fist, and drink a can of flip with you.

Kit (coming down). Hullo, my hearty! who the devil are you? Whos this, mother?

Mrs. Drake. Nay, I know nothing about him. (She goes out, R.)

Pew. Capn, Im a brother seaman, and my name is Pew, old David Pew, as you may have heard of in your time, he having sailed along of Awke and glorious Benbow, and a right-and man to both.

Kit. Benbow? Steady, mate! Dye mean to say you went to sea before you were born?

Pew. See now! The sign of this here inn was running in my ed, I reckon. Benbow, says you? no, not likely! Anson, I mean; Anson and Sir Edward Awke: thats the pair: I was their right-and man.

Kit. Well, mate, you may be all that, and more; but youre a rum un to look at, anyhow.

Pew. Right you are, and so I am. But what is looks? Its the art that does it: the art is the seamans star; and heres old David Pews, a matter of fifty years at sea, but tough and sound as the British Constitootion.

Kit. Youre right there, Pew. Shake hands upon it. And youre a man theyre down upon, just like myself, I see. Were a pair of plain, good-hearted, jolly tars; and all these longshore fellows cock a lip at us, by George. What cheer, mate?

Arethusa (without). Mrs. Drake! Mrs. Drake!

Pew. What, a female? hey? a female? Board her board her, mate! Im dark. (He retires again behind, to table, R., behind settle.)

Arethusa (without). Mrs. Drake!

Mrs. Drake (re-entering and running to door). Here I am, my dear; come in.


SCENE III

To these, Arethusa

Arethusa. Ah, Kit, Ive found you. I thought you would lodge with Mrs. Drake.

Kit. What? are you looking for your consort? Whistle, Im your dog; Ill come to you. Ive been toasting you fathom deep, my beauty; and with every glass I love you dearer.

Arethusa. Now Kit, if you want to please my father, this is not the way. Perhaps he thinks too much of the guineas: well, gather them — if you think me worth the price. Go you to your sloop, clinker built, eighty tons burthen — you see I remember, Skipper Kit! I dont deny I like a man of spirit; but if you care to please Captain Gaunt, keep out of taverns; and if you could carry yourself a bit more — more elderly!

[Kit. Can I? Would I? Ah, just couldnt and just wont I, then!

Mrs. Drake. I hope, madam, you dont refer to my house; a publican I may be, but tavern is a word that I dont hold with; and here theres no bad drink, and no loose company; and as for my blessedest Kit, I declare I love him like my own.

Arethusa. Why, who could help it, Mrs. Drake?]

Kit. Arethusa, youre an angel. Do I want to please Captain Gaunt? Why, thats as much as ask whether I love you. [I dont deny that his words cut me; for they did. But as for wanting to please him, if he was deep as the blue Atlantic, I would beat it out. And elderly, too? Aha, you witch, youre wise! Elderly? Youve set the course; you leave me alone to steer it. Matrimonys my port, and love is my cargo.] Thats a likely question, aint it, Mrs. Drake? Do I want to please him! Elderly, says you? Why, see here: Fill up my glass, and Ill drink to Arethusa on my knees.

Arethusa. Why, you stupid boy, do you think that would please him?

Kit. On my knees Ill drink it! (As he kneels and drains the glass, Gaunt enters, and he scrambles to his feet.)


SCENE IV

To these, Gaunt

Gaunt. Arethusa, this is no place for you.

Arethusa. No, father.

Gaunt. I wish you had been spared this sight; but look at him, child, since you are here; look at Gods image, so debased. And you, young man (to Kit), you have proved that I was right. Are you the husband for this innocent maid?

Kit. Captain Gaunt, I have a word to say to you. Terror is your last word; youre bitter hard upon poor sinners, bitter hard and black — you that were a sinner yourself. These are not the true colours: dont deceive yourself; youre out of your course.

[Gaunt. Heaven forbid that I should be hard, Christopher. It is not I; its Gods law that is of iron. Think! if the blow were to fall now, some cord to snap within you, some enemy to plunge a knife into your heart; this room, with its poor taper light, to vanish; this world to disappear like a drowning man into the great ocean; and you, your brain still whirling, to be snatched into the presence of the eternal Judge: Christopher French, what answer would you make? For these gifts wasted, for this rich mercy scorned, for these high-handed bravings of your better angel, — what have you to say?

Kit. Well, sir, I want my word with you, and by your leave Ill have it out.

Arethusa. Kit, for pitys sake!

Kit. Arethusa, I dont speak to you, my dear: youve got my ring, and I know what that means. The man I speak to is Captain Gaunt. I came to-day as happy a man as ever stepped, and with as fair a look-out. What did you care? what was your reply? None of your flesh and blood, you said, should lie at the mercy of a wretch like me! Am I not flesh and blood that you should trample on me like that? Is that charity, to stamp the hope out of a poor soul?]

Gaunt. You speak wildly; or the devil of drink that is in you speaks instead.

Kit. You think me drunk? well, so I am, and whose fault is it but yours? It was I that drank; but you take your share of it, Captain Gaunt: you it was that filled the can.

Gaunt. Christopher French, I spoke but for your good, your good and hers. Woe unto him — these are the dreadful words— by whom offences shall come: it were better— Christopher, I can but pray for both of us.

Kit. Prayers? Now I tell you freely, Captain Gaunt, I dont value your prayers. Deeds are what I ask; kind deeds and words — thats the true-blue piety: to hope the best and do the best, and speak the kindest. As for you, you insult me to my face; and then youll pray for me? Whats that? Insult behind my back is what I call it! No, sir; youre out of the course; youre no good man to my view, be you who you may.

Mrs. Drake. O Christopher! To Captain Gaunt?

Arethusa. Father, father, come away!

Kit. Ah, you see? She suffers too; we all suffer. You spoke just now of a devil; well, Ill tell you the devil you have: the devil of judging others. And as for me, Ill get as drunk as Bacchus.

Gaunt. Come!


SCENE V

Pew, Mrs. Drake, Kit

Pew (coming out and waving his pipe). Commander, shake! Hooray for old England! If theres anything in the world that goes to old Pews art, its argyment. Commander, you handled him like a babby, kept the weather gauge, and hulled him every shot. Commander, give it a name, and let that name be rum!

Kit. Ay, rums the sailors fancy. Mrs. Drake, a bottle and clean glasses.

Mrs. Drake. Kit French, I wouldnt. Think better of it, theres a dear! And that sweet girl just gone!

Pew. Maam, Im not a ard man; Im not the man to up and force a act of parleyment upon a helpless female. But you see here: Pews friends is sacred. Heres my friend here, a perfeck seaman, and a man with a ed upon his shoulders, and a man that, damme, I admire. He give you a order, maam: — march!

Mrs. Drake. Kit, dont you listen to that blind man; hes the devil wrote upon his face.

Pew. Dont you insinuate against my friend. He aint a child, I hope? he knows his business? Dont you get trying to go a lowering of my friend in his own esteem.

Mrs. Drake. Well, Ill bring it, Kit; but its against the grain. (Exit.)

Kit. I say, old boy, come to think of it, why should we? Its been glasses round with me all day. Ive got my cargo.

Pew. You? and you just argyd the ed off of Admiral Guinea? O stash that! I stand treat, if it comes to that!

Kit. What! Do I meet with a blind seaman and not stand him? Thats not the man I am!

Mrs. Drake (re-entering with bottle and glasses). There!

Pew. Easy does it, maam.

Kit. Mrs. Drake, you had better trot.

Mrs. Drake. Yes, Ill trot; and I trot with a sick heart, Kit French, to leave you drinking your wits away with that low blind man. For a low man you are — a low blind man — and your clothes they would disgrace a scarecrow. Ill go to my bed, Kit; and O, dear boy, go soon to yours — the old room, you know; its ready for you — and go soon and sleep it off; for you know, dear, they, one and all, regret it in the morning; thirty years Ive kept this house, and one and all they did regret it, dear.

Pew. Come now, you walk!

Mrs. Drake. O, its not for your bidding. You a seaman? The ship for you to sail in is the hangmans cart. — Good-night, Kit dear, and better company!


SCENE VI

Pew, Kit. They sit at the other table, L.

Pew. Commander, heres her ealth!

Kit. Ay, thats the line: her health! But that old woman there is a good old woman, Pew.

Pew. So she is, Commander. But theres no woman understands a seaman; now you and me, being both bred to it, we splice by natur. As for A. G., if argyment can win her, why, shes yours. If Id a-had your ed for argyment, damme, Id a-been a Admiral, I would! And if argyment wont win her, well, see here, you put your trust in David Pew.

Kit. David Pew, I dont know who you are, David Pew; I never heard of you; I dont seem able to clearly see you. Mrs. Drake, shes a smart old woman, Pew, and she says youve the devil in your face.

Pew. Ah, and why, says you? Because I up and put her in her place, when she forgot herself to you, Commander.

Kit. Well, Pew, thats so; you stood by me like a man. Shake hands, Pew; and well make a night of it, or well know why, old boy!

Pew. Thats my way. Thats Pews way, that is. Thats Pews way all over. Commander, excuse the liberty; but when I was your age, making allowance for a lowlier station and less ed for argyment, I was as like you as two peas. I know it by the vice (sings) — 

We hadnt been three days at sea before we saw a sail,
So we clapped on every stitch would stand, although it blew a gale,
And we walked along full fourteen knots, for the barkie she did know
As well as ever a soul on board, twas time for us to go.

Chorus, Capn!

Pew and Kit (in chorus) — 

Time for us to go,
Time for us to go,
As well as ever a soul on board,
Twas time for us to go.

Pew (sings) — 

We carried away the royal yard, and the stunsail boom was gone;
Says the skipper, They may go or stand, Im damned if I dont crack on;
So the weather braces well round in, and the trysail set also,
And well keep the brig three pints away, for its time for us to go.

Give it mouth, Commander!

Pew and Kit (in chorus) — 

Time for us to go,
Time for us to go,
And well keep the brig three pints away,
For its time for us to go.

Pew. I aint sung like that since I sang to Admiral Awke, the night before I lost my eyes, I aint. Sink me! says he, says Admiral Awke, my old commander (touching his hat), sink me! he says, if that aint art-of-oak, he says: art-of-oak, says he, and a pipe like a bloody blackbird! Commander, heres my respecks, and the devil fly away with Admiral Guinea!

Kit. I say, Pew, hows this? How do you know about Admiral Guinea? I say, Pew, I begin to think you know too much.

Pew. I ax your pardon; but as a man with a ed for argyment — and thats your best pint o sailing, Commander; intelleck is your best pint — as a man with a ed for argyment, how do I make it out?

Kit. Aha, youre a sly dog, youre a deep dog, Pew; but you cant get the weather of Kit French. How do I make it out? Ill tell you. I make it out like this: Your names Pew, aint it? Very well. And you know Admiral Guinea, and thats his name, eh? Very well. Then youre Pew; and the Admirals the Admiral; and you know the Admiral; and by George, thats all. Hey? Drink about, boys, drink about!

Pew. Lord love you, if Id a-had a ed like yours! Why the Admiral was my first capn. I was that mans bosun, I was, aboard the Arethusa; and we was like two brothers. Did you never hear of Guinea-land and the black ivory business? (sings) — 

A quick run to the south we had, and when we made the Bight
We kept the offing all day long and crossed the bar at night.
Six hundred niggers in the hold and seventy we did stow,
And when wed clapped the hatches on, twas time for us to go.

Lay forward, lads!

Kit and Pew (in chorus) — 

Time for us to go, etc.

Kit. I say, Pew, I like you; youre a damned ugly dog; but I like you. But look ye here, Pew: fair does it, you know, or we part company this minute. If you and the Ad — the Admirable were like brothers on the Guinea coast, why arent you like brothers here?

Pew. Ah, I see you coming. What a ed! what a ed! Since Pew is a friend of the family, says you, why didnt he sail in and bear a hand, says you, when you was knocking the Admirals ship about his ears in argyment?

Kit. Well, Pew, now you put a name to it, why not?

Pew. Ah, why not? There I reckonise you. [Well, see here: argyments my weakness, in a manner of speaking; I wouldnt a-borne down and spiled sport, not for gold untold, no, not for rum, I wouldnt! And besides, Commander, I put it to you, as between man and man, would it have been seaman-like to let on and show myself to a old shipmate, when he was yard-arm to yard-arm with a craft not half his metal, and getting blown out of water every broadside? Would it have been ansome? I put it to you, as between man and man.

Kit. Pew, I may have gifts; but I never thought of that. Why, no: not seaman-like. Pew, youve a heart; thats what I like you for.

Pew. Ah, that I have: youll see. I wanted — now you follow me — I wanted to keep square with Admiral Guinea.] Why? says you. Well, put it that I know a fine young fellow when I sees him; and put it that I wish him well; and put it, for the sake of argyment, that the father of that lovely females in my power. Aha? Pews Power! Why, in my ands hes like this pocket andkecher. Now, brave boy, do you see?

Kit. No, Pew, my heads gone; I dont see.

Pew. Why, cheer up, Commander! You want to marry this lovely female?

Kit. Ay, that I do; but Im not fit for her, Pew; Im a drunken dog, and Im not fit for her.

Pew. Now, Capn, youll allow a old seaman to be judge: one as sailed with Awke and blessed Benb — with Awke and noble Anson. Youve been open and above-board with me, and Ill do the same by you: it being the case that youre hard hit about a lovely woman, which many a time and oft it has happened to old Pew; and him with a feeling art that bleeds for you, Commander; why look here: Im that girls godfather; promised and vowed for her, I did; and I like you; and youre the man for her; and, by the living Jacob, you shall splice!

Kit. David Pew, do you mean what you say?

Pew. Do I mean what I say? Does David Pew? Ask Admiral Awke! Ask old Admiral Byng in his coffin, where I laid him with these lands! Pew does, is what those naval commanders would reply. Mean it? I reckon so.

Kit. Then, shake hands. Youre an honest man, Pew — old Pew! — and Ill make your fortune. But theres something else, if I could keep the run of it. O, ah! But can you? Thats the point. Can you; dont you see?

Pew. Can I? You leave that to me; Ill bring you to your moorings; Im the man that can, and Im him that will. But only, look here, lets understand each other. Youre a bold blade, aint you? You wont stick at a trifle for a lovely female? Youll back me up? Youre a man, aint you? a man, and youll see me through and through it, hey? Come; is that so? Are you fair and square and stick at nothing?

Kit. Me, Pew? Ill go through fire and water.

Pew. Ill risk it. — Well, then, see here, my son: another swallow and we jog.

Kit. No, not to-night, Pew, not to-night!

Pew. Commander, in a manner of speaking, wherefore?

Kit. Wherefore, Pew? Cause why, Pew? Cause Im drunk, and be damned to you!

Pew. Commander, I ax your pardon; but, saving your presence, thats a lie. What? drunk? a man with a ed for argyment like that? just you get up, and steady yourself on your two pins, and youll be as right as ninepence.

[Kit. Pew, before we budge, let me shake your flipper again. Youre heart of oak, Pew, sure enough; and if you can bring the Adam — Admirable about, why, damme, Ill make your fortune! How youre going to do it, I dont know; but Ill stand by; and I know youll do it if anybody can. But Im drunk, Pew; you cant deny that: Im as drunk as a Plymouth fiddler, Pew; and how youre going to do it is a mystery to me.

Pew. Ah, you leave that to me. All I want is what Ive got: your promise to stand by and bear a hand (producing a dark lantern).] Now, here, you see, is my little glim; it aint for me, because Im blind, worse luck! and the day and night is the blessed same to David Pew. But you watch. You put the candle near me. Heres what there aint mony blind men could do, take the pick o them! (lighting a screw of paper, and with that, the lantern). Hey? Thats it. Hey? Go and pity the poor blind!

Kit (while Pew blows out the candles). But I say, Pew, what do you want with it?

Pew. To see by, my son. (He shuts the lantern and puts it in his pocket. Stage quite dark. Moonlight at window.) All ship-shape? No sparks about? No? Come, then, lean on me and heave ahead for the lovely female. (Singing sotto voce) — 

Time for us to go,
Time for us to go,
And when wed clapped the hatches on,
Twas time for us to go.



Drop


ACT III.

The Stage represents the Admirals house, as in Act I. Gaunt seated, is reading aloud; Arethusa sits at his feet. Candles


SCENE I

Arethusa, Gaunt

[Gaunt (reading). And Ruth said, Intreat me not to leave thee, or to return from following after thee: for whither thou goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God: Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be buried: the Lord do so to me, and more also, if aught but death part thee and me. (He closes the book.) Amen.

Arethusa. Amen. Father, there spoke my heart.]

Gaunt. Arethusa, the Lord in his mercy has seen right to vex us with trials of many kinds. It is a little matter to endure the pangs of the flesh: the smart of wounds, the passion of hunger and thirst, the heaviness of disease; and in this world I have learned to take thought for nothing save the quiet of your soul. It is through our affections that we are smitten with the true pain, even the pain that kills.

Arethusa. And yet this pain is our natural lot. Father, I fear to boast, but I know that I can bear it. Let my life, then, flow like common lives, each pain rewarded with some pleasure, each pleasure linked with some pain: nothing pure whether for good or evil: and my husband, like myself and all the rest of us, only a poor, kind-hearted sinner, striving for the better part. What more could any woman ask?

Gaunt. Child, child, your words are like a sword. What would she ask? Look upon me whom, in the earthly sense, you are commanded to respect. Look upon me: do I bear a mark? is there any outward sign to bid a woman avoid and flee from me?

Arethusa. I see nothing but the face I love.

Gaunt. There is none: nor yet on the young man Christopher, whose words still haunt and upbraid me. Yes, I am hard; I was born hard, born a tyrant, born to be what I was, a slaver captain. But to-night, and to save you, I will pluck my heart out of my bosom. You shall know what makes me what I am; you shall hear, out of my own life, why I dread and deprecate this marriage. Child, do you remember your mother?

Arethusa. Remember her? Ah, if she had been here to-day!

Gaunt. It is thirteen years since she departed, and took with her the whole sunshine of my life. Do you remember the manner of her departure? You were a child, and cannot; but I can and do. Remember? shall I ever forget? Here or hereafter, ever forget! Ten years she was my wife, and ten years she lay a-dying. Arethusa, she was a saint on earth; and it was I that killed her.

Arethusa. Killed her? my mother? You?

Gaunt. Not with my hand; for I loved her. I would not have hurt one hair upon her head. But she got her death by me, as sure as by a blow.

Arethusa. I understand — I can see: you brood on trifles, misunderstandings, unkindnesses you think them; though my mother never knew of them, or never gave them a second thought. It is natural, when death has come between.

Gaunt. I married her from Falmouth. She was comely as the roe; I see her still — her doves eyes and her smile! I was older than she; and I had a name for hardness, a hard and wicked man; but she loved me — my Hester! — and she took me as I was. O how I repaid her trust! Well, our child was born to us; and we named her after the brig I had built and sailed, the old craft whose likeness — older than you, girl — stands there above our heads. And so far, that was happiness. But she yearned for my salvation; and it was there I thwarted her. My sins were a burden upon her spirit, a shame to her in this world, her terror in the world to come. She talked much and often of my leaving the devils trade I sailed in. She had a tender and a Christian heart, and she would weep and pray for the poor heathen creatures that I bought and sold and shipped into misery, till my conscience grew hot within me. Ive put on my hat, and gone out and made oath that my next cargo should be my last; but it never was, that oath was never kept. So I sailed again and again for the Guinea coast, until the trip came that was to be my last indeed. Well, it fell out that we had good luck trading, and I stowed the brig with these poor heathen as full as she would hold. We had a fair run westward till we were past the line; but one night the wind rose and there came a hurricane, and for seven days we were tossed on the deep seas, in the hardest straits, and every hand on deck. For several days they were battened down: all that time we heard their cries and lamentations, but worst at the beginning; and when at last, and near dead myself, I crept below — O! some they were starved, some smothered, some dead of broken limbs; and the hold was like a lazar-house in the time of the anger of the Lord!

Arethusa. O!

Gaunt. It was two hundred and five that we threw overboard: two hundred and five lost souls that I had hurried to their doom. I had many die with me before; but not like that — not such a massacre as that; and I stood dumb before the sight. For I saw I was their murderer — body and soul their murderer; and, Arethusa, my Hester knew it. That was her death-stroke: it felled her. She had long been dying slowly; but from the hour she heard that story, the garment of the flesh began to waste and perish, the fountains of her life dried up; she faded before my face; and in two months from my landing — O Hester, Hester, would God I had died for thee!

Arethusa. Mother! O poor soul! O poor father! O father, it was hard on you.

Gaunt. The night she died, she lay there, in her bed. She took my hand. I am going, she said, to heaven. For Christs sake, she said, come after me, and bring my little maid. Ill be waiting and wearying till you come; and she kissed my hand, the hand that killed her. At that I broke out calling on her to stop, for it was more than I could bear. But no, she said she must still tell me of my sins, and how the thought of them had bowed down her life. And O! she said, if I couldnt prevail on you alive, let my death. . . . Well, then, she died. What have I done since then? Ive laid my course for Hester. Sin, temptation, pleasure, all this poor shadow of a world, I saw them not: I saw my Hester waiting, waiting and wearying. I have made my election sure; my sins I have cast them out. Hester, Hester, I will come to you, poor waiting one; and Ill bring your little maid: ay, dearest soul, Ill bring your little maid safe with me!

Arethusa. O teach me how! Show me the way! only show me. — O mother, mother! — If it were paved with fire, show me the way, and I will walk it bare-foot!

Gaunt. They call me a miser. They say that in this sea-chest of mine I hoard my gold. (He passes R. to chest, takes out key, and unlocks it.) They think my treasure and my very soul are locked up here. They speak after the flesh, but they are right. See!

Arethusa. Her watch? the wedding ring? O father, forgive me!

Gaunt. Ay, her watch that counted the hours when I was away; they were few and sorrowful, my Hesters hours; and this poor contrivance numbered them. The ring — with that I married her. This chain, its of Guinea gold; I brought it home for her, the year before we married, and she wore it to her wedding. It was a vanity: they are all vanities; but they are the treasure of my soul. Below here, see, her wedding dress. Ay, the watch has stopped: dead, dead. And I know that my Hester died of me; and day and night, asleep and awake, my soul abides in her remembrance.

Arethusa. And you come in your sleep to look at them. O poor father! I understand — I understand you now.

Gaunt. In my sleep? Ay? do I so? My Hester!

Arethusa. And why, why did you not tell me? I thought — I was like the rest! — I feared you were a miser. O, you should have told me; I should have been so proud — so proud and happy. I knew you loved her; but not this, not this.

Gaunt. Why should I have spoken? It was all between my Hester and me.

Arethusa. Father, may I speak? May I tell you what my heart tells me? You do not understand about my mother. You loved her — O, as few men can love. And she loved you: think how she loved you! In this world, you know — you have told me — there is nothing perfect. All we men and women have our sins; and they are a pain to those that love us, and the deeper the love, the crueller the pain. That is life; and it is life we ask, not heaven; and what matter for the pain, if only the love holds on? Her love held: then she was happy! Her love was immortal; and when she died, her one grief was to be parted from you, her one hope to welcome you again.

Gaunt. And you, Arethusa: I was to bring her little maid.

Arethusa. God bless her, yes, and me! But, father, can you not see that she was blessed among women?

Gaunt. Child, child, you speak in ignorance; you touch upon griefs you cannot fathom.

Arethusa. No, dearest, no. She loved you, loved you and died of it. Why else do women live? What would I ask but just to love my Kit and die for him, and look down from heaven, and see him keep my memory holy and live the nobler for my sake?

Gaunt. Ay, do you so love him?

Arethusa. Even as my mother loved my father.

Gaunt. Ay? Then we will see. What right have I — You are your mothers child: better, tenderer, wiser than I. Let us seek guidance in prayer. Good-night, my little maid.

Arethusa. O father, I know you at last.


SCENE II

Gaunt and Arethusa go out, L., carrying the candles. Stage dark. A distant clock chimes the quarters, and strikes one. Then, the tap-tapping of Pews stick is hear without; the key is put into the lock; and enter Pew, C., he pockets key, and is followed by Kit, with dark lantern

Pew. Quiet, you lubber! Cant you foot it soft, you that has daylights and a glim?

Kit. All right, old boy. How the devil did we get through the door? Shall I knock him up?

Pew. Stow your gab (seizing his wrist). Under your breath!

Kit. Avast that! Youre a savage dog, arent you?

Pew. Turn on that glim.

Kit. Its as right as a trivet, Pew. What next? By George, Pew, Ill make your fortune.

Pew. Here, now, look round this room, and sharp. Dye see a old sea-chest?

Kit. See it, Pew? why, dye think Im blind?

Pew. Take me across, and let me feel of her. Mum; catch my hand. Ah, thats her (feeling the chest), thats the Golden Mary. Now, see here, my bo, if youve the pluck of a weevil in a biscuit, this girl is yours; if you haint, and think to sheer off, Im blind, but Im deadly.

Kit. Youll keep a civil tongue in your head all the same. Ill take threats from nobody, blind or not. Lets knock up the Admiral and be done with it. What I want is to get rid of this dark lantern. It makes me feel like a housebreaker, by George.

Pew (seated on chest). You follow this. Im sick of drinking bilge, when I might be rolling in my coach, and Im dog-sick of Jack Gaunt. Whos he to be wallowing in gold, when a better man is groping crusts in the gutter and spunging for rum? Now, here in this blasted chest is the gold to make men of us for life: gold, ay, gobs of it; and writins too — things that if I had the proof of em Id hold Jack Gaunt to the grindstone till his face was flat. Id have done it single-handed; but Im blind, worse luck: Im all in the damned dark here, poking with a stick — Lord, burn up with lime the eyes that saw it! Thats why I raked up you. Come, out with your iron, and prise the lid off. You shall touch your snack, and have the wench for nothing; ay, and fling her in the street, when done.

Kit. So you brought me here to steal did you?

Pew. Ay did I; and you shall. Im a biter: I bring blood.

Kit. Now, Pew, you came here on my promise, or Id kill you like a rat. As it is, out of that door! One, two, three (drawing his cutlass), and off!

Pew (leaping at his throat, and with a great voice). Help! murder! thieves!


SCENE III

To these, Arethusa, Gaunt, with lights. Stage light. Pew has Kit down, and is throttling him

Pew. Ive got him, Capn. What, kill my old commander, and rob him of his blessed child? Not with old Pew!

Gaunt. Get up, David: cant you see youre killing him? Unhand, I say.

Arethusa. In heavens name, who is it?

Pew. Its a damned villain, my pretty; and his name, to the best of my belief, is French.

Arethusa. Kit? Kit French? Never!

Kit (rising). Hes done for me. (Falls on chest.)

[Pew. Dont you take on about him, ducky; he aint worth it. Capn Gaunt, I took him and I give him up. You was ard on me this morning, Capn: this is my way — Pews way, this is — of paying of you out.

Arethusa. Father, this is the blind man that came while you were abroad. Sure youll not listen to him. And you, Kit, you, what is this?

Kit. Captain Gaunt, that blind devil has half-throttled me. He brought me here — I cant speak — he has almost killed me — and Id been drinking too.

Gaunt. And you, David Pew, what do you say?]

Pew. Capn, the rights of it is this. Me and that young man there was partaking in a friendly drop of rum at the Admiral Benbow inn; and Id just proposed his blessed Majesty, when the young man he ups and says to me: Pew, he says, I like you, Pew: youre a true seaman, he says; and Im one as sticks at nothing; and damme, Pew, he says, Ill make your fortune. [Can he deny as them was his words? Look at him, you as has eyes: no, he cannot. Come along of me, he says, and damme, Ill make your fortune.] Well, Capn, he lights a dark lantern (which youll find it somewhere on the floor, I reckon), and out we goes, me follerin his lead, as I thought was art-of-oak and a true-blue mariner; and the next I knows is, here we was in here, and him a-askin me to old the glim, while he prised the lid off of your old sea-chest with his cutlass.

Gaunt. The chest? (He leaps, R., and examines chest.) Ah!

Pew. Leastways, I was to elp him, by his account of it, while he nailed the rhino, and then took and carried off that lovely maid of yours; for a lovely maid she is, and one as touched old Pews art Capn, when I eard that, my blood biled. Young man, I says, you dont know David Pew, I says; and with that I ups and does my dooty by him, cutlass and all, like a lion-arted seaman, though blind. [And then in comes you, and I gives him up: as you know for a fack is true, and Ill subscribe at the Assizes. And that, if you was to cut me into junks, is the truth, the ole truth, and nothing but the truth, world without end, so help me, amen; and if youll and me over the oly Bible, me not having such a thing about me at the moment, why, Ill put a oath upon it like a man.]

Arethusa. Father, have you heard?

[Gaunt. I know this man, Arethusa, and the truth is not in him.

Arethusa. Well, and why do we wait? We know Kit, do we not?

Kit. Ay, Captain, you know the pair of us, and you can see his face and mine.]

Gaunt. Christopher, the facts are all against you. I find you here in my house at midnight: you who at least had eyes to see, and must have known whither you were going. It was this man, not you, who called me up: and when I came in, it was he who was uppermost and who gave you up to justice. This unsheathed cutlass is yours; there hangs the scabbard, empty; and as for the dark lantern, of what use is light to the blind? and who could have trimmed and lighted it but you?

Pew. Ah, Capn, what a ed for argyment!

Kit. And now, sir, now that you have spoken, I claim the liberty to speak on my side.

Gaunt. Not so. I will first have done with this man. David Pew, it were too simple to believe your story as you tell it; but I can find no testimony against you. From whatever reason, assuredly you have done me service. Here are five guineas to set you on your way. Begone at once; and while it is yet time, think upon your repentance.

Pew. Capn, heres my respecks. Youve turned a pious man, Capn; it does my art good to ear you. But you aint the only one. O no! I came about and paid off on the other tack before you, I reckon: you ask the Chaplain of the Fleet else, as called me on the quarter-deck before old Admiral Awke himself (touching his hat), my old commander. [David Pew, he says, five-and-thirty year have I been in this trade, man and boy, that chaplain says, and damme, Pew, says he, if ever I seen the seaman that could rattle off his catechism within fifty mile of you. Heres five guineas out of my own pocket, he says; and whats more to the pint, he says, Ill speak to my reverend brother-in-law, the Bishop of Dover, he says; and if ever you leave the sea, and wants a place as beadle, why damme, says he, you go to him, for youre the man for him, and him for you.

Gaunt. David Pew, you never set your foot on a Kings ship in all your life. There lies the road.

Pew. Ah, you was always a ard man, Capn, and a ard man to believe, like Didymus the Ebrew prophet. But its time for me to go, and Ill be going. My service to you, Capn: and I kiss my and to that lovely female.

Time for us to go,
Time for us to go,
And when wed clapped the hatches on,
Twas time for us to go.


SCENE IV

Kit, Arethusa, Gaunt

Arethusa. Now, Kit?

Kit. Well, sir, and now?

Gaunt. I find you here in my house at this untimely and unseemly hour; I find you there in company with one who, to my assured knowledge, should long since have swung in the wind at Execution Dock. What brought you? Why did you open my door while I slept to such a companion? Christopher French, I have two treasures. One (laying his hand on Arethusas shoulder) I know you covet. Christopher, is this your love?

Kit. Sir, I have been fooled and trapped. That man declared he knew you, declared he could make you change your mind about our marriage. I was drunk, sir, and I believed him: heaven knows I am sober now, and can see my folly; but I believed him then, and followed him. He brought me here, he told me your chest was full of gold that would make men of us for life. At that I saw my fault, sir, and drew my cutlass; and he, in the wink of an eye, roared out for help, leaped at my throat like a weasel and had me rolling on the floor. He was quick, and I, as I tell you, sir, was off my balance.

Gaunt. Is this man, Pew, your enemy?

Kit. No sir; I never saw him till to-night.

Gaunt. Then, if you must stand the justice of your country, come to the proof with a better plea. What? lantern and cutlass yours; you the one that knew the house; you the one that saw; you the one overtaken and denounced; and you spin me a galley yarn like that? If that is all your defence, youll hang, sir, hang.

Arethusa. Ah! Father, I give him up: I will never see him, never speak to him, never think of him again; I take him from my heart; I give myself wholly up to you and to my mother; I will obey you in every point — O, not at a word merely — at a finger raised! I will do all this; I will do anything — anything you bid me; I swear it in the face of heaven. Only — Kit! I love him, father, I love him. Let him go.

[Gaunt. Go?

Arethusa. You let the other. Open the door again — for my sake, father — in my mothers name — O, open the door and let him go.]

Kit. Let me go? My girl, if you had cast me out is morning, good and well: I would have left you, though it broke my heart. But its a changed story now; now Im down on my luck, and you come and stab me from behind. I ask no favour, and Ill take none; I stand here on my innocence, and God helping me Ill clear my good name, and get your love again, if its love worth having. [Now, Captain Gaunt, Ive said my say, and you may do your pleasure. I am my fathers son, and I never feared to face the truth.

Gaunt. You have spoken like a man, French, and you may go. I leave you free.

Kit. Nay, sir, not so: not with my will. Im accused and counted guilty; the proofs are against me; the girl I love has turned upon me. Ill accept no mercy at your hands.] Captain Gaunt, I am your prisoner.

Arethusa. Kit, dear Kit — 

Gaunt. Silence! Young man, I have offered you liberty without bond or condition. You refuse. You shall be judged. Meanwhile (opening the door, R.), you will go in here. I keep your cutlass. The night brings counsel: to-morrow shall decide. (He locks Kit in, leaving the key in the door.)


SCENE V

Gaunt, Arethusa, afterwards Pew

Arethusa. Father, you believe in him; you do; I know you do.

Gaunt. Child, I am not given to be hasty. I will pray and sleep upon this matter. (A knocking at the door, C.) Who knocks so late? (He opens.)

Pew (entering). Capn, shall I fetch the constable?

Gaunt. No.

Pew. No? Have ye killed him?

Gaunt. My man, Ill see you into the road. (He takes Pew by the arm, and goes out with him.)


SCENE VI

Arethusa

Arethusa. (Listens; then running to door, R.) Kit — dearest! wait! I will come to you soon. (Gaunt re-enters, C., as the drop falls.)


ACT IV.

The Stage represents the Admirals house, as in Acts I. and III. A chair, L., in front. As the curtain rises, the Stage is dark. Enter Arethusa, L., with candle; she lights another; and passes to door, R., which she unbolts. Stage light


SCENE I

Arethusa, Kit

Arethusa. Come, dear Kit, come!

Kit. Well, Im here.

Arethusa. O Kit, you are not angry with me.

Kit. Have I reason to be pleased?

Arethusa. Kit, I was wrong. Forgive me.

Kit. O yes. I forgive you. I suppose you meant it kindly; but there are some kindnesses a man would rather die than take a gift of. When a man is accused, Arethusa, it is not that he fears the gallows — its the shame that cuts him. At such a time as that, the way to help was to stand to your belief. You should have nailed my colours to the mast, not spoke of striking them. If I were to be hanged to-morrow, and your love there, and a free pardon and a dukedom on the other side — which would I choose?

Arethusa. Kit, you must judge me fairly. It was not my life that was at stake, it was yours. Had it been mine — mine, Kit — what had you done, then?

Kit. I am a downright fool; I saw it inside out. Why, give you up, by George!

Arethusa. Ah, you see! Now you understand. It was all pure love. When he said that word — O! — death and that disgrace! . . . But I know my father. He fears nothing so much as the goodness of his heart; and yet it conquers. He would pray, he said: and to-night, and by the kindness of his voice, I knew he was convinced already. All that is wanted, is that you should forgive me.

Kit. Arethusa, if you looked at me like that Id forgive you piracy on the high seas. I was only sulky; I was boxed up there in the black dark, and couldnt see my hand. It made me pity that blind man, by George!

Arethusa. O, that blind man! The fiend! He came back, Kit: did you hear him? he thought we had killed you — you!

Kit. Well, well, it serves me right for keeping company with such a swab.

Arethusa. One thing puzzles me: how did you get in? I saw my father lock the door.

Kit. Ah, how? Thats just it. I was a sheet in the wind, you see. How did we? He did it somehow. . . . By George, he had a key! He can get in again.

Arethusa. Again? that man!

Kit. Ay, can he! Again! When he likes!

Arethusa. Kit, I am afraid. O Kit, he will kill my father.

Kit. Afraid. Im glad of that. Now, youll see Im worth my salt at something. Ten to one hes back to Mrs. Drakes. Ill after, and lay him aboard.

Arethusa. O Kit, he is too strong for you.

Kit. Arethusa, thats below the belt! Never you fear; Ill give a good account of him.

Arethusa (taking cutlass from the wall). Youll be none the worse for this, dear.

Kit. Thats so (making cuts). All the same, Im half ashamed to draw on a blind man; its too much odds. (He leaps suddenly against the table.) Ah!

Arethusa. Kit! Are you ill?

Kit. My heads like a humming top; it serves me right for drinking.

Arethusa. O, and the blind man! (She runs, L., to the corner cupboard, brings a bottle and glass, and fills and offers glass.) Here, lad, drink that.

Kit. To you! Thats better. (Bottle and glass remain on Gaunts table.)

Arethusa. Suppose you miss him?

Kit. Miss him! The road is straight; and I can hear the tap-tapping of that stick a mile away.

Arethusa (listening). St! my father stirring in his room!

Kit. Let me get clear; tell him why when Im gone. The door — ?

Arethusa. Locked!

Kit. The window!

Arethusa. Quick, quick! (She unfastens R. window, by which Kit goes out.)


SCENE II

Arethusa, Gaunt entering L.

Arethusa. Father, Kit is gone . . . He is asleep.

Gaunt. Waiting, waiting and wearying. The years, they go so heavily, my Hester still waiting! (He goes R. to chest, which he opens.) That is your chain; its of Guinea gold; I brought it you from Guinea. (Taking out chain.) You liked it once; it pleased you long ago; O, why not now — why will you not be happy now? . . . I swear this is my last voyage; see, I lay my hand upon the Holy Book and swear it. One more venture — for the childs sake, Hester; you dont think upon your little maid.

Arethusa. Ah, for my sake, it was for my sake!

Gaunt. Ten days out from Lagos. Thats a strange sunset, Mr. Yeo. All hands shorten sail! Lay aloft there, look smart! . . . Whats that? Only the negroes in the hold . . . Mr. Yeo, she cant live long at this; I have a wife and child in Barnstaple. . . . Christ, what a sea! Hold on, for Gods sake — hold on fore and aft! Great God! (as thought the sea were making a breach over the ship at the moment).

Arethusa. O!

Gaunt. They seem quieter down below there . . . No water — no light — no air — seven days battened down, and the seas mountain high, and the ship labouring hell-deep! Two hundred and five, two hundred and five, two hundred and five — all to eternal torture!

Arethusa. O pity him, pity him! Let him sleep, let him forget! Let her prayers avail in heaven, and let him rest!

Gaunt. Hester, no, dont smile at me. Rather tears! I have seen you weep — often, often; two hundred and five times. Two hundred and five! (With ring.) Hester, here is your ring (he tries to put the ring on his finger). How comes it in my hand? Not fallen off again? O no, impossible! it was made smaller, dear, it cant have fallen off! Ah, you waste away. You must live, you must, for the dear childs sake, for mine, Hester, for mine! Ah, the child. Yes. Who am I to judge? Poor Kit French! And she, your little maid, shes like you, Hester, and she will save him! How should a man be saved without a wife?

Arethusa. O father, if you could but hear me thank and bless you! (The tapping of Pews stick is heard approaching. Gaunt passes L. front and sits.)

Gaunt (beginning to count the taps). One — two — two hundred and five

Arethusa (listening). God help me, the blind man! (She runs to door, C.; the key is put into the lock from without, and the door opens.)


SCENE III

Arethusa (at back of stage by the door); Gaunt (front L.); to these, Pew, C.

Pew (sotto voce). All snug. (Coming down.) So that was you, my young friend Christopher, as shot by me on the road; and so you was hot foot after old Pew? Christopher, my young friend, I reckon Ill have the bowels out of that chest, and I reckon youll be lagged and scragged for it. (At these words Arethusa locks the door, and takes the key.) Whats that? All still. Theres something wrong about this room. Pew, my art of oak, youre queer to-night; brace up, and carry off. Wheres the tool? (Producing knife.) Ah, here she is; and now for the chest; and the gold; and rum — rum — rum. What! Open? . . . old clothes, by God! . . . Hes done me; hes been before me; hes bolted with the swag; thats why he ran: Lord wither and waste him forty year for it! O Christopher, if I had my fingers on your throat! Why didnt I strangle the soul out of him? I heard the breath squeak in his weasand; and Jack Gaunt pulled me off. Ah, Jack, thats another I owe you. My pious friend, if I was God Almighty for five minutes! (Gaunt rises and begins to pace the stage like a quarterdeck, L.) Whats that? A mans walk. He dont see me, thank the blessed dark! But its time to slip, my bo. (He gropes his way stealthily till he comes to Gaunts table, where he burns his hand in the candle.) A candle — lighted — then its bright as day! Lord God, doesnt he see me? Its the horrors come alive. (Gaunt draws near and turns away.) Ill go mad, mad! (He gropes to the door, stopping and starting.) Door. (His voice rising for the first time, sharp with terror.) Locked? Key gone? Trapped! Keep off — keep off of me — keep away! (Sotto voce again.) Keep your head, Lord have mercy, keep your head. Im wet with sweat. What devils den is this? I must out — out! (He shakes the door vehemently.) No? Knife it is then — knife — knife — knife! (He moves with the knife raised towards Gaunt, intently listening, and changing his direction as Gaunt changes his position on the stage.)

Arethusa (rushing to intercept him). Father, father, wake!

Gaunt. Hester, Hester! (He turns, in time to see Arethusa grapple Pew in the centre of the Stage, and Pew force her down.)

Arethusa. Kit! Kit!

Pew (with the knife raised). Pews way!


SCENE IV

To these, Kit

(He leaps through window, R., and cuts Pew down. At the same moment, Gaunt, who has been staring helplessly at his daughters peril, fully awakes.)

Gaunt. Death and blood! (Kit, helping Arethusa, has let fall the cutlass. Gaunt picks it up and runs on Pew.) Damned mutineer, Ill have your heart out! (He stops, stands staring, drops cutlass, falls upon his knees.) God forgive me! Ah, foul sins, would you blaze forth again? Lord, close your ears! Hester, Hester, hear me not! Shall all these years and tears be unavailing?

Arethusa. Father, I am not hurt.

Gaunt. Ay, daughter, but my soul — my lost soul!

Pew (rising on his elbow). Rum? Youve done me. For Gods sake, rum. (Arethusa pours out a glass, which Kit gives to him.) Rum? This aint rum; its fire! (With great excitement.) Whats this? I dont like rum? (Feebly.) Ay, then, Im a dead man, and give me water.

Gaunt. Now even his sins desert him.

Pew (drinking water). Jack Gaunt, youve always been my rock ahead. Its thanks to you Ive got my papers, and this time Im shipped for Fiddlers Green. Admiral, we aint like to meet again, and Ill give you a toast: Heres Fiddlers Green, and damn all lubbers! (Seizing Gaunts arm.) I say — fair dealings, Jack! — none of that heaven business: Fiddlers Greens my port, now, aint it?

Gaunt. David, youve hove short up, and God forbid that I deceive you. Pray, man, pray; for in the place to which you are bound there is no mercy and no hope.

Pew. Ay, my lass, youre black, but your bloods red, and Im all a-muck with it. Pass the rum, and be damned to you. (Trying to sing) — 

Time for us to go,
Time for us—

(He dies.)

Gaunt. But for the grace of God, there lies John Gaunt! Christopher, you have saved my child; and I, I, that was blinded with self-righteousness, have fallen. Take her, Christopher; but O, walk humbly!
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PERSONS REPRESENTED

Robert Macaire.

Bertrand.

Dumont, Landlord of the Auberge des Adrets.

Charles, a Gendarme, Dumonts supposed son.

Goriot.

The Marquis, Charless Father.

The Brigadier of Gendarmerie.

The Curate.

The Notary.

A Waiter.

Ernestine, Goriots Daughter.

Aline.

Maids, Peasants (Male and Female), Gendarmes.

The Scene is laid in the Courtyard of the Auberge des Adrets, on the frontier of France and Savoy. The time 1800. The action occupies an interval of from twelve to fourteen hours: from four in the afternoon till about five in the morning.



Note. — The time between the acts should be as brief as possible, and the piece played, where it is merely comic, in a vein of patter.


ACT I.

The Stage represents the courtyard of the Auberge des Adrets. It is surrounded by the buildings of the inn, with a gallery on the first story, approached, C., by a straight flight of stairs. L. C., the entrance doorway. A little in front of this, a small grated office, containing business table, brass-bound cabinet, and portable cash-box. In front, R. and L., tables and benches; one, L., partially laid for a considerable party.


SCENE I

Aline and Maids; to whom Fiddlers; afterwards Dumont and Charles. As the curtain rises, the sound of the violins is heard approaching. Aline and the inn servants, who are discovered laying the table, dance up to door L. C., to meet the Fiddlers, who enter likewise dancing to their own music. Air: Haste to the Wedding. The Fiddlers exeunt playing into house, R. U. E. Aline and Maids dance back to table, which they proceed to arrange

Aline. Well, give me fiddles: fiddles and a wedding feast. It tickles your heart till your heels make a runaway match of it. I dont mind extra work, I dont, so long as theres fun about it. Hand me up that pile of plates. The quinces there, before the bride. Stick a pink in the Notarys glass: thats the girl hes courting.

Dumont (entering; with Charles). Good girls, good girls! Charles, in ten minutes from now what happy faces will smile around that board!

Charles. Sir, my good fortune is complete; and most of all in this, that my happiness has made my father happy.

Dumont. Your father? Ah, well, upon that point we shall have more to say.

Charles. What more remains that has not been said already? For surely, sir, there are few sons more fortunate in their father: and, since you approve of this marriage, may I not conceive you to be in that sense fortunate in your son?

Dumont. Dear boy, there is always a variety of considerations. But the moment is ill chosen for dispute; to-night, at least, let our felicity be unalloyed. (Looking off L. C.) Our guests arrive: here is our good Curate, and here our cheerful Notary.

Charles. His old infirmity, I fear.

Dumont. But Charles — dear boy! — at your wedding feast! I should have taken it unneighbourly had he come strictly sober.


SCENE II

To these, by the door L. C., the Curate and the Notary, arm in arm; the latter owl-like and titubant

Curate. Peace be on this house!

Notary (singing). Prove an excuse for the glass.

Dumont. Welcome, excellent neighbours! The Church and the Law.

Curate. And you, Charles, let me hope your feelings are in solemn congruence with this momentous step.

Notary (digging Charles in the ribs). Married? Lovely bride? Prove an excuse!

Dumont (to Curate). I fear our friend? perhaps? as usual? eh?

Curate. Possibly: I had not yet observed it.

Dumont. Well, well, his heart is good.

Curate. He doubtless meant it kindly.

Notary. Wheres Aline?

Aline. Coming, sir! (Notary makes for her.)

Curate (capturing him). You will infallibly expose yourself to misconstruction. (To Charles.) Where is your commanding officer?

Charles. Why, sir, we have quite an alert. Information has been received from Lyons that the notorious malefactor, Robert Macaire, has broken prison, and the Brigadier is now scouring the country in his pursuit. I myself am instructed to watch the visitors to our house.

Dumont. That will do, Charles: you may go. (Exit Charles.) You have considered the case I laid before you?

Notary. Considered a case?

Dumont. Yes, yes. Charles, you know, Charles. Can he marry? under these untoward and peculiar circumstances, can he marry?

Notary. Now, lemme tell you: marriage is a contract to which there are two constracting parties. That being clear, I am prepared to argue categorically that your son Charles — who, it appears, is not your son Charles — I am prepared to argue that one party to a contract being null and void, the other party to a contract cannot by law oblige or constrain the first party to constract or bind himself to any contract, except the other party be able to see his way clearly to constract himself with him. I donno if I make myself clear?

Dumont. No.

Notary. Now, lemme tell you: by applying justice of peace might possibly afford relief.

Dumont. But how?

Notary. Ay, theres the rub.

Dumont. But what am I to do? Hes not my son, I tell you: Charles is not my son.

Notary. I know.

Dumont. Perhaps a glass of wine would clear him?

Notary. Thats what I want. (They go out, L. U. E.)

Aline. And now, if youve done deranging my table, to the cellar for the wine, the whole pack of you. (Manet sola, considering table.) There: its like a garden. If I had as sweet a table for my wedding, I would marry the Notary.


SCENE III

The Stage remains vacant. Enter, by door L. C., Macaire, followed by Bertrand with bundle; in the traditional costume

Macaire. Good! No police.

Bertrand (looking off, L. C.). Sold again!

Macaire. This is a favoured spot, Bertrand: ten minutes from the frontier: ten minutes from escape. Blessings on that frontier line! The criminal hops across, and lo! the reputable man. (Reading) Auberge des Adrets, by John Paul Dumont. A table set for company; this is fate: Bertrand, are we the first arrivals? An office; a cabinet; a cash-box — aha! and a cash-box, golden within. A money-box is like a Quaker beauty: demure without, but what a figure of a woman! Outside gallery: an architectural feature I approve; I count it a convenience both for love and war: the troubadour — twang-twang; the craftsmen — (makes as if turning key.) The kitchen window: humming with cookery; truffles, before Jove! I was born for truffles. Cock your hat: meat, wine, rest, and occupation; men to gull, women to fool, and still the door open, the great unbolted door of the frontier!

Bertrand. Macaire, Im hungry.

Macaire. Bertrand, excuse me, you are a sensualist. I should have left you in the stone-yard at Lyons, and written no passport but my own. Your soul is incorporate with your stomach. Am I not hungry, too? My body, thanks to immortal Jupiter, is but the boy that holds the kite-string; my aspirations and designs swim like the kite sky-high, and overlook an empire.

Bertrand. If I could get a full meal and a pound in my pocket I would hold my tongue.

Macaire. Dreams, dreams! We are what we are; and what are we? Who are you? who cares? Who am I? myself. What do we come from? an accident. Whats a mother? an old woman. A father? the gentleman who beats her. What is crime? discovery. Virtue? opportunity. Politics? a pretext. Affection? an affectation. Morality? an affair of latitude. Punishment? this side the frontier. Reward? the other. Property? plunder. Business? other peoples money — not mine, by God! and the end of life to live till we are hanged.

Bertrand. Macaire, I came into this place with my tail between my legs already, and hungry besides; and then you get to flourishing, and it depresses me worse than the chaplain in the jail.

Macaire. What is a chaplain? A man they pay to say what you dont want to hear.

Bertrand. And who are you after all? and what right have you to talk like that? By what I can hear, youve been the best part of your life in quod; and as for me, since Ive followed you, what sort of luck have I had? Sold again! A boose, a blue fright, two years hard, and the police hot-foot after us even now.

Macaire. What is life? A boose and the police.

Bertrand. Of course, I know youre clever; I admire you down to the ground, and Ill starve without you. But I cant stand it, and Im off. Good-bye: good luck to you, old man! and if you want the bundle — 

Macaire. I am a gentleman of a mild disposition and, I thank my maker, elegant manners; but rather than be betrayed by such a thing as you are, with the courage of a hare, and the manners, by the Lord Harry, of a jumping-Jack — (He shows his knife.)

Bertrand. Put it up, put it up: Ill do what you want.

Macaire. What is obedience? fear. So march straight, or look for mischief. Its not bon ton, I know, and far from friendly. But what is friendship? convenience. But we lose time in this amiable dalliance. Come, now an effort of deportment: the head thrown back, a jaunty carriage of the leg; crook gracefully the elbow. Thus. Tis better. (Calling.) House, house here!

Bertrand. Are you mad? We havent a brass farthing.

Macaire. Now! — But before we leave!


SCENE IV

To these, Dumont

Dumont. Gentlemen, what can a plain man do for your service?

Macaire. My good man, in a roadside inn one cannot look for the impossible. Give one what small wine and what country fare you can produce.

Dumont. Gentlemen, you come here upon a most auspicious day, a red-letter day for me and my poor house, when all are welcome. Suffer me, with all delicacy, to inquire if you are not in somewhat narrow circumstances?

Macaire. My good creature, you are strangely in error; one is rolling in gold.

Bertrand. And very hungry.

Dumont. Dear me, and on this happy occasion I had registered a vow that every poor traveller should have his keep for nothing, and a pound in his pocket to help him on his journey.

Macaire (aside). A pound in his pocket?

Bertrand (aside). Keep for nothing?

Macaire (aside). Bitten!

Bertrand (aside). Sold again!

Dumont. I will send you what we have: poor fare, perhaps, for gentlemen like you.


SCENE V

Macaire, Bertrand; afterwards Charles, who appears on the gallery, and comes down

Bertrand. I told you so. Why will you fly so high?

Macaire. Bertrand, dont crush me. A pound: a fortune! With a pound to start upon — two pounds, for Id have borrowed yours — three months from now I might have been driving in my barouche, with you behind it, Bertrand, in a tasteful livery.

Bertrand (seeing Charles). Lord, a policeman!

Macaire. Steady! What is a policeman? Justices blind eye. (To Charles.) I think, sir, you are in the force?

Charles. I am, sir, and it was in that character — 

Macaire. Ah, sir, a fine service!

Charles. It is, sir, and if your papers — 

Macaire. You become your uniform. Have you a mother? Ah, well, well!

Charles. My duty, sir — 

Macaire. They tell me one Macaire — is not that his name, Bertrand? — has broken jail at Lyons?

Charles. He has, sir, and it is precisely for that reason — 

Macaire. Well, good-bye. (Shaking Charles by the hand and leading him towards the door, L. U. E.) Sweet spot, sweet spot. The scenery is . . . (kisses his finger-tips. Exit Charles). And now, what is a policeman?

Bertrand. A bobby.


SCENE VI

Macaire, Bertrand; to whom Aline with tray; and afterwards Maids

Aline (entering with tray, and proceeding to lay table, L.) My men, you are in better luck than usual. It isnt every day you go shares in a wedding feast.

Macaire. A wedding? Ah, and youre the bride.

Aline. What makes you fancy that?

Macaire. Heavens, am I blind?

Aline. Well, then, I wish I was.

Macaire. I take you at the word: have me.

Aline. You will never be hanged for modesty.

Macaire. Modesty is for the poor: when one is rich and nobly born, tis but a clog. I love you. What is your name?

Aline. Guess again, and youll guess wrong. (Enter the other servants with wine baskets.) Here, set the wine down. No, that is the old Burgundy for the wedding party. These gentlemen must put up with a different bin. (Setting wine before Macaire and Bertrand, who are at table, L.)

Macaire (drinking). Vinegar, by the supreme Jove!

Bertrand. Sold again!

Macaire. Now, Bertrand, mark me. (Before the servants he exchanges the bottle for the one in front of Dumonts place at the head of the other table.) Was it well done?

Bertrand. Immense.

Macaire (emptying his glass into Bertrands). There, Bertrand, you may finish that. Ha! music?


SCENE VII

To these, from the inn, L. U. E., Dumont, Charles, the Curate, the Notary jigging: from the inn, R. U. E., Fiddlers playing and dancing; and through door L. C., Goriot, Ernestine, Peasants, dancing likewise. Air: Haste to the Wedding. As the parties meet, the music ceases

Dumont. Welcome, neighbours! welcome friends! Ernestine, here is my Charles, no longer mine. A thousand welcomes. O the gay day! O the auspicious wedding! (Charles, Ernestine, Dumont, Goriot, Curate, and Notary sit to the wedding feast; Peasants, Fiddlers, and Maids, grouped at back, drinking from the barrel.) O, I must have all happy around me.

Goriot. Then help the soup.

Dumont. Give me leave: I must have all happy. Shall these poor gentlemen upon a day like this drink ordinary wine? Not so: I shall drink it. (To Macaire, who is just about to fill his glass) Dont touch it, sir! Aline, give me that gentlemans bottle and take him mine: with old Dumonts compliments.

Macaire. What?

Bertrand. Change the bottle?

Macaire (aside). Bitten!

Bertrand (aside). Sold again.

Dumont. Yes, all shall be happy.

Goriot. I tell ee, help the soup!

Dumont (begins to help soup. Then, dropping ladle.) One word: a matter of detail: Charles is not my son. (All exclaim.) O no, he is not my son. Perhaps I should have mentioned it before.

Charles. I am not your son, sir?

Dumont. O no, far from it.

Goriot. Then who the devils son be he?

Dumont. O, I dont know. Its an odd tale, a romantic tale: it may amuse you. It was twenty years ago, when I kept the Golden Head at Lyons: Charles was left upon my doorstep in a covered basket, with sufficient money to support the child till he should come of age. There was no mark upon the linen, nor any clue but one: an unsigned letter from the father of the child, which he strictly charged me to preserve. It was to prove his identity: he, of course, would know the contents, and he only; so I keep it safe in the third compartment of my cash-box, with the ten thousand francs Ive saved for his dowry. Here is the key; its a patent key. To-day the poor boy is twenty-one, to-morrow to be married. I did perhaps hope the father would appear: there was a Marquis coming; he wrote me for a room; I gave him the best, Number Thirteen, which you have all heard of: I did hope it might be he, for a Marquis, you know, is always genteel. But no, you see. As for me, I take you all to witness Im as innocent of him as the babe unborn.

Macaire. Ahem! I think you said the linen bore an M?

Dumont. Pardon me: the markings were cut off.

Macaire. True. The basket white, I think?

Dumont. Brown, brown.

Macaire. Ah! brown — a whitey-brown.

Goriot. I tell ee what, Dumont, this is all very well; but in that case, Ill be danged if he gets my daater. (General consternation.)

Dumont. O Goriot, lets have happy faces!

Goriot. Happy faces be danged! I want to marry my daater; I want your son. But who be this? I dont know, and you dont know, and he dont know. He may be anybody; by Jarge, he may be nobody! (Exclamations.)

Curate. The situation is crepuscular.

Ernestine. Father, and Mr. Dumont (and you too, Charles), I wish to say one word. You gave us leave to fall in love; we fell in love; and as for me, my father, I will either marry Charles, or die a maid.

Charles. And you, sir, would you rob me in one day of both a father and a wife?

Dumont (weeping). Happy faces, happy faces!

Goriot. I know nothing about robbery; but she cannot marry without my consent, and that she cannot get.

(All speak together . . .

Dumont. O dear, O dear!

Aline. What spoil the wedding?

Ernestine. O father!

Charles. Sir, sir, you would not — 

. . . )

Goriot (exasperated). I wunt, and whats more I shant.

Notary. I donno if I make myself clear?

Dumont. Goriot, do lets have happy faces!

Goriot. Fudge! Fudge!! Fudge!!!

Curate. Possibly on application to this conscientious jurist, light may be obtained.

All. The Notary; yes, yes; the Notary!

Dumont. Now, how about this marriage?

Notary. Marriage is a contract, to which there are two constracting parties, John Doe and Richard Roe. I donno if I make myself clear?

Aline. Poor lamb!

Curate. Silence, my friend; you will expose yourself to misconstruction.

Macaire (taking the stage). As an entire stranger in this painful scene, will you permit a gentleman and a traveller to interject one word? There sits the young man, full, I am sure, of pleasing qualities; here the young maiden, by her own confession bashfully consenting to the match; there sits that dear old gentleman, a lover of bright faces like myself, his own now dimmed with sorrow; and here — (may I be allowed to add?) — here sits this noble Roman, a father like myself, and like myself the slave of duty. Last you have me — Baron Henri-Frédéric de Latour de Main de la Tonnerre de Brest, the man of the world and the man of delicacy. I find you all — permit me the expression — gravelled. A marriage and an obstacle. Now, what is marriage? The union of two souls, and, what is possibly more romantic, the fusion of two dowries. What is an obstacle? the devil. And this obstacle? to me, as a man of family, the obstacle seems grave; but to me, as a man and a brother, what is it but a word? O my friend (to Goriot), you whom I single out as the victim of the same noble failings with myself — of pride of birth, of pride of honesty — O my friend, reflect. Go now apart with your dishevelled daughter, your tearful son-in-law, and let their plaints constrain you. Believe me, when you come to die, you will recall with pride this amiable weakness.

Goriot. I shant, and whats more I wunt. (Charles and Ernestine lead him up stage, protesting. All rise, except Notary.)

Dumont (front R., shaking hands with Macaire). Sir, you have a noble nature. (Macaire picks his pocket.) Dear me, dear me, and you are rich.

Macaire. I own, sir, I deceived you: I feared some wounding offer, and my pride replied. But to be quite frank with you, you behold me here, the Baron Henri-Frédéric de Latour de Main de la Tonnerre de Brest, and between my simple manhood and the infinite these rags are all.

Dumont. Dear me, and with this noble pride, my gratitude is useless. For I, too, have delicacy: I understand you could not stoop to take a gift.

Macaire. A gift? a small one? never!

Dumont. And I will never wound you by the offer.

Macaire (aside). Bitten.

Bertrand (aside). Sold again.

Goriot (taking the stage). But, lookee here, he cant marry.

(All speak together . . .

Macaire. Hey?

Dumont. Ah!

Aline. Hey day!

Curate. Wherefore?

Ernestine. Oh!

Charles. Ah!

. . . )

Goriot. Not without his veythers consent! And he hasnt got it; and whats more, he cant get it: and whats more, he hasnt got a veyther to get it from. Its the law of France.

Aline. Then the law of France ought to be ashamed of itself.

Ernestine. O, couldnt we ask the Notary again?

Curate. Indubitably you may ask him.

(All speak together . . .

Macaire. Cant they marry?

Dumont. Cant he marry?

Aline. Cant she marry?

Ernestine. Cant we marry?

Charles. Cant I marry?

Goriot. Baint I right?

. . . )

Notary. Constracting parties.

Curate. Possibly to-morrow at an early hour he may be more perspicuous.

Goriot. Ay, before heve time to get at it.

Notary. Unoffending jurisconsult overtaken by sorrow. Possibly by applying justice of peace might afford relief.

(All speak together . . .

Macaire. Bravo!

Dumont. Excellent!

Charles. Lets go at once!

Aline. The very thing!

. . . )

Ernestine. Yes, this minute!

Goriot. Ill go. I dont mind getting advice, but I wunt take it.

Macaire. My friends, one word: I perceive by your downcast looks that you have not recognised the true nature of your responsibility as citizens of time. What is care? impiety. Joy? the whole duty of man. Here is an opportunity of duty it were sinful to forego. With a word, I could lighten your hearts; but I prefer to quicken your heels, and send you forth on your ingenuous errand with happy faces and smiling thoughts, the physicians of your own recovery. Fiddlers, to your catgut! Up, Bertrand, and show them how one foots it in society; forward, girls, and choose me every one the lad she loves; Dumont, benign old man, lead forth our blushing Curate; and you, O bride, embrace the uniform of your beloved, and help us dance in your wedding-day. (Dance, in the course of which Macaire picks Dumonts pocket of his keys, selects the key of the cash-box, and returns the others to his pocket. In the end, all dance out: the wedding-party, headed by Fiddlers, L. C.; the Maids and Aline into the inn, R. U. E. Manet Bertrand and Macaire.)


SCENE VIII

Macaire, Bertrand, who instantly takes a bottle from the wedding-table, and sits with it, L.

Macaire. Bertrand, theres a devil of a want of a father here.

Bertrand. Ay, if we only knew where to find him.

Macaire. Bertrand, look at me: I am Macaire; I am that father.

Bertrand. You, Macaire? you a father?

Macaire. Not yet, but in five minutes. I am capable of anything. (Producing key.) What think you of this?

Bertrand. That? Is it a key?

Macaire. Ay, boy, and what besides? my diploma of respectability, my patent of fatherhood. I prigged it — in the ardour of the dance I prigged it; I change it beyond recognition, thus (twists the handle of the key); and now . . .? Where is my long-lost child? produce my young policeman! show me my gallant boy!

Bertrand. I dont understand.

Macaire. Dear innocence, how should you? Your brains are in your fists. Go and keep watch. (He goes into the office and returns with the cash-box.) Keep watch, I say.

Bertrand. Where?

Macaire. Everywhere. (He opens box.)

Bertrand. Gold.

Macaire. Hands off! Keep watch. (Bertrand at back of stage.) Beat slower, my paternal heart! The third compartment; let me see.

Bertrand. Sst! (Macaire shuts box.) No; false alarm.

Macaire. The third compartment. Ay, here t — 

Bertrand. Sst! (Same business.) No: fire away.

Macaire. The third compartment: it must be this.

Bertrand. Sst! (Macaire, keeps box open, watching Bertrand.) All serene; its the wind.

Macaire. Now, see here! (He darts his knife into the stage.) I will either be backed as a man should be, or from this minute out Ill work alone. Do you understand? I said alone.

Bertrand. For the Lords sake, Macaire! — 

Macaire. Ay, here it is. (Reading letter). Preserve this letter secretly; its terms are known only to you and me: hence when the time comes, I shall repeat them, and my son will recognise his father. Signed: Your Unknown Benefactor. (He turns it over twice and replaces it. Then, fingering the gold) Gold! The yellow enchantress, happiness ready-made and laughing in my face! Gold: what is gold? The world; the term of ills; the empery of all; the multitudinous babble of the change, the sailing from all ports of freighted argosies; music, wine, a palace; the doors of the bright theatre, the key of consciences, and love — loves whistle! All this below my itching fingers; and to set this by, turn a deaf ear upon the siren present, and condescend once more, naked, into the ring with fortune — Macaire, how few would do it! But you, Macaire, you are compacted of more subtile clay. No cheap immediate pilfering: no retail trade of petty larceny; but swoop at the heart of the position, and clutch all!

Bertrand (at his shoulder). Halves!

Macaire. Halves? (He locks the box.) Bertrand, I am a father. (Replaces box in office.)

Bertrand (looking after him). Well, I — am — damned!



Drop.


ACT II.

When the curtain rises, the night has come. A hanging cluster of lighted lamps over each table, R. and L. Macaire, R., smoking a cigarette; Bertrand, L., with a church-warden: each with bottle and glass


SCENE I

Macaire, Bertrand

Macaire. Bertrand, I am content: a child might play with me. Does your pipe draw well?

Bertrand. Like a factory chimney. This is my notion of life: liquor, a chair, a table to put my feet on, a fine clean pipe, and no police.

Macaire. Bertrand, do you see these changing exhalations? do you see these blue rings and spirals, weaving their dance, like a round of fairies, on the footless air?

Bertrand. I see em right enough.

Macaire. Man of little vision, expound me these meteors! what do they signify, O wooden-head? Clod, of what do they consist?

Bertrand. Damned bad tobacco.

Macaire. I will give you a little course of science. Everything, Bertrand (much as it may surprise you), has three states: a vapour, a liquid, a solid. These are fortune in the vapour: these are ideas. What are ideas? the protoplasm of wealth. To your head — which, by the way, is a solid, Bertrand — what are they but foul air? To mine, to my prehensile and constructive intellects, see, as I grasp and work them, to what lineaments of the future they transform themselves: a palace, a barouche, a pair of luminous footmen, plate, wine, respect, and to be honest!

Bertrand. But whats the sense in honesty?

Macaire. The sense? You see me: Macaire: elegant, immoral, invincible in cunning; well, Bertrand, much as it may surprise you, I am simply damned by my dishonesty.

Bertrand. No!

Macaire. The honest man, Bertrand, that Gods noblest work. He carries the bag, my boy. Would you have me define honesty? the strategic point for theft. Bertrand, if Id three hundred a year, Id be honest to-morrow.

Bertrand. Ah! Dont you wish you may get it!

Macaire. Bertrand, I will bet you my head against your own — the longest odds I can imagine — that with honesty for my spring-board, I leap through history like a paper hoop, and come out among posterity heroic and immortal.


SCENE II

To these, all the former characters, less the Notary. The fiddles are heard without, playing dolefully. Air: O dear, what can the matter be? in time to which the procession enters

Macaire. Well, friends, what cheer?

(All speak together . . .

Aline. No wedding, no wedding!

Goriot. I told ee he cant and he cant.

Dumont. Dear, dear me!

Ernestine. They wont let us marry.

Charles. No wife, no father, no nothing!

. . . )

Curate. The facts have justified the worst anticipations of our absent friend, the Notary.

Macaire. I perceive I must reveal myself.

Dumont. God bless me, no!

Macaire. My friends, I had meant to preserve a strict incognito, for I was ashamed (I own it!) of this poor accoutrement; but when I see a face that I can render happy, say, my old Dumont, should I hesitate to work the change? Hear me, then, and you (to the others) prepare a smiling countenance. (Repeating.) Preserve this letter secretly; its terms are only known to you and me; hence when the time comes, I shall repeat them, and my son will recognise his father. — Your Unknown Benefactor.

Dumont. The words! the letter! Charles, alas! it is your father!

Charles. Good Lord! (General consternation.)

Bertrand (aside: smiling his brow). I see it now; sublime!

Curate. A highly singular eventuality.

Goriot. Him? O well, then, I wunt. (Goes up.)

Macaire. Charles, to my arms! (Business.) Ernestine, your second father waits to welcome you. (Business.) Goriot, noble old man, I grasp your hand. (He doesnt.) And you, Dumont, how shall your unknown benefactor thank you for your kindness to his boy? (A dead Pause.) Charles, to my arms!

Charles. My father, you are still something of a stranger. I hope — er — in the course of time — I hope that may be somewhat mended. But I confess that I have so long regarded Mr. Dumont — 

Macaire. Love him still, dear boy, love him still. I have not returned to be a burden on your heart, nor much, comparatively, on your pocket. A place by the fire, dear boy, a crust for my friend, Bertrand. (A dead pause.) Ah, well, this is a different home-coming from that I fancied when I left the letter: I dreamed to grow rich. Charles, you remind me of your sainted mother.

Charles. I trust, sir, you do not think yourself less welcome for your poverty.

Macaire. Nay, nay — more welcome, more welcome. O, I know your — (business) backs! Besides, my poverty is noble. Political . . . Dumont, what are your politics?

Dumont. A plain old republican, my lord.

Macaire. And yours, my good Goriot?

Goriot. I be a royalist, I be, and so be my daater.

Macaire. How strange is the coincidence! The party that I sought to found combined the peculiarities of both: a patriotic enterprise in which I fell. This humble fellow . . . have I introduced him? You behold in us the embodiment of aristocracy and democracy. Bertrand, shake hands with my family. (Bertrand is rebuffed by one and the other in dead silence.)

Bertrand. Sold again!

Macaire. Charles, to my arms! (Business.)

Ernestine. Well, but now that he has a father of some kind, cannot the marriage go on?

Macaire. Angel, this very night: I burn to take my grandchild on my knees.

Goriot. Be you that young mans veyther?

Macaire. Ay, and what a father!

Goriot. Then all Ive got to say is, I shant and I wunt.

Macaire. Ah, friends, friends, what a satisfaction it is, what a sight is virtue! I came among you in this poor attire to test you; how nobly have you borne the test! But my disguise begins to irk me: who will lend me a good suit? (Business.)


SCENE III

To these, the Marquis, L. C.

Marquis. Is this the house of John Paul Dumont, once of Lyons?

Dumont. It is, sir, and I am he, at your disposal.

Marquis. I am the Marquis Villers-Cotterêts de la Cherté de Médoc. (Sensation.)

Macaire. Marquis, delighted, I am sure.

Marquis (to Dumont). I come, as you perceive, unfollowed; my errand, therefore, is discreet. I come (producing notes from breast-pocket) equipped with thirty thousand francs; my errand, therefore, must be generous. Can you not guess?

Dumont. Not I, my lord.

Marquis (repeating). Preserve this letter, etc.

Macaire. Bitten.

Bertrand. Sold again (aside). (A pause.)

Aline. Well, I never did!

Dumont. Two fathers!

Marquis. Two? Impossible.

Dumont. Not at all. This is the other.

Marquis. This man?

Macaire. This is the man, my lord; here stands the father; Charles, to my arms! (Charles backs.)

Dumont. He knew the letter.

Marquis. Well, but so did I.

Curate. The judgment of Solomon.

Goriot. What did I tell ee? he cant marry.

Ernestine. Couldnt they both consent?

Marquis. But hes my living image.

Macaire. Mine, Marquis, mine.

Marquis. My figure, I think?

Macaire. Ah, Charles, Charles!

Curate. We used to think his physiognomy resembled Dumonts.

Dumont. Come to look at him, hes really like Goriot.

Ernestine. O papa, I hope hes not my brother.

Goriot. What be talking of? I tell ee, hes like our Curate.

Charles. Gentlemen, my head aches.

Marquis. I have it: the involuntary voice of nature. Look at me, my son.

Macaire. Nay, Charles, but look at me.

Charles. Gentlemen, I am unconscious of the smallest natural inclination for either.

Marquis. Another thought: what was his mothers name?

Macaire. What was the name of his mother by you?

Marquis. Sir, you are silenced.

Macaire. Silenced by honour. I had rather lose my boy than compromise his sainted mother.

Marquis. A thought: twins might explain it: had you not two foundlings?

Dumont. Nay, sir, one only; and judging by the miseries of this evening, I should say, thank God!

Macaire. My friends, leave me alone with the Marquis. It is only a father that can understand a fathers heart. Bertrand, follow the members of my family. (They troop out, L. U. E. and R. U. E., the fiddlers playing. Air: O dear, what can the matter be?)


SCENE IV

Macaire, Marquis

Marquis. Well, sir?

Macaire. My lord, I feel for you. (Business. They sit, R.)

Marquis. And now, sir?

Macaire. The bond that joins us is remarkable and touching.

Marquis. Well, sir?

Macaire (touching him on the breast). You have there thirty thousand francs.

Marquis. Well, sir?

Macaire. I was but thinking of the inequalities of life, my lord: that I who, for all you know, may be the father of your son, should have nothing; and that you who, for all I know, may be the father of mine, should be literally bulging with bank notes. . . . Where do you keep them at night?

Marquis. Under my pillow. I think it rather ingenious.

Macaire. Admirably so! I applaud the device.

Marquis. Well, sir?

Macaire. Do you snuff, my lord?

Marquis. No, sir, I do not.

Macaire. My lord, I am a poor man.

Marquis. Well, sir? and what of that?

Macaire. The affections, my lord, are priceless. Money will not buy them; or, at least, it takes a great deal.

Marquis. Sir, your sentiments do you honour.

Macaire. My lord, you are rich.

Marquis. Well, sir?

Macaire. Now follow me, I beseech you. Here am I, my lord; and there, if I may so express myself, are you. Each has the fathers heart, and there we are equal; each claims yon interesting lad, and there again we are on a par. But, my lord — and here we come to the inequality, and what I consider the unfairness of the thing — you have thirty thousand francs, and I, my lord, have not a rap. You mark me? not a rap, my lord! My lord, put yourself in my position: consider what must be my feelings, my desires; and — hey?

Marquis. I fail to grasp . . .

Macaire (with irritation). My dear man, there is the door of the house; here am I; there (touching, Marquis on the breast) are thirty thousand francs. Well, now?

Marquis. I give you my word of honour, sir, I gather nothing; my mind is quite unused to such prolonged exertion. If the boy be yours, he is not mine; if he be mine, he is not yours; and if he is neither of ours, or both of ours . . . in short, my mind . . .

Macaire. My lord, will you lay those thirty thousand francs upon the table?

Marquis. I fail to grasp . . . but if it will in any way oblige you . . . (Does so.)

Macaire. Now, my lord, follow me: I take them up; you see? I put them in my pocket; you follow me? This is my hat; here is my stick; and here is my — my friends bundle.

Marquis. But that is my cloak.

Macaire. Precisely. Now, my lord, one more effort of your lordships mind. If I were to go out of that door, with the full intention — follow me close — the full intention of never being heard of more, what would you do?

Marquis. I! — send for the police.

Macaire. Take your money! (Dashing down the notes.) Man, if I met you in a lane! (He drops his head upon the table.)

Marquis. The poor soul is insane. The other man, whom I suppose to be his keeper, is very much to blame.

Macaire (raising his head). I have a light! (To Marquis.) With invincible oafishness, my lord, I cannot struggle. I pass you by; I leave you gaping by the wayside; I blush to have a share in the progeny of such an owl. Off, off, and send the tapster!

Marquis. Poor fellow!


SCENE V

Macaire, to whom Bertrand. Afterwards Dumont

Bertrand. Well?

Macaire. Bitten.

Bertrand. Sold again.

Macaire. Had he the wit of a lucifer match! But what can gods or men against stupidity? Still, I have a trick. Where is that damned old man?

Dumont (entering). I hear you want me.

Macaire. Ah, my good old Dumont, this is very sad.

Dumont. Dear me, what is wrong?

Macaire. Dumont, you had a dowry for my son?

Dumont. I had; I have: ten thousand francs.

Macaire. Its a poor thing, but it must do. Dumont, I bury my old hopes, my old paternal tenderness.

Dumont. What? is he not your son?

Macaire. Pardon me, my friend. The Marquis claims my boy. I will not seek to deny that he attempted to corrupt me, or that I spurned his gold. It was thirty thousand.

Dumont. Noble soul!

Macaire. One has a heart . . . He spoke, Dumont, that proud noble spoke, of the advantages to our beloved Charles; and in my fathers heart a voice arose, louder than thunder. Dumont, was I unselfish? The voice said no; the voice, Dumont, up and told me to begone.

Dumont. To begone? to go?

Macaire. To begone, Dumont, and to go. Both, Dumont. To leave my son to marry, and be rich and happy as the son of another; to creep forth myself, old, penniless, broken-hearted, exposed to the inclemencies of heaven and the rebuffs of the police.

Dumont. This is what I had looked for at your hands. Noble, nobleman!

Macaire. One has a heart . . . and yet, Dumont, it can hardly have escaped your penetration that if I were to shift from this hostelry without a farthing, and leave my offspring to wallow — literally — among millions, I should play the part of little better than an ass.

Dumont. But I had thought . . . I had fancied . . .

Macaire. No, Dumont, you had not; do not seek to impose upon my simplicity. What you did think was this, Dumont: for the sake of this noble father, for the sake of this son whom he denies for his own interest — I mean, for his interest — no, I mean, for his own — well, anyway, in order to keep up the general atmosphere of sacrifice and nobility, I must hand over this dowry to the Baron Henri-Frédéric de Latour de Main de la Tonnerre de Brest.

(Together: each shaking him by the hand . . .

Dumont. Noble, O noble!

Bertrand. Beautiful, O beautiful!

. . .)

Dumont. Now Charles is rich he needs it not. For whom could it more fittingly be set aside than for his noble father? I will give it you at once.

Bertrand. At once, at once!

Macaire (aside to Bertrand). Hang on. (Aloud.) Charles, Charles, my lost boy! (He falls weeping at L. table. Dumont enters the office, and brings down cash-box to table R. He feels in all his pockets: Bertrand from behind him making signs to Macaire, which the latter does not see.)

Dumont. Thats strange. I cant find the key. Its a patent key.

Bertrand (behind Dumont, making signs to Macaire). The key, he cant find the key.

Macaire. O yes, I remember. I heard it drop. (Drops key.) And here it is before my eyes.

Dumont. That? Thats yours. I saw it drop.

Macaire. I give you my word of honour I heard it fall five minutes back.

Dumont. But I saw it.

Macaire. Impossible. It must be yours.

Dumont. It is like mine, indeed. How came it in your pocket?

Macaire. Bitten. (Aside.)

Bertrand. Sold again (aside) . . . You forget, Baron, its the key of my valise; I gave it you to keep in consequence of the hole in my pocket.

Macaire. True, true; and that explains.

Dumont. O, that explains. Now, all we have to do is to find mine. Its a patent key. You heard it drop.

Macaire. Distinctly.

Bertrand. So I did: distinctly.

Dumont. Here, Aline, Babette, Goriot, Curate, Charles, everybody, come here and look for my key!


SCENE VI

To these with candles, all the former characters, except Fiddlers, Peasants, and Notary. They hunt for the key

Dumont. Its bound to be here. We all heard it drop.

Marquis (with Bertrands bundle). Is this it?

All (with fury). No.

Bertrand. Hands off, thats my luggage. (Hunt resumed.)

Dumont. I heard it drop, as plain as ever I heard anything.

Marquis. By the way (all start up), what are we looking for?

All (with fury). O!!

Dumont. Will you have the kindness to find my key? (Hunt resumed.)

Curate. What description of a key — 

Dumont. A patent, patent, patent, patent key!

Macaire. I have it. Here it is!

All (with relief). Ah!!

Dumont. That? What do you mean? Thats yours.

Macaire. Pardon me.

Dumont. It is.

Macaire. It isnt.

Dumont. I tell you it is: look at that twisted handle.

Macaire. It cant be mine, and so it must be yours.

Dumont. It is not. Feel in your pockets. (To the others.) Will you have the kindness to find my patent key?

All. Oh!! (Hunt resumed.)

Macaire. Ah, well, youre right. (He slips key into Dumonts pocket.) An idea: suppose you felt in your pocket?

All (rising). Yes! Suppose you did!

Dumont. I will not feel in my pockets. How could it be there? Its a patent key. This is more than any man can bear. First, Charles is one mans son, and then hes anothers, and then hes nobodys, and be damned to him! And then theres my key lost; and then theres your key! What is your key? Where is your key? Where isnt it? And why is it like mine, only mines a patent? The long and short of it is this: that Im going to bed, and that youre all going to bed, and that I refuse to hear another word upon the subject or upon any subject. There!

Macaire (aside). Bitten.

Bertrand (aside). Sold again.

(Aline and Maids extinguish hanging lamps over tables, R. and L. Stage lighted only by guests candles.)

Charles. But, sir, I cannot decently retire to rest till I embrace my honoured parent. Which is it to be?

Macaire. Charles, to my — 

Dumont. Embrace neither of them; embrace nobody; there has been too much of this sickening folly. To bed!!! (Exit violently R. U. E. All the characters troop slowly upstairs, talking in dumb show. Bertrand and Macaire remain in front C., watching them go.)

Bertrand. Sold again, captain?

Macaire. Ay, they will have it.

Bertrand. It? What?

Macaire. The worst, Bertrand. What is man? a beast of prey. An hour ago, and Id have taken a crust, and gone in peace. But no: they would trick and juggle, curse them; they would wriggle and cheat! Well, I accept the challenge: war to the knife.

Bertrand. Murder?

Macaire. What is murder? A legal term for a man dying. Call it Fate, and thats philosophy; call me Providence, and you talk religion. Die? My, that is what man is made for; we are full of mortal parts; we are all as good as dead already, we hang so close upon the brink: touch a button, and the strongest falls in dissolution. Now, see how easy: I take you — (grappling him.)

Bertrand. Macaire — O no!

Macaire. Fool! would I harm a fly, when I had nothing to gain? As the butcher with the sheep, I kill to live; and where is the difference between man and mutton? pride and a tailors bill. Murder? I know who made that name — a man crouching from the knife! Selfishness made it — the aggregated egotism called society; but I meet that with a selfishness as great. Has he money? Have I none — great powers, none? Well, then, I fatten and manure my life with his.

Bertrand. You frighten me. Who is it?

Macaire. Mark well. (The Marquis opens the door of Number Thirteen, and the rest, clustering round, bid him good-night. As they begin to disperse along the gallery he enters and shuts the door.) Out, out, brief candle! That man is doomed.



Drop


ACT III


SCENE I

Macaire, Bertrand

As the curtain rises, the stage is dark and empty. Enter Macaire, L. U. E., with lantern. He looks about

Macaire (calling off). Sst!

Bertrand (entering L. U. E.). Its creeping dark.

Macaire. Blinding dark; and a good job.

Bertrand. Macaire, Im cold; my very hairs cold.

Macaire. Work, work will warm you: to your keys.

Bertrand. No, Macaire, its a horror. You not kill him; lets have no bloodshed.

Macaire. None: it spoils your clothes. Now, see: you have keys and you have experience; up that stair, and pick me the lock of that mans door. Pick me the lock of that mans door.

Bertrand. May I take the light?

Macaire. You may not. Go. (Bertrand mounts the stairs, and is seen picking the lock of Number Thirteen.) The earth spins eastward, and the day is at the door. Yet half an hour of covert, and the sun will be afoot, the discoverer, the great policeman. Yet, half an hour of night, the good, hiding, practicable night; and lo! at a touch the gas-jet of the universe turned on; and up with the sun gets the providence of honest people, puts off his night-cap, throws up his window, stares out of house — and the rogue must skulk again till dusk. Yet half an hour and, Macaire, you shall be safe and rich. If yon fool — my fool — would but miscarry, if the dolt within would hear and leap upon him, I could intervene, kill both, by heaven — both! — cry murder with the best, and at one stroke reap honour and gold. For, Bertrand dead — 

Bertrand (from above). Sst, Macaire!

Macaire. Is it done, dear boy? Come down. (Bertrand descends.) Sit down beside this light: this is your ring of safety, budge not beyond — the night is crowded with hobgoblins. See ghosts and tremble like a jelly if you must; but remember men are my concern; and at the creak of a mans foot, hist! (Sharpening his knife upon his sleeve.) What is a knife? A plain mans sword.

Bertrand. Not the knife, Macaire; O, not the knife!

Macaire. My name is Self-Defence. (He goes upstairs and enters Number Thirteen.)

Bertrand. Hes in. I hear a board creak. What a night, what a night! Will he hear him? O Lord, my poor Macaire! I hear nothing, nothing. The nights as empty as a dream: he must hear him; he cannot help but hear him; and then — O Macaire, Macaire, come back to me. Its death, and its death, and its death. Red, red: a corpse. Macaire to kill, Macaire to die? Id rather starve, Id rather perish, than either: Im not fit, Im not fit, for either! Why, hows this? I want to cry. (A stroke, and groan from above.) God Almighty, one of thems gone! (He falls with his head on table, R. Macaire appears at the top of the stairs, descends, comes airily forward and touches him on the shoulder. Bertrand, with a cry, turns and falls upon his neck.) O, O, and I thought I had lost him. (Day breaking.)

Macaire. The contrary, dear boy. (He produces notes.)

Bertrand. What was it like?

Macaire. Like? Nothing. A little blood, a dead man.

Bertrand. Blood! . . . Dead! He falls at table sobbing. Macaire divides the notes into two parts; on the smaller he wipes the bloody knife, and folding the stains inward, thrusts the notes into Bertrands face.)

Macaire. What is life without the pleasures of the table!

Bertrand (taking and pocketing notes). Macaire, I cant get over it.

Macaire. My mark is the frontier, and at top speed. Dont hang your jaw at me. Up, up, at the double; pick me that cash-box; and lets get the damned house fairly cleared.

Bertrand. I cant. Did he bleed much?

Macaire. Bleed? Must I bleed you? To work, or Im dangerous.

Bertrand. Its all right, Macaire; Im going.

Macaire. Better so: an old friend is nearly sacred. (Full daylight: lights up. Macaire blows out lantern.)

Bertrand. Wheres the key?

Macaire. Key? I tell you to pick it.

Bertrand (with the box). But its a patent lock. Where is the key? You had it.

Macaire. Will you pick that lock?

Bertrand. I cant: its a patent. Wheres the key?

Macaire. If you will have it, I put it back in that old asss pocket.

Bertrand. Bitten, I think. (Macaire dancing mad.)


SCENE II

To these, Dumont

Dumont. Ah, friends, up so early? Catching the worm, catching the worm?

(Sitting on the table dissembling box and dissembling box . . .

Macaire. Good-morning, good-morning!

Bertrand. Early birds, early birds.

. . . )

Dumont. By the way, very remarkable thing: I found the key.

Macaire. No!

Bertrand. O!

Dumont. Perhaps a still more remarkable thing: it was my key that had the twisted handle.

Macaire. I told you so.

Dumont. Now, what we have to do is to get the cash-box. Hallo! whats that your sitting on?

Bertrand. Nothing.

Macaire. The table! I beg your pardon.

Dumont. Why, its my cash-box!

Macaire. Why, so it is!

Dumont. Its very singular.

Macaire. Diabolishly singular.

Bertrand. Early worms, early worms!

Dumont (blowing in key). Well, I suppose you are still willing to begone?

Macaire. More than willing, my dear soul: pressed, I may say, for time; for though it had quite escaped my memory, I have an appointment in Turin with a lady of title.

Dumont (at box). Its very odd. (Blows its key.) Its a singular thing (blowing), key wont turn. Its a patent. Some one must have tampered with the lock (blowing). Its strangely singular, its singularly singular! Ive shown this key to commercial gentlemen all the way from Paris: they never saw a better key! (more business). Well (giving it up and looking reproachfully on key), thats pretty singular.

Macaire. Let me try. (He tries, and flings down the key with a curse.) Bitten.

Bertrand. Sold again.

Dumont (picking up key). Its a patent key.

Macaire (to Bertrand). The games up: we must save the swag. (To Dumont.) Sir, since your key, on which I invoke the blight of Egypt, has once more defaulted, my feelings are unequal to a repetition of yesterdays distress, and I shall simply pad the hoof. From Turin you shall receive the address of my banker, and may prosperity attend your ventures. (To Bertrand.) Now, boy! (To Dumont.) Embrace my fatherless child! farewell! (Macaire and Bertrand turn to go off and are met in the door by the Gendarmes.)


SCENE III

To these, the Brigadier and Gendarmes

Brigadier. Let no man leave the house.

Macaire (aside). Bitten.

Bertrand (aside). Sold again.

Dumont. Welcome, old friend!

Brigadier. It is not the friend that comes; it is the Brigadier. Summon your guests: I must investigate their passports. I am in pursuit of a notorious malefactor, Robert Macaire.

Dumont. But I was led to believe that both Macaire and his accomplice had been arrested and condemned.

Brigadier. They were, but they have once more escaped for the moment, and justice is indefatigable. (He sits at table R.) Dumont, a bottle of white wine.

Macaire (to Dumont). My excellent friend, I will discharge your commission, and return with all speed. (Going.)

Brigadier. Halt!

Macaire (returning: as if he saw Brigadier for the first time). Ha? a member of the force? Charmed, Im sure. But you misconceive me: I return at once, and my friend remains behind to answer for me.

Brigadier. Justice is insensible to friendship. I shall deal with you in due time. Dumont, that bottle.

Macaire. Sir, my friend and I, who are students of character, would grasp the opportunity to share and — may one add? — to pay the bottle. Dumont, three!

Bertrand. For Gods sake! (Enter Aline and Maids.)

Macaire. My friend is an author: so, in a humbler way, am I. Your knowledge of the criminal classes naturally tempts one to pursue so interesting an acquaintance.

Brigadier. Justice is impartial. Gentlemen, your health.

Macaire. Will not these brave fellows join us?

Brigadier. They are on duty; but what matters?

Macaire. My dear sir, what is duty? duty is my eye.

Brigadier (solemnly). And Betty Martin. (Gendarmes sit at table.)

Macaire (to Bertrand). Dear friend, sit down.

Bertrand (sitting down). O Lord!

Brigadier (to Macaire). You seem to be a gentleman of considerable intelligence.

Macaire. I fear, sir, you flatter. One has lived, one has loved, and one remembers: that is all. Ones Lives of Celebrated Criminals has met with a certain success, and one is ever in quest of fresh material.

Dumont. By the way, a singular thing about my patent key.

Brigadier. This gentleman is speaking.

Macaire. Excellent Dumont! he means no harm. This Macaire is not personally known to you?

Brigadier. Are you connected with justice?

Macaire. Ah, sir, justice is a point above a poor author.

Brigadier (with glass). Justice is the very devil.

Macaire. My dear sir, my friend and I, I regret to say, have an appointment in Lyons, or I could spend my life in this society. Charge your glasses: one hour to madness and to joy! What is to-morrow? the enemy of to-day. Wine? the bath of life. One moment: I find I have forgotten my watch. (He makes for the door.)

Brigadier. Halt!

Macaire. Sir, what is this jest?

Brigadier. Sentry at the door. Your passports.

Macaire. My good man, with all the pleasure in life. (Gives papers. The Brigadier puts on spectacles, and examines them.)

Bertrand (rising, and passing round to Macaires other side). Its life and death: they must soon find it.

Macaire (aside). Dont I know? My hearts like fire in my body.

Brigadier. Your name is?

Macaire. It is; ones name is not unknown.

Brigadier. Justice exacts your name.

Macaire. Henri-Frédéric de Latour de Main de la Tonnerre de Brest.

Brigadier. Your profession?

Macaire. Gentleman.

Brigadier. No, but what is your trade?

Macaire. I am an analytical chymist.

Brigadier. Justice is inscrutable. Your papers are in order. (To Bertrand.) Now, sir, and yours?

Bertrand. I feel kind of ill.

Macaire. Bertrand, this gentleman addresses you. He is not one of us; in other scenes, in the gay and giddy world of fashion, one is his superior. But to-day he represents the majesty of law; and as a citizen it is ones pride to do him honour.

Brigadier. Those are my sentiments.

Bertrand. I beg your pardon, I — (Gives papers.)

Brigadier. Your name?

Bertrand. Napoleon.

Brigadier. What? In your passport it is written Bertrand.

Bertrand. Its this way: I was born Bertrand, and then I took the name of Napoleon, and I mostly always call myself either Napoleon or Bertrand.

Brigadier. The truth is always best. Your profession?

Bertrand. I am an orphan.

Brigadier. What the devil! (To Macaire.) Is your friend an idiot?

Macaire. Pardon me, he is a poet.

Brigadier. Poetry is a great hindrance to the ends of justice. Well, take your papers.

Macaire. Then we may go?


SCENE IV

To these, Charles, who is seen on the gallery, going to the door of Number Thirteen. Afterwards all the characters but the Notary and the Marquis

Brigadier. One glass more. (Bertrand touches Macaire, and points to Charles, who enters Number Thirteen).

Macaire. No more, no more, no more.

Brigadier (rising and taking Macaire by the arm). I stipulate!

Macaire. Engagement in Turin!

Brigadier. Turin?

Macaire. Lyons, Lyons!

Bertrand. For Gods sake.

Brigadier. Well, good-bye!

Macaire. Good-bye, good — 

Charles (from within). Murder! Help! (Appearing.) Help here! The Marquis is murdered.

Brigadier. Stand to the door. A man up there. (A Gendarme hurries up staircase into Number Thirteen, Charles following him. Enter on both sides of gallery the remaining characters of the piece, except the Notary and the Marquis.)

Macaire (aside). Bitten, by God!

Bertrand (aside). Lost!

Brigadier (to Dumont). John Paul Dumont, I arrest you.

Dumont. Do your duty, officer. I can answer for myself and my own people.

Brigadier. Yes, but these strangers?

Dumont. They are strangers to me.

Macaire. I am an honest man: I stand upon my rights: search me; or search this person, of whom I know too little. (Smiting his brow.) By heaven, I see it all! This morning — (To Bertrand.) How, sir, did you dare to flaunt your booty in my very face? (To Brigadier.) He showed me notes; he was up ere day; search him, and youll find. There stands the murderer.

Bertrand. O, Macaire! (He is seized and searched and the notes are found.)

Brigadier. There is blood upon the notes. Handcuffs. (Macaire edging towards the door.)

Bertrand. Macaire, you may as well take the bundle. (Macaire is stopped by sentry, and comes front, R.)

Charles (re-appearing). Stop, I know the truth. (He comes down.) Brigadier, my father is not dead. He is not even dangerously hurt. He has spoken. There is the would-be assassin.

Macaire. Hell! (He darts across to the staircase, and turns on the second step, flashing out the knife.) Back, hounds! (He springs up the stair, and confronts them from the top.) Fools, I am Robert Macaire! (As Macaire turns to flee, he is met by the gendarme coming out of Number Thirteen; he stands an instant checked, is shot from the stage, and falls headlong backward down the stair. Bertrand, with a cry, breaks from the gendarmes, kneels at his side, and raises his head.)

Bertrand. Macaire, Macaire, forgive me. I didnt blab; you know I didnt blab.

Macaire. Sold again, old boy. Sold for the last time; at least, the last time this side death. Death — what is death? (He dies.)
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Woking, a town in northwest Surrey — Henley spent his last three years living here. It was a popular choice for writers wishing to escape London, also being at one time the home of H. G. Wells and George Bernard Shaw.


[image: img36.png]

Maybury Hill, Woking, c. 1920 — Henley lived in two properties here from 1901 until his death in 1903.


Views and Reviews (1890)
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ESSAYS IN APPRECIATION

In 1890 Henley published this volume of notable criticisms, which he described as less a book than a mosaic of scraps and shreds recovered from the shot rubbish of some fourteen years of journalism. These reviews, covering a wide range of authors (all English or French save Heinrich Heine and Leo Tolstoy) were remarkable for their insight. Robert Louis Stevenson wrote that he had not received the same thrill of poetry so intimate and so deep since George Merediths Joy of Earth and Love in the Valley: I did not guess you were so great a magician. These are new tunes; this is an undertone of the true Apollo. These are not verse; they are poetry.
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Henley, close to the time of publication


TO THE MEN OF
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PREFATORY
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SUGGESTED BY ONE friend and selected and compiled by another, this volume is less a book than a mosaic of scraps and shreds recovered from the shot rubbish of some fourteen years of journalism. Thus, the notes on Longfellow, Balzac, Sidney, Tourneur, Arabian Nights Entertainments, Borrow, George Eliot, and Mr. Frederick Locker are extracted from originals in London — a print still remembered with affection by those concerned in it; those on Labiche, Champfleury, Richardson, Fielding, Byron, Gay, Congreve, Boswell, Essays and Essayists, Jefferies, Hood, Matthew Arnold, Lever, Thackeray, Dickens, M. Théodore de Banville, Mr. Austin Dobson, and Mr. George Meredith from articles contributed to The Athenæum; those on Dumas, Count Tolstoïs novels, and the verse of Dr. Hake from The Saturday Review; those on Walton, Landor, and Heine from The Scots Observer, The Academy, and Vanity Fair respectively; while the Disraeli has been pieced together from London, Vanity Fair, and The Athenæum; the Berlioz from The Scots Observer and p. viiiThe Saturday Review; the Tennyson from The Scots Observer and The Magazine of Art; the Homer and Theocritus from Vanity Fair and the defunct Teacher; the Hugo from The Athenæum, The Magazine of Art, and an unpublished fragment written for The Scottish Church. In all cases permission to reprint is hereby gratefully acknowledged; but the reprinted matter has been subjected to such a process of revision and reconstitution that much of it is practically new, while little or none remains as it was. I venture, then, to hope that the result, for all its scrappiness, will be found to have that unity which comes of method and an honest regard for letters.

W. E. H.

Edinr. 8th May 1890


DICKENS

A Frightful Minus
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MR. ANDREW LANG is delightfully severe on those who cannot read Dickens, but in truth it is only by accident that he is not himself of that unhappy persuasion. For Dickens the humourist he has a most uncompromising enthusiasm; for Dickens the artist in drama and romance he has as little sympathy as the most practical. Of the prose of David Copperfield and Our Mutual Friend, the Tale of Two Cities and The Mystery of Edwin Drood, he disdains to speak. He is almost fierce (for him) in his denunciation of Little Nell and Paul Dombey; he protests that Monks and Ralph Nickleby are too steep, as indeed they are. But of Bradley Headstone and Sydney Carton he says not a word; while of Martin Chuzzlewit — but here he shall speak for himself, the italics being a present to him. I have read in that book a score of times, says he; I never see it but I revel in it — in Pecksniff and Mrs. Gamp and the Americans. But what the plot is all about, what Jonas did, what Montague Tigg had to make in the matter, what all the pictures with plenty of shading illustrate, I have never been able to comprehend. This is almost as bad as the reflection (in a magazine) that Jonas Chuzzlewit is the most shadowy murderer in fiction. Yet it is impossible to be angry. In his own way and within his own limits Mr. Lang is such a thoroughgoing admirer of Dickens that you are moved to compassion when you think of the much he loses by being constitutionally incapable of perfect apprehension. How poor, he cries, with generous enthusiasm, the world of fancy would be, how dispeopled of her dreams, if, in some ruin of the social system, the books of Dickens were lost; and if The Dodger, and Charley Bates, and Mr. Crinkle and Miss Squeers and Sam Weller, and Mrs. Gamp, and Dick Swiveller were to perish, or to vanish with Menanders men and women! We cannot think of our world without them; and, children of dreams as they are, they seem more essential than great statesmen, artists, soldiers, who have actually worn flesh and blood, ribbons and orders, gowns and uniforms. Nor is this all. He is almost prepared to welcome free education, since every Englishman who can read, unless he be an Ass, is a reader the more for Dickens. Does it not give one pause to reflect that the writer of this charming eulogy can only read the half of Dickens, and is half the ideal of his own denunciation.

His Method.

Dickenss imagination was diligent from the outset; with him conception was not less deliberate and careful than development; and so much he confesses when he describes himself as in the first stage of a new book, which consists in going round and round the idea, as you see a bird in his cage go about and about his sugar before he touches it. I have no means, he writes to a person wanting advice, of knowing whether you are patient in the pursuit of this art; but I am inclined to think that you are not, and that you do not discipline yourself enough. When one is impelled to write this or that, one has still to consider: How much of this will tell for what I mean? How much of it is my own wild emotion and superfluous energy — how much remains that is truly belonging to this ideal character and these ideal circumstances? It is in the laborious struggle to make this distinction, and in the determination to try for it, that the road to the correction of faults lies. [Perhaps I may remark, in support of the sincerity with which I write this, that I am an impatient and impulsive person myself, but that it has been for many years the constant effort of my life to practise at my desk what I preach to you.] Such golden words could only have come from one enamoured of his art, and holding the utmost endeavour in its behalf of which his heart and mind were capable for a matter of simple duty. They are a proof that Dickens — in intention at least, and if in intention then surely, the fact of his genius being admitted, to some extent in fact as well — was an artist in the best sense of the term.

His Development.

In the beginning he often wrote exceeding ill, especially when he was doing his best to write seriously. He developed into an artist in words as he developed into an artist in the construction and the evolution of a story. But his development was his own work, and it is a fact that should redound eternally to his honour that he began in newspaper English, and by the production of an imitation of the novela picaresca — a string of adventures as broken and disconnected as the adventures of Lazarillo de Tormes or Peregrine Pickle, and went on to become an exemplar. A man self-made and self-taught, if he knew anything at all about the art for art theory — which is doubtful — he may well have held it cheap enough. But he practised Millets dogma — Dans lart il faut sa peau — as resolutely as Millet himself, and that, too, under conditions that might have proved utterly demoralising had he been less robust and less sincere. He began as a serious novelist with Ralph Nickleby and Lord Frederick Verisopht; he went on to produce such masterpieces as Jonas Chuzzlewit and Doubledick, and Eugene Wrayburn and the immortal Mrs. Gamp, and Fagin and Sikes and Sydney Carton, and many another. The advance is one from positive weakness to positive strength, from ignorance to knowledge, from incapacity to mastery, from the manufacture of lay figures to the creation of human beings.

His Results.

His faults were many and grave. He wrote some nonsense; he sinned repeatedly against taste; he could be both noisy and vulgar; he was apt to be a caricaturist where he should have been a painter; he was often mawkish and often extravagant; and he was sometimes more inept than a great writer has ever been. But his work, whether bad or good, has in full measure the quality of sincerity. He meant what he did: and he meant it with his whole heart. He looked upon himself as representative and national — as indeed he was; he regarded his work as a universal possession; and he determined to do nothing that for lack of pains should prove unworthy of his function. If he sinned it was unadvisedly and unconsciously; if he failed it was because he knew no better. You feel that as you read. The freshness and fun of Pickwick — a comic middle-class epic, so to speak — seem mainly due to high spirits; and perhaps that immortal book should be described as a first improvisation by a young man of genius not yet sure of either expression or ambition and with only vague and momentary ideas about the duties and necessities of art. But from Pickwick onwards to Edwin Drood the effort after improvement is manifest. What are Dombey and Dorrit themselves but the failures of a great and serious artist? In truth the mans genius did but ripen with years and labour; he spent his life in developing from a popular writer into an artist. He extemporised Pickwick, it may be, but into Copperfield and Chuzzlewit and the Tale of Two Cities and Our Mutual Friend he put his whole might, working at them with a passion of determination not exceeded by Balzac himself. He had enchanted the public without an effort; he was the best-beloved of modern writers almost from the outset of his career. But he had in him at least as much of the French artist as of the middle-class Englishman; and if all his life he never ceased from self-education but went unswervingly in pursuit of culture, it was out of love for his art and because his conscience as an artist would not let him do otherwise. We have been told so often to train ourselves by studying the practice of workmen like Gautier and Hugo and imitating the virtues of work like Hernani and Quatre-Vingt-Treize and lEducation Sentimentale — we have heard so much of the æsthetic impeccability of Young France and the section of Young England that affects its qualities and reproduces its fashions — that it is hard to refrain from asking if, when all is said, we should not do well to look for models nearer home? if in place of such moulds of form as Mademoiselle de Maupin we might not take to considering stuff like Rizpah and Our Mutual Friend?

Ave atque Vale.

Yes, he had many and grave faults. But so had Sir Walter and the good Dumas; so, to be candid, had Shakespeare himself — Shakespeare the king of poets. To myself he is always the man of his unrivalled and enchanting letters — is always an incarnation of generous and abounding gaiety, a type of beneficent earnestness, a great expression of intellectual vigour and emotional vivacity. I love to remember that I came into the world contemporaneously with some of his bravest work, and to reflect that even as he was the inspiration of my boyhood so is he a delight of my middle age. I love to think that while English literature endures he will be remembered as one that loved his fellow-men, and did more to make them happy and amiable than any other writer of his time.


THACKERAY

His Worshippers.
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IT IS ODD to note how opinions differ as to the greatness of Thackeray and the value of his books. Some regard him as the greatest novelist of his age and country and as one of the greatest of any country and any age. These hold him to be not less sound a moralist than excellent as a writer, not less magnificently creative than usefully and delightfully cynical, not less powerful and complete a painter of manners than infallible as a social philosopher and incomparable as a lecturer on the human heart. They accept Amelia Sedley for a very woman; they believe in Colonel Newcome— by Don Quixote out of Little Nell — as in something venerable and heroic; they regard William Dobbin and Stunning Warrington as finished and subtle portraitures; they think Becky Sharp an improvement upon Mme. Marneffe and Wenham better work than Rigby; they are in love with Laura Bell, and refuse to see either cruelty or caricature in their poets presentment of Alcide de Mirobolant. Thackerays fun, Thackerays wisdom, Thackerays knowledge of men and women, Thackerays morality, Thackerays view of life, his wit and humour, his pathos, and his umbrella, are all articles of belief with them. Of Dickens they will not hear; Balzac they incline to despise; if they make any comparison between Thackeray and Fielding, or Thackeray and Richardson, or Thackeray and Sir Walter, or Thackeray and Disraeli, it is to the disadvantage of Disraeli and Scott and Richardson and Fielding. All these were well enough in their way and day; but they are not to be classed with Thackeray. It is said, no doubt, that Thackeray could neither make stories nor tell them; but he liked stories for all that, and by the hour could babble charmingly of Ivanhoe and the Mousquetaires. It is possible that he was afraid of passion, and had no manner of interest in crime. But then, how hard he bore upon snobs, and how vigorously he lashed the smaller vices and the meaner faults! It may be beyond dispute that he was seldom good at romance, and saw most things — art and nature included — rather prosaically and ill-naturedly, as he might see them who has been for many years a failure, and is naturally a little resentful of other mens successes; but then, how brilliant are his studies of club humanity and club manners! how thoroughly he understands the feelings of them that go down into the West in broughams! If he writes by preference for people with a thousand a year, is it not the duty of everybody with a particle of self-respect to have that income? Is it possible that any one who has it not can have either wit or sentiment, humour or understanding? Thackeray writes of gentlemen for gentlemen; therefore he is alone among artists; therefore he is the greatest novelist of his age. That is the faith of the true believer: that the state of mind of him that reveres less wisely than thoroughly, and would rather be damned with Thackeray than saved with any one else.

His Critics.

The position of them that wear their rue with a difference, and do not agree that all literature is contained in The Book of Snobs and Vanity Fair, is more easily defended. They like and admire their Thackeray in many ways, but they think him rather a writer of genius who was innately and irredeemably a Philistine than a supreme artist or a great man. To them there is something artificial in the man and something insincere in the artist: something which makes it seem natural that his best work should smack of the literary tour de force, and that he should never have appeared to such advantage as when, in Esmond and in Barry Lyndon, he was writing up to a standard and upon a model not wholly of his own contrivance. They admit his claim to eminence as an adventurer in the discovery of the Ugly; but they contend that even there he did his work more shrewishly and more pettily than he might; and in this connection they go so far as to reflect that a snob is not only one who meanly admires mean things, as his own definition declares, but one who meanly detests mean things as well. They agree with Walter Bagehot that to be perpetually haunted by the plush behind your chair is hardly a sign of lofty literary and moral genius; and they consider him narrow and vulgar in his view of humanity, limited in his outlook upon life, inclined to be envious, inclined to be tedious and pedantic, prone to repetitions, and apt in bidding for applause to appeal to the baser qualities of his readers and to catch their sympathy by making them feel themselves spitefully superior to their fellow-men. They look at his favourite heroines — at Laura and Ethel and Amelia; and they can but think him stupid who could ever have believed them interesting or admirable or attractive or true. They listen while he regrets it is impossible for him to attempt the picture of a man; and, with Barry Lyndon in their minds eye and the knowledge that Casanova and Andrew Bowes suggested no more than that, they wonder if the impossibility was not a piece of luck for him. They hear him heaping contumely upon the murders and adulteries, the excesses in emotion, that pleased the men of 1830 as they had pleased the Elizabethans before them; and they see him turning with terror and loathing from these — which after all are effects of vigorous passion — to busy himself with the elaborate and careful narrative of how Barnes Newcome beat his wife, and Mrs. Mackenzie scolded Colonel Newcome to death, and old Twysden bragged and cringed himself into good society and an interest in the life and well-being of a little cad like Captain Woolcomb; and it is not amazing if they think his morality more dubious in some ways than the morality he is so firmly fixed to ridicule and to condemn. They reflect that he sees in Beatrix no more than the makings of a Bernstein; and they are puzzled, when they come to mark the contrast between the two portraitures and the difference between the part assigned to Mrs. Esmond and the part assigned to the Baroness, to decide if he were short-sighted or ungenerous, if he were inapprehensive or only cruel. They weary easily of his dogged and unremitting pursuit of the merely conventional man and the merely conventional woman; they cannot always bring themselves to be interested in the cupboard drama, the tea-cup tragedies and cheque-book and bandbox comedies, which he regards as the stuff of human action and the web of human life; and from their theory of existence they positively refuse to eliminate the heroic qualities of romance and mystery and passion, which are — as they have only to open their newspapers to see — essentials of human achievement and integral elements of human character. They hold that his books contain some of the finest stuff in fiction: as, for instance, Rawdon Crawleys discovery of his wife and Lord Steyne, and Henry Esmonds return from the wars, and those immortal chapters in which the Colonel and Frank Castlewood pursue and run down their kinswoman and the Prince. But they hold, too, that their influence is dubious, and that few have risen from them one bit the better or one jot the happier.

Which is Right?

Genius apart, Thackerays morality is that of a highly respectable British cynic; his intelligence is largely one of trifles; he is wise over trivial and trumpery things. He delights in reminding us — with an air! — that everybody is a humbug; that we are all rank snobs; that to misuse your aspirates is to be ridiculous and incapable of real merit; that Miss Blank has just slipped out to post a letter to Captain Jones; that Miss Dash wears false teeth and a wig; that General Tufto is almost as tightly laced as the beautiful Miss Hopper; that theres a bum-bailiff in the kitchen at Number Thirteen; that the dinner we ate tother day at Timminss is still to pay; that all is vanity; that theres a skeleton in every house; that passion, enthusiasm, excess of any sort, is unwise, abominable, a little absurd; and so forth. And side by side with these assurances are admirable sketches of character and still more admirable sketches of habit and of manners — are the Pontos and Costigan, Gandish and Talbot Twysden and the unsurpassable Major, Sir Pitt and Brand Firmin, the heroic De la Pluche and the engaging Farintosh and the versatile Honeyman, a crowd of vivid and diverting portraitures besides; but they are not different — in kind at least — from the reflections suggested by the story of their several careers and the development of their several individualities. Esmond apart, there is scarce a man or a woman in Thackeray whom it is possible to love unreservedly or thoroughly respect. That gives the measure of the man, and determines the quality of his influence. He was the average clubman plus genius and a style. And, if there is any truth in the theory that it is the function of art not to degrade but to ennoble — not to dishearten but to encourage — not to deal with things ugly and paltry and mean but with great things and beautiful and lofty — then, it is argued, his example is one to depreciate and to condemn.

His Style.

Thus the two sects: the sect of them that are with Thackeray and the sect of them that are against him. Where both agree is in the fact of Thackerays pre-eminence as a writer of English and the master of one of the finest prose styles in literature. His manner is the perfection of conversational writing. Graceful yet vigorous; adorably artificial yet incomparably sound; touched with modishness yet informed with distinction; easily and happily rhythmical yet full of colour and quick with malice and with meaning; instinct with urbanity and instinct with charm — it is a type of high-bred English, a climax of literary art. He may not have been a great man but assuredly he was a great writer; he may have been a faulty novelist but assuredly he was a rare artist in words. Setting aside Cardinal Newmans, the style he wrote is certainly less open to criticism than that of any other modern Englishman. He was neither super-eloquent like Mr. Ruskin nor a Germanised Jeremy like Carlyle; he was not marmoreally emphatic as Landor was, nor was he slovenly and inexpressive as was the great Sir Walter; he neither dallied with antithesis like Macaulay nor rioted in verbal vulgarisms with Dickens; he abstained from technology and what may be called Lord-Burleighism as carefully as George Eliot indulged in them, and he avoided conceits as sedulously as Mr. George Meredith goes out of his way to hunt for them. He is a better writer than any one of these, in that he is always a master of speech and of himself, and that he is always careful yet natural and choice yet seemingly spontaneous. He wrote as a very prince among talkers, and he interfused and interpenetrated English with the elegant and cultured fashion of the men of Queen Anne and with something of the warmth, the glow, the personal and romantic ambition, peculiar to the century of Byron and Keats, of Landor and Dickens, of Ruskin and Tennyson and Carlyle. Unlike his only rival, he had learnt his art before he began to practise it. Of the early work of the greater artist a good half is that of a man in the throes of education: the ideas, the thoughts, the passion, the poetry, the humour, are of the best, but the expression is self-conscious, strained, ignorant. Thackeray had no such blemish. He wrote dispassionately, and he was a born writer. In him there is no hesitation, no fumbling, no uncertainty. The style of Barry Lyndon is better and stronger and more virile than the style of Philip; and unlike the other mans, whose latest writing is his best, their authors evolution was towards decay.

His Mission.

He is so superior a person that to catch him tripping is a peculiar pleasure. It is a satisfaction apart, for instance, to reflect that he has (it must be owned) a certain gentility of mind. Like the M.P. in Martin Chuzzlewit, he represents the Gentlemanly Interest. That is his mission in literature, and he fulfils it thoroughly. He appears sometimes as Mr. Yellowplush, sometimes as Mr. Fitzboodle, sometimes as Michael Angelo Titmarsh, but always in the Gentlemanly Interest. In his youth (as ever) he is found applauding the well-bred Charles de Bernard, and remarking of Balzac and Dumas that the one is not fit for the salon, and the other about as genteel as a courier. Balzac and Dumas are only men of genius and great artists: the real thing is to be genteel and write — as Gerfeuil (sic) is written— in a gentleman-like style. A few pages further on in the same pronouncement (a review of Jérôme Paturot), I find him quoting with entire approval Reybauds sketch of a great character, in whom the habitué of Paris will perhaps recognise a certain likeness to a certain celebrity of the present day, by name Monsieur Hector Berlioz, the musician and critic. The description is too long to quote. It sparkles with all the fadaises of anti-Berliozian criticism, and the point is that the hero, after conducting at a private party (which Berlioz never did) his own hymn of the creation that has been lost since the days of the deluge, called for his cloak and his clogs, and walked home, where he wrote a critique for the newspapers of the music which he had composed and directed. In the Gentlemanly Interest Mr. Titmarsh translates this sorry little libel with the utmost innocence of approval. It is The Paris Sketch-Book over again. That Monsieur Hector Berlioz may possibly have known something of his trade and been withal as honest a man and artist as himself seems never to have occurred to him. He knows nothing of Monsieur Hector except that he is a hairy romantic, and that whatever he wrote it was not Batti, batti; but that nothing is enough. Whether this little picture is a likeness or not, he is ingenuous enough to add, who shall say? But, — and here speaks the bold but superior Briton— it is a good caricature of a race in France, where geniuses poussent as they do nowhere else; where poets are prophets, where romances have revelations. As he goes on to qualify Jérôme Paturot as a masterpiece, and as three volumes of satire in which there is not a particle of bad blood, it seems fair to conclude that in the Gentlemanly Interest all is considered fair, and that to accuse a man of writing criticisms on his own works is to be witty and entertaining, and likewise careless, familiar, and sparkling to the genteelest purpose possible in this genteelest of all possible worlds.


DISRAELI

His Novels.
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TO THE GENERAL his novels must always be a kind of caviare; for they have no analogue in letters, but are the output of a mind and temper of singular originality. To the honest Tory, sworn to admire and unable to comprehend, they must seem inexplicable as abnormal. To the professional Radical they are so many proofs of innate inferiority: for they are full of pretentiousness and affectation; they teem with examples of all manner of vices, from false English to an immoral delight in dukes; they prove their maker a trickster and a charlatan in every page. To them, however, whose first care is for rare work, the series of novels that began with Vivian Grey and ended with Endymion is one of the pleasant facts in modern letters. These books abound in wit and daring, in originality and shrewdness, in knowledge of the world and in knowledge of men; they contain many vivid and striking studies of character, both portrait and caricature; they sparkle with speaking phrases and happy epithets; they are aglow with the passion of youth, the love of love, the worship of physical beauty, the admiration of whatever is costly and select and splendid — from a countess to a castle, from a duke to a diamond; they are radiant with delight in whatever is powerful or personal or attractive — from a cook to a cardinal, from an agitator to an emperor. They often remind you of Voltaire, often of Balzac, often of The Arabian Nights. You pass from an heroic drinking bout to a brilliant criticism of style; from rhapsodies on bands and ortolans that remind you of Heine to a gambling scene that for directness and intensity may vie with the bluntest and strongest work of Prosper Mérimée; from the extravagant impudence of Popanilla to the sentimental rodomontade of Henrietta Temple; from ranting romanticism in Alroy to vivid realism in Sybil. Their author gives you no time to weary of him, for he is worldly and passionate, fantastic and trenchant, cynical and ambitious, flippant and sentimental, ornately rhetorical and triumphantly simple in a breath. He is imperiously egoistic, but while constantly parading his own personality he is careful never to tell you anything about it. And withal he is imperturbably good-tempered: he brands and gibbets with a smile, and with a smile he adores and applauds. Intellectually he is in sympathy with character of every sort; he writes as becomes an artist who has recognised that the conduct of men depends upon the temperament, not upon a bunch of musty maxims, and that there is a great deal of vice that is really sheer inadvertence. It is said that the Monmouth of Coningsby and the Steyne of Vanity Fair are painted from one and the same original; and you have but to compare the savage realism of Thackerays study to the scornful amenity of the others — as you have but to contrast the elaborate and extravagant cruelty of Thackerays Alcide de Mirobolant with the polite and half-respectful irony of Disraelis treatment of the cooks in Tancred — to perceive that in certain ways the advantage is not with the greatest novelist of his time, and that the Monmouth produces an impression which is more moral because more kindly and humane than the impression left by the Steyne, while in its way it is every whit as vivid and as convincing. Yet another excellence, and a great one, is his mastery of apt and forcible dialogue. The talk of Mr. Henry Jamess personages is charmingly equable and appropriate, but it is also trivial and tame; the talk in Anthony Trollope is surprisingly natural and abundant, but it is also commonplace and immemorable; the talk of Mr. George Meredith is always eloquent and fanciful, but the eloquence is too often dark and the fancy too commonly inhuman. What Disraelis people have to say is not always original nor profound, but it is crisply and happily phrased and uttered, it reads well, its impression seldom fails of permanency. His Wit and Wisdom is a kind of Talkers Guide or Handbook of Conversation. How should it be otherwise, seeing that it contains the characteristic utterances of a great artist in life renowned for memorable speech?

A Contrast.

Now, if you ask a worshipper of him that was so long his rival, to repeat a saying, a maxim, a sentence, of which his idol is the author, it is odds but he will look like a fool, and visit you with an evasive answer. What else should he do? His deity is a man of many words and no sayings. He is the prince of agitators, but it would be impossible for him to mint a definition of agitation; he is the worlds most eloquent arithmetician, but it is beyond him to epigrammatise the fact that two and two make four. And it seems certain, unless the study of Homer and religious fiction inspire him to some purpose, that his contributions to axiomatic literature will be still restricted to the remark that There are three courses open to something or other: to the House, to the angry cabman, to what and whomsoever you will. In sober truth, he is one who writes for to-day, and takes no thought of either yesterdays or morrows. For him the Future is next session; the Past does not extend beyond his last change of mind. He is a prince of journalists, and his excursions into monthly literature remain to show how great and copious a master of the leader — ornate, imposing, absolutely insignificant — his absorption in politics has cost the English-speaking world.

His Backgrounds.

Disraelis imagination, at once practical and extravagant, is not of the kind that delights in plot and counterplot. His novels abound in action, but the episodes wear a more or less random look: the impression produced is pretty much that of a story of adventure. But if they fail as stories they are unexceptionable as canvases. Our author unrolls them with superb audacity; and rapidly and vigorously he fills them in with places and people, with faces that are as life and words expressive even as they. Nothing is too lofty or too low for him. He hawks at every sort of game, and rarely does he make a false cast. It is but a step from the wilds of Lancashire to the Arabian Desert, from the cooks first floor to the Home of the Bellamonts; for he has the Seven-League-Boots of the legend, and more than the genius of adventure of him that wore them. His castles may be of cardboard, his cataracts of tinfoil, the sun of his adjurations the veriest figment; but he never lets his readers see that he knows it. His irony, sudden and reckless and insidious though it be, yet never extends to his properties. There may be a sneer beneath that mask which, with an egotism baffling as imperturbable, he delights in intruding among his creations; but you cannot see it. You suspect its presence, because he is a born mocker. But you remember that one of his most obvious idiosyncrasies is an inordinate love of all that is sumptuous, glittering, radiant, magnificent; and you incline to suspect that he keeps his sneering for the world of men, and admires his scenes and decorations too cordially to visit them with anything so merciless.

His Men and Women.

But dashing and brilliant as are his sketches of places and things, they are after all the merest accessories. It was as a student of Men and Women that he loved to excel, and it is as their painter that I praise him now. Himself a worshipper of intellect, it was intellectually that he mastered and developed them. Like Sidonia he moves among them not to feel with them but to understand and learn from them. Such sympathy as he had was either purely sensuous, as for youth and beauty and all kinds of comeliness; or purely intellectual, as for intelligence, artificiality, servility, meanness. And as his essence was satirical, as he was naturally irreverent and contemptuous, it follows that he is best and strongest in the act of punishment not of reward. His passion for youth was beautiful, but it did not make him strong. His scorn for things contemptible, his hate for things hateful, are at times too bitter even for those who think with him; but in these lay his force — they filled his brain with light, and they touched his lips with fire. The wretched Rigby is far more vigorous and life-like than the amiable Coningsby; Tom Cogit — a sketch, but a sketch of genius — is infinitely more interesting than May Dacre or even the Young Duke; Tancred is a good fellow, and very real and true in his goodness, but contrast him with Fakredeen! And after his knaves, his fools, his tricksters, the most striking figures in his gallery are those whom he has considered from a purely intellectual point of view: either kindly, as Sidonia, or coolly, as Lord Monmouth, but always calmly and with no point of passion in his regard: the Eskdales, Villebecques, Ormsbys, Bessos, Marneys, Meltons, and Mirabels, the Bohuns and St. Aldegondes and Grandisons, the Tadpoles and the Tapers, the dominant and subaltern humanity of the world. All these are drawn with peculiar boldness of line, precision of touch, and clearness of intention. And as with his men so is it with his women: the finest are not those he likes best but those who interested him most. Male and female, his eccentrics surpass his commonplaces. He had a great regard for girls, and his attitude towards them, or such of them as he elected heroines, was mostly one of adoration — magnificent yet a little awkward and strained. With women, married women, he had vastly more in common: he could admire, study, divine, without having to feign a warmer feeling; and while his girls are poor albeit splendid young persons, his matrons are usually delightful. Edith Millbank is not a very striking figure in Coningsby; but her appearance in Tancred — well, you have only to compare it to the resurrection of Laura Bell, as Mrs. Pendennis to see how good it is.

His Style.

Now and then the writing is bad, and the thought is stale. Disraeli had many mannerisms, innate and acquired. His English was frequently loose and inexpressive; he was apt to trip in his grammar, to stumble over and which, and to be careless about the connection between his nominatives and his verbs. Again, he could scarce ever refrain from the use of gorgeous commonplaces of sentiment and diction. His taste was sometimes ornately and barbarically conventional; he wrote as an orator, and his phrases often read as if he had used them for the sake of their associations rather than themselves. His works are a casket of such stage jewels of expression as Palladian structure, Tusculan repose, Gothic pile, pellucid brow, mossy cell, and dew-bespangled meads. He delighted in hyacinthine curls and lustrous locks, in smiling parterres and stately terraces. He seldom sat down in print to anything less than a banquet, he was capable of invoking the iris pencil of Hope; he could not think nor speak of the beauties of woman except as charms. Which seems to show that to be born in a library, and have Voltaire — that impeccable master of the phrase — for your chief of early heroes and exemplars is not everything.

His Oratory.

It is admitted, I believe, that he had many of the qualities of a great public speaker: that he had an admirable voice and an excellent method; that his sequences were logical and natural, his arguments vigorous and persuasive; that he was an artist in style, and in the course of a single speech could be eloquent and vivacious, ornate and familiar, passionate and cynical, deliberately rhetorical and magnificently fantastic in turn; that he was a master of all oratorical modes — of irony and argument, of stately declamation and brilliant and unexpected antithesis, of caricature and statement and rejoinder alike; that he could explain, denounce, retort, retract, advance, defy, dispute, with equal readiness and equal skill; that he was unrivalled in attack and unsurpassed in defence; and that in heated debate and on occasions when he felt himself justified in putting forth all his powers and in striking in with the full weight of his imperious and unique personality he was the most dangerous antagonist of his time. And yet, in spite of his mysterious and commanding influence over his followers — in spite, too, of the fact that he died assuredly the most romantic and perhaps the most popular figure of his time — it is admitted withal that he was lacking in a certain quality of temperament, that attribute great orators possess in common with great actors: the power, that is, of imposing oneself upon an audience not by argument nor by eloquence, not by the perfect utterance of beautiful and commanding speech nor by the enunciation of eternal principles or sympathetic and stirring appeals, but by an effect of personal magnetism, by the expression through voice and gesture and presence of an individuality, a temperament, call it what you will, that may be and is often utterly commonplace but is always inevitably irresistible. He could slaughter an opponent, or butcher a measure, or crumple up a theory with unrivalled adroitness and despatch; but he could not dominate a crowd to the extent of persuading it to feel with his heart, think with his brain, and accept his utterances as the expression not only of their common reason but of their collective sentiment as well. He was as incapable of such a feat as Mr. Gladstones Midlothian campaign as Mr. Gladstone is of producing the gaming scene in The Young Duke or the exhausted volcanoes paragraph in the Manchester speech.

His Speeches as Literature.

As a rule — a rule to which there are some magnificent exceptions — orators have only to cease from speaking to become uninteresting. What has been heard with enthusiasm is read with indifference or even with astonishment. You miss the noble voice, the persuasive gesture, the irresistible personality; and with the emotional faculty at rest and the reason at work you are surprised — and it may be a little indignant — that you should have been impressed so deeply as you were by such cold, bald verbosity as seen in black and white the masterpiece of yesterday appears to be. To some extent this is the case with these speeches of Disraelis. At the height of debate, amid the clash of personal and party animosities, with the cheers of the orators supporters to give them wings, they sounded greater than they were. But for all that they are vigorous and profitable yet. Their authors unfailing capacity for saying things worth heeding and remembering is proved in every one of them. It is not easy to open either of Mr. Kebbels volumes without lighting upon something — a string of epigrams, a polished gibe, a burst of rhetoric, an effective collocation of words — that proclaims the artist. In this connection the perorations are especially instructive, even if you consider them simply as arrangements of sonorous and suggestive words: as oratorical impressions carefully prepared, as effects of what may be called vocalised orchestration touched off as skilfully and with as fine a sense of sound and of the sentiment to correspond as so many passages of instrumentation signed Berlioz might be.

The Great Earl.

Fruits fail, and love dies, and time ranges; and only the whippersnapper (that fool of Time) endureth for ever. Molière knew him well, and he said that Molière was a liar and a thief. And Disraeli knew him too, and he said that in these respects Disraeli and Molière were brothers. That he said so matters as little now as ever it did; for though the whippersnapper is immortal in kind, he is nothing if not futile and ephemeral in effect, and it was seen long since that in life and death Disraeli, as became his genius and his race, was the Uncommonplace incarnate, the antithesis of Grocerdom, the Satan of that revolt against the yielding habit of Jehovah-Bottles the spirit whereof is fast coming to be our one defence against socialism and the dominion of the Common Fool. He was no sentimentalist: as what great artist in government has ever been? He loved power for powers sake, and recognising to the full the law of the survival of the fittest he preferred his England to the world. He knew that it is the function of the man of genius to show that theory is only theory, and that in the House of Morality there are many mansions. To that end he lived and died; and it is not until one has comprehended the complete significance of his life and death that one is qualified to speak with understanding of such a life and death as his who passed at Khartoum.

ALEXANDRE DUMAS

His Components.

The life of Dumas is not only a monument of endeavour and success, it is a sort of labyrinth as well. It abounds in pseudonyms and disguises, in sudden and unexpected appearances and retreats as unexpected and sudden, in scandals and in rumours, in mysteries and traps and ambuscades of every kind. It pleased the great man to consider himself of more importance than any and all of the crowd of collaborators whose ideas he developed, whose raw material he wrought up into the achievement we know; and he was given to take credit to himself not only for the success and value of a particular work but for the whole thing — the work in its quiddity, so to speak, and resolved into its original elements. On the other hand, it pleased such painful creatures as MM. Quérard and Eugène de Mirecourt, as it has since pleased Messrs. Hitchman and Fitzgerald to consider the second- and third-rate literary persons whom Dumas assimilated in such numbers as of greater interest and higher merit than Dumas. To them the jackals were far nobler than the lion, and they worked their hardest in the interest of the pack. It was their mission to decompose and disintegrate the magnificent entity which M. Blaze de Bury very happily nicknames Dumas-Légion, and in the process not to render his own unto Cæsar but to take from him all that was Cæsars, and divide it among the mannikins he had absorbed. And their work was in its way well done; for have we not seen M. Brunetière exulting in agreement and talking of Dumas as one less than Eugène Sue and not much bigger than Gaillardet? Of course the ultimate issue of the debate is not doubtful. Dumas remains to the end a prodigy of force and industry, a miracle of cleverness and accomplishment and ease, a type of generous and abundant humanity, a great artist in many varieties of form, a prince of talkers and story-tellers, one of the kings of the stage, a benefactor of his epoch and his kind; while of those who assisted him in the production of his immense achievement the most exist but as fractions of the larger sum, and the others have utterly disappeared. Combien, says his son in that excellent page which serves to preface le Fils Naturel— combien parmi ceux qui devaient rester obscurs se sont éclairés et chauffés à ta forge, et si lheure des restitutions sonnait, quel gain pour toi, rien quà reprendre ce que tu as donné et ce quon ta pris! That is the true verdict of posterity, and he does well who abides by it.

Himself.

He is one of the heroes of modern art. Envy and scandal have done their worst now. The libeller has said his say; the detectives who make a specialty of literary forgeries have proved their cases one and all; the judges of matter have spoken, and so have the critics of style; the distinguished author of Nana has taken us into his confidence on the subject; we have heard from the lamented Granier and others as much as was to be heard on the question of plagiarism in general and the plagiarisms of Dumas in particular; and Mr. Percy Fitzgerald has done what he is pleased to designate the nightmans work of analysing Antony and Kean, and of collecting everything that spite has said about their authors life, their authors habits, their authors manners and customs and character: of whose vanity, mendacity, immorality, a score of improper qualities besides, enough has been written to furnish a good-sized library. And the result of it all is that Dumas is recognised for a force in modern art and for one of the greatest inventors and amusers the century has produced. Whole crowds of men were named as the real authors of his books and plays; but they were only readable when he signed for them. His ideas were traced to a hundred originals; but they had all seemed worthless till he took them in hand and developed them according to their innate capacity. The French he wrote was popular, and the style at his command was none of the loftiest, as his critics have often been at pains to show; but he was for all that an artist at once original and exemplary, with an incomparable instinct of selection, a constructive faculty not equalled among the men of this century, an understanding of what is right and what is wrong in art and a mastery of his materials which in their way are not to be paralleled in the work of Sir Walter himself. Like Napoleon, he was a natural force let loose; and if he had done no more than achieve universal renown as the prince of raconteurs and a commanding position as a novelist wherever novels are read he would still have done much. But he did a vast deal more. A natural force, he wrought in the right direction, as natural forces must and do. He amused the world for forty years and more; but he also contributed something to the general sum of the worlds artistic experience and capacity, and his contribution is of permanent worth and charm. He has left us stories which are models of the enchanting art of narrative; and, with a definition good and comprehensive enough to include all the best work which has been produced for the theatre from Æschylus down to Augier, from the Choephoræ on to le Gendre de M. Poirier, he has given us types of the romantic and the domestic drama, which, new when he produced them, are even now not old, and which as regards essentials have yet to be improved upon. The form and aim of the modern drama, as we know it, have been often enough ascribed to the ingenious author of une Chaîne and the Verre dEau; but they might with much greater truth be ascribed to the author of Antony and la Tour de Nesle. Scribe invents and eludes where Dumas invents and dares. The theory of Scribe is one of mere dexterity: his drama is a perpetual chassé-croisé at the edge of a precipice, a dance of puppets among swords that might but will not cut and eggs that might but will not break; to him a situation is a kind of tight-rope to be crossed with ever so much agility and an endless affectation of peril by all his characters in turn: in fact, as M. Dumas fils has said of him, he is le Shakespeare des ombres chinoises. The theory of Dumas is the very antipodes of this. All I want, he said in a memorable comparison between himself and Victor Hugo, is four trestles, four boards, two actors, and a passion; and his good plays are a proof that in this he spoke no more than the truth. Drama to him was so much emotion in action. If he invented a situation he accepted its issues in their entirety, and did his utmost to express from it all the passion it contained. That he fails to reach the highest peaks of emotional effect is no fault of his: to do that something more is needed than a perfect method, something other than a great ambition and an absolute certainty of touch; and Dumas was neither a Shakespeare nor an Æschylus — he was not even an Augier. All the same, he has produced in la Tour de Nesle a romantic play which M. Zola himself pronounces the ideal of the genre and in Antony an achievement in drawing-room tragedy which is out of all questioning the first, and in the opinion of a critic so competent and so keen as the masters son is probably the strongest, thing of its kind in modern literature. On this latter play it were difficult, I think, to bestow too much attention. It is touched, even tainted, with the manner and the affectation of its epoch. But it is admirably imagined and contrived; it is very daring, and it is very new; it deals with the men and women of 1830, and — with due allowance for differences of manners, ideal, and personal genius — it is in its essentials a play in the same sense as Othello and the Trachiniæ are plays in theirs. It is the beginning, as I believe, not only of les Lionnes Pauvres but of Thérèse Raquin and la Glu as well: just as la Tour de Nesle is the beginning of Patrie and la Haine.

At Least.

And if these greater and loftier pretensions be still contested; if the theory of the gifted creature who wrote that the works of the master wizard are like summer fruits brought forth abundantly in the full blaze of sunshine, which do not keep — if this preposterous fantasy be generally accepted, there will yet be much in Dumas to venerate and love. If Antony were of no more account than an ephemeral burlesque; if la Reine Margot and the immortal trilogy of the Musketeers — that epic of friendship — were dead as morality and as literature alike; if it were nothing to have re-cast the novel of adventure, formulated the modern drama, and perfected the drama of incident; if to have sent all France to the theatre to see in three dimensions those stories of Chicot, Edmond Dantès, dArtagnan, which it knew by heart from books were an achievement within the reach of every scribbler who dabbles in letters; if all this were true, and Dumas were merely a piece of human journalism, produced to-day and gone to-morrow, there would still be enough of him to make his a memorable name. He was a prodigy — of amiability, cleverness, energy, daring, charm, industry — if he was nothing else. Gronow tells that he has sat at table with Dumas and Brougham, and that Brougham, out-faced and out-talked, was forced to quit the field. Jai conservé, says M. Maxime du Camp, in his admirable Souvenirs littéraires, dAlexandre Dumas un souvenir ineffaçable; malgré un certain laisser-aller qui tenait à lexubérance de sa nature, cétait un homme dont tous les sentiments étaient élevés. On a été injuste pour lui; comme il avait énormément desprit, on la accusé dêtre léger; comme il produisait avec une facilité incroyable, on la accusé de gâcher la besogne, et, comme il était prodigue, on la accusé de manquer de tenue. Ces reproches mont toujours paru misérables. This is much; but it is not nearly all. He had, this independent witness goes on to note, une générosité naturelle qui ne comptait jamais; il ressemblait à une corne dabondance qui se vide sans cesse dans les mains tendues; la moitié, sinon plus, de largent gagné par lui a été donnée. That is true; and it is also true that he gave at least as largely of himself — his prodigious temperament, his generous gaiety, his big, manly heart, his turn for chivalry, his gallant and delightful genius — as of his money. He was reputed a violent and luxurious debauchee; and he mostly lived in an attic — (the worst room in the house and therefore the only one he could call his own) — with a camp-bed and the deal table at which he wrote. He passed for a loud-mouthed idler; and during many years his daily average of work was fourteen hours for months on end. Ivre de puissance, says George Sand of him, but foncièrement bon. They used to hear him laughing as he wrote, and when he killed Porthos he did no more that day. It would have been worth while to figure as one of the crowd of friends and parasites who lived at rack and manger in his house, for the mere pleasure of seeing him descend upon them from his toil of moving mountains and sharing in that pleasing half-hour of talk which was his common refreshment. After that he would return to the attic and the deal table, and move more mountains. With intervals of travel, sport, adventure, and what in France is called lamour — (it is strange, by the way, that he was never a hero of Carlyles) — he lived in this way more or less for forty years or so; and when he left Paris for the last time he had but two napoleons in his pocket. I had only one when I came here first, quoth he, and yet they call me a spendthrift. That was his way; and while the result is not for Dr. Smiles to chronicle, I for one persist in regarding the spirit in which it was accepted as not less exemplary than delightful.

His Monument.

On M. du Camps authority there is a charming touch to add to his sons description of him. Il me semble, said the royal old prodigal in his last illness, que je suis au sommet dun monument qui tremble comme si les fondations étaient assises sur le sable. Sois en paix, replied the author of the Demi-Monde: le monument est bien bati, et la base est solide. He was right, as we know. It is good and fitting that Dumas should have a monument in the Paris he amazed and delighted and amused so long. But he could have done without one. In what language is he not read? and where that he is read is he not loved? Exegi monumentum, he might have said: and wherever romance is a necessary of life, there shall you look for it, and not in vain.

GEORGE MEREDITH

His Qualities.

To read Mr. Merediths novels with insight is to find them full of the rarest qualities in fiction. If their author has a great capacity for unsatisfactory writing he has capacities not less great for writing that is satisfactory in the highest degree. He has the tragic instinct and endowment, and he has the comic as well; he is an ardent student of character and life; he has wit of the swiftest, the most comprehensive, the most luminous, and humour that can be fantastic or ironical or human at his pleasure; he has passion and he has imagination; he has considered sex — the great subject, the leaven of imaginative art — with notable audacity and insight. He is as capable of handling a vice or an emotion as he is of managing an affectation. He can be trivial, or grotesque, or satirical, or splendid; and whether his milieu be romantic or actual, whether his personages be heroic or sordid, he goes about his task with the same assurance and intelligence. In his best work he takes rank with the worlds novelists. He is a companion for Balzac and Richardson, an intimate for Fielding and Cervantes. His figures fall into their place beside the greatest of their kind; and when you think of Lucy Feverel and Mrs. Berry, of Evan Harringtons Countess Saldanha and the Lady Charlotte of Emilia in England, of the two old men in Harry Richmond and the Sir Everard Romfrey of Beauchamps Career, of Renée and Cecilia, of Emilia and Rhoda Fleming, of Rose Jocelyn and Lady Blandish and Ripton Thompson, they have in the minds eye a value scarce inferior to that of Clarissa and Lovelace, of Bath and Western and Booth, of Andrew Fairservice and Elspeth Mucklebacket, of Philippe Bridau and Vautrin and Balthasar Claës. In the world of mans creation his people are citizens to match the noblest; they are of the aristocracy of the imagination, the peers in their own right of the society of romance. And for all that, their state is mostly desolate and lonely and forlorn.

His Defects.

For Mr. Meredith is one of the worst and least attractive of great writers as well as one of the best and most fascinating. He is a sun that has broken out into innumerable spots. The better half of his genius is always suffering eclipse from the worse half. He writes with the pen of a great artist in his left hand and the razor of a spiritual suicide in his right. He is the master and the victim of a monstrous cleverness which is neither to hold nor to bind, and will not permit him to do things as an honest, simple person of genius would. As Shakespeare, in Johnsons phrase, lost the world for a quibble and was content to lose it, so does Mr. Meredith discrown himself of the sovereignty of contemporary romance to put on the cap and bells of the professional wit. He is not content to be plain Jupiter: his lightnings are less to him than his fireworks; and his pages so teem with fine sayings and magniloquent epigrams and gorgeous images and fantastic locutions that the mind would welcome dulness as a bright relief. He is tediously amusing; he is brilliant to the point of being obscure; his helpfulness is so extravagant as to worry and confound. That is the secret of his unpopularity. His stories are not often good stories and are seldom well told; his ingenuity and intelligence are always misleading him into treating mere episodes as solemnly and elaborately as main incidents; he is ever ready to discuss, to ramble, to theorise, to dogmatise, to indulge in a little irony or a little reflection or a little artistic misdemeanour of some sort. But other novelists have done these things before him, and have been none the less popular, and are actually none the less readable. None, however, has pushed the foppery of style and intellect to such a point as Mr. Meredith. Not infrequently he writes page after page of English as ripe and sound and unaffected as heart could wish; and you can but impute to wantonness and recklessness the splendid impertinences that intrude elsewhere. To read him at the rate of two or three chapters a day is to have a sincere and hearty admiration for him and a devout anxiety to forget his defects and make much of his merits. But they are few who can take a novel on such terms as these, and to read your Meredith straight off is to have an indigestion of epigram, and to be incapable of distinguishing good from bad: the author of the parting between Richard and Lucy Feverel — a high-water mark of novelistic passion and emotion — from the creator of Mr. Raikes and Dr. Shrapnel, which are two of the most flagrant unrealities ever perpetrated in the name of fiction by an artist of genius.

Another Way.

On the whole, I think, he does not often say anything not worth hearing. He is too wise for that; and, besides, he is strenuously in earnest about his work. He has a noble sense of the dignity of art and the responsibilities of the artist; he will set down nothing that is to his mind unworthy to be recorded; his treatment of his material is distinguished by the presence of an intellectual passion (as it were) that makes whatever he does considerable and deserving of attention and respect. But unhappily the will is not seldom unequal to the deed: the achievement is often leagues in rear of the inspiration; the attempt at completeness is too laboured and too manifest — the feat is done but by a painful and ungraceful process. There is genius, but there is not felicity: that, one is inclined to say, is the distinguishing note of Mr. Merediths work, in prose and verse alike. There are magnificent exceptions, of course, but they prove the rule and, broken though it be, there is no gainsaying its existence. To be concentrated in form, to be suggestive in material, to say nothing that is not of permanent value, and only to say it in such terms as are charged to the fullest with significance — this would seem to be the aim and end of Mr. Merediths ambition. Of simplicity in his own person he appears incapable. The texture of his expression must be stiff with allusion, or he deems it ill spun; there must be something of antic in his speech, or he cannot believe he is addressing himself to the Immortals; he has praised with perfect understanding the lucidity, the elegance, the ease, of Molière, and yet his aim in art (it would appear) is to be Molières antipodes, and to vanquish by congestion, clottedness, an anxious and determined dandyism of form and style. There is something bourgeois in his intolerance of the commonplace, something fanatical in the intemperance of his regard for artifice. Le dandy, says Baudelaire, doit aspirer à être sublime sans interruption. Il doit vivre et dormir devant un miroir. That, you are tempted to believe, is Mr. Merediths theory of expression. Ce quil y a dans le mauvais goût, is elsewhere the opinion of the same unamiable artist in paradox, cest le plaisir aristocratique de déplaire. Is that, you ask yourself, the reason why Mr. Meredith is so contemptuous of the general public? — why he will stoop to no sort of concession nor permit himself a mite of patience with the herd whose intellect is content with such poor fodder as Scott and Dickens and Dumas? Be it as it may, the effect is the same. Our author is bent upon being uninterruptedly sublime; and we must take him as he wills and as we find him. He loses of course; and we suffer. But none the less do we cherish his society, and none the less are we interested in his processes, and enchanted (when we are clever enough) by his results. He lacks felicity, I have said; but he has charm as well as power, and, once his rule is accepted, there is no way to shake him off. The position is that of the antique tyrant in a commonwealth once republican and free. You resent the domination, but you enjoy it too, and with or against your will you admire the author of your slavery.

Rhoda Fleming.

Rhoda Fleming is one of the least known of the novels, and in a sense it is one of the most disagreeable. To the general it has always been caviare, and caviare it is likely to remain; for the general is before all things respectable, and no such savage and scathing attack upon the superstitions of respectability as Rhoda Fleming has been written. And besides, the emotions developed are too tragic, the personages too elementary in kind and too powerful in degree, the effects too poignant and too sorrowful. In these days people read to be amused. They care for no passion that is not decent in itself and whose expression is not restrained. It irks them to grapple with problems capable of none save a tragic solution. And when Mr. Meredith goes digging in a very bad temper with things in general into the deeper strata, the primitive deposits, of human nature, the public is the reverse of profoundly interested in the outcome of his exploration and the results of his labour. But for them whose eye is for real literature and such literary essentials as character largely seen and largely presented and as passion deeply felt and poignantly expressed there is such a feast in Rhoda Fleming as no other English novelist alive has spread. The book, it is true, is full of failures. There is, for instance, the old bank porter Anthony, who is such a failure as only a great novelist may perpetrate and survive; who suggests (with some other of Mr. Merediths creations) a close, deliberate, and completely unsuccessful imitation of Dickens: a writer with whom Mr. Meredith is not averse from entering into competition, and who, so manifest on these occasions is his superiority, may almost be described as the others evil genius. Again, there is Algernon the fool, of whom his author is so bitterly contemptuous that he is never once permitted to live and move and have any sort of being whatever and who, though he bears a principal part in the intrigue, like the Blifil of Tom Jones is so constantly illuminated by the lightnings of the ironical mode of presentation as always to seem unreal in himself and seriously to imperil the reality of the story. And, lastly, there are the chivalrous Percy Waring and the inscrutable Mrs. Lovell, two gentle ghosts whose proper place is the shadow-land of the American novel. But when all these are removed (and for the judicious reader their removal is far from difficult) a treasure of reality remains. What an intensity of life it is that hurries and throbs and burns through the veins of the two sisters — Dahlia the victim, Rhoda the executioner! Where else in English fiction is such a human oak log as their father, the Kentish yeoman William Fleming? And where in English fiction is such a problem presented as that in the evolution of which these three — with a following so well selected and achieved as Robert Armstrong and Jonathan Eccles and the evil ruffian Sedgett, a type of the bumpkin gone wrong, and Master Gammon, that type of the bumpkin old and obstinate, a sort of human saurian — are dashed together, and ground against each other till the weakest and best of the three is broken to pieces? Mr. Meredith may and does fail conspicuously to interest you in Anthony Hackbut and Algernon Blancove and Percy Waring; but he knows every fibre of the rest, and he makes your knowledge as intimate and comprehensive as his own. With these he is never at fault and never out of touch. They have the unity of effect, the vigorous simplicity, of life that belong to great creative art; and at their highest stress of emotion, the culmination of their passion, they appeal to and affect you with a force and a directness that suggest the highest achievement of Webster. Of course this sounds excessive. The expression of human feeling in the coil of a tragic situation is not a characteristic of modern fiction. It is thought to be not consistent with the theory and practice of realism; and the average novelist is afraid of it, the average reader is only affected by it when he goes to look for it in poetry. But the book is there to show that such praise is deserved; and they who doubt it have only to read the chapters called respectively When the Night is Darkest and Dahlias Frenzy to be convinced and doubt no longer. It has been objected to the climax of Rhoda Fleming that it is unnecessarily inhumane, and that Dahlia dead were better art than Dahlia living and incapable of love and joy. But the book, as I have said, is a merciless impeachment of respectability; and as the spectacle of a ruined and broken life is infinitely more discomforting than that of a noble death, I take it that Mr. Meredith was right to prefer his present ending to the alternative, inasmuch as the painfulness of that impression he wished to produce and the potency of that moral he chose to draw are immensely heightened and strengthened thereby.

The Tragic Comedians.

Opinions differ, and there are those, I believe, to whom Alvan and Clotilde von Rüdiger— acrobats of the affections they have been called — are pleasant companions, and the story of those feats in the gymnastics of sentimentalism in which they lived to shine is the prettiest reading imaginable. But others not so fortunate or, to be plain, more honestly obtuse persist in finding that story tedious, and the bewildering appearances it deals with not human beings — not of the stock of Rose Jocelyn and Sir Everard Romfrey, of Dahlia Fleming and Lucy Feverel and Richmond Roy — but creatures of gossamer and rainbow, phantasms of spiritual romance, abstractions of remote, dispiriting points in sexual philosophy.

The Egoist.

Just as Molière in the figures of Alceste and Tartuffe has summarised and embodied all that we need to know of indignant honesty and the false fervour of sanctimonious animalism, so in the person of Sir Willoughby Patterne has Mr. Meredith succeeded in expressing the qualities of egoism as the egoist appears in his relations with women and in his conception and exercise of the passion of love. Between the means of the two men there is not, nor can be, any sort of comparison. Molière is brief, exquisite, lucid: classic in his union of ease and strength, of purity and sufficiency, of austerity and charm. In The Egoist Mr. Meredith is even more artificial and affected than his wont: he bristles with allusions, he teems with hints and side-hits and false alarms, he glitters with phrases, he riots in intellectual points and philosophical fancies; and though his style does nowhere else become him so well, his cleverness is yet so reckless and indomitable as to be almost as fatiguing here as everywhere. But in their matter the great Frenchman and he have not much to envy each other. Sir Willoughby Patterne is a document on humanity of the highest value; and to him that would know of egoism and the egoist the study of Sir Willoughby is indispensable. There is something in him of us all. He is a compendium of the Personal in man; and if in him the abstract Egoist have not taken on his final shape and become classic and typical it is not that Mr. Meredith has forgotten anything in his composition but rather that there are certain defects of form, certain structural faults and weaknesses, which prevent you from accepting as conclusive the aspect of the mass of him. But the Molière of the future (if the future be that fortunate) has but to pick and choose with discretion here to find the stuff of a companion figure to Arnolphe and Alceste and Célimène.

In Metre.

His verse has all the faults and only some of the merits of his prose. Thus he will rhyme you off a ballad, and to break the secret of that ballad you have to take to yourself a dark lantern and a case of jemmies. I like him best in The Nuptials of Attila. If he always wrote as here, and were always as here sustained in inspiration, rapid of march, nervous of phrase, apt of metaphor, and moving in effect, he would be delightful to the general, and that without sacrificing on the vile and filthy altar of popularity. Here he is successfully himself, and what more is there to say? You clap for Harlequin, and you kneel to Apollo. Mr. Meredith doubles the parts, and is irresistible in both. Such fire, such vision, such energy on the one hand and on the other such agility and athletic grace are not often found in combination.

The Fashion of Art.

This is the merit and distinction of art: to be more real than reality, to be not nature but natures essence. It is the artists function not to copy but to synthesise: to eliminate from that gross confusion of actuality which is his raw material whatever is accidental, idle, irrelevant, and select for perpetuation that only which is appropriate and immortal. Always artistic, Mr. Merediths work is often great art.


BYRON

Byron and the World.
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TWO OBVIOUS REASONS why Byron has long been a prophet more honoured abroad than at home are his life and his work. He is the most romantic figure in the literature of the century, and his romance is of that splendid and daring cast which the people of Britain— an aristocracy materialised and null, a middle class purblind and hideous, a lower class crude and brutal — prefers to regard with suspicion and disfavour. He is the type of them that prove in defiance of precept that the safest path is not always midway, and that the golden rule is sometimes unspeakably worthless: who set what seems a horrible example, create an apparently shameful precedent, and yet contrive to approve themselves an honour to their country and the race. To be a good Briton a man must trade profitably, marry respectably, live cleanly, avoid excess, revere the established order, and wear his heart in his breeches pocket or anywhere but on his sleeve. Byron did none of these things, though he was a public character, and ought for the examples sake to have done them all, and done them ostentatiously. He lived hard, and drank hard, and played hard. He was flippant in speech and eccentric in attire. He thought little of the sanctity of the conjugal tie, and said so; and he married but to divide from his wife — who was an incarnation of the national virtue of respectability — under circumstances too mysterious not to be discreditable. He was hooted into exile, and so far from reforming he did even worse than he had done before. After bewildering Venice with his wickedness and consorting with atheists like Shelley and conspirators like young Gamba, he went away on a sort of wild-goose chase to Greece, and died there with every circumstance of publicity. Also his work was every whit as abominable in the eyes of his countrymen as his life. It is said that the theory and practice of British art are subject to the influence of the British school-girl, and that he is unworthy the name of artist whose achievement is of a kind to call a blush to the cheek of youth. Byron was contemptuous of youth, and did not hesitate to write — in Beppo and in Cain, in Manfred and Don Juan and the Vision — exactly as he pleased. In three words, he made himself offensively conspicuous, and from being infinitely popular became utterly contemptible. Too long had people listened to the scream of this eagle in wonder and in perturbation, and the moment he disappeared they grew ashamed of their emotion and angry with its cause, and began to hearken to other and more melodious voices — to Shelley and Keats, to Wordsworth and Coleridge and the faultless and fervent melodies of Tennyson. In course of time Byron was forgotten, or only remembered with disdain; and when Thackeray, the representative Briton, the artist Philistine, the foe of all that is excessive or abnormal or rebellious, took it upon himself to flout the author of Don Juan openly and to lift up his heavy hand against the fops and fanatics who had affected the masters humours, he did so amid general applause. Meanwhile, however, the genius and the personality of Byron had come to be vital influences all the world over, and his voice had been recognised as the most human and the least insular raised on English ground since Shakespeares. In Russia he had created Pushkin and Lermontoff; in Germany he had awakened Heine, inspired Schumann, and been saluted as an equal by the poet of Faust himself; in Spain he had had a share in moulding the noisy and unequal talent of Espronceda; in Italy he had helped to develop and to shape the melancholy and daring genius of Leopardi; and in France he had been one of the presiding forces of a great æsthetic revolution. To the men of 1830 he was a special and peculiar hero. Hugo turned in his wake to Spain and Italy and the East for inspiration. Musset, as Mr. Swinburne has said — too bitterly and strongly said — became in a fashion a Kaled to his Lara, his female page or attendant dwarf. He was in some sort the grandsire of the Buridan and the Antony of Dumas. Berlioz went to him for the material for his Harold en Italie, his Corsaire overture, and his Episode. Delacroix painted the Barque de Don Juan from him, with the Massacre de Scio, the Marino Faliero, the Combat du Giaour et du Pacha, and many a notable picture more. Is it at all surprising that M. Taine should have found heart to say that alone among modern poets Byron atteint à la cime? or that Mazzini should have reproached us with our unaccountable neglect of him and with our scandalous forgetfulness of the immense work done by him in giving a European rôle . . . to English literature and in awakening all over the Continent so much appreciation and sympathy for England?

Byron and Wordsworth.

He had his share in the work of making Matthew Arnold possible, but he is the antipodes of those men of culture and contemplation — those artists pensive and curious and sedately self-contained — whom Arnold best loved and of whom the nearest to hand is Wordsworth. Byron and Wordsworth are like the Lucifer and the Michael of the Vision of Judgment. Byrons was the genius of revolt, as Wordsworths was the genius of dignified and useful submission; Byron preached the dogma of private revolution, Wordsworth the dogma of private apotheosis; Byrons theory of life was one of liberty and self-sacrifice, Wordsworths one of self-restraint and self-improvement; Byrons practice was dictated by a vigorous and voluptuous egoism, Wordsworths by a benign and lofty selfishness; Byron was the passionate and dauntless soldier of a forlorn hope, Wordsworth a kind of inspired clergyman. Both were influences for good, and both are likely to be influences for good for some time to come. Which is the better and stronger is a question that can hardly be determined now. It is certain that Byrons star has waned, and that Wordsworths has waxed; but it is also certain that there are moments in life when the Ode to Venice is almost as refreshing and as precious as the ode on the Intimations, and when the epic mockery of Don Juan is to the full as beneficial as the chaste philosophy of The Excursion and the Ode to Duty. Arnold was of course with Michael heart and soul, and was only interested in our Lucifer. He approached his subject in a spirit of undue deprecation. He thought it necessary to cite Scherers opinion that Byron is but a coxcomb and a rhetorician: partly, it would appear, for the pleasure of seeming to agree with it in a kind of way and partly to have the satisfaction of distinguishing and of showing it to be a mistake. Then, he could not quote Goethe without apologising for the warmth of that consummate artists expressions and explaining some of them away. Again, he was pitiful or disdainful, or both, of Scotts estimate; and he did not care to discuss the sentiment which made that great and good man think Cain and the Giaour fit stuff for family reading on a Sunday after prayers, though as Mr. Ruskin has pointed out, in one of the wisest and subtlest bits of criticism I know, the sentiment is both natural and beautiful, and should assist us not a little in the task of judging Byron and of knowing him for what he was. That Arnold should institute a comparison between Leopardi and Byron was probably inevitable: Leopardi had culture and the philosophic mind, which Byron had not; he is incapable of influencing the general heart, as Byron can; he is a critics poet, which Byron can never be; he was always an artist, which Byron was not; and — it were Arnoldian to take the comparison seriously. Byron was not interested in words and phrases but in the greater truths of destiny and emotion. His empire is over the imagination and the passions. His personality was many-sided enough to make his egoism representative. And as mankind is wont to feel first and to think afterwards, a single one of his heart-cries may prove to the world of greater value as a moral agency than all the intellectual reflections that Leopardi contrived to utter. After examining this and that opinion and doubting over and deprecating them all, Arnold touched firm ground at last in a dictum of Mr. Swinburnes, the most pertinent and profound since those of Goethe, to the effect that in Byron there is a splendid and imperishable excellence which covers all his offences and outweighs all his defects: the excellence of sincerity and strength. With this noble praise our critic agreed so vigorously that it became the key-note of the latter part of his summing up, and in the end you found him declaring Byron the equal of Wordsworth, and asserting of this glorious pair that when the year 1900 is turned, and the nation comes to recount her poetic glories in the century which has just then ended, the first names with her will be these. The prophecy is as little like to commend itself to the pious votary of Keats as to the ardent Shelleyite: there are familiars of the Tennysonian Muse, the Sibyl of Rizpah and Vastness and Lucretius and The Voyage, to whom it must seem impertinent beyond the prophets wont; there are — (but they scarce count) — who grub (as for truffles) for meanings in Browning. But it was not uttered to please, and in truth it has enough of plausibility to infuriate whatever poet-sects there be. Especially the Wordsworthians.


HUGO

His Critics.
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TO MANY HUGO was of the race of Æschylus and Shakespeare, a world-poet in the sense that Dante was, an artist supreme alike in genius and in accomplishment. To others he was but a great master of words and cadences, with a gift of lyric utterance and inspiration rarely surpassed but with a personality so vigorous and excessive as to reduce its literary expression — in epic, drama, fiction, satire and ode and song — to the level of work essentially subjective, in sentiment as in form, in intention as in effect. The debate is one in which the only possible arbiter is Time; and to Time the final judgment may be committed. What is certain is that there is one point on which both dissidents and devout — the heretics who deny with Matthew Arnold and the orthodox who worship with Mr. Swinburne and M. de Banville — are absolutely agreed. Plainly Hugo was the greatest man of letters of his day. It has been given to few or none to live a life so full of effort and achievement, so rich in honour and success and fame. Born almost with the century, he was a writer at fifteen, and at his death he was writing still; so that the record of his career embraces a period of more than sixty years. There is hardly a department of art to a foremost place in which he did not prove his right. From first to last; from the time of Chateaubriand to the time of Zola, he was a leader of men; and with his departure from the scene the undivided sovereignty of literature became a thing of the past like Alexanders empire.

Some Causes and Effects.

In 1826, in a second set of Odes et Ballades, he announced his vocation in unmistakeable terms. He was a lyric poet and the captain of a new emprise. His genius was too large and energetic to move at ease in the narrow garment prescribed as the poets wear by the dullards and the pedants who had followed Boileau. He began to repeat the rhythms of Ronsard and the Pleiad; to deal in the richest rhymes and in words and verses tricked with new-spangled ore; to be curious in cadences, careless of stereotyped rules, prodigal of invention and experiment, defiant of much long recognised as good sense, contemptuous of much till then applauded as good taste. In a word, he was the Hugo of the hundred volumes we know: an artist, that is, endowed with a technical imagination of the highest quality, the very genius of style, and a sense of the plastic quality of words unequalled, perhaps, since Milton. The time was ripe for him: within France and without it was big with revolution. In verse there were the examples of André Chenier and Lamartine; in prose the work of Rousseau and Diderot, of Bernardin de Saint-Pierre and Chateaubriand; in war and politics the tremendous tradition of Napoleon. Goethe and Schiller had recreated romance and established the foundations of a new palace of art; their theory and practice had been popularised in the novels of Walter Scott; and in the life and work of Byron the race had such an example of revolt, such an incitement to liberty and change, such a passionate and persuasive argument against authority and convention, as had never before been felt in art. Hugo like all great artists was essentially a child of his age: Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. In 1827 he published his Cromwell, and came forth as a rebel confessed and unashamed. It is an unapproachable production, tedious in the closet, impossible upon the stage; and to compare it to such work as that which at some and twenty Keats had given to the world — Hyperion, for instance, or the Eve of St. Agnes — is to glory in the name of Briton. But it had its value then, and as an historical document it has its value now. The preface was at once a profession of faith and a proclamation of war. It is crude, it is limited, it is mistaken, in places it is even absurd. But from the moment of its appearance the old order was practically closed. It prepared the way for Albertus and for Antony, for Rolla and the Tour de Nesle; and it was also the fiat lux in deference to which the world has accepted with more or less of resignation the partial eclipse of art and morals effected in Salammbô and lEducation sentimentale and the Egyptian darkness achieved in work like la Terre and une Vie and les Blasphèmes. In its ringing periods, its plangent antitheses and æsthetic epigrams, it preluded and vindicated the excesses of whatsoever manifestations of romanticism mankind and the arts have since been called upon to consider and endure: from the humours of Petrus Borel to the experiments of Claude Monet and the discoveries of Richard Wagner.

Environment.

It is too often forgotten that from the first Hugo was associated with men of pretensions and capacities not greatly inferior to his own, and that in no direction was victory the work of his single arm. In painting the initiative had been taken years before the publication of the Cromwell manifesto by Géricault with the famous Radeau de la Méduse, and by Delacroix with the Dante et Virgile (1822) and the Massacre de Scio (1823). In music Berlioz, at this time a student in the Conservatoire, was fighting hard against Cherubini and the bewigged ones for liberty of expression and leave to admire and imitate the audacities of Weber and Beethoven, and three years hence, in the year of Hernani, was to set his mark upon the art with the Symphonie fantastique. On the stage as early as 1824 Frédérick and Firmin had realised in the personages of Macaire and Bertrand the grotesque ideal, the combination of humour and terror, of which the character of Cromwell was put forward as the earliest expression, and had realised it so completely that their work has taken rank with the greater and the more lasting results of the movement. In the literature of drama the old order was ruined and the victory won on all essential points not in 1830 with Hernani but in 1829 with Henri Trois et sa Cour, the first of the innumerable successes of Alexandre Dumas, who determined at a single stroke the fundamental qualities of structure and form and material, and left his chief no question to solve save that of diction and style. Mussets earlier poems date from 1828, the year of les Orientales, Gautiers from 1830; and these are also the dates of Balzacs Chouans and la Peau de Chagrin. Moreover, among the intimates of the young leader were men like Sainte-Beuve, who was two years his junior, and the brothers Deschamps: whose influence was doubtless exerted more frequently to encourage than to repress. Towards the end we lost sight of all this, and saw in Victor Hugo not so much the most glorious survival of romanticism as romanticism itself, the movement in flesh and blood, the revolution in general summed up and closed in a single figure. This agreeable view of things was Hugos own. From the beginning he took himself with perfect seriousness, and his followers, however enthusiastic in admiration, had excellent warrant from above. Il trône trop, says Berlioz of him somewhere; and M. Maxime du Camp has given an edifying account of the means he was wont to use to make himself beloved and honoured by the youth who came to him for counsel and encouragement. How perfectly he succeeded in this the political part of his function is matter of history. Gautiers first visit to him was that of a devotee to his divinity; and years afterwards the good poet confessed that not even in pitch darkness and in a cellar fathoms under ground should he dare to whisper to himself that a verse of the Masters was bad. So far as devotion went there were innumerable Gautiers. Sainte-Beuve was not long a pillar of orthodoxy; Dumas was always conscious of his own pre-eminence in certain qualities, and made light of Hugos dramas as candidly as he made much of the style in which they are written; and when some creature of unwisdom saluted Delacroix as the Hugo of painting, the artist of the Marino Faliero and the Barque de Don Juan resented the compliment with bitterness. But these were exceptions. The youth of 1830 were Hugolaters almost to a man.

Equipment and Achievement.

Their enthusiasm was not all irrational. Hugos supremacy was not that he was the greatest artist in essentials, for here Dumas was immeasurably his superior. It was not that he knew best the heart of man, or had apprehended most thoroughly the conditions of life; for Balzac so far surpassed him in these sciences that comparison was impossible. It was not that he sang the truest song or uttered the deepest word, for Musset is the poet of Rolla and the Nuits in verse and the poet of Fantasio and Lorenzaccio and Carmosine in prose. But the epoch Hugo represented was interested in the manner rather than the substance of things: the revolution at whose front he had been set and whose most shining figure he became was largely a revolution of externals. With an immense amount of enthusiasm there was, as Sainte-Beuve confessed, an incredible amount of ignorance — so that Cromwell was supposed to be historical; and with a passionate delight in form there co-existed a strangely imperfect understanding of material — so that Hernani was supposed to be Shakespearean. To this ignorance and to this imperfect understanding Hugo owed a certain part of his authority; the other and greater he got from his unrivalled mastery of style, from his extraordinary skill as an artist in words. To the opposing faction his innovations were horrible: his verse was poison, his example an outrage, his prosody a violation of all laws, his rhymes and tropes and metaphors so many offences against Heaven and the Muse. But to the ardent youngsters who fought beneath his banner it was his to give a something priceless and unique — a something glorious to France and never before exampled in her literature. For the distichs of Boileau— strong, heavy, useful, like pairs of tongs, — he found them alexandrines with the leap and sparkle of sea waves and the sound of clashing swords and the colours of sunset and the dawn. They were tired of whitewash and cold distemper; and he gave them hangings of brocade and tapestries of price and tissues stiff with gold and glowing with new dyes. He flung them handfuls of jewels where his rivals scattered handfuls of marbles. And they paid him for his gifts with an intemperance of worship, a fury of belief, a rapture of admiration, such as no other man has known. The substance was striking, was peculiar, was novel and full of charm; but the manner was all this and something besides — was magnificent, was intoxicating, was irresistible; and Victor Hugo by virtue of it became the foremost man of literary France. The great battle of Hernani was merely a battle of style. From Dumas the artist of Henri Trois and Antony, the language of Boileau was safe enough; and his triumph, all-important and significant as it was, seemed neither fatal nor abominable. It was another matter with Hernani. Its success meant ruin for the Academy and destruction for the idiom of Delille and M. de Jouy; and the classicists mustered in force, and did their utmost to stay the coming wrath and arrest the impending doom. They failed of course; for they fought with a vague yet limited apprehension of the question at issue, they had nothing to give in place of the thing they hated. And Victor Hugo was made captain of the victorious host, while the men who might have been in a certain sort his rivals took service as lieutenants, and accepted his ensign for their own.

His Diary.

All his life long he was addicted to attitude; all his life long he was a poseur of the purest water. He seems to have considered the affectation of superiority an essential quality in art; for just as the cock in Mrs. Poysers apothegm believed that the sun got up to hear him crow, so to the poet of the Légende and the Contemplations it must have seemed as if the human race existed but to consider the use he made of his oracular tongue. How tremendous his utterances sometimes were — informed with what majesty yet with what brilliance — is one of the things that every schoolboy knows. One no more needs to insist upon the merits of his best manner than to emphasise the faults of his worst. At his best as at his worst, however, he was always an artist in his way. His speech was nothing if not artificial — in the good sense of the word sometimes and sometimes in the bad. Simplicity (it seemed) was impossible to him. In the quest of expression, the cult of antithesis, the pursuit of effect, he sacrificed directness and plainness with not less consistency than complacency. In that tissue of apocalyptic epigram which to him was style there was no room for truth and soberness. His Patmos was a place of mirrors, and before them he draped himself in his phrases like Frederick in the mantle of Ruy Blas. That this grandiosity was unnatural and unreal was proved by the publication of Choses Vues. When Hugo wrote for himself he wrote almost as simply and straightforwardly as Dumas. The effect is disconcerting. You rub your eyes in amazement. It is evidently Hugo. But Hugo plain, sober, direct? Hugo without rhetoric? Hugo declining antithesis and content to be no gaudier than his neighbours? Hugo expressing himself in the fearless old fashion of pre-romantic ages? A page of commonplace from Mr. Meredith, a book for boarding-schools by M. Zola, were not more startling.

For and Against.

Some primary qualities of his genius are pretty evenly balanced by some primary faults. Thus, for breadth and brilliance of conception, for energy and sweep of imagination, for the power of dealing as a master with the greater forces of nature, he is unsurpassed among modern men. But the conception is too often found to be empty as well as spacious; the imagination is too often tainted with insincerity; in his dramas of the elements there are too many such falsehoods as abound in his dramas of the emotions. Again, he is sometimes grand and often grandiose; but he has a trick of affecting the grandiose and the grand which is constant and intolerable. He had the genius of style in such fulness as entitles him to rank with the great artists in words of all time. His sense of verbal colour and verbal music is beyond criticism; his rhythmical capacity is something prodigious. He so revived and renewed the language of France that in his hands it became an instrument not unworthy to compete with Shakespeares English and the German of Goethe and Heine; and in the structure and capacity of all manner of French metrical forms he effected such a change that he may fairly be said to have received the orchestra of Rameau from his predecessors and to have bequeathed his heirs the orchestra of Berlioz. On the other hand; in much of his later work his mannerisms in prose and in verse are discomfortably glaring; the outcome of his unsurpassable literary faculty is often no more than a parade or triumph of the vocables; there were times when his brain appears to have become a mere machine for the production of antitheses and sterile conceits. What is perhaps more damning than all, his work is saturate in his own remarkable personality, and is objective only here and there. His dramas are but five-act lyrics, his epics the romance of an egoist, his history is confession, his criticism the opinions of Victor Hugo. Even his lyrics, the fine flower of his genius, the loveliest expression of the language, have not escaped reproach as a Psalter of Subjectivity. Even his essays in prose romance — a form of art on which he has stamped his image and superscription in a manner all his own, the work by which he is best known to humanity at large — are vitiated by the same defect. For one that believes in Bishop Myriel as Bishop Myriel there are a hundred who see in him only a pose of Victor Hugo; it is the same with Ursel and Javert, with Cimourdain and Lantenac and Josiane; the very pieuvre of les Travailleurs is a Hugolater at heart. It is a proof of his commanding personality, that in spite of these objections he held in enchantment the hearts and minds of men for over sixty years. He is almost a literature in himself; and if it be true that his work is as wholly lacking in the radiant sanity of Shakespeares as it is in the exquisite good sense of Voltaires, it is also true that he left the world far richer than he found it.

What Lives of Him.

To select an anthology from his work were surely the pleasantest of tasks. One richer in grace and passion and sweetness might he chosen out of Musset; one wrought more truly of the finer stuff of humanity as well as more bountifully touched with tact and dignity and temper from the work of Tennyson. But the Hugo selection would combine the rarest technical merits with a set of interests all its own. It would give, for instance, the Stella of the Châtiments and the Pauvres Gens of the Légende. On one page would be found that admirable Souvenir de la Nuit du Quatre, which is at once the impeachment and the condemnation of the Coup dÉtat; and on another the little epic of Eviradnus, with its immortal serenade, a culmination of youth and romance and love:

Si tu veux, faisons un rêve.
Montons sur deux palefrois.
Tu memmènes, je tenlève.
Loiseau chante dans les bois.

. . . . .

Allons-nous-en par lAutriche!
Nous aurons laube à nos fronts.
Je serai grand et toi riche,
Puisque nous nous aimerons.

. . . . .

Tu seras dame et moi comte.
Viens, mon œeur sépanouit.
Viens, nous conterons ce conte
Aux étoiles de la nuit.

Here, a summary of all the interests of romanticism, would be the complaint of Gastibelza:

Un jour dété, où tout était lumière,
Vie et douceur,
Elle sen vint jouer dans la rivière
Avec sa sœur.
Je vis le pied de sa jeune compagne
Et son genou . . . — 
Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne
Me rendra fou! — 

here the adorable Vieille Chanson du Jeune Temps:

Rose, droite sur ses hanches,
Leva son beau bras tremblant
Pour prendre une mûre aux branches:
Je ne vis pas son bras blanc.

Une eau courait, fraîche et creuse,
Sur les mousses de velours;
Et la nature amoureuse
Dormait dans les grands bois sourds. — 

and here, not unworthy to be remembered with Proud Maisie, that wonderful harmony of legend and superstition and the facts and dreams of common life, the death-song of Fantine:

Nous acheterons de bien belles choses,
En nous promenant le long de faubourgs.

La Vierge-Marie auprès de mon poële
Est venue hier, en manteau brodé,
Et ma dit: Voici, caché sous mon voile,
Le petit quun jour tu mas demandé.
Courez à la ville; ayez de la toile,
Achetez du fil, achetez un dé.

Les bluets sont bleus, les roses sont roses,
Les bluets sont bleus, jaime mes amours.

And from this masterpiece of simple and direct emotion, which to me has always seemed the high-water mark of Hugos lyrical achievement as well as the most human of his utterances, one might pass on to masterpieces of another inspiration: to the luxurious and charming graces of Sara la Baigneuse; to the superb crescendo and diminuendo of les Djinns; to Si vous navez rien à me dire, that daintiest of songlets; to the ringing rhymes and gallant spirit of the Pas dArmes du Roi Jean:

Sus, ma bête,
De façon
Que je fête
Ce grison!
Je te baille
Pour ripaille
Plus de paille,
Plus de son,

Quun gros frère,
Gai, friand,
Ne peut faire,
Mendiant
Par les places
Où tu passes,
De grimaces
En priant! — 

to the melodious tenderness of Si tu voulais, Madelaine; to the gay music of the Stances à Jeanne:

Je ne me mets pas en peine
Du clocher ni du beffroi.
Je ne sais rien de la reine,
Et je ne sais rien du roi. — 

to the admirable song of the wind of the sea:

Quels sont les bruits sourds?
Ecoutez vers londe
Cette voix profonde
Qui pleure toujours,
Et qui toujours gronde,

Quoiquun son plus claire
Parfois linterrompe . . .
Le vent de la mer
Souffle dans sa trompe. — 

to the Romance Mauresque, to the barbaric fury of les Reîtres, to the magnificent rodomontade of the Romancero du Cid. Jen passe, et des meilleurs, as Ruy Gomez observes of his ancestors. Here at any rate are jewels enough to furnish forth a casket that should be one of the richest of its kind! The worst is, they are most of them not necessaries but luxuries. It is impossible to conceive of life without Shakespeare and Burns, without Paradise Lost and the Intimations ode and the immortal pageant of the Canterbury Tales; but (the technical question apart) to imagine it wanting Hugos lyrics is easy enough. The largesse of which he was so prodigal has but an arbitrary and conventional value. Like the magicians money much has changed, almost in the act of distribution, into withered leaves; and such of it as seems minted of good metal is not for general circulation.


HEINE

The Villainy Translation.
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HEINE HAD A light hand with the branding-iron, and marked his subjects not more neatly than indelibly. And really he alone were capable of dealing adequate vengeance upon his translators. His verse has only violent lovers or violent foes; indifference is impossible. Once read as it deserves, it becomes one of the loveliest of our spiritual acquisitions. We hate to see it tampered with; we are on thorns as the translator approaches, and we resent his operations as an individual hurt, a personal affront. What business has he to be trampling among our borders and crushing our flowers with his stupid hobnails? Why cannot he carry his zeal for topsy-turvy horticulture elsewhere? He comes and lays a brutal hand on our pet growths, snips off their graces, shapes them anew according to his own ridiculous ideal, paints and varnishes them with a villainous compound of his contrivance, and then bids us admire the effect and thank him for its production! Is any name too hard for such a creature? and could any vengeance be too deadly? If he walked into your garden and amused himself so with your cabbages, you could put him in prison. But into your poets he can stump his way at will, and upon them he can do his pleasure. And he does it. How many men have brutalised the elegance, the grace, the winning urbanity of Horace! By how many coarse and stupid fingers has Catullus been smudged and fumbled and mauled! To turn Faust into English (in the original metres) is a fashionable occupation; there are more perversions of the Commedia than one cares to recall; there is scarce a great or even a good work of the human mind but has been thus bedevilled and deformed. Don Quixote, le Père Goriot, The Frogs, The Decameron — the trail of the translator is over them all. Messrs. Payne and Lang and Swinburne have turned poor Villon into a citizen of Bedford Park, Fitzgerald and Florence Macarthy have Englished Calderon, Messrs. Pope, Gladstone and others have done their worst with Homer. If Rossetti had not succeeded with la Vita Nuova, if Fitzgerald had not ennobled Omar, if Mr. Lang had not bettered upon Banville and Gérard de Nerval, the word translator would be odious as the word occupy. And occupy on the authority of Mrs. Dorothy Tearsheet is an odious word indeed.

The Proof of It.

The fact is, the translator too often forgets the difference between his subject and himself; he is too often a common graveyard mason that would play the sculptor. And it is not nearly enough for him to be a decent craftsman. To give an adequate idea of an artists work a man must be himself an artist of equal force and versatility with his original. The typical translator makes clever enough verses, but Heines accomplishment is remote from him as Heines genius. He perverts his author as rhyme and rhythm will. No charge of verbal inaccuracy need therefore be made, for we do not expect a literal fidelity in our workman. Let him convey the spirit of his original, and that, so far as meaning goes, is enough. But we do expect of him a something that shall recall his authors form, his authors personality, his authors charm of diction and of style; and here it is that such an interpreter as Sir Theodore Martin (say) fails with such assurance and ill-fortune. The movement of Heines rhythms, simple as they seem, is not spontaneous; it is an effect of art: the poet laboured at his cadences as at his meanings. Artificial he is, but he has the wonderful quality of never seeming artificial. His verses dance and sway like the nixies he loved. Their every motion seems informed with the perfect suavity and spontaneity of pure nature. They tinkle down the air like sunset bells, they float like clouds, they wave like flowers, they twitter like skylarks, they have in them something of the swiftness and the certainty of exquisite physical sensations. In such a transcript as Sir Theodores all this is lost: Heine becomes a mere prentice-metrist; he sets the teeth on edge as surely as Browning himself; the verse that recalled a dance of naiads suggests a springless cart on a Highland road; Terpsichore is made to prance a hobnailed breakdown. The poem disappears, and in its place you have an indifferent copy of verses. You look at the pages from afar, and your impression is that they are not unlike Heine; you look into them, and Heine has vanished. The man is gone, and only an awkward, angular, clumsily articulated, entirely preposterous lay-figure remains to show that the translator has been by.

MATTHEW ARNOLD

His Verse.

In every page of Arnold the poet there is something to return upon and to admire. There are faults, and these of a kind this present age is ill-disposed to condone. The rhymes are sometimes poor; the movement of the verse is sometimes uncertain and sometimes slow; the rhythms are obviously simple always; now and then the intention and effect are cold even to austerity, are bald to uncomeliness. But then, how many of the rarer qualities of art and inspiration are represented here, and here alone in modern work! There is little of that delight in material for materials sake which is held to be essential to the composition of a great artist; there is none of that rapture of sound and motion and none of that efflorescence of expression which are deemed inseparable from the endowment of the true singer. For any of those excesses in technical accomplishment, those ecstasies in the use of words, those effects of sound which are so rich and strange as to impress the hearer with something of their authors own emotion of creation — for any, indeed, of the characteristic attributes of modern poetry — you shall turn to him in vain. In matters of form this poet is no romantic but a classic to the marrow. He adores his Shakespeare, but he will none of his Shakespeares fashions. For him the essentials are dignity of thought and sentiment and distinction of manner and utterance. It is no aim of his to talk for talkings sake, to express what is but half felt and half understood, to embody vague emotions and nebulous fancies in language no amount of richness can redeem from the reproach of being nebulous and vague. In his scheme of art there is no place for excess, however magnificent and Shakespearean — for exuberance, however overpowering and Hugoesque. Human and interesting in themselves, the ideas apparelled in his verse are completely apprehended; natural in themselves, the experiences he pictures are intimately felt and thoroughly perceived. They have been resolved into their elements by the operation of an almost Sophoclean faculty of selection, and the effect of their presentation is akin to that of a gallery of Greek marbles.

His Failure.

Other poets say anything — say everything that is in them. Browning lived to realise the myth of the Inexhaustible Bottle; Mr. William Morris is nothing: if not fluent and copious; Mr. Swinburne has a facility that would seem impossible if it were not a living fact; even the Laureate is sometimes prodigal of unimportant details, of touches insignificant and superfluous, of words for words sake, of cadences that have no reason of being save themselves. Matthew Arnold alone says only what is worth saying. In other words, he selects: from his matter whatever is impertinent is eliminated and only what is vital is permitted to remain. Sometimes he goes a little astray, and his application of the principle on which Sophocles and Homer wrought results in failure. But in these instances it will always be found, I think, that the effect is due not to the principle nor the poets application of it but to the poet himself, who has exceeded his commission, and attempted more than is in him to accomplish. The case is rare with Arnold, one of whose qualities — and by no means the least Hellenic of them — was a fine consciousness of his limitations. But that he failed, and failed considerably, it were idle to deny. There is Merope to bear witness to the fact; and of Merope what is there to say? Evidently it is an imitation Greek play: an essay, that is, in a form which ceased long since to have any active life, so that the attempt to revive it — to create a soul under the ribs of very musty death — is a blunder alike in sentiment and in art. As evidently Arnold is no dramatist. Empedocles, the Strayed Reveller, even the Forsaken Merman, all these are expressions of purely personal feeling — are so many metamorphoses of Arnold. In Merope there is no such basis of reality. The poet was never on a level with his argument. He knew little or nothing of his characters — of Merope or Æpytus or Polyphontes, of Arcas or Laias or even the Messenger; at every step the ground is seen shifting under his feet; he is comparatively void of matter, and his application of the famous principle is labour lost. He is winnowing the wind; he is washing not gold but water.

His Triumphs.

It is other-guess work with Empedocles, the Dejaneira fragment, Sohrab and Rustum, the Philomela, his better work in general, above all with the unique and unapproached Balder Dead. To me this last stands alone in modern art for simple majesty of conception, sober directness and potency of expression, sustained dignity of thought and sentiment and style, the complete presentation of whatever is essential, the stern avoidance of whatever is merely decorative: indeed for every Homeric quality save rhythmical vitality and rapidity of movement. Here, for example, is something of that choice yet ample suggestiveness — the only true realism because the only perfect ideal of realisation — for which the similitudes of the Ionian father of his race are pre-eminently distinguished: — 

And as a spray of honeysuckle flowers
Brushes across a tired travellers face
Who shuffles through the deep dew-moistened dust
On a May evening, in the darkend lanes,
And starts him, that he thinks a ghost went by — 
So Hoder brushed by Hermods side.

Here is Homers direct and moving because most human and comprehensive touch in narrative: — 

But from the hill of Lidskialf Odin rose,
The throne, from which his eye surveys the world;
And mounted Sleipner, and in darkness rode
To Asgard. And the stars came out in heaven,
High over Asgard, to light home the king.
But fiercely Odin gallopd, moved in heart;
And swift to Asgard, to the gate, he came.
And terribly the hoofs of Sleipner rang
Along the flinty floor of Asgard streets,
And the Gods trembled on their golden beds
Hearing the wrathful Father coming home — 
For dread, for like a whirlwind Odin came.
And to Valhallas gate he rode, and left
Sleipner; and Sleipner went to his own stall;
And in Valhalla Odin laid him down.

And here — to have done with evidence of what is known to every one — here is the Homeric mariner, large and majestic and impersonal, of recording speech: — 

Bethink ye, Gods, is there no other way? — 
Speak, were not this a way, a way for Gods?
If I, if Odin, clad in radiant arms,
Mounted on Sleipner, with the warrior Thor
Drawn in his car beside me, and my sons,
All the strong brood of Heaven, to swell my train,
Should make irruption into Helas realm,
And set the fields of gloom ablaze with light,
And bring in triumph Balder back to Heaven?

One has but to contrast such living work as this with the mouldering realm of Merope to feel the difference with a sense of pain;

For doleful are the ghosts, the troops of dead,
Whom Hela with austere control presides;

while this in its plain, heroic completeness is touched with a stately life that is a presage of immortality. It is evident, indeed, that Arnold wrote Balder Dead in his most fortunate hour, and that Merope is his one serious mistake in literature. For a genius thus peculiar and introspective drama — the presentation of character through action — is impossible; to a method thus reticent and severe drama — the expression of emotion in action — is improper. Not here, O Apollo! It is written that none shall bind his brows with the twin laurels of epos and drama. Shakespeare did not, nor could Homer; and how should Matthew Arnold?

His Prose.

He has opinions and the courage of them; he has assurance and he has charm; he writes with an engaging clearness. It is very possible to disagree with him; but it is difficult indeed to resist his many graces of manner, and decline to be entertained and even interested by the variety and quality of his matter. He was described as the most un-English of Britons, the most cosmopolitan of islanders; and you feel as you read him that in truth his mind was French. He took pattern by Goethe, and was impressed by Leopardi; he was judiciously classic, but his romanticism was neither hidebound nor inhuman; he apprehended Heine and Marcus Aurelius, Spinoza and Sainte-Beuve, Joubert and Maurice de Guérin, Wordsworth and Pascal, Rachel and Sarah Bernhardt, Burke and Arthur Clough, Eliza Cook and Homer; he was an authority on education, poetry, civilisation, the Song of Roland, the love-letters of Keats, the Genius of Bottles, the significance of eutrapelos and eutrapelia. In fact, we have every reason to be proud of him. For the present is a noisy and affected age; it is given overmuch to clamorous devotion and extravagant repudiation; there is an element of swagger in all its words and ways; it has a distressing and immoral turn for publicity. Matthew Arnolds function was to protest against its fashions by his own intellectual practice, and now and then to take it to task and to call it to order. He was not particularly original, but he had in an eminent degree the formative capacity, the genius of shaping and developing, which is a chief quality of the French mind and which is not so common among us English as our kindest critics would have us believe. He would take a handful of golden sentences — things wisely thought and finely said by persons having authority — and spin them into an exquisite prelection; so that his work with all the finish of art retains a something of the freshness of those elemental truths on which it was his humour to dilate. He was, that is to say, an artist in ethics as in speech, in culture as in ambition. Il est donné, says Sainte-Beuve, de nos jours, à un bien petit nombre, même parmi les plus délicats et ceux qui les apprécient le mieux, de recueillir, dordonner sa vie selon ses admirations et selon ses goûts, avec suite, avec noblesse. That is true enough; but Arnold was one of the few, and might se vanter dêtre resté fidèle à soi-même, à son premier et à son plus beau passé. He was always a man of culture in the good sense of the word; he had many interests in life and art, and his interests were sound and liberal; he was a good critic of both morals and measures, both of society and of literature, because he was commonly at the pains of understanding his matter before he began to speak about it. It is therefore not surprising that the part he played was one of considerable importance or that his influence was healthy in the main. He was neither prophet nor pedagogue but a critic pure and simple. Too well read to be violent, too nice in his discernment to be led astray beyond recovery in any quest after strange gods, he told the age its faults and suggested such remedies as the study of great mens work had suggested to him. If his effect was little that was not his fault. He returned to the charge with imperturbable good temper, and repeated his remarks — which are often exasperating in effect — with a mixture of mischievousness and charm, of superciliousness and sagacity, and a serene dexterity of phrase, unique in modern letters.

HOMER AND THEOCRITUS

The Odyssey.

I think that of all recent books the two that have pleased me best and longest are those delightful renderings into English prose of the Greek of Homer and Theocritus, which we owe, the one to Messrs. Henry Butcher and Andrew Lang and the other to Mr. Langs unaided genius. To read this Odyssey of theirs is to have a breath of the clear, serene airs that blew through the antique Hellas; to catch a glimpse of the large, new morning light that bathes the seas and highlands of the young heroic world. In a space of shining and fragrant clarity you have a vision of marble columns and stately cities, of men august in single-heartedness and strength and women comely and simple and superb as goddesses; and with a music of leaves and winds and waters, of plunging ships and clanging armours, of girls at song and kindly gods discoursing, the sunny-eyed heroic age is revealed in all its nobleness, in all its majesty, its candour, and its charm. The air is yet plangent with echoes of the leaguer of Troy, and Odysseus the ready-at-need goes forth upon his wanderings: into the cave of Polypheme, into the land of giants, into the very regions of the dead: to hear among the olive trees the voice of Circe, the sweet witch, singing her magic song as she fares to and fro before her golden loom; to rest and pine in the islet of Calypso, the kind sea-goddess; to meet with Nausicaa, loveliest of mortal maids; to reach his Ithaca, and do battle with the Wooers, and age in peace and honour by the side of the wise Penelope. The day is yet afar when, as he sailed out to the sunset and the mysterious west,

Sol con un legno, e con quella compagna
Picciola, dalla qual non fue deserto,

the great wind rushed upon him from the new-discovered land, and so ended his journeyings for ever; and all with him is energy and tact and valour and resource, as becomes the captain of an indomitable human soul. His society is like old dArtagnans: it invigorates, renews, inspires. I had rather lack the friendship of the good Alonso Quijada himself than the brave example of these two.

The Idylls.

With certain differences it is the same with our Theocritus. From him, too, the mind is borne back to a happier age of gold, when the world was younger than now, and men were not so weary nor so jaded nor so highly civilised as they choose to think themselves. Shepherds still piped, and maidens still listened to their piping. The old gods had not been discrowned and banished; and to fishers drawing their nets the coasts yet kept a something of the trace of amorous Polypheme, the rocks were peopled with memories of his plaint to Galatea. Inland, among the dim and thymy woods, bee-haunted and populous with dreams of dryad and oread, there were rumours of Pan; and dwellers under thatch — the goatherd mending his sandals, the hind carving his new staff, the girls who busked them for the vintaging — were conscious, as the wind went by among the beeches and the pines, and brought with it the sounds of a lonely and mysterious night, that hard by them in the starry darkness the divine Huntress was abroad, and about the base of Ætna she and her forest maids drove the chase with horn and hound. In the cities ladies sang the psalm of Adonis brought back from the stream eternal of Acheron. Under the mystic moon love-lorn damsels did their magic rites, and knit up spells of power to bring home the men they loved. Among the vines and under the grey olives songs were singing of Daphnis all day long. There were junketings and dancings and harvest-homes for ever toward; the youths went by to the gymnasium, and the girls stood near to watch them as they went; the cicalas sang, the air was fragrant with apples and musical with the sound of flutes and running water; while the blue Sicilian sky laughed over all, and the soft Sicilian sea encircled the land and its lovers with a ring of sapphire and silver. To translate Theocritus, wrote Sainte-Beuve, is as if one sought to carry away in ones hand a patch of snow that has lain forgotten through the summer in a cranny of the rocks of Ætna:— On a fait trois pas à peine, que cette neige déjà est fondue. On est heureux sil en reste assez du moins pour donner le vif sentiment de la fraîcheur. But Mr. Lang has so rendered into English the graces of the loveliest of Dorian singers that he has earned the thanks of every lover of true literature. Every one should read his book, for it will bring him face to face with a very prince among poets and with a very summer among centuries. That Theocritus was a rare and beautiful master there is even in this English transcript an abundance of evidence. Melancholy apart, he was the Watteau of the old Greek world — an exquisite artist, a rare poet, a true and kindly soul; and it is very good to be with him. We have changed it all of course, and are as fortunate as we can expect. But it is good to be with Theocritus, for he lets you live awhile in the happy age and under the happy heaven that were his. He gives you leave and opportunity to listen to the tuneful strife of Lacon and Comatas; to witness the duel in song between Corydon and Battus; to talk of Galatea pelting with apples the barking dog of her love-lorn Polypheme; under the whispering elms, to lie drinking with Eucritus and Lycidas by the altar of Demeter, while she stands smiling by, with sheaves and poppies in her hand.

Old Lamps and New.

It is relief unspeakable to turn from the dust and din and chatter of modern life, with its growing trade in heroes and its poverty of men, its innumerable regrets and ambitions and desires, to this immense tranquillity, this candid and shining calm. They had no Irish Question then, you can reflect, nor was theology invented. Men were not afraid of life nor ashamed of death; and you could be heroic without a dread of clever editors, and hospitable without fear of rogues, and dutiful for no hope of illuminated scrolls. Odysseus disguised as Irus is still Odysseus and august. How comes it that Mr. Gladstone in rags and singing ballads would be only fit for a police-station? that Lord Salisbury hawking cocoa-nuts would instantly suggest the purlieus of Petticoat Lane? Is the fault in ourselves? Can it be that we have deteriorated so much as that? Nerves, nerves, nerves! . . . These many centuries the world has had neuralgia; and what has come of it is that Robert Elsmere is an ideal, and the bleat of the sentimentalist might almost be mistaken for the voice of living England.


RABELAIS

His Essence.
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RABELAIS IS NOT precisely a book for bachelors and maids — at times, indeed, is not a book for grown men. There are passages not to be read without a blush and a sensation of sickness: the young giant which is the Renaissance being filthy and gross as Nature herself at her grossest and her most filthy. It is argued that this is all deliberate — is an effect of premeditation: that Rabelais had certain home-truths to deliver to his generation, and delivered them in such terms as kept him from the fagot and the rope by bedaubing him with the renown of a common buffoon. But the argument is none of the soundest in itself, and may fairly be set aside as a piece of desperate special pleading, the work of counsel at their wits end for matter of defence. For Rabelais clean is not Rabelais at all. His grossness is an essential component in his mental fabric, an element in whose absence he would be not Rabelais but somebody else. It inspires his practice of art to the full as thoroughly as it informs his theory of language. He not only employs it wherever it might be useful: he goes out of his way to find it, he shovels it in on any and every occasion, he bemerds his readers and himself with a gusto that assuredly is not a common characteristic of defensive operations. In him, indeed, the humour of Old France — the broad, rank, unsavoury esprit gaulois — found its heroic expression; he made use of it because he must; and we can no more eliminate it from his work than we can remove the quality of imagination from Shakespeares or those of art and intellect from Ben Jonsons. Other men are as foul or fouler; but in none is foulness so inbred and so ingrained, from none is it so inseparable. Few have had so much genius, and in none else has genius been so curiously featured.

His Secret.

It is significant enough that with all this against him he should have been from the first a great moral and literary influence and the delight of the wisest and soundest minds the world has seen. Shakespeare read him, and Jonson; Montaigne, a greater than himself, is in some sort his descendant; Swift, in Coleridges enlightening phrase, is anima Rabelaesii habitans in sicco; to Sterne and Balzac and Molière he was a constant inspiration; unto this day his work is studied and his meanings are sought with almost religious devoutness; while his phrases have passed into the constitution of a dozen languages, and the great figures he scrawled across the face of the Renaissance have survived the movement that gave them being, and are ranked with the monuments of literature. Himself has given us the reasons in the prologue to the first book, where he tells of the likeness between Socrates and the boxes called Sileni, and discourses of the manifest resemblance of his own work with Socrates. Opening this box, which is Socrates, says he, you would have found within it a heavenly and inestimable drug, a more than human understanding, an admirable virtue, matchless learning, invincible courage, inimitable sobriety, certain contentment of mind, perfect assurance, and an incredible disregard of all that for which men cunningly do so much watch, run, sail, fight, travel, toil, and turmoil themselves. In such wise must his book be opened, and the high conceptions with which it is stuffed will presently be apparent. Nay, more: you are to do with it even as a dog with a marrowbone. If you have seen him you might have remarked with what devotion and circumspection he watches and wards it; with what care he keeps it; how fervently he holds it; how prudently he gobbets it; with what affection he breaks it; with what diligence he sucks it. And in the same way you by a sedulous lecture and frequent meditation shall break the bone and suck out the marrow of these books. Since the advice was proffered, generation after generation of mighty wits have taken counsel with the Master, and his wisdom has through them been passed out into the practice of life, the evolution of society, the development of humanity. But the prince de toute sapience et de toute comédie has not yet uttered his last word. He remains in the front of time as when he lived and wrote. The Abbey of Thelema and the education of Gargantua are still unrealised ideals; the Ringing Isle and the Isle of Papimany are in their essentials pretty much as he left them; Panurge, the pollarded man, the man with every faculty except the reason, has bettered no whit for the three centuries of improvement that have passed since he was flashed into being. We — even we — have much to learn from Master Alcofribas, and until we have learned it well enough to put it into practice his work remains half done and his book still one to study.


SHAKESPEARE

A Parallel.
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SHAKESPEARE AND REMBRANDT have in common the faculty of quickening speculation and compelling the minds of men to combat and discussion. About the English poet a literature of contention has been in process of accretion ever since he was discovered to be Shakespeare; and about the Dutch painter and etcher there has gradually accumulated a literature precisely analogous in character and for the most part of equal quality. In such an age as this, when the creative faculty of the world is mainly occupied with commentary and criticism, the reason should not be far to seek. Both were giants; both were original and individual in the highest sense of the words; both were leagues ahead of their contemporaries, not merely as regards the matter of their message but also in respect of the terms of its delivery; each, moreover — and here one comes upon a capital point of contact and resemblance — each was at times prodigiously inferior to himself. Shakespeare often writes so ill that you hesitate to believe he could ever write supremely well; or, if this way of putting it seem indecorous and abominable, he very often writes so well that you are loth to believe he could ever have written thus extremely ill. There are passages in his work in which he reaches such heights of literary art as since his time no mortal has found accessible; and there are passages which few or none of us can read without a touch of that burning sense of shame experienced in the presence of Mr. Poynters Diadumene by the British Matron of The Times newspaper. Now, we have got to be so curious in ideals that we cannot away with the thought of imperfection. Our worship must have for its object something flawless, something utterly without spot or blemish. We can be satisfied with nothing less than an entire and perfect chrysolite; and we cannot taste our Shakespeare at his worst without experiencing not merely the burning sense of shame aforesaid but also a frenzy of longing to father his faults upon somebody else — Marlowe for instance, or Green, or Fletcher — and a fury of proving that our divinity was absolutely incapable of them. That Shakespeare varied — that the matchless prose and the not particularly lordly verse of As You Like It are by the same hand; that the master to whom we owe our Hamlet is also responsible for Gertrude and King Claudius; that he who gave us the agony of Lear and the ruin of Othello did likewise perpetrate the scene of Hectors murder, in manner so poor and in spirit so cynical and vile — is beyond all belief and patience; and we have argued the point to such an extent that we are all of us in Gotham, and a mooncalf like the ascription of whatever is good in Shakespeare to Lord Bacon is no prodigy but a natural birth.


SIDNEY

His Expression of Life.
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SIDNEYS PRIME FAULTS are affectation and conceit. His verses drip with fine love-honey; but it has been so clarified in meta-physics that much of its flavour and sweetness has escaped. Very often, too, the conceit embodied is preposterously poor. You have as it were a casket of finest gold elaborately wrought and embellished, and the gem within is a mere spangle of paste, a trumpery spikelet of crystal. No doubt there is a mans heart beating underneath; but so thick is the envelope of buckram and broidery and velvet through which it has to make itself audible that its pulsations are sometimes hard to count, while to follow it throb by throb is impossible. And if this be true of that Astrophel and Stella series in which the poet outpours the melodious heyday of his youth — in which he strives to embody a passion as rich and full as ever stirred mans blood — what shall be said of the Arcadia? In that cold pastoral he is trying to give breath and substance to as thin and frigid a fashion as has ever afflicted literature; and though he put a great deal of himself into the result, still every one has not the true critical insight, and to most of us, I think, those glimpses of the lofty nature of the writer which make the thing written a thing of worth in the eyes of the few are merely invisible.

His Fame.

In thinking of Sidney, Ophelias lament for Hamlet springs to the lips, and the heart reverts to that closing scene at Zutphen with a blessed sadness of admiration and regret. But frankly, is it not a fact that that fine last speech of his has more availed to secure him immortality than all his verse? They call him the English Bayard, and the Frenchman need not be displeasured by the comparison. But when you come to read his poetry you find that our Bayard had in him a strong dash of the pedant and a powerful leaven of the euphuist. Subtle, delicate, refined, with a keen and curious wit, a rare faculty of verse, a singular capacity of expression, an active but not always a true sense of form, he wrote for the few, and (it may be) the few will always love him. But his intellectual life, intense though it were, was lived among shadows and abstractions. He thought deeply, but he neither looked widely nor listened intently, and when all is said he remains no more than a brilliant amorist, too super-subtle for complete sincerity, whose fluency and sweetness have not improved with years.


TOURNEUR

His Style.
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TOURNEUR WAS A fierce and bitter spirit. The words in which he unpacked his heart are vitalised with passion. He felt so keenly that oftentimes his phrase is the offspring of the emotion, so terse and vigorous and apt, so vivid and so potent and eager, it appears. As an instance of this avidity of wrath and scorn finding expression in words the fittest and most forcible, leaving the well-known scenes embalmed in Elias praise, one might take the three or four single words in which Vindici (The Revengers Tragedy), on as many several occasions, refers to the caresses of Spurio and the wanton Duchess. Each is of such amazing propriety, is so keenly discriminated, is so obviously the product of an imagination burning with rage and hate, that it strikes you like an affront: each is an incest taken in the fact and branded there and then. And this quality of verbal fitness, this power of so charging a phrase with energy and colour as to make it convey the emotion of the writer at the instant of inspiration, is perhaps the master quality of Tourneurs work.

His Matter.

They that would have it are many; they that achieve their desire are few. For in the minor artist the passionate — the elemental quality — is not often found: he being of his essence the ape or zany of his betters. Tourneur is not a great tragic. The Atheists Tragedy is but grotesquely and extravagantly horrible; its personages are caricatures of passion; its comedy is inexpressibly sordid; its incidents are absurd when they are not simply abominable. But it is written in excellent dramatic verse and in a rich and brilliant diction, and it contains a number of pregnant epithets and ringing lines and violent phrases. And if you halve the blame and double the praise you will do something less than justice to that Revengers Tragedy which is Tourneurs immortality. After all its companion is but a bastard of the loud, malignant, antic muse of Marston; the elegies are cold, elaborate, and very tedious; the Transformed Metamorphosis is better verse but harder reading than Sordello itself. But the Revengers Tragedy has merit as a piece of art and therewith a rare interest as a window on the artists mind. The effect is as of a volcanic landscape. An earthquake has passed, and among grisly shapes and blasted aspects here lurks and wanders the genius of ruin.


WALTON

The Compleat Angler.
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I AM TOLD that it is generally though silently admitted that, while Charles Cotton came of a school of fishermen renowned for accomplishment even now, his master and friend was not in the modern or Cottonian sense a fisherman at all. There was in him, indeed, a vast deal of the philosopher and the observer of nature and still more, perhaps, of the artist in English; but there was also not a little of the cockney sportsman. He never rose above the low-lived worm and quill; his prey was commonly those fish that are the scorn of the true angler, for he knew naught of trout and grayling, yet was deeply interested in such base creatures (and such poor eating) as chub and roach and dace; and that part of his treatise which has still a certain authority — which may be said, indeed, to have placed the mystery of fly-fishing upon something of a scientific basis — was not his work but that of my most honoured friend, Charles Cotton, Esq. Again, it is a characteristic of your true as opposed to your cockney sportsman that, unless constrained thereto by hunger, he does not eat what he has killed; and it is a characteristic of Walton — who in this particular at least may stand for the authentic type of the cockney sportsman as opposed to the true one — that he delighted not much less in dining or supping on his catch than he did in the act of making it: as witness some of the most charming parts in a book that from one end to the other is charm and little besides. Indeed the truth — (with reverence be it spoken) — appears to be that the Compleat Angler is an expression in the terms of art of the cits enjoyment of the country.

Master Piscator.

What Walton saw in angling was not that delight in the consciousness of accomplishment and intelligence which sends the true fisherman to the river and keeps him there, rejoicing in his strength, whether he kill or go empty away. It was rather the pretext — with a worm and perhaps a good supper at one end and a contemplative man at the other — of a day in the fields: where the skylark soared, and the earth smelled sweet, and the water flashed and tinkled as it ran, while hard by some milk-maid, courteous yet innocent, sang as she plied her nimble fingers, and not very far away the casement of the inn-parlour gleamed comfortable promises of talk and food and rest. That was the Master Piscator who, being an excellent man of letters, went out to stretch his legs up Tottenham Hill in search of fish, and came home with immortal copy; and that was the Izaak Walton who ventured to fill a part of Cottons margin with remarks not upon his theory of how to angle for trout or grayling in a clear stream but by way of paraphrase for your readers clearer understanding both of the situation of your fishing house, and the pleasantness of that you dwell in. He had the purest and the most innocent of minds, he was the master of a style as bright, as sweet, as refreshing and delightful, as fine clean home-spun some time in lavender; he called himself an angler, and he believed in the description with a cordial simplicity whose appeal is more persuasive now than ever. But he was nothing if not the citizen afield — the cockney aweary of Bow Bells and rejoicing in the sights and sounds of the open landscape. After all it is only your town-bred poet who knows anything of the country, or is moved to concern himself in anywise for the sensations and experiences it yields. Milton was born in Bread Street, and Herrick in Cheapside. Yet Milton gave us the Allegro and the Penseroso and the scenery in Comus and the epic; while as for Herrick — the Night-Piece, the lovely and immortal verses To Meadows, the fresh yet sumptuous and noble To Corinna Going a-Maying, these and a hundred more are there to answer for him. Here Walton is with Herrick and Milton and many dear sons of Memory besides; and that is why he not only loved the country but was moved to make art of it as well.


HERRICK

His Muse.
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IN HERRICK THE air is fragrant with new-mown hay; there is a morning light upon all things; long shadows streak the grass, and on the eglantine swinging in the hedge the dew lies white and brilliant. Out of the happy distance comes a shrill and silvery sound of whetting scythes; and from the near brook-side rings the laughter of merry maids in circle to make cowslipballs and babble of their bachelors. As you walk you are conscious of the grace that morning meadows wear, and mayhap you meet Amaryllis going home to the farm with an apronful of flowers. Rounded is she and buxom, cool-cheeked and vigorous and trim, smelling of rosemary and thyme, with an appetite for curds and cream and a tongue of cleanly wantonness. For her singer has an eye in his head, and exquisite as are his fancies he dwells in no land of shadows. The more clearly he sees a thing the better he sings it; and provided that he do see it nothing is beneath the caress of his muse. The bays and rosemary that wreath the hall at Yule, the log itself, the Candlemas box, the hock-cart and the maypole, nay,

Seest thou that cloud as silver clear,
Plump, soft, and swelling everywhere?
Tis Julias bed! — 

And not only does he listen to the clecking of his hen and know what it means: he knows too that the egg she has laid is long and white; so that ere he enclose it in his verse, you can see him take it in his hand, and look at it with a sort of boyish wonder and delight. This freshness of spirit, this charming and innocent curiosity, he carries into all he does. He can turn a sugared compliment with the best, but when Amaryllis passes him by he is yet so eager and unsophisticate that he can note that winning wave in the tempestuous petticoat which has rippled to such good purpose through so many graceful speeches since. So that though Julia and Dianeme and Anthea have passed away, though Corinna herself is merely a fable, song, a fleeting shade, he has saved enough of them from the ravin of Time for us to love and be grateful for eternally. Their gracious ghosts abide in a peculiar nook of the Elysium of Poesy. There in their habit as they lived they dance in round, they fill their laps with flowers, they frolic and junket sweetly, they go for ever maying. Soft winds blow round them, and in their clear young voices they sing the verse of the rare artist who called them from the multitude and set them for ever where they are.

His Moral.

And Amaryllis herself will not, mayhap, be found so fair as those younglings of the year she bears with her in wicker ark or lawny continent. Herrick is pre-eminently the poet of flowers. He alone were capable of bringing back

Le bouquet dOphélie
De la rive inconnue où les flots lont laissé.

He knows and loves the dear blossoms all. He considers them with tender and shining eyes, he culls them his sweetest fancies and his fondest metaphors. Their idea is inseparable from that of his girls themselves, and it is by the means of the one set of mistresses that he is able so well to understand the other. The flowers are maids to him, and the maids are flowers. In an ecstasy of tender contemplation he turns from those to these, exampling Julia from the rose and pitying the hapless violets as though they were indeed not blooms insensitive but actually poor girls neglected. His pages breathe their clean and innocent perfumes, and are beautiful with the chaste beauty of their colour, just as they carry with them something of the sweetness and simplicity of maidenhood itself. And from both he extracts the same pathetic little moral: both are lovely and both must die. And so, between his virgins that are for love indeed and those that sit silent and delicious in the flowery nunnery, the old singer finds life so good a thing that he dreads to lose it, and not all his piety can remove the passionate regret with which he sees things hastening to their end.

His Piety.

That piety is equally removed from the erotic mysticism of Richard Crashaw and from the adoration, chastened and awful and pure, of Cowper. To find an analogue, you have to cross the borders of English into Spain. In his Noble Numbers Herrick shows himself to be a near kinsman of such men as Valdivielso, Ocaña, Lope de Ubeda; and there are versicles of his that in their homely mixture of the sacred and the profane, in their reverent familiarity with things divine, their pious and simple gallantry, may well be likened to the graceful and charming romances and villancicos of these strangers. Their spirit is less Protestant than Catholic, and is hardly English at all, so that it is scarce to be wondered at if they have remained unpopular. But their sincerity and earnestness are as far beyond doubt as their grace of line and inimitable daintiness of surface.


LOCKER

His Qualities.
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MR. LOCKERS VERSE has charmed so wisely and so long that it has travelled the full circle of compliment and exhausted one part of the lexicon of eulogy. As you turn his pages you feel as freshly as ever the sweet, old-world elegance, the courtly amiability, the mannerly restraint, the measured and accomplished ease. True, they are colourless, and in these days we are deboshed with colour; but then they are so luminously limpid and serene, they are so sprightly and graceful and gay! In the gallantry they affect there is a something at once exquisite and paternal. If they pun, tis with an air: even thus might Chesterfield have stooped to folly. And then, how clean the English, how light yet vigorous the touch, the manner how elegant and how staid! There is wit in them, and that so genial and unassuming that as like as not it gets leave to beam on unperceived. There is humour too, but humour so polite as to look half-unconscious, so dandified that it leaves you in doubt as to whether you should laugh or only smile. And withal there is a vein of well-bred wisdom never breathed but to the delight no less than to the profit of the student. And for those of them that are touched with passion, as in The Unrealized Ideal and that lovely odelet to Mabels pearls, why, these are, I think, the best and the least approachable of all.

His Effect.

For as English as she is, indeed, his muse is not to be touched off save in French. To think of her is to reflect that she is delicate, spirituelle, sémillante — une fine mouche, allez! The salon has disappeared,— Iran, indeed, is gone, and all his rose; but she was born with the trick of it. You make your bow to her in her Sheraton chair, a buckle shoe engagingly discovered; and she rallies you with an incomparable ease, a delicate malice, in a dialect itself a distinction; and when she smiles it is behind or above a fan that points while it dissembles, that assists effect as delightfully as it veils intention. At times she is sensitive and tender, but her graver mood has no more of violence or mawkishness than has her gallant roguery (or enchanting archness) of viciousness or spite. Best of all, she is her poets very own. You may woo her and pursue her as you will; but the end is invariable. I follow, follow still, but I shall never see her face. Even as in her masters finest song.


BANVILLE

His Nature.
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THE MUSE OF M. de Banville was born not naked but in the most elaborate and sumptuous evening wear that ever muse put on. To him, indeed, there is no nature so natural as that depicted on the boards, no humanity half so human as the actor puts on with his paint. For him the flowers grow plucked and bound into nosegays; passion has no existence outside the Porte-Saint-Martin; the universe is a place of rhymes and rhythms, the human heart a supplement to the dictionary. He delights in babbling of green fields, and Homer, and Shakespeare, and the Eumenides, and the rire énorme of the Frogs and the Lysistrata. But it is suspected that he loves these things rather as words than as facts, and that in his heart of hearts he is better pleased with Cassandra and Columbine than with Rosalind and Othello, with the studio Hellas of Gautier than with the living Greece of Sophocles. Heroic objects are all very well in their way of course: they suggest superb effects in verse, they are of incomparable merit considered as colours and jewels for well-turned sentences in prose. But their function is purely verbal; they are the raw material of the outward form of poesy, and they come into being to glorify a climax, to adorn a refrain, to sparkle and sound in odelets and rondels and triolets, to twinkle and tinkle and chime all over the eight-and-twenty members of a fair ballade.

His Art.

It is natural enough that to a theory of art and life that can be thus whimsically described we should be indebted for some of the best writing of modern years. Our poet has very little sympathy with fact, whether heroic or the reverse, whether essential or accidental; but he is a rare artist in words and cadences. He writes of Pierrot, lhomme subtil, and Columbine, and le beau Léandre, and all the marionettes of that pleasant puppet-show which he mistakes for the world, with the rhetorical elegance and distinction, the verbal force and glow, the rhythmic beauty and propriety, of a rare poet; he models a group of flowers in wax as passionately and cunningly, and with as perfect an interest in the process and as lofty and august a faith in the result, as if he were carving the Venus of Milo, or scoring Beethovens Fifth, or producing King Lear or the Ronde de Nuit. He is profoundly artificial, but he is simple and even innocent in his artifice; so that he is often interesting and even affecting. He knows so well what should be done and so well how to do it that he not seldom succeeds in doing something that is actually and veritably art: something, that is, in which there is substance as well as form, in which the matter is equal with the manner, in which the imagination is human as well as æsthetic and the invention not merely verbal but emotional and romantic also. The dramatic and poetic value of such achievements in style as Florise and Diane au Bois is open to question; but there can be no doubt that Gringoire is a play. There is an abundance of epical ennui in le Sang de la Coupe and les Stalactites; but the Nous nirons plus au bois and the charming epigram in which the poet paints a processional frieze of Hellenic virgins are high-water marks of verse. But, indeed, if Pierrot and Columbine were all the race, and the footlights might only change places with the sun, then were M. de Banville by way of being a Shakespeare.


DOBSON

Method and Effect.
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HIS STYLE HAS distinction, elegance, urbanity, precision, an exquisite clarity. Of its kind it is as nearly as possible perfect. You think of Horace as you read; and you think of those among our own eighteenth century poets to whom Horace was an inspiration and an example. The epithet is usually so just that it seems to have come into being with the noun it qualifies; the metaphor is mostly so appropriate that it leaves you in doubt as to whether it suggested the poem or the poem suggested it; the verb is never in excess of the idea it would convey; the effect of it all is that something has here got itself uttered, and for good. Could anything, for instance, be better, or less laboriously said, than this poets remonstrance To an Intrusive Butterfly? The thing is instinct with delicate observation, so aptly and closely expressed as to seem natural and living as the facts observed:

I watch you through the garden walks,
I watch you float between
The avenues of dahlia stalks,
And flicker on the green;
You hover round the garden seat,
You mount, you waver. . .

* * * * *

Across the room in loops of flight
I watch you wayward go;

* * * * *

Before the bust you flaunt and flit — 

* * * * *

You pause, you poise, you circle up
Among my old Japan.

And all the rest of it. The theme is but the vagaries of a wandering insect; but how just and true is the literary instinct, how perfect the literary savoir-faire! The words I have italicised are the only words (it seems) in the language that are proper to the occasion; and yet how quietly they are produced, with what apparent unconsciousness they are set to do their work, how just and how sufficient is their effect! In writing of this sort there is a certain artistic good-breeding whose like is not common in these days. We have lost the secret of it: we are too eager to make the most of our little souls in art and too ignorant to do the best by them; too egoistic and individual, too clever and skilful and well informed, to be content with the completeness of simplicity. Even the Laureate was once addicted to glitter for glitters sake; and with him to keep them in countenance there is a thousand minor poets whose little life is merely a giving way to the necessities of what is after all a condition of intellectual impotence but poorly redeemed by a habit of artistic swagger. The singer of Dorothy and Beau Brocade is of another race. He is the co-mate and brother in exile of Matthew Arnold and the poet of The Unknown Eros. Alone among modern English bards they stand upon that ancient way which is the best: attentive to the pleadings of the Classic Muse, heedful always to give such thoughts as they may breed no more than their due expression.


BERLIOZ

The Critic.
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ONE OF THE very few great musicians who have been able to write their own language with vigour and perspicuity, Berlioz was for many years among the kings of the feuilleton, among the most accomplished journalists of the best epoch of the Parisian press. He had an abundance of wit and humour; his energy and spirit were inexhaustible; within certain limits he was a master of expression and style; in criticism as in music he was an artist to his finger-ends; and if he found writing hard work what he wrote is still uncommonly easy reading. He is one of the few — the very few — journalists the worth of whose achievement has been justified by collection and republication. Louis Veuillot has been weighed in this balance, and found wanting; and so has Janin prince of critics. With Berlioz it is otherwise. If you are no musician he appeals to you as a student of life; if you are interested in life and music both he is irresistible. The Mémoires is one of the two or three essays in artistic biography which may claim equal honours with Benvenutos story of himself and his own doings; the two volumes of correspondence rank with the most interesting epistolary matter of these times; in the Grotesques, the A Travers Chants, the Soirées de lOrchestre there is enough of fun and earnest, of fine criticism and diabolical humour, of wit and fancy and invention, to furnish forth a dozen ordinary critics, and leave a rich remainder when alls done. These books have been popular for years; they are popular still; and the reason is not far to seek. Berlioz was not only a great musician and a brilliant writer; he was also a very interesting and original human being. His writings are one expression of an abnormal yet very natural individuality; and when he speaks you are sure of something worth hearing and remembering.

A Prototype.

Apart from Cellinis ruffianism there are several points of contact between the two men. Berlioz made the roaring goldsmith the hero of an opera, and it is not doubtful that he was in complete sympathy with his subject. In the Frenchman there is a full measure of the waywardness of temper, the impatience of authority, the resolute and daring humour, the passion of worship for what is great in art and of contempt for what is little and bad, which entered so largely into the composition of the Florentine. There is not much to choose between the Berlioz of the Débats, the author of the Grotesques de la Musique and the A Travers Chants, and the Benvenuto who, as Il Lasca writes of him,

Senza alcun ritegno o barbazzale
Delle cose malfatte dicea male.

Benvenuto enlarges upon the joys of drawing from the life and expatiates upon the greatness of Michelangelo in much the same spirit and with much the same fury of admiration with which Berlioz descants upon the rapture of conducting an orchestra and dilates upon the beauty of Divinités du Styx or the adagio of the so-called Moonlight Sonata. It is written of Benvenuto, in connection with Vasaris attack upon that cupola of Santa Maria del Fiore which himself was wont to call the marvel of beautiful things, that if he had lived to see the result,

Certo non capirebbe nelle pelle;
E saltando, e correndo, e fulminando,
S andrebbe querelando,
E per tutto gridando ad alta voce
Giorgin dArezzo meterebbe in croce,
Oggi universalmente
Odiato della gente
Quasi publico ladro e assassino;

and you are reminded irresistibly of Berlioz betrampling Lachnith and the ingenious Castil-Blaze and defending Beethoven against the destructive pedantry of Fétis. And, just as the Vita is invaluable as a personal record of artist-life in the Italy of the Renaissance, so are the Mémoires invaluable as a personal record of the works and ways of musicians in the Paris of the Romantic revival. Berlioz is revealed in them for one of the race of the giants. He is the musician of 1830, as Delacroix is the painter; and his work is as typical and as significant as the Sardanapale and the Faust lithographs.

His Theory of Autobiography.

To read the Mémoires is to feel that in writing them the great musician deliberately set himself to win the heart of posterity. He believed in himself, and he believed in his music: he divined that one day or another he would be legendary as well as immortal; and he took an infinite deal of pains to make certain that the ideal which was presently to represent him in mens minds should be an ideal of which he could thoroughly approve. It is fair to note that in this care for the good will and the good word of the future he was not by any means alone. The romantiques, indeed, were keen — from Napoleon downwards — to make the very best of themselves. The poet of the Légende des Siècles, for example, went early to work to arrange the story of his life and character at least as carefully as he composed the audiences of his premières; and he did it with so light a hand, and with such a sense of the importance of secrecy, that it is even now by no means so well and widely known as it should be that Victor Hugo raconté par un Témoin de sa Vie is the work of the heros wife, and was not only inspired but may also have been revised and prepared for publication by the hero himself. Again, the dramatist of Antony and the novelist of Bragelonne was never so happy as when he was engaged upon the creation of what he hoped would be the historical Dumas; he made volume after volume of delightful reading out of his own impressions and adventures; he turned himself into copy with a frankness, a grace, a gusto, a persistency of egoism, which are merely enchanting. Berlioz, therefore, had good warrant for his work. It is more to the point, perhaps, that he would have taken it if he had not had it. And I hold that he would have done well; for (in any case) a great mans notion of himself is, ipso facto, better and more agreeable and convincing, especially as he presents it, than the idea of his inferiors and admirers, especially as presented by them. Berlioz, it is true, was prodigal in these Mémoires of his of wit and fun and devilry, of fine humanity and noble art, of good things said and great things dreamed and done and suffered; but he was prodigal of invention and suppression as well, and the result, while considerably less veracious, is all the more fascinating, therefor. One feels that for one thing he was too complete an artist to be merely literal and exact; that for another he saw and felt things for himself, as Milton did before him — Milton in the minds eye of Milton the noblest of created things and to Mr. Saintsbury almost as unpleasing a spectacle as the gifted but abject Racine; and for a third that from his own point of view he was right, and there is an end of it.

GEORGE ELIOT

The Ideal.

It was thought that with George Eliot the Novel-with-a-Purpose had really come to be an adequate instrument for the regeneration of humanity. It was understood that Passion only survived to point a moral or provide the materials of an awful tale, while Duty, Kinship, Faith, were so far paramount as to govern Destiny and mould the world. A vague, decided flavour of Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity was felt to pervade the moral universe, a chill but seemly halo of Golden Age was seen to play soberly about things in general. And it was with confidence anticipated that those perfect days were on the march when men and women would propose — (from the austerest motives) — by the aid of scientific terminology.

The Real.

To the Sceptic — (an apostate, and an undoubted male) — another view was preferable. He held that George Eliot had carried what he called the Deaths-Head Style of art a trifle too far. He read her books in much the same spirit and to much the same purpose that he went to the gymnasium and diverted himself with parallel bars. He detested her technology; her sententiousness revolted while it amused him; and when she put away her puppets and talked of them learnedly and with understanding — instead of letting them explain themselves, as several great novelists have been content to do — he recalled how Wisdom crieth out in the street and no man regardeth her, and perceived that in this case the fault was Wisdoms own. He accepted with the humility of ignorance, and something of the learners gratitude, her woman generally, from Romola down to Mrs. Pullet. But his sense of sex was strong enough to make him deny the possibility in any stage of being of nearly all the governesses in revolt it pleased her to put forward as men; for with very few exceptions he knew they were heroes of the divided skirt. To him Deronda was an incarnation of womans rights; Tito an improper female in breeches; Silas Marner a good, perplexed old maid, of the kind of whom it is said that they have had a disappointment. And Lydgate alone had aught of the true male principle about him.

Appreciations.

Epigrams are at best half-truths that look like whole ones. Here is a handful about George Eliot. It has been said of her books — (on several occasions) — that it is doubtful whether they are novels disguised as treatises, or treatises disguised as novels; that, while less romantic than Euclids Elements, they are on the whole a great deal less improving reading; and that they seem to have been dictated to a plain woman of genius by the ghost of David Hume. Herself, too, has been variously described: as An Apotheosis of Pupil-Teachery; as George Sand plus Science and minus Sex; as Pallas with prejudices and a corset; as the fruit of a caprice of Apollo for the Differential Calculus. The comparison of her admirable talent to not the imperial violin but the grand ducal violoncello seems suggestive and is not unkind.


BORROW

His Vocation.
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THREE HUNDRED YEARS since Borrow would have been a gentleman adventurer: he would have dropped quietly down the river, and steered for the Spanish Main, bent upon making carbonadoes of your Don. But he came too late for that, and falling upon no sword and buckler age but one that was interested in Randal and Spring, he accepted that he found, and did his best to turn its conditions, into literature. As he had that admirable instinct of making the best of things which marks the true adventurer, he was on the whole exceeding happy. There was no more use in sailing for Javan and Gadire; but at home there were highways in abundance, and what is your genuine tramp but a dry-land sailor? The Red Man is exhausted of everything but sordidness; but under that round-shouldered little tent at the bend of the road, beside that fire artistically built beneath that kettle of the comfortable odours, among those horses and colts at graze hard by, are men and women more mysterious and more alluring to the romantic mind than any Mingo or Comanch that ever traded a scalp. While as for your tricks of fence — your immortal passado, your punto reverso — if that be no longer the right use for a gentleman, have not Spring and Langan fought their great battle on Worcester racecourse? and has not Cribb of Gloucestershire — that renowned, heroic, irresistible Thomas — beaten Molyneux the negro artist in the presence of twenty thousand roaring Britons? and shall the practice of an art which has rejoiced in such a master as the illustrious Game Chicken, Hannibal of the Ring, be held degrading by an Englishman of sufficient inches who, albeit a Tory and a High Churchman, is at bottom as thoroughgoing a Republican as ever took the word of command from Colonel Cromwell? And if all this fail, if he get nobody to put on the gloves with him, if the tents of the Romany prove barren of interest, if the kings highway be vacant of adventure as Mayfair, he has still philology to fall back upon, he can still console himself with the study of strange tongues, he can still exult in a peculiar superiority by quoting the great Ab Gwylim where the baser sort of persons is content with Shakespeare. So that what with these and some kindred diversions — a little horse-whispering and ale-drinking, the damnation of Popery, the study of the Bible — he can manage not merely to live but to live so fully and richly as to be the envy of some and the amazement of all. That, as life goes and as the world wags, is given to few. Add to it the credit of having written as good a book about Spain as ever was written in any language, the happiness of having dreamed and partly lived that book ere it was written, the perfect joy of being roundly abused by everybody, and the consciousness of being different from everybody and of giving at least as good as ever you got at several things the world is silly enough to hold in worship — as the Toryism of Sir Walter, or the niceness of Popery, or the pleasures of Society: and is it not plain that Borrow was a man uncommon fortunate, and that he enjoyed life as greatly as most men not savages who have possessed the fruition of this terrestrial sphere?

Ideals and Achievements.

He prepared his effects as studiously and almost as dexterously as Dumas himself. His instinct of the picturesque was rarely indeed at fault; he marshalled his personages and arranged his scene with something of that passion for effect which entered so largely into the theory of M. le Comte de Monte-Cristo. However closely disguised, himself is always the heroic figure, and he is ever busy in arranging discovery and triumph. To his chance-mates he is but an eccentric person, an amateur tinker, a slack-baked gipsy, an unlettered hack; to his audience he is his own, strong, indifferent self: presently the rest will recognise him and he will be disdainfully content. And recognise him they do. He throws off his disguise; there is a gape, a stare, a general conviction that Lavengro is the greatest man in the world; and then — as the manner of Lesage commands — the adventure ends, the stars resume their wonted courses, and the self-conscious Tinker-Quixote takes the road once more and passes on to other achievements: a mad preacher to succour, a priest to baffle, some tramp to pound into a jelly of humility, an applewoman to mystify, a horse-chaunter to swindle, a pugilist to study and help and portray. But whatever it be, Lavengro emerges from the ordeal modestly, unobtrusively, quietly, most consciously magnificent. Circumstantial as Defoe, rich in combinations as Lesage, and with such an instinct of the picturesque, both personal and local, as none of these possessed, this strange wild man holds on his strange wild way, and leads you captive to the end. His dialogue is copious and appropriate: you feel that like Ben Jonson he is dictating rather than reporting, that he is less faithful and exact than imaginative and determined; but you are none the less pleased with it, and suspicious though you be that the voice is Lavengros and the hands are the hands of some one else, you are glad to surrender to the illusion, and you regret when it is dispelled. Moreover, that all of it should be set down in racy, nervous, idiomatic English, with a kind of eloquence at once primitive and scholarly, precious but homely — the speech of an artist in sods and turfs — if at first it surprise and charm yet ends by seeming so natural and just that you go on to forget all about it and accept the whole thing as the genuine outcome of a mans experience which it purports to be. Add that it is all entirely unsexual; that there is none with so poor an intelligence of the heart as woman moves it; that the book does not exist in which the relations between boy and girl are more miserably misrepresented than in Lavengro and The Romany Rye; that that picaresque ideal of romance which, finding utterance in Hurtado de Mendoza, was presently to appeal to such artists as Cervantes, Quevedo, Lesage, Smollett, the Dickens of Pickwick, finds such expression in Lavengro and The Romany Rye as nowhere else; and the tale of Borrow is complete enough.

Himself.

Despite or because of a habit of mystification which obliged him to jumble together the homely Real and a not less homely Ideal, Lavengro will always, I think, be found worthy of companionship, if only as the one exemplary artist-tramp the race has yet achieved. The artist-tramp, the tinker who can write, the horse-coper with a twang of Hamlet and a habit of Monte-Cristo — that is George Borrow. For them that love these differences there is none in whom they are so cunningly and quaintly blended as George Borrow; and they that love them not may keep the other side of the road and fare in peace elsewhither.


BALZAC

Under which King?
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TO GOETHE IT seemed that every one of Balzacs novels had been dug out of a suffering womans heart: but Goethe spoke not always wisely, and in this exacting world there be some that not only have found fault with Balzacs method and results but have dared to declare his theory of society the dream of a mind diseased. To these critics Balzac was less observer than creator: his views were false, his vision was distorted, and though he had incomparable power he had not power enough to make them accept his work. This theory is English, and in France they find Balzac possible enough. There is something of him in Pierre Dupont; he made room for the work of Flaubert, Feydeau, the younger Dumas, Augier and Zola and the brothers Goncourt; and to him Charles Baudelaire is as some fat strange fungus to the wine-cask in whose leakings it springs. Sainte-Beuve refused to accept him, but his Pigault-Lebrun des duchesses is only malicious: he resented the mans exuberant and inordinate personality, and made haste to apply to it some drops of that sugared vitriol of which he had the secret. Taine is a fitter critic of the Comédie humaine than Sainte-Beuve; and Taine has come to other conclusions. Acute, coarse, methodical, exhaustive, he has recognised the greatness of one still more exhaustive, methodical, coarse, and acute than himself. English critics fall foul of Balzacs women; but Taine falls foul of English critics, and with the authority of a Parisian by profession declares that the Parisiennes of the Comédie are everything they ought to be — the true daughters of their bon gros libertin de père. And while Taine, exulting in his Marneffe and his Coralie, does solemnly and brilliantly show that he is right and everybody else is wrong, a later writer — English of course — can find no better parallel of Balzac than Browning, and knows nothing in art so like the Pauline of la Peau de Chagrin as the Sistine Madonna. It is curious, this clash of opinions; and it is plain that one or other party must be wrong. Which is it? Qui trompe-t-on ici? Is Taine a better judge than Mr. Leslie Stephen or Mr. Henry James? Or are Messrs. James and Stephen better qualified to speak with authority than Taine? It may be that none but a Frenchman can thoroughly and intimately apprehend in its inmost a thing so essentially French as the Comédie; it is a fact that Frenchmen of all sorts and sizes have accepted the Comédie in its totality; and that is reason good enough for any commonplace Englishman who is lacking in the vanity of originality to accept it also.

The Fact.

Balzacs ambition was to be omnipotent. He would be Michelangelesque, and that by sheer force of minuteness. He exaggerated scientifically, and made things gigantic by a microscopic fulness of detail. His Hulot was to remain the Antony of modern romance, losing the world for the love of woman, and content to lose it; his Marneffe, in whom is incarnated the instinct and the science of sexual corruption, is Hulots Cleopatra, and only dies because elle va faire le bon Dieu — as who should say to mash the Old Man; Frenhœffer, Philippe Bridau, Vautrin, Marsay, Rastignac, Grandet, Balthazar Claës, Béatrix, Sarrazine, Lousteau, Esther, Lucien Chardon — the list is, I believe, some thousands strong! Also the argument is proved in advance: there is the Comédie itself— the new edition fifty volumes long. Bad or good, foul or fair, impossible or actual, a monstrous debauch of mind or a triumph of realisation, there is the Comédie. It is forty years since Balzac squared and laid the last stones of it; and it exists — if a little the worse for wear: the bulk is enormous — if the materials be in some sort worm-eaten and crumbling. Truly, he had incomparable power. He was the least capable and the most self-conscious of artists; his observation was that of an inspired and very careful auctioneer; he was a visionary and a fanatic; he was gross, ignorant, morbid of mind, cruel in heart, vexed with a strain of Sadism that makes him on the whole corrupting and ignoble in effect. But he divined and invented prodigiously if he observed and recorded tediously, and his achievement remains a phantasmagoria of desperate suggestions and strange, affecting situations and potent and inordinate effects. He may be impossible; but there is French literature and French society to show that he passed that way, and had incomparable power. The phrase is Mr. Henry Jamess, and it is hard to talk of Balzac and refrain from it.


LABICHE

Teniers or Daumier?
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TO THE MAKER of Poirier and Fabrice, of Séraphine and Giboyer, of Olympe and the Marquis dAuberive, there were analogies between the genius of Labiche and the genius of Teniers. Cest au premier abord, says he, le même aspect de caricature; cest, en y regardant de plus près, la même finesse de tons, la même justesse dexpression, la même vivacité de mouvement. For myself, I like to think of Labiche as in some sort akin to Honoré Daumier. Earnestness and accomplishment apart, he has much in common with that king of caricaturists. The lusty frankness, the jovial ingenuity, the keen sense of the ridiculous, the insatiable instinct of observation, of the draughtsman are a great part of the equipment of the playwright. Augier notes that truth is everywhere in Labiches work, and Augier is right. He is before everything a dramatist: an artist, that is, whose function is to tell a story in action and by the mouths of its personages; and whimsical and absurd as he loves to be, he is never either the one or the other at the expense of nature. He is often careless and futile: he will squander — (as in Vingt-neuf Degrés à lOmbre and lAvare en Gants Jaunes) — an idea that rightly belongs to the domain of pure comedy on the presentation of a most uproarious farce. But he is never any falser to his vocation than this. Now and then, as in Moi and le Voyage de M. Perrichon, he is an excellent comic poet, dealing with comedy seriously as comedy should be dealt with, and incarnating a vice or an affectation in a certain character with impeccable justness and assurance. Now and then, as in les Petits Oiseaux and les Vivacités du Capitaine Tic, he is content to tell a charming story as pleasantly as possible. Sometimes, as in Célimare le Bien-Aimé (held by M. Sarcey to be the high-water mark of the modern vaudeville), le Plus Heureux des Trois, and le Prix Martin, he fights again from a humouristic point of view that triangular duel between the wife, the husband, and the lover which fills so large a place in the literature of France; and then he shows the reverse of the medal of adultery — with the husband at his ease, the seducer haunted by the ghosts of old sins, the erring wife the slave of her unsuspecting lord. Or again, he takes to turning the world upside down, and — as in the Cagnotte, the Chapeau de Paille, and the Trente Millions — to producing a scheme of morals and society that seems to have been dictated from an Olympus demoralised by champagne and lobster. But at his wildest he never forgets that men and women are themselves. His dialogue is always right and appropriate, however extravagant it be. His vivid and varied knowledge of life and character supplies him with touches enough of nature and truth to make the fortune of a dozen ordinary dramatists; and withal you feel as you read that he is writing, as Augier says of him, to amuse himself merely, and that he could an if he would be solemn and didactic with all the impressiveness that a perfect acquaintance with men and things and an admirable dramatic aptitude can bestow. The fact that he is always in a good temper has done him some wrong in that it has led him to be to all appearances amusing only, where he might well have posed as a severe and serious artist. But he is none the less true for having elected to be funny, and there is certainly more genuine human nature and human feeling in such drolleries as the Chapeau de Paille and le Plus Heureux des Trois than in all the serious dramas of Ponsard (say) and Hugo put together.

Labiche.

Perhaps the most characteristic and individual part of his work is that in which he has given his invention full swing, and allowed his humour to play its maddest pranks at will. Moi is an admirable comedy, and De la Porcheraie is almost hideously egoistic; the Voyage de M. Perrichon is delightful reading, and Perrichon is as pompous an ass as I know; but the Chapeau de Paille, the Cagnotte, the Trente Millions, the Sensitive, the Deux Merles Blancs, the Doit-On le Dire, and their compeers — with them it is other-guess work altogether. In these whimsical phantasmagorias men and women move and speak as at the bidding of destinies drunk with laughing-gas. Time and chance have gone demented, fate has turned comic poet, society has become its own parody, everybody is the irrepressible caricature of himself. You are in a topsy-turvy world, enveloped in an atmosphere instinct with gaiety and folly, where burlesque is natural and only the extravagant is normal; where your Chimæra has grown frolic, your Nightmare is first Cousin to the Cheshire Cat, and your Sphinxes are all upon the spree; and where you have as little concern for what is real as you have in that hemisphere of the great globe of Molière — that has Scapin and Sganarelle for its breed-bates, and Pourceaugnac for its butt, and Pancrace and Marphurius for its scientific men, and Lélie and Agnès for its incarnations of love and beauty. That the creator of such a world as this should have aspired to the Academys spare arm-chair — that one above all others but just vacated by the respectable M. de Sacy — was a fact that roused the Revue des Deux Mondes even to satire. But if the arm-chair brought honour with it, then no man better deserved the privilege than Eugène Labiche, for he had amused and kept awake the public for nearly forty years — for almost as long, that is, as the Revue had been sending it to sleep. There are times and seasons when a good laugh makes more for edification than whole folios of good counsel. I regarded him not, quoth Sir John of one that would have moved him to sapience, and yet he talked wisely. Now Sir John, whatever his opinion of the Revue, would never have said all that — the second part of it he might — of anything signed Eugène Labiche, nor — so I love to believe — would his august creator either. For is not his work so full of quick, fiery, and delectable shapes as to be perpetual sherris? And when time and season fit, what more can the heart of man desire?


CHAMPFLEURY

The Man.
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CHAMPFLEURY — NOVELIST, dramatist, archæologist, humourist, and literary historian — belonged to a later generation than that of Petrus Borel and Philothée ONeddy; but he could remember the production of les Burgraves, and was able of his own personal knowledge to laugh at the melancholy speech of poor Célestin Nanteuil — the famous Il ny a plus de jeunesse of a man grown old and incredulous and apathetic before his time: the lament over a yesterday already a hundred years behind. He had lived in the Latin quarter; he had dined with Flicoteaux, and listened to the orchestras of Habeneck and Musard; he had heard the chimes at midnight with Baudelaire and Murger, hissed the tragedies of Ponsard, applauded Deburau and Rouvière, and seen the rise and fall of Courbet and Dupont. If he was not of the giants he was of their immediate successors, and he had seen them actually at work. He had hacked for Balzac, and read romantic prose at Victor Hugos; he had lived so near the red waistcoat of Théophile Gautier as to dare to go up and down in Paris (under the inspiration of the artist of la Femme qui taille la Soupe) in un habit en bouracan vert avec col à la Marat, un gilet de couleur bachique, et une culotte en drap dun jaune assez malséant, together with une triomphante cravate de soie jaune — a vice of Baudelaires inventing — and un feutre ras dans le goût de la coiffure de Camille Desmoulins. And having seen for himself, he could judge for himself as well. From first to last he showed himself to be out of sympathy with the ambitions and effects of romanticism. He was born a humourist and an observer, and he became a realist as soon as he began to write.

The Writer.

His work is an antipodes not only of Hernani and Notre-Dame but of Sarrazine and la Cousine Bette and Béatrix as well. For the commonplace types and incidents, the everyday passions and fortunes, of the Aventures de Mariette and the Mascarade de la Vie Parisienne represent a reaction not alone against the sublimities and the extravagance of Hugo but against the heroic aggrandisement of things trivial of Balzac as well. True, they deal with kindred subjects, and they purport to be a record of life as it is and not of life as it ought to be. But the pupils point of view is poles apart from the masters; his intention, his ambition, his inspiration, belong to another order of ideas. He contents himself with observing and noting and reflecting; with making prose prosaic and adding sobriety and plainness to a plain and sober story; with being merely curious and intelligent; with using experience not as an intoxicant but as a staple of diet; with considering fact not as the raw material of inspiration but as inspiration itself. Between an artist of this sort — pedestrian, good-tempered, touched with malice, a little cynical — and the noble desperadoes of 1830 there could be little sympathy; and there seems no reason why the one should be the others historian, and none why, if their historian he should be, his history should be other than partial and narrow — than at best an achievement in special pleading. But Champfleurys was a personality apart. His master quality was curiosity; he was interested in everything, and he was above all things interested in men and women; he had a liberal mind and no prejudices; he had the scientific spirit and the scientific intelligence, if he sometimes spoke with the voice of the humourist and in the terms of the artist in words; and his studies in romanticism are far better literature than his experiments in fiction.


LONGFELLOW

Sea Poets.
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THE OCEAN AS confidant, a Laertes that can neither avoid his Hamlets nor bid them hold their peace, is a modern invention. Byron and Shelley discovered it; Heine took it into his confidence, and told it the story of his loves; Wordsworth made it a moral influence; Browning loved it in his way, but his way was not often the poets; to Matthew Arnold it was the voice of destiny, and its message was a message of despair; Hugo conferred with it as with an humble friend, and uttered such lofty things over it as are rarely heard upon the lips of man. And so with living lyrists each after his kind. Lord Tennyson listens and looks until it strikes him out an undying note of passion, or yearning, or regret — 

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me;

Mr. Swinburne maddens with the wind and the sounds and the scents of it, until there passes into his verse a something of its vastness and its vehemency, the rapture of its inspiration, the palpitating, many-twinkling miracle of its light; Mr. William Morris has been taken with the manner of its melancholy; while to Whitman it has been the great Camerado indeed, for it gave him that song of the brown bird bereft of his mate in whose absence the half of him had not been told to us.

Longfellow.

But to Longfellow alone was it given to see that stately galley which Count Arnaldos saw; his only to hear the steersman singing that wild and wondrous song which none that hears it can resist, and none that has heard it may forget. Then did he learn the old monsters secret — the word of his charm, the core of his mystery, the human note in his music, the quality of his influence upon the heart and the mind of man; and then did he win himself a place apart among sea poets. With the most of them it is a case of Ego et rex meus: It is I and the sea, and my egoism is as valiant and as vocal as the others. But Longfellow is the spokesman of a confraternity; what thrills him to utterance is the spirit of that strange and beautiful freemasonry established as long ago as when the first sailor steered the first keel out into the unknown, irresistible water-world, and so established the foundations of the eternal brotherhood of man with ocean. To him the sea is a place of mariners and ships. In his verse the rigging creaks, the white sail fills and crackles, there are blown smells of pine and hemp and tar; you catch the home wind on your cheeks; and old shipmen, their eyeballs white in their bronzed faces, with silver rings and gaudy handkerchiefs, come in and tell you moving stories of the immemorial, incommunicable deep. He abides in a port; he goes down to the docks, and loiters among the galiots and brigantines, he hears the melancholy song of the chanty-men; he sees the chips flying under the shipwrights adze; he smells the pitch that smokes and bubbles in the caldron. And straightway he falls to singing his variations on the ballad of Count Arnaldos; and the world listens, for its heart beats in his song.


TENNYSON

St. Agnes Eve.
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IN KEATSS ST. Agnes Eve nothing is white but the heroine. It is winter, and bitter chill; the hare limps trembling through the frozen grass; the owl is a-cold for all his feathers; the beadsmans fingers are numb, his breath is frosted; and at an instant of special and peculiar romance

The frost-wind blows
Like Loves alarum, pattering the sharp sleet
Against the window-panes.

But there is no snow. The picture is pure colour: it blushes with blood of queens and kings; it glows with splendid dyes, like the tiger-moths deep-damasked wings — with rose bloom, and warm gules, and soft amethyst; it is loud with music and luxurious with spiced dainties, with lucent syrops tinct with cinnamon, with manna and dates, the fruitage of Fez and cedared Lebanon and silken Samarcand. Now, the Laureates St. Agnes Eve is an ecstasy of colourless perfection. The snows sparkle on the convent roof; the first snowdrop vies with St. Agnes virgin bosom; the moon shines an argent round in the frosty skies; and in a transport of purity the lady prays:

Break up thy heavens, O Lord! and far,
Through all the starlight keen,
Draw me thy bride, a glittering star,
In raiment white and clean.

It is all coldly, miraculously stainless: as somebody has said, la vraie Symphonie en Blanc Majeur.

Indian Summer.

And at four-score the poet of St. Agnes Eve is still our greatest since the Wordsworth of certain sonnets and the two immortal odes: is still the one Englishman of whom it can be stated and believed that Elisha is not less than Elijah. His verse is far less smooth and less lustrous than in the well-filed times of In Memoriam and the Arthurian idylls. But it is also far more plangent and affecting; it shows a larger and more liberal mastery of form and therewith a finer, stronger, saner sentiment of material; in its display of breadth and freedom in union with particularity, of suggestiveness with precision, of swiftness of handling with completeness of effect, it reminds you of the later magic of Rembrandt and the looser and richer, the less artful-seeming but more ample and sumptuous, of the styles of Shakespeare. And the matter is worthy of the manner. Everywhere are greatness and a high imagination moving at ease in the gold armour of an heroic style. There are passages in Demeter and Persephone that will vie with the best in Lucretius; Miriam is worth a wilderness of Aylmers Fields; Owd Roä is one of the best of the studies in dialect; in Happy there are stanzas that recall the passion of Rizpah; nothing in modern English so thrills and vibrates with the prophetic inspiration, the fury of the seer, as Vastness; the verses To Mary Boyle — (in the same stanza as Mussets le Mie Prigioni) — are marked by such a natural grace of form and such a winning affectionateness, to coin a word, of intention and accomplishment as Lord Tennyson has never surpassed nor very often equalled. In Vastness the insight into essentials, the command of primordial matter, the capacity of vital suggestion, are gloriously in evidence from the first line to the last. Here is no touch of ingenuity, no trace of originality, no single sign of cleverness; the rhymes are merely inevitable — there is no visible transformation of metaphor in deference to their suggestions; nothing is antic, peculiar, superfluous; but here in epic unity and completeness, here is a sublimation of experience expressed by means of a sublimation of style. It is unique in English, and for all that one can see it is like to remain unique this good while yet. The impression you take is one of singular loftiness of purpose and a rare nobility of mind. Looking upon life and time and the spirit of man from the heights of his eighty years, it has been given to the Master Poet to behold much that is hid to them in the plain or on the slopes beneath him, and beholding it to frame and utter a message so lofty in style and in significance so potent that it sounds as of this world indeed but from the confines of experience, the farthest kingdoms of mortality.

His Mastership.

It is to note, too, that the Laureate of to-day deals with language in a way that to the Tennyson of the beginning was — unhappily — impossible. In those early years he neither would nor could have been responsible for the magnificent and convincing rhythms of Vastness, the austere yet passionate shapeliness of Happy, the effects of vigour and variety realised in Parnassus. For in those early years he was rather Benvenuto than Michelangelo, he was more of a jeweller than a sculptor, the phrase was too much to him, the inspiration of the incorrect too little. All that is changed, and for the best. Most interesting is it to the artist to remark how impatient — (as the Milton of the Agonistes was) — of rhyme and how confident in rhythm is the whilome poet of Oriana and The Lotus-Eaters and The Vision of Sin; and how this impatience and this confidence are revealed not merely in a piece of mysticism naked yet unashamed as The Gleam — (whose movement with its constancy in double endings and avoidance of triplets is perhaps a little tame) — but also in what should have been a popular piece: the ode, to wit, On the Jubilee of Queen Victoria. In eld, indeed, the craftsman inclines to play with his material: he is conscious of mastery; he is in the full enjoyment of his own; he indulges in experiments which to him are as a crown of glory and to them that come after him — to the noodles that would walk in his ways without first preparing themselves by prayer and study and a life of abnegation — are only the devil in disguise. The Rembrandt of The Syndics, the Shakespeare of The Tempest and Lear — what are these but pits for the feet of the Young Ass? and what else will be the Tennyson of Vastness and The Gleam? Lord, quoth Dickens years ago in respect of the Idylls or of Maud, what a pleasure it is to come across a man that can write! He also was an artist in words; and what he said then he would say now with greater emphasis and more assurance. From the first Lord Tennyson has been an exemplar; and now in these new utterances, his supremacy is completely revealed. There is no fear now that All will grow the flower, For all have got the seed; for then it was a mannerism that people took and imitated, and now — ! Now it is art; it is the greater Shakespeare, the consummate Rembrandt, the unique Velasquez; and they may rise to it that can.

GORDON HAKE

Aim and Equipment.

Dr. Hake is one of the most earnest and original of poets. He has taken nothing from his contemporaries, but has imagined a message for himself, and has chosen to deliver it in terms that are wholly his own. For him the accidents and trivialities of individualism, the transitory and changing facts that make up the external aspect of an age or a character, can hardly be said to exist. He only concerns himself with absolutes — the eternal elements of human life and the immutable tides of human destiny. It is of these that the stuff of his message is compacted; it is from these that its essence is distilled. His talk is not of Arthur and Guinevere, nor Chastelard and Atalanta, nor Paracelsus and Luria and Abt Vogler; of the drawing-room and the deanery he has nothing to say; nothing of the tendencies of Strauss and Renan, nothing of the New Renaissance, nothing of Botticelli, nor the ballet, nor the text of Shakespeare, nor the joys of the book-hunter, nor the quaintness of Queen Anne, nor the morals of Helen of Troy. To these he prefers the mystery of death, the significance of life, the quality of human and divine love; the hopes and fears and the joys and sorrows that are the perdurable stuff of existence, the inexhaustible and unchanging principles of activity in man. Now it is only to the few that reduced to their simplest expression the eternal verities are engaging and impressive. To touch the many they must be conveyed in human terms; they must be presented not as impersonal abstractions, not as matter for the higher intelligence and the higher emotions, but as living, breathing, individual facts, vivid with the circumstance of terrene life, quick with the thoughts and ambitions of the hour, full charged with familiar and neighbourly associations. All this with Dr. Hake is by no means inevitable. He loves to symbolise; he does not always care that the symbol shall be appropriate and plain. He prefers to work in allegory and emblem; but he does not always see that, however representative to himself, his emblems and his allegories may not be altogether representative to the world. His imagination is at once quaint and far-reaching — at once peculiar and ambitious; and it is often guilty of what is recondite and remote. In his best work — in Old Souls, for instance, and Old Morality — the quaintness is merely decorative: the essentials are sound and human enough to be of lasting interest and to have a capacity of common application. Elsewhere his imagery is apt to become strange and unaffecting, his fancy to work in curious and desolate ways, his message to sound abstruse and strange; and these effects too are deepened by the qualities and the merits of his style. It is peculiarly his own, but it is not always felicitous. There are times when it has the true epic touch — or at least as much of it as is possible in an age of detail and elaboration; there are times when it has a touch of the pathetic — when in homeliness of phrase and triviality of rhythm it is hardly to be surpassed; and there are times, as in The Snake Charmer when, as in certain pages in the work of Richard Wagner, it is so studiously laboured and so heavily charged with ornament and colour as to be almost pedantic in infelicity, almost repellent by sheer force of superfluous and elaborate suggestiveness. Last of all, in an epoch trained upon the passionate and subtle cadences of the Laureate and the large-moulded, ample, irresistible melodies of Mr. Swinburne, Dr. Hake chooses to deal in rhythms of the utmost naïveté and in metrical forms that are simplicity itself.


LANDOR

Anti-Landor.
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TO THE MANY, Landor has always been more or less unapproachable, and has always seemed more or less shadowy and unreal. To begin with, he wrote for himself and a few others, and principally for himself. Then, he wrote waywardly and unequally as well as selfishly; he published pretty much at random; the bulk of his work is large; and the majority has passed him by for writers more accessible and work less freakish and more comprehensible. It is probable too that even among those who, inspired by natural temerity or the intemperate curiosity of the general reader, have essayed his conquest and set out upon what has been described as the Adventure of the Seven Volumes which are Seven Valleys of Dry Bones, but few have returned victorious. Of course the Seven Volumes are a world. But (it is objected) the world is peculiar in pattern, abounding in antres vast and desarts idle, in gaps and precipices and manifest solutions of continuity, and enveloped in an atmosphere which ordinary lungs find now too rare and now too dense and too anodyne. Moreover, it is peopled chiefly with abstractions: bearing noble and suggestive names but all surprisingly alike in stature and feature, all more or less incapable of sustained emotion and even of logical argument, all inordinately addicted to superb generalities and a kind of monumental skittishness, all expressing themselves in a style whose principal characteristic is a magnificent monotony, and all apparently the outcome of a theory that to be wayward is to be creative, that human interest is a matter of apophthegms and oracular sentences, and that axiomatic and dramatic are identical qualities and convertible terms. This is the opinion of those adventurers in whom defeat has generated a sense of injury and an instinct of antagonism. Others less fortunate still have found Landor a continent of dulness and futility — have come to consider the Seven Volumes as so many aggregations of tedium. Such experiences are one-sided and partial no doubt; and considered from a certain point of view they seem worthless enough. But they exist, and they are in some sort justified. Landor, when all is said, remains a writers writer; and for my part I find it impossible not to feel a certain sympathy with them that hesitate to accept him for anything else.

His Drama.

Again, to some of us Landers imagination is not only inferior in kind but poverty-stricken in degree; his creative faculty is limited by the reflection that its one achievement is Landor; his claim to consideration as a dramatic writer is negatived by the fact that, poignant as are the situations with which he loved to deal, he was apparently incapable of perceiving their capacities: inasmuch as he has failed completely and logically to develop a single one of them; inasmuch, too, as he has never once succeeded in conceiving, much less in picturing, such a train of conflicting emotions as any one of the complications from which he starts might be supposed to generate. To many there is nothing Greek about his dramatic work except the absence of stage directions; and to these that quality of Landorian abruptness which seems to Mr. Sidney Colvin to excuse so many of its shortcomings is identical with a certain sort of what in men of lesser mould is called stupidity.


HOOD

How Much of Him?
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HOOD WROTE MUCH for bread, and he wrote much under pressure of all manner of difficulties — want of health and want of money, the hardship of exile and the bitterness of comparative failure; and not a little of what he produced is the merest journalism, here to-day and gone to-morrow. At his highest he is very high, but it was not given to him to enjoy the conditions under which great work is produced: he had neither peace of body nor health of mind, his life from first to last was a struggle with sickness and misfortune. How is it possible to maintain an interest in all he wrote, when two-thirds of it was produced with duns at the door and a nurse in the other room and the printers-devil waiting in the hall? Of his admirable courage, his fine temper, his unfailing goodness of heart, his incorruptible honesty, it were hard to speak too highly; for one has but to read the story of his life to wonder that he should have written anything at all. At his happiest he had the gift of laughter; at his deepest and truest the more precious gift of tears. But for him there were innumerable hours when the best he could affect was the hirelings motley; when his fun and his pathos alike ran strained and thin; when the unique poet and wit became a mere comic rhymester. Is it just to his memory that it should be burdened with such a mass of what is already antiquated? But one answer is possible. The immortal part of Hood might be expressed into a single tiny volume.

Deaths Jest-Book.

Thackeray preferred Hoods passion to his fun; and Thackeray knew. Hood had an abundance of a certain sort of wit, the wit of odd analogies, of remote yet familiar resemblances, of quaint conceits and humourous and unexpected quirks. He made not epigrams but jokes, sometimes purely intellectual but nearly always with the verbal quality as well. The wonderful jingle called Miss Kilmansegg — hard and cold and glittering as the gold that gleams in it — abounds in capital types of both. But for an example of both here is a stanza taken at random from the Ode to the Great Unknown: — 

Thou Scottish Barmecide, feeding the hunger
Of curiosity with airy gammon;
Thou mystery-monger,
Dealing it out like middle cut of salmon
That people buy and cant make head or tail of it,

and so forth, and so forth: the first a specimen of oddness of analogy — the joke intellectual; the second a jest in which the intellectual quality is complicated with the verbal. Of rarer merit are that conceit of the door which was shut with such a slam it sounded like a wooden d — n, and that mad description of the demented mariner, — 

His head was turned, and so he chewed
His pigtail till he died, — 

which is a pun as unexpected and imaginative as any that exists, not excepting even Lambs renowned achievement, the immortal I say, Porter, is that your own Hare or a Wig? But as a punster Hood is merely unsurpassable. The simplest and the most complex, the wildest and the most obvious, the straightest and the most perverse, all puns came alike to him. The form was his natural method of expression. His prose extravaganzas — even to the delightful Friend in Need — are pretty well forgotten; his one novel is very hard to read; there is far less in Up the Rhine than in Humphry Clinker after all; we have been spoiled for Lycus the Centaur and The Plea of the Midsummer Fairies by the rich and passionate verse of the Laureate, the distinction, and the measure of Arnold, the sumptuous diction and the varied and enchanting music of Atalanta and Hesperia and Erechtheus. We care little for the old-fashioned whimsicality of the Odes, and little for such an inimitable farrago of vulgarisms, such a reductio ad absurdum of sentiment and style, as The Lost Child. But the best of Hoods puns are amusing after forty years. They are the classics of verbal extravagance, and they are a thousand times better known than The Last Man, though that is a work of genius, and almost as popular as the Song of the Shirt, the Bridge of Sighs, the Dream of Eugene Aram themselves. By an odd chance, too, the rhymes in which they are set have all a tragic theme. Tout ce qui touche à la mort, says Champfleury, est dune gaieté folle. Hood found out that much for himself before Champfleury had begun to write. His most riotous ballads are ballads of death and the grave. Tim Turpin does murder and is hanged

On Horsham drop, and none can say
He took a drop too much;

Ben Battle entwines a rope about his melancholy neck, and for the second time in life enlists him in the line; Young Ben expires of grief for the falsehood of Sally Brown: Lieutenant Luff drinks himself into his grave; John Day the amorous coachman,

With back too broad to be conceived
By any narrow mind,

pines to nothingness, and is found heels uppermost in his cruel mistresss water-butt. To Hood, with his grim imagination and his strange fantastic humour, death was meat and drink. It is as though he saw so much of the execrable Shape that at last the pair grew friends, and grinned whenever they foregathered even in thought.

His Immortal Part.

Was Thackeray right, then, in resenting the waste of Hoods genius upon mere comicalities? I think he was; but only to a certain point. Hood was a true poet: but it was not until after years of proof and endeavour that he discovered the use to which his powers could best be put and the material on which they could best be employed. He worked hard and with but partial success at poetry all his life long. He passed his life in punning and making comic assaults on the Queens English; but he was author all the while of The Plea of the Midsummer Fairies, the Ode to Melancholy, Hero and Leander, Lycus the Centaur, and a score and more of lovable and moving ballads; and he had won himself a name with two such capital examples of melodrama as The Last Man (1826) and The Dream of Eugene Aram (1829). But as a poet he profited little. The public preferred him as a buffoon; and not until his last years (and then anonymously) was he able to utter his highest word. All was made ready against his coming — the age, the subject, the public mind, the public capacity of emotion; and in The Song of the Shirt he approved himself a great singer. In the days of Lycus the Centaur and the Midsummer Fairies he could no more have written it than the public could have heeded had he written. But times were changed — Dickens had come, and the humanitarian epoch — and the great song went like fire. So, a year or two after, did The Bridge of Sighs. That, says Thackeray, was his Corunna, his Heights of Abraham — sickly, weak, wounded, he fell in the full blaze and fame of that great victory. Could he have repeated it had he lived? Who knows? In both these irresistible appeals to the heart of man the material is of equal value and importance with the form; and in poetry such material is rare. A brace of such songs is possible to a poet; ten couples are not. It is Hoods immortality that he sang these two. Almost in the uttering they went the round of the world; and it is not too much to say of them that they will only pass with the language.


LEVER

How He Lived.
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THE STORY OF Levers life and adventures only wants telling to be as irresistibly attractive as Lorrequers or OMalleys own. Born in Dublin, of an English father and an Irish mother, he lived to be essentially cosmopolitan and a viveur of the first magnitude. At eight he was master of his schoolmaster — a gentleman given to flogging but not learned in Greek, and therefore a proper subject for a certain sort of blackmailing. He was not an industrious boy; but he was apt and ready with his tongue, he was an expert in fencing and the dance, he was good at improvising and telling stories, it is on record that he pleaded and won the cause of himself and certain of his schoolmates accused before a magistrate of riot and outrage. At college he found work for his high spirits in wild fun and the perpetration of practical jokes. He and his chum Ottiwell, the original of Frank Webber, behaved to their governors, teachers, and companions very much as Charles OMalley and the redoubtable Frank behave to theirs. Lever was excellent at a street-ballad, and made and sang them in the rags of Rhoudlim, just as Frank Webber does; and he personated Cusack the surgeon to Cusacks class, just as Frank Webber personates the dean to his class. On the whole, indeed, he must have been as gamesome and volatile a nuisance as even Dublin has endured. On leaving college he took charge of an emigrant ship bound for Quebec. Arrived in Canada, he plunged into the backwoods, was affiliated to a tribe of Indians, and had to escape like Bagenal Daly at the risk of his life. Then he went to Germany, became a student at Göttingen under Blumenbach, was heart and soul a Bursch, and had the honour of seeing Goethe at Weimar. His diploma gained, he went to Clare to do battle with the cholera and gather materials for Harry Lorrequer. After this he was for some time dispensary doctor at Portstewart, where he met Prebendary Maxwell, the wild parson who wrote Captain Blake: so that here and now it is natural to find him leaping turf-carts and running away from his creditors. At Brussels, where he physicked the British Embassy and the British tourist, he knew all sorts of people — among them Commissioner Meade, the original of Major Monsoon, and Cardinal Pecci, the original of Leo xiii. — and saw all sorts of life, and ran into all sorts of extravagance: until of a sudden, he is back again in the capital, editing the Dublin University Magazine. Of course he was the maddest editor ever seen. For him cards, horses, and high living were not luxuries but necessaries of life; yet all the while he believed devoutly in medicine, and with his family indulged with freedom in the use of calomel and such agents. Presently he abandoned Ireland for the Continent. He took his horses with him, and astonished Europe with a four-in-hand of his own. Carlsruhe knew him well, as Belgium and the Rhine had known him. He only left the Reider Schloss at Bregenz to conquer Italy; and at Florence, Spezzia, and finally Trieste, he shone like himself.

What He Was.

He was a born poseur. His vanity made him one of the worst — the most excessive — of talkers; go where he would and do what he might, he was unhappy if the first place were anothers. In all he did he was greedy to excel, and to excel incontestably. Like his own Bagenal Daly he would have taken the big jump with the reins in his mouth and his hands tied, just to show the English Lord-Lieutenant how an Irish gentleman rides. He was all his life long confounding an English Lord-Lieutenant of some sort; for without display he would have pined away and died. At Templeogue he lived at the rate of £3,000 a year on an income of £1,200; at Brussels he kept open house on little or nothing for all the wandering grandees of Europe; at Florence they used to liken the cavalcade from his house to a procession from Franconis; he found living in a castle and spending £10 a day on his horses the finest fun in the world. He existed but to bewilder and dazzle, and had he not been a brilliant and distinguished novelist he would have been a brilliant and distinguished something else. As he kept open house everywhere, as he was fond of every sort of luxury, as he loved not less to lend money to his intimates than to lose it to them at cards, and as he got but poor prices for his novels and was not well paid for his consular services, it is not easy to see how he managed to make ends meet.

How He Wrote.

Nor is it easy to see how he contrived to produce his novels. He was too passionately addicted to society and the enjoyment of life to spare an instant from them if he could help it; and the wonder is not that he should have written so well but that he should have written at all. Fortunately or the other thing, his books cost him no effort. He wrote or dictated at a gallop and, his copy once produced, had finished his work. He abhorred revision, and while keenly sensitive to blame and greedy of praise he ceased to care for his books as soon as they had left his desk. That he was not in scarce any sense an artist is but too clear. He never worked on a definite plan nor was at any pains to contrive a plot; he depended on the mornings impressions for the evenings task, and wrote Con Cregan under the immediate influence of a travelled Austrian, who used to talk to him every night ere he sat down to his story. But he was a wonderful improvisatore. He had imagination — (even romantic imagination: as the episode of Menelaus Crick in Con Cregan will show) — a keen, sure eye for character, incomparable facility in composition, an inexhaustible fund of shrewdness, whimsicality, high spirits, an admirable knack of dialogue; and as consul at Spezzia and at Trieste, as a fashionable practitioner at Brussels, as dispensary doctor on the wild Ulster coast, he was excellently placed for the kind of literature it was in him to produce. Writing at random and always under the spur of necessity, he managed to inform his work with extraordinary vitality and charm. His books were only made to sell, but it is like enough that they will also live, for they are yet well nigh as readable as at first, and Nina and Kate ODonoghue — (for instance) — seem destined to go down to posterity as typical and representative. Had their author taken art seriously, and devoted all his energy to its practice, he could scarce have done more than this. Perhaps, indeed, he would not have done so much. It could never have been Lorrequers to build the lofty rhyme. It was an honest as well as a brilliant creature; and I believe we should all have suffered if some avenging chance had borne it in upon him that to be really lofty your rhyme must of necessity be not blown upwards like a bubble but built in air like a cathedral. He would, I take it, have experimentalised in repentance to the extent of elaborating his creations and chastising his style; and, it may be, he would have contrived but to beggar his work of interest and correct himself of charm. A respectable ambition, no doubt; but how much better to be the rough-and-ready artist of Darby the Beast and Micky Free, the humane and charming rattlepate to whom we owe Paul Goslett and the excellent and pleasing Potts!


JEFFERIES

His Virtue.
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I LOVE TO think of Jefferies as a kind of literary Leatherstocking. His style, his mental qualities, the field he worked in, the chase he followed, were peculiar to himself, and as he was without a rival, so was he without a second. Reduced to its simplest expression, his was a mind compact of observation and of memory. He writes as one who watches always, who sees everything, who forgets nothing. As his lot was cast in country places, among wood and pasturage and corn, by coverts teeming with game and quick with insect life, and as withal he had the hunters patience and quick-sightedness, his faculty of looking and listening and of noting and remembering, his readiness of deduction and insistence of pursuit — there entered gradually into his mind a greater quantity of natural England, her leaves and flowers, her winds and skies, her wild things and tame, her beauties and humours and discomforts, than was ever, perhaps, the possession of writing Briton. This property he conveyed to his countrymen in a series of books of singular freshness and interest. The style is too formal and sober, the English seldom other than homely and sufficient; there is overmuch of the reporter and nothing like enough of the artist, the note of imagination, the right creative faculty. But they are remarkable books. It is not safe to try and be beforehand with posterity, but in the case of such works as the Gamekeeper and Wild Life and with such a precedent as that established by the Natural History of Selborne such anticipation seems more tempting and less hazardous than usual. One has only to think of some mediæval Jefferies attached to the staff of Robin Hood, and writing about Needwood and Charnwood as his descendant wrote about the South Downs, to imagine an historical document of priceless value and inexhaustible interest. And in years to be, when the whole island is one vast congeries of streets, and the fox has gone down to the bustard and the dodo, and outside museums of comparative anatomy the weasel is not and the badger has ceased from the face of the earth, it is not doubtful that the Gamekeeper and Wild Life and the Poacher — epitomising, as they will, the rural England of certain centuries before — will be serving as material and authority for historical descriptions, historical novels, historical epics, historical pictures, and will be honoured as the most useful stuff of their kind in being.

His Limitation.

In those first books of his Jefferies compels attention by sheer freshness of matter; he is brimful of new facts and original and pertinent observation, and that every one is vaguely familiar with and interested in the objects he is handling and explaining serves but to heighten his attractiveness. There are so many who but know of hares disguised as soup, of ants as a people on whose houses it is not good to sit down, of partridges as a motive of bread sauce! And Jefferies, retailing in plain, useful English the thousand and one curious facts that make up life for these creatures and their kind — Jefferies walking the wood, or tracking the brook, or mapping out the big tree — is some one to be heeded with gratitude. He is the Scandalous Chronicler of the warren and the rookery, the newsmonger and intelligencer of creeping things, and things that fly, and things that run; and his confidences, unique in quality and type, have the novelty and force of personal revelations. In dealing with men and women, he surrendered most of his advantage and lost the best part of his charm. The theme is old, the matter well worn, the subject common to us all; and most of us care nothing for a few facts more or less unless they be romantically conveyed. Reality is but the beginning, the raw material, of art; and it is by the artists aid and countenance that we are used to make acquaintance with our fellows, be they generals in cocked hats or mechanics in fustian. Now Jefferies was not an artist, and so beside his stoats and hares, his pike, his rabbits, and his moles, his men and women are of little moment. You seem to have heard of them and to far better purpose from others; you have had their authors facts presented elsewhere, and that in picturesque conjunction with the great eternal interests of passion and emotion. To be aware of such a difference is to resent it; and accordingly to read is to know that Jefferies would have done well to leave Hodge and Hodges masters alone and keep to his beasts and birds and fishes.

The General.

Is it not plain as the nose on your face that his admirers admire him injudiciously? It is true, for instance, that he is in a sense, too full (the phrase is Mr. Besants) for the generality of readers. But it is also true that he is not nearly full enough: that they look for conclusions while he is bent upon giving them only details: that they clamour for a breath of inspiration while he is bent upon emptying his note-book in decent English; that they persist in demanding a motive, a leading idea, a justification, while he with knowledge crammed is fixed in his resolve to tell them no more than that there are milestones on the Dover Road, or that there are so many nails of so many shapes and so many colours in the pig-sty at the back of Coate Farm. They prefer their geraniums in the conservatory. They refuse, in any case, to call a picture that which is only a long-drawn sequence of statements. They are naturally inartistic, but they have the tradition of a long and speaking series of artistic results, and instinctively they decline to recognise as art the work of one who was plainly the reverse of an artist. The artist is he who knows how to select and to inspire the results of his selection. Jefferies could do neither. He was a reporter of genius; and he never got beyond reporting. To the average reader he is wanting in the great essentials of excitement: he is prodigal of facts, and he contrives to set none down so as to make one believe in it for longer than the instant of perusal. From his work the passionate human quality is not less absent than the capacity of selection and the gift of inspiration, and all the enthusiasm of all the enthusiasts of an enthusiastic age will not make him and his work acceptable to the aforesaid average reader. In letters he is as the ideal British water-colourist in paint: the care of both is not art but facts, and again facts, and facts ever. You consider their work; you cannot see the wood for the trees; and you are fain to conclude that themselves were so much interested in the trees they did not even know the wood was there.

Last Words.

To come to an end with the man: — his range was very limited, and within that range his activity was excessive; yet the consequences of his enormous effort were — and are — a trifle disappointing. He thought, poor fellow! that he had the world in his hand and the public at his feet; whereas, the truth to tell, he had only the empire of a kind of back garden and the lordship of (as Mr. Besant has told us) some forty thousand out of a hundred millions of readers. You know that he suffered greatly; you know too that to the last he worked and battled on as became an honest, much-enduring, self-admiring man: as you know that in death he snatched a kind of victory, and departed this life with dignity as one good at many things, who had at last attained to be at rest. You know, in a word, that he took his part in the general struggle for existence, and manfully did his best; and it is with something like a pang that you find his biographer insisting on the merits of the feat, and quoting approvingly the sentimentalists who gathered about his death-bed. To make eloquence about heroism is not the way to breed heroes; and it may be that Jefferies, had his last environment been less fluent and sonorous, would now seem something more heroic than he does.


GAY

The Fabulist.
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GAY THE FABULIST is only interesting in a certain sense and to a small extent. The morality of the Fables is commonplace; their workmanship is only facile and agreeable; as literature — as achievements in a certain order of art — they have a poor enough kind of existence. In comparison to the work of La Fontaine they are the merest journalism. The simplicity, the wit, the wisdom, the humanity, the dramatic imagination, the capacity of dramatic expression, the exquisite union of sense and manner, the faultless balance of matter and style, are qualities for which in the Englishman you look in vain. You read, and you read not only without enthusiasm but without interest. The verse is merely brisk and fluent; the invention is common; the wit is not very witty; the humour is artificial; the wisdom, the morality, the knowledge of life, the science of character — if they exist at all it is but as anatomical preparations or plants in a hortus siccus. Worse than anything, the Fables are monotonous. The manner is consistently uniform; the invention has the level sameness of a Lincolnshire landscape; the narrative moves with the equal pace of boats on a Dutch canal. The effect is that of a host of flower-pots, the columns in a ledger, a tragedy by the Rev. Mr. Home; and it is heightened by the matchless triteness of the fabulists reflections and the uncommon tameness of his drama. It is hard to believe that this is indeed the Gay of Polly and The Beggars Opera. True, the dialects of his Peachum and his Lockit are in some sort one; his gentlemen of the road and his ladies of the kennel rejoice in a common flippancy of expression; there is little to choose between the speech of Polly and the speech of Lucy. But in respect of the essentials of drama the dialogue of the Beggars Opera is on the whole sufficient. The personages are puppets; but they are individual, and they are fairly consistent in their individuality. Miss Lockit does not think and feel like Miss Diver; Macheath is distinguishable from Peachum; none is exactly alive, but of stage life ail have their share. The reverse of this is the case with the personages of the Fables. They think the thoughts and speak the speech of Mr. Gay. The elephant has the voice of the sparrow; the monkey is one with the organ on which he sits; there is but a difference of name between the eagle and the hog; the talk of Death has exactly the manner and weight and cadence of the Woodmans; a change of label would enable the lion to change places with the spaniel, would suffice to cage the wolf as a bird and set free the parrot as a beast of prey. All are equally pert, brisk, and dapper in expression; all are equally sententious and smart in aim; all are absolutely identical in function and effect. The whole gathering is stuffed with the same straw, prepared with the same dressing, ticketed in the same handwriting, and painted with the same colours. Any one who remembers the infinite variety of La Fontaine will feel that Gay the fabulist is a writer whose work the world has let die very willingly indeed.

The Moralist.

And Gay is not a whit less inefficient as a moralist. He is a kindly soul, and in his easygoing way he has learnt something of the tricks of the world and something of the hearts of men. He writes as an unsuccessful courtier; and in that capacity he has remarks to offer which are not always valueless, and in which there is sometimes a certain shrewdness. But the unsuccessful courtier is on the whole a creature of the past. Such interest as he has is rather historical than actual; and neither in the nursery nor in the schoolroom is he likely to create any excitement or be received with any enthusiasm. To the world he can only recommend himself as one anxious to make it known on the smallest provocation and on any occasion or none that Queen Anne is dead. Open him where you will, and you find him full of this important news and determined on imparting it. Thus, in The Scold and the Parrot:

One slander must ten thousand get,
The world with intrest pays the debt;

that is to say, Queen Anne is dead. Thus, too, in The Persian, the Sun, and the Cloud:

The gale arose; the vapour tost
(The sport of winds) in air was lost;
The glorious orb the day refines.
Thus envy breaks, thus merit shines;

in The Goat without a Beard:

Coxcombs distinguished from the rest
To all but coxcombs are a jest;

in The Shepherds Dog and the Wolf:

An open foe may prove a curse,
But a pretended friend is worse;

and so to the end of the chapter. The theme is not absorbing, and the variations are proper to the theme.

After All.

How long is it that the wise and good have ceased to say (striking their pensive bosoms), Here lies Gay? It is — how long? But for all that Gay is yet a figure in English letters. As a song-writer he has still a claim on us, and is still able to touch the heart and charm the ear. The lyrics in Acis and Galatea are not unworthy their association with Handels immortal melodies, the songs in The Beggars Opera have a part in the life and fame of the sweet old tunes from which they can never be divided. I like to believe that in the operas and the Trivia and The Shepherds Week is buried the material of a pleasant little book.

ESSAYS AND ESSAYISTS

The Good of Them.

It is our misfortune that of good essayists there should be but few. Men there have been who have done the essayists part so well as to have earned an immortality in the doing; but we have had not many of them, and they make but a poor figure on our shelves. It is a pity that things should be thus with us, for a good essayist is the pleasantest companion imaginable. There are folk in plenty who have never read Montaigne at all; but there are few indeed who have read but a page of him, and that page but once. And the same may be said of Addison and Fielding, of Lamb and Hazlitt, of Sterne and Bacon and Ben Jonson, and all the members of their goodly fellowship. To sit down with any one of them is to sit down in the company of one of the mighty wits, our elders and our betters, who have done much to make literature a good thing, having written books that are eternally readable. If of all them that have tried to write essays and succeeded after a fashion a twentieth part so much could be said the world would have a conversational literature of inexhaustible interest. But indeed there is nothing of the sort. Beside the rare and radiant masters of the art there are the apprentices, and these are many and dull.

Generalities.

Essayists, like poets, are born and not made, and for one worth remembering the world is confronted with a hundred not worth reading. Your true essayist is in a literary sense the friend of everybody. As one of the brotherhood has phrased it, it is his function to speak with ease and opportunity to all men. He must be personal, or his hearers can feel no manner of interest in him. He must be candid and sincere, or his readers presently see through him. He must have learned to think for himself and to consider his surroundings with an eye that is both kindly and observant, or they straightway find his company unprofitable. He should have fancy, or his starveling propositions will perish for lack of metaphor and the tropes and figures needed to vitalise a truism. He does well to have humour, for humour makes men brothers, and is perhaps more influential in an essay than in most places else. He will find a little wit both serviceable to himself and comfortable to his readers. For wisdom, it is not absolutely necessary that he have it, but in its way it is as good a property as any: used with judgment, indeed, it does more to keep an essay sweet and fresh than almost any other quality. And in default of wisdom — which, to be sure, it is not given to every man, much less to every essayist, to entertain — he need have no scruples about using whatever common sense is his; for common sense is a highly respectable commodity, and never fails of a wide and eager circle of buyers. A knowledge of men and of books is also to be desired; for it is a writers best reason of being, and without it he does well to hold his tongue. Blessed with these attributes he is an essayist to some purpose. Give him leisure and occasion, and his discourse may well become as popular as Montaignes own.

In Particular.

For the British essayists, they are more talked about than known. It is to be suspected that from the first their reputation has greatly exceeded their popularity; and of late years, in spite of the declamation of Macaulay and the very literary enthusiasm of the artist of Esmond and The Virginians, they have fallen further into the background, and are less than ever studied with regard. In theory the age of Anne is still the Augustan age to us; but in theory only, and only to a certain extent. What attracts us is its outside. We are in love with its houses and its china and its costumes. We are not enamoured of it as it was but as it seems to Mr. Caldecott and Mr. Dobson and Miss Kate Greenaway. We care little for its comedy and nothing at all for its tragedy. Its verse is all that our own is not, and the same may be said of its prose and ours — of the prose of Mr. Swinburne and Mr. George Meredith and the prose of Addison and Swift. Mr. Gladstone is not a bit like Bolingbroke, and between The Times and The Tatler, between The Spectator (Mr. Addisons), and The Fortnightly Review, there is a difference of close upon two centuries and of a dozen revolutions — political, social, scientific, and æsthetic. We may babble as we please about the sweetness of Steele and the humour of Sir Roger de Coverley, but in our hearts we care for them a great deal less than we ought, and in fact Mr. Mudies subscribers do not hesitate to prefer the sweetness of Mr. Black and the humour of Mr. James Payn. Our love is not for the essentials of the time but only its accidents and oddities; and we express it in pictures and poems and fantasies in architecture, and the canonisation (in figures) of Chippendale and Sheraton. But it is questionable if we might not with advantage increase our interest, and carry imitation a little deeper. The Essayists, for instance, are often dull, but they write like scholars and gentlemen. They refrain from personalities; they let scandal alone, nor ever condescend to eavesdropping; they never go out of their way in search of affectation or prurience or melancholy, but are content to be merely wise and cheerful and humane. Above all, they do their work as well as they can. They seem to write not for bread nor for a place in society but for the pleasure of writing, and of writing well. In these hysterical times life is so full, so much is asked and so much has to be given, that tranquil writing and careful workmanship are impossible. A certain poet has bewailed the change in a charming rondeau: — 

More swiftly now the hours take flight!
Whats read at morn is dead at night;
Scant space have we for arts delays,
Whose breathless thought so briefly stays,
We may not work — ah! would we might,
With slower pen!

It must be owned that his melancholy is anything but groundless. The trick of amenity and good breeding is lost; the graces of an excellence that is unobtrusive are graces no more. We write as men paint for the exhibitions: with the consciousness that we must pass without notice if we do not exceed in colour and subject and tone. The need exists, and the world bows to it. Mr. Austin Dobsons little sheaf of Eighteenth Century Essays might be regarded as a protest against the necessity and the submission. It proves that tis possible to be eloquent without adjectives and elegant without affectation; that to be brilliant you need not necessarily be extravagant and conceited; that without being maudlin and sentimental it is not beyond mortal capacity to be pathetic; and that once upon a time a writer could prove himself a humourist without feeling it incumbent upon him to be also a jack-pudding.


BOSWELL

His Destiny.
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IT HAS BEEN Boswells fate to be universally read and almost as universally despised. What he suffered at the hands of Croker and Macaulay is typical of his fortune. In character, in politics, in attainments, in capacity, the two were poles apart; but they were agreed in this: that Boswell must be castigated and contemned, and that they were the men to do it. Crokers achievement, consider it how you will, remains the most preposterous in literary history. He could see nothing in the Life but a highly entertaining compilation greatly in need of annotation and correction. Accordingly he took up Boswells text and interlarded it with scraps of his own and other peoples; he pegged into it a sophisticated version of the Tour; and he overwhelmed his amazing compound with notes and commentaries in which he took occasion to snub, scold, improve, and insult his author at every turn. What came of it one knows. Macaulay, in the combined interests of Whiggism and good literature, made Boswells quarrel his own, and the expiation was as bitter as the offence was wanton and scandalous.

His Critic.

But Macaulay, if he did Jeddart justice on Croker, took care not to forget that Johnson was a Tory hero, and that Boswell was Johnsons biographer. He was too fond of good reading not to esteem the Life for one of the best of books. But he was also a master of the art of brilliant and picturesque misrepresentation; and he did not neglect to prove that the Life is only admirable because Boswell was contemptible. It was, he argued, only by virtue of being at once daft and drunken, selfish and silly, an eavesdropper and a talebearer, a kind of inspired Faddle, a combination of butt and lackey and snob, that Boswell contrived to achieve his wretched immortality. And in the same way Boswells hero was after all but a sort of Grub Street Cyclops, respectable enough by his intelligence — (but even so ridiculous in comparison to gifted Whigs) — yet more or less despicable in his manners, his English, and his politics. Now, Macaulay was the genius of special pleading. Admirable man of letters as he was, he was politician first and man of letters afterwards: his judgments are no more final than his antitheses are dull, and his method for all its brilliance is the reverse of sound. When you begin to inquire how much he really knew about Boswell, and how far you may accept his own estimate of his own pretentions, he becomes amusing in spite of himself: much as, according to him, Boswell was an artist. In his review of Croker he is keen enough about dates and facts and solecisms; on questions of this sort he bestows his fiercest energies; for such lapses he visits his Tory opposite with his most savage and splendid insolence, his heartiest contempt, his most scathing rhetoric. But on the great question of all — the corruption of Boswells text — he is not nearly so implacable, and concerning the foisting on the Life of the whole bulk of the Tour he is not more than lukewarm. We greatly doubt, he says, whether even the Tour to the Hebrides should have been inserted in the midst of the Life. There is one marked distinction between the two works. Most of the Tour was seen by Johnson in manuscript. It does not appear that he ever saw any part of the Life. This is to say that Crokers action is reprehensible not because it is an offence against art but because Johnson on private and personal grounds might not have been disposed to accept the Life as representative and just, and might have refused to sanction its appearance on an equal footing with the Tour, which on private and personal grounds he had accepted. In the face of such an argument who can help suspecting Macaulays artistic faculty? The Life of Johnson, he says, is assuredly a great, a very great, book. Homer is not more decidedly the first of heroic poets, Shakespeare is not more decidedly the first of dramatists, Demosthenes is not more decidedly the first of orators, than Boswell is the first of biographers . . . Eclipse is first, and the rest nowhere. That is hearty and exact enough. But, as I have hinted, Macaulay, furious with Crokers carelessness, is almost tolerant of Crokers impudence. For Croker as a scholar and an historian he is merely pitiless; to Croker ruining the Life by the insertion of the Tour — a feat which would scarce be surpassed by the interpolation of the Falstaff scenes of the Merry Wives in one or other of the parts of Henry IV. — he is lenient enough, and lenient on grounds which are not artistic but purely moral. Did he recognise to the full the fact of Boswells pre-eminence as an artist? Was he really conscious that the Life is an admirable work of art as well as the most readable and companionable of books? As, not content with committing himself thus far, he goes on to prove that Boswell was great because he was little, that he wrote a great book because he was an ass, and that if he had not been an ass his book would probably have been at least a small one, incredulity on these points becomes respectable.

Himself.

Boswell knew better. A true Scotsman and a true artist, he could play the fool on occasion, and he could profit by his folly. In his dedication to the first and greatest President the Royal Academy has had he anticipates a good many of Macaulays objections to his character and deportment, and proves conclusively that if he chose to seem ridiculous he did so not unwittingly but with a complete apprehension of the effect he designed and the means he adopted. In the Tour, says he, from his eagerness to display the wonderful fertility and readiness of Johnsons wit, he freely showed to the world its dexterity, even when I was myself the object of it. He was under the impression that he would be liberally understood, as knowing very well what I was about. But, he adds, it seems I judged too well of the world; and he points his moral with a story of the great Dr. Clarke, who, unbending himself with a few friends in the most playful and frolicsome manner, saw Beau Nash in the distance, and was instantly sobered. My boys, quoth he, let us be grave — here comes a fool. Macaulay was not exactly Beau Nash, nor was Boswell the great Dr. Clarke; but, as Macaulay, working on Wolcots lines, was presently to show, Boswell did right to describe the world as a great fool, and to regret in respect of his own silliness that in the Tour he had been arrogant enough to suppose that the tenour of the rest of the book would sufficiently guard against such a strange imputation. In the same way he showed himself fully alive to the enduring merits of his achievement. I will venture to say, he writes, that he (Johnson) will be seen in this work more completely than any man who has ever lived. He had his own idea of biography; he had demonstrated its value triumphantly in the Tour which, though organically complete, is plainly not a record of travel but a biographical essay. In the Tour, that is, he had approved himself an original master of selection, composition, and design; of the art of working a large number of essential details into a uniform and living whole; and of that most difficult and telling of accomplishments, the reproduction of talk. In the Life he repeated the proof on a larger scale and with a finer mastery of construction and effect; and in what his best editor describes as the task of correcting, amending, and adding to his darling work he spent his few remaining years. That he drifted into greatness, produced his two masterpieces unconsciously, and developed a genius for biography as one develops a disease, is a ridiculous conception, as Mr. Napier rightly says. In proof of it we have Boswells own words, and we have the books themselves. Such testimony is not to be overborne by any number of paradoxes, however ingenious, nor by any superflux of rhetoric, however plausible and persuasive. That Boswell was a gossip, a busybody, and something of a sot, and that many did and still do call him fool, is certain; but that is no reason why he should not have been an artist, and none why he should be credited with the fame of having devoted the best part of his life to the production of a couple of masterpieces — as M. Jourdain talked prose — without knowing what he was doing. Turner chose to go a-masquerading as Puggy Booth; but as yet nobody has put forward the assertion that Turner was unconscious of the romance and splendour of his Ulysses and Polyphemus, or that he painted his Rain, Speed, and Steam in absolute ignorance of the impression it would produce and the idea it should convey. Goldsmith reminded Miss Reynolds of a low mechanic, particularly . . . a journey-man tailor; but that he was unconsciously the most elegant and natural writer of his age is a position which has not yet been advanced. And surely it is high time that Boswell should take that place in art which is his by right of conquest, and that Macaulays paradox — which is only the opinion brilliantly put of an ignorant and unthinking world — (Il avait mieux que personne lesprit de tout le monde) — should go the way of all its kind.


CONGREVE

His Biographers and Critics.
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AN AMERICAN LITERARY journal once assured its readers that Congreve has a niche in the Valhalla of Ben Jonson. The remark is injudicious, of course, even for a literary American, and there is no apparent reason why it should ever have got itself uttered. It is probably the unluckiest thing that ever was said of Congreve, who — with some unimportant exceptions — has been singularly fortunate in his critics and biographers. Dryden wrote of him with enthusiasm, and in doing so he may be said to have set a fashion of admiration which is vigorous and captivating even yet. Swift, Voltaire, Lamb, Hunt, Hazlitt, Thackeray, Macaulay, to name but these, have dealt with him in their several ways; of late he has been praised by such masters of the art of writing as Mr. Swinburne and Mr. George Meredith; while Mr. Gosse, the last on the list, surpasses most of his predecessors in admiration and nearly all, I think, in knowledge.

The Real Congreve.

It is no fault of Mr. Gosses that with all his diligence he should fail to give a complete and striking portrait of his man, or to make more of what he describes as his smiling, faultless rotundity. As he puts it: There were no salient points about Congreves character, so that no vagaries, no escapades place him in a ludicrous or in a human light, and he passes through the literary life of his time as if in felt slippers, noiseless, unupbraiding, without personal adventures. That, I take it, is absolutely true. It is known that Congreve was cheerful, serviceable, and witty; that he was a man of many friends; that Pope dedicated his Iliad to him; that Dryden loved and admired him; that Collier attacked his work, and that his rejoinder was equally spiritless and ill-bred; that he was attached to Mrs. Bracegirdle, and left all his money to the Duchess of Marlborough; that he was a creditable Government official; and that at thirty, having written a certain number of plays, he suddenly lost his interest in life and art, and wrote no more. But that is about all. Thackerays picture of him may be, and probably is, as unveracious as his Fielding or his Dick Steele; but there is little or nothing to show how far we can depend upon it. The character of the man escapes us, and we have either to refrain from trying to see him or to content ourselves with mere hypothesis. So abnormal is the mystery in which he is enshrouded that what in the case of others would be notorious remains in his case dubious and obscure: so that we cannot tell whether he was Bracegirdles lover or only her friend, and the secret of his relations with the Duchess of Marlborough has yet to be discovered. Mr. Gosse succeeded no better than they that went before in plucking out the heart of Congreves mystery. He was, and he remains, impersonal. At his most substantial he is (as some one said of him) no more than vagueness personified: at his most luminous only an appearance like the Scin-Laeca, the shining shadow adapted in a moment of peculiar inspiration by the late Lord Lytton.

The Dramatist.

But we have the plays, and who runs may read and admire. I say advisedly who runs may read, and not who will may see. Congreves plays are, one can imagine, as dull in action as they are entertaining in print. They have dropped out of the répertoire, and the truth is they merit no better fate. They are only plays to the critic of style; to the actor and the average spectator they are merely so much spoken weariness. To begin with, they are marked by such a deliberate and immitigable baseness of morality as makes them impossible to man. Wycherley has done more vilely; Vanbrugh soars to loftier altitudes of filthiness. But neither Wycherley nor Vanbrugh has any strain of the admirable intellectual quality of Congreve. Villainy comes natural to the one, and beastliness drops from the other as easily as honey from the comb; but in neither is there evident that admirable effort of the intelligence which is a distinguishing characteristic of Congreve, and with neither is the result at once so consummate and so tame. For both Wycherley and Vanbrugh are playwrights, and Congreve is not. Congreve is only an artist in style writing for himself and half a dozen in the pit, while Wycherley and Vanbrugh — and for that matter Etherege and Farquhar — are playwrights producing for the whole theatre. In fact Congreves plays were only successful in proportion as they were less literary and Congrevean. His first comedy was the talk of the town; his last, The Way of the World, that monument of characterisation (of a kind) and fine English, was only a success of esteem. The reason is not far to seek. Congreves plays were too sordid in conception and too unamusing in effect for even the audiences to which they were produced; they were excellent literature, but they were bad drama, and they were innately detestable to boot. Audiences are the same in all strata of time; and it is easy to see that Wycherleys Horner and Vanbrughs Sir John and Lady Brute were amusing, when Lady Wishfort and Sir Sampson Legend and the illustrious and impossible Maskwell were found old, cold, withered, and of intolerable entrails. An audience, whatever its epoch, wants action; and still action, and again and for the last time action; also it wants a point of departure that shall be something tinctured with humanity, a touch of the human in the term of everything, and at least a sort of a kind of a strain of humanity in the progress of events from the one point to the other. This it gets in Wycherley, brute as he is; with a far larger and more vigorous comic sense it gets the same in Vanbrugh; it gets it with a difference in the light-hearted indecencies of Farquhar. From the magnificent prose of Congreve it is absent. His it was to sublimate all that was most artificial in an artificial state of society: he was the consummate artist of a phase that was merely transient, the laureate of a generation that was only alive for half-an-hour in the course of all the twenty-four. He is saved from oblivion by sheer strength of style. It is a bad dramatic style, as we know; it leaves the Witwoulds and the Plyants as admirable as the Mirabels and Millamants and Angelicas; it makes no distinction between the Mrs. Foresights and the Sir Sampson Legends; it presents an exemplar in Lady Wishfort and an exemplar in Petulant; it is uneasy, self-conscious, intrusive, even offensive, the very reverse of dramatic; and in Congreves hands it is irresistible, for, thanks to Congreve, it has been forced from the stage, and lives as literature alone.

The Writer.

Congreve was essentially a man of letters; his style is that of a pupil not of Molière but of the full, the rich, the excessive, the pedantic Jonson; his Legends, his Wishforts, his Foresights are the lawful heirs — refined and sublimated but still of direct descent — of the Tuccas and the Bobadils and the Epicure Mammons of the great Elizabethan; they are (that is) more literary than theatrical — they are excellent reading, but they have long since fled the stage and vanished into the night of mere scholarship. To compare an author of this type and descent to Shakespeare is a trifle unfair; to compare him to Molière is to misapprehend the differences between pure literature and literature that is also drama. Congreve, as I have said, has disappeared from the boards, and is only tolerable or even intelligible to the true reader; while Shakespeare worked on so imperfect a convention that, though he keeps the stage and is known indeed for the poet of the most popular play ever written — (for that, I take it, Hamlet is) — he is yet the prey of every twopenny actor, or actor-manager, or actor-manager-editor, who is driven to deal with him. Now, Molière wrote as one that was first of all a great actor; who dealt not so much with what is transient in human life as with what is eternal in human nature; who addressed himself much more to an audience — (Fénelon who found fault with his style is witness to the fact) — than to a circle of readers. And the result is that Molière not only remains better reading than Congreve, but is played at this time in the Rue de Richelieu line for line and word for word as he was played at the Palais-Bourbon over two hundred years ago.

ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS

Its Romance.

He that has the book of the Thousand Nights and a Night has Hachisch-made-words for life. Gallant, subtle, refined, intense, humourous, obscene, here is the Arab intelligence drunk with conception. It is a vast extravaganza of passion in action and picarooning farce and material splendour run mad. The amorous instinct and the instinct of enjoyment, not tempered but heightened greatly by the strict ordinances of dogma, have leave to riot uncontrolled. It is the old immortal story of Youth and Beauty and their coming together, but it is coloured with the hard and brilliant hues of an imagination as sensuous in type and as gorgeous in ambition as humanity has known. The lovers must suffer, for suffering intensifies the joy of fruition; so they are subjected to all such modes of travail and estrangement as a fancy careless of pain and indifferent to life can devise. But it is known that happy they are to be; and if by the annihilation of time and space then are space and time annihilated. Adventures are to the adventurous all the world over; but they are so with a difference in the East. It is only Sinbad that confesses himself devoured with the lust of travel. The grip of a humourous and fantastic fate is tight on all the other heroes of this epic-in-bits. They do not go questing for accidents: their hour comes, and the finger of God urges them forth, and thrusts them on in the way of destiny. The air is horrible with the gross and passionate figments of Islamite mythology. Afrits watch over or molest them; they are made captive of malignant Ghouls; the Jinns take bodily form and woo them to their embraces. The sea-horse ramps at them from the ocean floor; the great roc darkens earth about them with the shadow of his wings; wise and goodly apes come forth and minister unto them; enchanted camels bear them over evil deserts with the swiftness of the wind, or the magic horse outspreads his sail-broad vannes, and soars with them; or they are borne aloft by some servant of the Spell till the earth is as a bowl beneath them, and they hear the angels quiring at the foot of the Throne. So they fare to strange and dismal places: through cities of brass whose millions have perished by divine decree; cities guilty of the cult of the Fire and the Light wherein all life has been striken to stone; or on to the magnetic mountain by whose horrible attraction the bolts are drawn from the ship, and they alone survive the inevitable wreck. And the end comes. Comes the Castle of Burnished Copper, and its gates fly open before them: the forty damsels, each one fairer than the rest, troop out at their approach; they are bathed in odours, clothed in glittering apparel, fed with enchanted meats, plunged fathoms deep in the delights of the flesh. There is contrived for them a private paradise of luxury and splendour, a practical Infinite of gold and silver stuffs and jewels and all things gorgeous and rare and costly; and therein do they abide for evermore. You would say of their poets that they contract immensity to the limits of desire; they exhaust the inexhaustible in their enormous effort; they stoop the universe to the slavery of a talisman, and bind the visible and invisible worlds within the compass of a ring.

Its Comedy.

But there is another side to their imaginings. When the Magian has done beating his copper drum — (how its mysterious murmur still haunts the echoes of memory!) — when Queen Lab has finished her tremendous conjurations, wonder gives place to laughter, the apotheosis of the flesh to the spirit of comedy. The enchanter turns harlequin; and what the lovers ask is not the annihilation of time and space but only that the father be at his prayers, or the husband gone on a fools errand, while they have leave to kiss each others mouths, as a pigeon feedeth her young, to touch the lute, strip language naked, and repeat the following verses to a ring of laughing girls and amid all such comfits and delicates as a hungry audience may rejoice to hear enumerated. And the intrigue begins, and therewith the presentment of character, the portraiture of manners. Merry ladies make love to their gallants with flowers, or scorn them with the huckle-bones of shame; the Mother Coles of Araby pursue the unwary stranger for their mistress pleasure; damsels resembling the full moon carouse with genial merchants or inquiring calenders. The beast of burden, even the porter, has his hour: he goes the round at the heels of a veiled but beautiful lady, and lays her in the materials of as liberal and sumptuous a carouse as is recorded in history. Happy lady, and O thrice-fortunate porter! enviable even to the term of time! It is a voluptuous farce, a masque and anti-masque of wantonness and stratagem, of wine-cups and jewels and fine raiment, of gaudy nights and amorous days, of careless husbands and adventurous wives, of innocent fathers and rebel daughters and lovers happy or befooled. And high over all, his heart contracted with the spleen of the East, the tedium of supremacy, towers the great Caliph Haroun, the buxom and bloody tyrant, a Muslim Lord of Misrule. With Giafar, the finest gentleman and goodliest gallant of Eastern story, and Mesrour, the well-beloved, the immortal Eunuch, he goes forth upon his round in the enchanted streets of Bagdàd, like François Premier in the maze of old-time Paris. The night is musical with happy laughter and the sound of lutes and voices; it is seductive with the clink of goblets and the odour of perfumes: not a shadow but has its secret, or jovial or amorous or terrible: here falls a head, and there you may note the contrapuntal effect of the bastinado. But the blood is quickly hidden with flowers, the bruises are tired over with cloth-of-gold, and the jolly pageant sweeps on. Truly the comic essence is imperishable. What was fun to them in Baghdad is fun to us in London after a thousand years.

Sacer Vates.

The prose of Mr. Paynes translation is always readable and often elegant; Sir Richard Burtons notes and terminal essays are a mine of curious and diverting information; but for me the real author of The Arabian Nights is called not Burton nor Payne but Antoine Galland. He it was, in truth, who gave the world as much exactly as it needed of his preposterous original: who eliminated its tediousness, purged it of its barbarous and sickening immorality, wiped it clean of cruelty and unnaturalness, selected its essentials of comedy and romance, and set them clear and sharp against a light that western eyes can bear and in an atmosphere that western lungs can breathe. Of course the new translations are interesting — especially to ethnologists and the critic with a theory that translated verse is inevitably abominable. But they are not for the general nor the artist. They include too many pages revolting by reason of unutterable brutality of incident and point of view — as also for the vileness of those lewd and dreadful puritans whose excesses against humanity and whose devotion to Islam they record — to be acceptable as literature or tolerable as reading. Now, in Galland I get the best of them. He gave me whatever is worth remembering of Bedreddin and Camaralzaman and that enchanting Fairy Peri-Banou; he is the true poet alike of Abou Hassan and the Young King of the Black Islands, of Ali Baba and the Barber of the Brothers; to him I owe that memory — of Zobeidè alone in the accursed city whose monstrous silence is broken by the voice of the one man spared by the wrath of God as he repeats his solitary prayer — which ranks with Crusoes discovery of the footprint in the thrilling moments of my life; it was he who, by refraining from the use of pepper in his cream tarts, contrived to kitchen those confections with the very essence of romance; it was he that clove asunder the Sultans kitchen-wall for me, and took me to the pan, and bade me ask a certain question of the fish that fried therein, and made them answer me in terms mysterious and tremendous yet. Nay, that animating and delectable feeling I cherish ever for such enchanted commodities as gold-dust and sandal-wood and sesame and cloth of gold and black slaves with scimitars — to whom do I owe it but this rare and delightful artist? O mes chers Mille et une Nuits! says Fantasio, and he speaks in the name of all them that have lived the life that Galland alone made possible. The damsels of the new style may laugh till they fall backwards, etc., through forty volumes instead of ten, and I shall still go back to my Galland. I shall go back to him because his masterpiece is — not a book of reference, nor a curiosity of literature, nor an achievement in pedantry, nor even a demonstration of the absolute failure of Islamism as an influence that makes for righteousness, but — an excellent piece of art.


RICHARDSON

His Fortune.
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IT IS MANY years since Richardson fell into desuetude; it is many years since he became the novelist not of the world at large but of that inconsiderable section of the world which is interested in literature. His methods are those of a bygone epoch; his ideals, with one or two exceptions, are old-fashioned enough to seem fantastic; his sentiment belongs to ancient history; to a generation bred upon Ouidas romances and the plays of Mr. W. S. Gilbert his morality appears not merely questionable but coarse and improper and repulsive. While he lived he was adored: he moved and spoke and dwelt in an eternal mist of good, thick, strong, stupefying incense smoke; he was the idol of female England, a master of virtue, a king of art, the wisest and best of mankind. Johnson revered him — Johnson and Colley Gibber; Diderot ranked him with Moses and Homer; to Balzac and Musset and George Sand he was the greatest novelist of all time; Rousseau imitated him; Macaulay wrote and talked of him with an enthusiasm that would have sat becomingly on Lady Bradshaigh herself. But all that is over. Not even the emasculation to which the late Mr. Dallas was pleased to subject his Clarissa could make that Clarissa at all popular; not all the allusions of all the leader-writers of a leader-writing age have been able to persuade the public to renew its interest in the works and ways of Grandison the august and the lovely and high-souled Harriet Byron. Richardson has to be not skimmed but studied; not sucked like an orange, nor swallowed like a lollipop, but attacked secundum artem like a dinner of many courses and wines. Once inside the vast and solid labyrinth of his intrigue, you must hold fast to the clue which you have caught up on entering, or the adventure proves impossible, and you emerge from his precincts defeated and disgraced. And by us children of Mudie, to whom a novel must be either a solemn brandy-and-soda or as it were a garrulous and vapid afternoon tea, adventures of that moment are not often attempted.

Pamela.

Again, when all is said in Richardsons favour it has to be admitted against him that in Pamela he produced an essay in vulgarity — of sentiment and morality alike — which has never been surpassed. In these days it is hardly less difficult to understand the popularity of this masterpiece of specious immodesty than to speak or think of it with patience. That it was once thought moral is as wonderful as that it was once found readable. What is more easily apprehended is the contempt of Henry Fielding — is the justice of that ridicule he was moved to visit it withal. To him, a scholar and a gentleman and a man of the world, Pamela was a new-fangled blend of sentimental priggishness and prurient unreality. To him the pretensions to virtue and consideration of the vulgar little hussy whom Richardson selected for his heroine were certainly not less preposterous than the titles to life and actuality of the wooden libertine whom Richardson put forth as his hero. He was artist enough to know that the book was ignoble as literature and absolutely false as fact; he was moralist enough to see that its teachings were the reverse of elevating and improving; and he uttered his conclusions more suo in one of the best and healthiest books in English literature. This, indeed, is the only merit of which the history of Miss Andrews can well be accused: that it set Fielding thinking and provoked him to the composition of the first of his three great novels. Pamela is only remembered nowadays as Josephs sister: the egregious Mr. B — has hardly any existence save as Lady Boobys brother. Tis an ill wind that blows good to nobody. There are few more tedious or more unpleasant experiences than Pamela; or, Virtue Rewarded. But you have but to remember that without it the race might never have heard of Fanny and Joseph, of the fair Slipslop and the ingenuous Didapper, of Parson Trulliber and immortal Abraham Adams, to be reconciled to its existence and the fact of its old-world fame. Nay, more, to remember its ingenious author with something of gratitude and esteem.

Grandison.

Nor is this the only charge that can be made and sustained against our poet. It is also to be noted in his disparagement that he is the author of Sir Charles Grandison, and that Sir Charles Grandison, epic of the polite virtues, is deadly dull. My dear, says somebody in one of Mr. Thackerays books, your eternal blue velvet quite tires me. That is the worst of Sir Charles Grandison: his eternal blue velvet — his virtue, that is, his honour, his propriety, his good fortune, his absurd command over the affections of the other sex, his swordsmanship, his manliness, his patriotic sentiment, his noble piety — quite tires you. He is an ideal, but so very, very tame that it is hard to justify his existence. He is too perfect to be of the slightest moral use to anybody. He has everything he wants, so that he has no temptation to be wicked; he is incapable of immorality, so that he is easily quit of all inducements to be vicious; he has no passions, so that he is superior to every sort of spiritual contest; he is monstrous clever, so that he has made up his mind about everything knowable and unknowable; he is excessively virtuous so that he has made it up in the right direction. He is, as Mr. Leslie Stephen remarks, a tedious commentary on the truth of Mrs. Rawdon Crawleys acute reflection upon the moral effect of five thousand a year. He is only a pattern creature, because he has neither need nor opportunity, neither longing nor capacity, to be anything else. In real life such faultless monsters are impossible: one does not like to think what would happen if they were not. In fiction they are possible enough, and — what is more to the purpose — they are of necessity extravagantly dull. This is what is the matter with Sir Charles. He is dull, and he effuses dulness. By dint of being uninteresting himself he makes his surroundings uninteresting. In the record of his adventures and experiences there is enough of wit and character and invention to make the fortune of a score or more of such novels as the public of these degenerate days would hail with enthusiasm. But his function is to vitiate them all. He is a bore of the first magnitude, and of his eminence in that capacity his history is at once the monument and the proof.

Clarissa.

But if Grandison be dull and Pamela contemptible Clarissa remains; and Clarissa is what Musset called it, le premier roman du monde. Of course Clarissa has its faults. Miss Harlowe, for instance, is not always herself — is not always the complete creation she affects to be: there are touches of moral pedantry — anticipations of George Eliot — in her; the scenes in which she is brought to shame are scarcely real, living, moving, all the rest of it. But on the other hand is there anything better than Lovelace in the whole range of fiction? Take Lovelace in all or any of his moods — suppliant, intriguing, repentant, triumphant, above all triumphant — and find his parallel if you can. Where, you ask, did the little printer of Salisbury Court — who suggests to Mr. Stephen a plump white mouse in a wig — where did Richardson discover so much gallantry and humanity, so much romance and so much fact, such an abundance of the heroic qualities and the baser veracities of mortal nature? Lovelace is, if you except Don Quixote, the completest hero in fiction. He has wit, humour, grace, brilliance, charm; he is a scoundrel and a ruffian, and he is a gentleman and a man; of his kind and in his degree he has the right Shakespearean quality. Almost as perfect in her way is the enchanting Miss Howe — an incarnation of womanliness and wit and fun, after Lovelace the most brilliant of Richardsons creations. Or take the Harlowe family: the severe and stupid father, the angry and selfish uncles, the cub James, the vixen Arabella, a very fiend of envy and hatred and malice — what a gallery of portraits is here! And Solmes and Tomlinson, Belford and Brand and Hickman; and the infinite complexity of the intrigue; the wit, the pathos, the invention; the knowledge of human nature; the faculty of dialogue — where save in Clarissa shall we find all these? As for Miss Harlowe herself, all incomplete as she is she remains the Eve of fiction, the prototype of the modern heroine, the common mother of all the self-contained, self-suffering, self-satisfied young persons whose delicacies and repugnances, whose independence of mind and body, whose airs and ideas and imaginings, are the stuff of the modern novel. With her begins a new ideal of womanhood; from her proceeds a type unknown in fact and fiction until she came. When after outrage she declines to marry her destroyer, and prefers death to the condonation of her dishonour, she strikes a note and assumes a position till then not merely unrecognised but absolutely undiscovered. It has been said of her half in jest and half in earnest that she is the aboriginal Womans Rights person; and it is a fact that she and Helena and Desdemona and Ophelia are practically a thousand years apart. And this is perhaps her finest virtue as it is certainly her greatest charm: that, until she set the example, woman in literature as a self-suffering individuality, as an existence endowed with equal rights to independence — of choice, volition, action — with man, had not begun to be. That of itself would suffice to make Clarissa memorable; and that is the least of its merits. Consider it from which point you will, the book remains a masterpiece, unique of its kind. It has been imitated but it has never been equalled. It is Richardsons only title to fame; but it is enough. Not the Great Pyramid itself is more solidly built nor more incapable of ruin.


TOLSTOÏ

The Man and the Artist.
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THERE ARE TWO men in Tolstoï. He is a mystic and he is also a realist. He is addicted to the practice of a pietism that for all its sincerity is nothing if not vague and sentimental; and he is the most acute and dispassionate of observers, the most profound and earnest student of character and emotion. These antitheses are both represented in his novels. He has thought out the scheme of things for himself; his interpretation, while deeply tinctured with religion, is also largely and liberally human; he is one to the just and the unjust alike, and he is no more angry with the wicked than he is partial to the good. He asks but one thing of his men and women — that they shall be natural; yet he handles his humbugs and impostors with as cold a kindness and a magnanimity as equable as he displays in his treatment of their opposites. Indeed his interest in humanity is inexhaustible, and his understanding of it is well nigh formidable in its union of breadth with delicacy. Himself an aristocrat and an official, he is able to sympathise with the Russian peasant as completely and to express his sentiments as perfectly as he is able to present the characters and give utterance to the ambitions and the idiosyncrasies of the class to which he belongs and might be assumed to have studied best. It is to be noted, moreover, that he looks for his material at one or other pole of society. He is equally at home with officers and privates, with diplomats and carpenters, with princes and ploughmen; but with the intermediary strata he is out of touch, and he is careful to leave the task of presenting them to others. It is arguable that only in the highest and lowest expressions of society is unsophisticated nature to be found; and that Tolstoï, interested less in manners than in men and studious above all of the elemental qualities of character, has done right to avoid the middle-class and attach himself to the consideration and the representation of the highest and the lowest. Certain it is that here have been his successes. The Prince Andrew of War and Peace — cultured, intelligent, earnest, true lover and true gentleman — is as noble a hero as modern fiction has achieved; but he is no more interesting as a human being and no more successful as art than the Marianna of les Cosaques, who is a savage pure and simple, or the Efim of les Deux Vieillards, who would seem to the haughty Radical no better than a common idiot. It is to be noted of all three — the prince, the savage, and the peasant — that none in himself is sophisticate nor vile but that each is rich in the common, simple, elemental qualities of humanity. It is to these and the manifestations of these that Tolstoï turns for inspiration first of all. If he chose he could be as keen a satirist and as indefatigable a student of the meannesses and the minor miseries of existence, the toothaches and the pimples of experience, as Thackeray. But he does not choose. The epic note sounds in his work. The eternal issues of life, the fundamental interests of character and conduct and emotion, are his material. Love, valour, self-sacrifice, charity, the responsibilities of being, these and their like are the only vital facts to him; they constitute the really important part of the scheme of things as he sees and comprehends it. In their analysis the artist and the mystic meet and take hands; sometimes to each others profit, more often, to each others hurt. It is not without significance that no other novelist has looked so closely and penetrated so far into the secret of death: that none has divined so much of it, nor presented his results with so complete and intimate a mastery and so persuasive and inspiring a belief. Plainly Tolstoï has learned la vraie signification de la vie; his faith in its capacities is immense, his acceptance of its consequences is unhesitating. He is the great optimist, and his work is wholesome and encouraging in direct ratio to the vastness of his talent and the perfection of his method.

Ivan Iliitch.

Who does not know that extraordinary Death of Ivan Iliitch? It is an achievement in realism: not the realism of externals and trivial details — though of this there is enough for art if not for the common Zolaphyte — but the higher and better sort, the realism which deals with mental and spiritual conditions, the realism of Othello and Hamlet. There are many deaths in literature, but there is none, I think, in which the gradual processes of dissolution are analysed and presented with such knowledge, such force, such terrible directness, as here. The result is appalling, but the final impression is one of encouragement and consolation. Here, as everywhere, Tolstoï appeals to the primitive nature of man, and the issue is what he wishes it to be. Not for him is the barren pessimism of the latter-day French rhapsodist in fiction, and the last word of his study, inexorable till then, is a word of hope and faith.

War and Peace.

Incomparably his greatest book, however, is War and Peace. It is the true Russian epic; alike in the vastness of its scope and in the completeness of its execution. It tells the story of the great conflict between Koutouzoff and Russia and Napoleon and France, it begins some years before Austerlitz, and it ends when Borodino and Moscow are already ancient history. The canvas is immense: the crowd of figures and the world of incidents almost bewildering. It is not a complete success. In many places the mystic has got the better of the artist: he is responsible for theories of the art of war which, advanced with the greatest confidence, are disproved by the simple narrative of events; and he has made a study of Napoleon in which, for the first and only time in all his work, he appears as an intemperate advocate. But when all is said in blame so much remains to praise that one scarce knows where to begin. Tolstoïs theory of war is mystical and untenable, no doubt; but his pictures of warfare are incomparably good. None has felt and reproduced as he has done what may be called the intimacy of battle — the feeling of the individual soldier, the passion and excitement, the terror and the fury, that taken collectively make up the influence which represents the advance or the retreat of an army in combat. But also, in a far greater degree, none has dealt so wonderfully with the vaster incidents, the more tremendous issues. His Austerlitz is magnificent; his Borodino is (there is no other word for it) epic; his studies of the Retreat are almost worthy of what has gone before. For the first time what has been called the peering modern touch is here applied to great events, with the result that here is a book unique in literature. Of the characters — Natasha, Peter, Mary, Dennissoff, the Rostoffs, Helen, Dologhoff, Bagration, Bolkonsky, and the others; above all, Koutouzoff and Prince Andrew — Prince Andrew the heroic gentleman, Koutouzoff the genius of Russia and the war — to meet them once is to take on a set of friends and enemies for life.


FIELDING

Illusions.
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FIELDING IS ONE of the most striking figures in our literary history, and he is one of the most popular as well. But it is questionable if many people know very much about him after all, or if the Fielding of legend — the potwalloper of genius at whom we have smiled so often — has many things in common with the Fielding of fact, the indefatigable student, the vigorous magistrate, the great and serious artist. You hear but little of him from himself; for with that mixture of intellectual egoism and moral unselfishness which is a characteristic of his large and liberal nature he was as careless of Henry Fieldings sayings and doings and as indifferent to the fact of Henry Fieldings life and personality as he was garrulous in respect of the good qualities of Henry Fieldings friends and truculently talkative about the vices of Henry Fieldings enemies. And what is exactly known people have somehow or other contrived to misapprehend and misapply. They have preferred the evidence of Horace Walpole to that of their own senses. They have suffered the brilliant antitheses of Lady Mary to obscure and blur the man as they might have found him in his work. Booth and Jones have been taken for definite and complete reflections of the author of their being: the parts for the whole, that is — a light-minded captain of foot and a hot-headed and soft-hearted young man about town for adequate presentments of the artist of a new departure and the writer of three or four books of singular solidity and finish. Whichever way you turn, you are confronted with appearances each more distorted and more dubious than the other. Some have chosen to believe the foolish fancies of Murphy, and have pictured themselves a Fielding begrimed with snuff, heady with champagne, and smoking so ferociously that out of the wrappings of his tobacco he could keep himself in paper for the manuscripts of his plays. For others the rancour of Smollett calls up a Fielding who divides his time and energy between blowing a trumpet on a Smithfield show and playing Captain Bilkum to a flesh-and-blood Stormandra at the establishment of a living, breathing, working Mother Punchbowl. With Dr. Rimbault and Professor Henry Morley others yet evolve from their inner consciousness a Fielding with a booth in Smithfield, buffooning for the coppers of a Bartlemy Fair audience. The accomplished lawyer has had as little place in mens thoughts as the tender father, the admirable artist as little as the devoted husband and the steadfast friend. Fielding has been so often painted a hard drinker that few have thought of him as a hard reader; he has been suspected of conjugal infidelity, so it has seemed impossible that he should be other than a violent Bohemian. In certain chapters of Jonathan Wild the Great there is enough of sustained intellectual effort to furnish forth a hundred modern novels; but you only think of Fielding reeling home from the Rose, and refuse to consider him except as sitting down with his head in a wet towel to scribble immodest and ruffianly trash for the players! A consequence of all these exercises in sentiment and imagination has been that, while many have been ready to deal with Fielding as the text for a sermon or the subject of an essay, as the point of a moral or the adornment of a tale, few have cared to think of him as worthy to dispute the palm with Cervantes and Sir Walter as the heroic man of letters.

Facts.

He is before all things else a writer to be studied. He wrote for the world at large and to the end that he might be read eternally. His matter, his manner, the terms of his philosophy, the quality of his ideals, the nature of his achievement, proclaim him universal. Like Scott, like Cervantes, like Shakespeare, he claims not merely our acquaintance but an intimate and abiding familiarity. He has no special public, and to be only on nodding terms with him is to be practically dead to his attraction and unworthy his society. He worked not for the boys and girls of an age but for the men and women of all time; and both as artist and as thinker he commands unending attention and lifelong friendship. He is a great inventor, an unrivalled craftsman, a perfect master of his material. His achievement is the result of a life-time of varied experience, of searching and sustained observation, of unwearying intellectual endeavour. The sound and lusty types he created have an intellectual flavour peculiar to themselves. His novels teem with ripe wisdom and generous conclusions and beneficent examples. As Mr. Stephen tells you, he has the undeniable merit of representing certain aspects of contemporary society with a force and accuracy not even rivalled by any other writer; and it is a fact that not to have studied him is to be without a knowledge of the most important documents of contemporary history. More: to contrast those fair, large parchments in which he has stated his results with those tattered and filthy papers which the latter-day literary rag-picker exists but to grope out from kennel and sewer is to know the difference between the artist in health and the artist possessed by an idiosyncrasy as by a devil.

The Worst of It.

But the present is an age of sentiment: its ideals and ambitions are mainly emotional; what it chiefly loves is romance or the affectation of romance, passion, self-conscious solemnity, and a certain straining after picturesque effects. In Fieldings time there was doubtless a good deal of sentimentalism, for his generation delighted not only in Western and Trunnion and Mrs. Slipslop but in Pamela and Clarissa and the pathetic Le Fevre. But for all that it was — at all events in so far as it was interesting to Fielding and in so far as Fielding has pictured it — a generation that knew nothing of romance but was keenly interested in common sense, and took a vast deal of honest pleasure in humour and wit and a rather truculent and full-blooded type of satire. It is plain that such possibilities of sympathy and understanding as exist between a past of this sort and such a present as our own must of necessity be few and small. Their importance, too, is greatly diminished when you reflect on the nature and tendency of certain essential elements in Fieldings art and mind. The most vigorous and the most individual of these is probably his irony; the next is that abundant vein of purely intellectual comedy by whose presence his work is exalted to a place not greatly inferior to that of the Misantrope and the Ecole des Femmes. These rare and shining qualities are distinguishing features in the best and soundest part of Fielding. Of irony he is probably the greatest English master; of pure comedy — the intellectual manipulation and transmutation into art of what is spiritually ridiculous in manners and society — he is both in narrative and in dialogue the greatest between Shakespeare and Mr. George Meredith. And with both our sympathy is imperfect. We have learned to be sentimental and self-sufficient with Rousseau, to be romantic and chivalrous with Scott, to be emotional with Dickens, to take ourselves seriously with Balzac and George Eliot; there are touches of feeling in our laughter, even though the feeling be but spite; we have acquired a habit of politeness — a tradition of universal consideration and respect; and our theory of satire is rounded by the pleasing generalities of Mr. Du Maurier on the one hand and the malevolent respectability of Mr. W. S. Gilbert on the other. It is an age of easy writing and still easier reading: our authors produce for us much in the manner of the silkworm — only their term of life is longer; we accept their results in something of the spirit of them that are interested, and not commercially, in the processes of silkworms. And M. Guy de Maupassant can write but hath a devil, and we take him not because of his writing but because of his devil; and Blank and Dash and So-and-So and the rest could no more than so many sheep develop a single symptom of possession among them, and we take them because a devil and they are incompatibles. And art is short and time is long; and we care nothing for art and almost as much for time; and there is little if any to choose between Mudies latest catch and last years sensation at Burlington House. And to one of us it is poor Fielding; and to another Fielding is merely gross, immoral, and dull; and to most the story of that last journey to Lisbon is unknown, and Thackerays dream of Fielding — a novelists presentment of a purely fictitious character — is the Fielding who designed and built and finished for eternity. Which is to be pitied? The artist of Amelia and Jonathan Wild, the creator of the Westerns and Parson Adams and Colonel Bath? or we the whippersnappers of sentiment — the critics who can neither read nor understand?

THE END
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Henley in 1903, the year that he died


William Ernest Henley (1912) by Thomas Finlayson Henderson
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From Dictionary of National Biography, 1912 supplement

WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY (1849-1903), poet, critic, and dramatist, born at Gloucester on 23 Aug. 1849, was eldest of five children, all sons, of William Henley, a bookseller in Gloucester, by his wife Emma Morgan. His father came of an old yeoman stock and his mother was descended from Joseph Warton, the critic . Of his brothers, Edward John was a well-known London actor, and later toured in America, where he died in 1898; and Anthony Warton is a landscape painter. William Ernest was educated at the Crypt grammar school, Gloucester, of which, in 1861, Thomas Edward Brown, the poet, became head master. That he had Brown for a teacher, Henley was accustomed to deem a rare piece of good fortune. His presence, he says, was like a call from the world outside, the great, quick, living world. . . . What he did for me, practically, was to suggest such possibilities in life and character as I had never dreamed (Works, iv. 207-8). Browns influence was all the greater in that Henley was partly severed from the great, quick, living world, during the late period of his youth and his early manhood, by a tuberculous disease which from his twelfth year made him a cripple and long threatened his life. His consolation was reading and study, and in 1867 he passed the Oxford local examination as a senior candidate. The progress of the disease soon necessitated the amputation of one foot, and having been told by the doctors that his life could be saved only by the amputation of the other leg he, in 1873, went to Edinburgh to place himself under the care of Prof. Joseph (afterwards Lord) Lister in the infirmary. There he was a patient for twenty months. By Listers skilful attention the leg was saved, and although his health always remained precarious, he was able, with occasional intervals of severe illness, to apply himself to literary labour until the close of his life. The character of his nights and days in the infirmary is vividly disclosed in the Hospital Verses, a portion of which appeared in the Cornhill Magazine for July 1876. His mood of mind is depicted in Out of the night that covers me.

Some verses previously sent from the infirmary to the Cornhill Magazine led the editor (Sir) Leslie Stephen, when in Edinburgh in 1875, to visit him on his sick-bed and to introduce him to R. L. Stevenson, who describes him as sitting up in his bed with his hair all tangled, and talking as cheerfully as if he had been in a kings palace  (letter of Stevenson, 13 Feb. 1875). Henley portrayed Stevenson to the life in the hospital sonnet Apparition. Henceforth their relations became intimate. Their temperaments had strong affinities ; both were unconventional ; both were devoted to the art of literature, and their sympathy, as Stevenson states, was nourished by mutual assistance. As I look back in memory, he wrote in his dedication to Henley of Virginibus Puerisque (1881), there is hardly a stage of that distance but I see you present with advice, reproof or praise. Subsequently their personal relations grew less intimate owing to a private disagreement, and on the appearance of Stevensons biography by Mr. Graham Balfour in 1901, Henley contributed to the Pall Mall Magazine  (Dec. 1901) a disparaging article called R. L. S. Yet in an essay on Hazlitt (1902, Works, ii. 158) he referred to Stevenson as an artist in letters, who lived to conquer the English-speaking world.

On leaving the infirmary in 1875, Henley remained in Edinburgh for a few months to work on the staff of the Encyclopaedia Britannica. His contributions, mainly in French biography, included Chenier and Chastelard ; but he felt hampered by the conditions of the work. Already he had begun to contribute to the London journals, and in 1877-8 he settled in London to become editor of a weekly paper, London, founded by George Glasgow Brown, a friend of Stevenson and himself, in which appeared many of his early poems, several of the essays included in Views and Reviews, and Stevensons unique New Arabian Nights. On the discontinuance of the paper he did critical work for the Athenæum, the St. Jamess Gazette, the Saturday Review, and Vanity Fair. From 1882 to 1886 he was editor of the Magazine of Art, where he made known to England the sculptural genius of Rodin, championed the pictorial art of Whistler, and found for Robert Alan Mowbray Stevenson opportunity to begin his work as art critic. In 1889 he returned to Edinburgh to become editor of a weekly paper, the Scots Observer, the headquarters of which were in 1891 removed to London, the title having been changed to the National Observer. Patriotic imperialism, or anti-Gladstonianism, was the dominating note of the papers politics ; but Henleys main purpose was the promotion of what he deemed the higher interests of literature and art. While iconoclasm, sometimes extreme and one-sided, was a conspicuous feature of its criticism, its appreciation of excellence only partially recognised or not recognised at all was as common as its disparagement of what was supposed to have obtained an undeserved repute. Its middles included contributions from several writers who had won fame, and from more who were on the way to win it. Among the many contributors were J. M. Barrie, T. E. Brown, Thomas Hardy, Rudyard Kipling, Andrew Lang, Arthur Morrison, (Sir) Gilbert Parker, G. S. Street, G. W. Steevens, R. L. Stevenson, H. G. Wells, and W. B. Yeats. Exacting as an editor, Henley was yet a benevolent autocrat, and stimulated his contributors by his strong literary enthusiasm and blend of friendly correction with generous praise. After retiring from the editorship of the National Observer in 1894 he was until 1898 editor of a monthly magazine, the New Review, which, notwithstanding notable contributions in fiction and essays, was a financial failure. From 1899 till his death he contributed occasionally a literary article to the Pall Mall Magazine.

Meanwhile, he had, in 1888, obtained reputation as a poet, though more instantly and widely in America than in England, by a Book of Verses, which embraced the whole graphic hospital series, of which the more poignant, in the unrhymed form, had been refused admission to the Cornhill Magazine; the Bric-a-Brac Poems, some in the sonnet form and the majority in the modish forms of old French verse, but often wrought with such deft command of phrase, and so alive with poetic fancy, or emotion, that all sense of artificiality disappears; and various other verses entitled Echoes, the majority of which accord with his own definition of a lyric, a single emotion temperamentally expressed in terms of poetry (Preface to English Lyrics, ). In 1892 he published the Song of the Sword and other Verses, including the London Voluntaries; and in 1893 a second edition, with additions, appeared under the title  London Voluntaries and other Verses. In the Voluntaries, a rich and lovely verbal magic, wrote Francis Thompson, is mated with metre that comes and goes like the heaving of the Muses bosom (Academy, 18 July 1903). The technical accomplishment attains here its most difficult triumphs. In 1898 the two collections of verse were reprinted in a definitive edition, with omissions, additions and changes under the title Poems, with a photograviure of the authors bust by Rodin. A series of drawings of London types by William Nicholson with picturesque quatorzains by Henley appeared in the same year; and in 1900 he published a small volume of verse entitled For Englands sake: Verses and Songs in Time of War, voicing his patriotic fervour during the Boer struggle. The two most notable poems are Pro Rege Nostro, which has been set to music as a song by Miss Frances Allitsen, and for choral purposes by Mr. Ernest Dicks, and Last Post, set to music for chorus and orchestra by Sir Charles Villiers Stanford. The lyric sequence, Hawthorn and Lavender (1901, first printed in the North American Review), a kind of parable of the spring, summer, autumn, and winter of manhood, contains a more intimate revelation of himself than the earlier poems. This volume also includes among other pieces the Threnody for Queen Victoria which, first appearing in the Morning Post, was printed for private circulation as a broadside. Hawthorn and Lavender he intended to be his last poetic utterance; but his first experience of the delights of motoring inspired him to write A Song of Speed, which appeared in the Worlds Work in April 1903, and shortly afterwards was published separately, Henleys verse was the occasional recreation of a life mainly occupied with editing and the criticism of literature and art. In 1890 he published Views and Reviews, described by himself as a mosaic of scraps and shreds from the shot rubbish of some fourteen years of journalism, and consisting mainly of vignette impressions of the great English and French writers. A companion volume on art appeared in 1902, selected from the memorial catalogue (1887) of the loan collection of French and Dutch pictures in the Edinburgh International Exhibition (1886), from the Century of Artists (1889), prepared as a memorial of the art portion of the Glasgow Exhibition of 1888, and from the catalogue (1889) of the loan collection of pictures of the great French and Dutch romanticists of the nineteenth century, prepared for the art publishers, Messrs. Dowdeswell. For the last catalogue he wrote an elaborate note on Romanticism. The volume also includes a study of Sir Henry Raeburn, which prefaced a sumptuous book, published in 1890, by the Association for the Promotion of the Fine Arts in Scotland, as well as a study of two modern artists (Charles Keene and Rodin) contributed to the National Observer in 1890; and a tribute to R. A. M. Stevenson from the Pall Mall Magazine in July 1900.

As critic, wrote Meredith of Henley, he had the rare combination of enthusiasm and wakeful judgment. Pretentiousness felt his whip smartly, the accepted imbecile had to bear the weight of his epigrams. But merit under a cloud, or just emerging, he sparkled on or lifted to the public view. He was one of the main supports of good literature in our time (The Henley Memorial, ). Impressionist and emotional, Henleys criticism represents artistic sensibilities that are exceptionally keen. In painting he proposed to ignore any qualities except those strictly pictorial, and sculpture he pronounced to be wholly a matter of form, surface and line. His literary sympathies were restricted by peculiarities of temperament, but realist and humorist as well as poet, he was an expert critic of those forms of literature that deal primarily with concrete human nature. His prose style, elaborately polished and occasionally mannered, is notable for elasticity, and vivid appositeness of phrase.

Henley collaborated with R. L. Stevenson in four plays, Deacon Brodie (privately printed in 1880, and in a finished version in 1888), Beau Austin and Admiral Guinea (both printed in 1884), and Macaire (in 1885). A collected edition of the first three plays was published in 1892, and Macaire was added in 1894. Deacon Brodie was produced at Pullans Theatre of Varieties, Bradford, on 28 Dec. 1882, and was performed at the Princes Theatre, London, on 2 July 1884, and in the same year at Edinburgh. With the finished version, which has not been performed in this country, Henleys brother, Edward John, made a successful tour in America in 1888. Beau Austin was produced by Mr. (now Sir) Beerbohm Tree at the Haymarket Theatre, London, on 3 Nov. 1890. Admiral Guinea, first produced on 29 Nov. 1897, was revived at the Royalty Theatre, Glasgow (the Repertory Theatre) on 19 April 1909 and at His Majestys Theatre, London, on 4 June of the same year. Macaire was played twice by the Stage Society, London (on 4 Nov. 1900 at the Strand Theatre, and on 8 Nov. at the Great Queen Street Theatre). Beau Austin and Macaire were performed at a matinee in Her Majestys Theatre on 3 May 1901 on behalf of the Prince of Waless Hospital Fund, all the parts being filled by leading actors and actresses. Deacon Brodie is dramatically the most effective of the four pieces, none of which attained popular success, though all helped to promote a higher ideal of playwriting in Great Britain.

Henley was also the author of A new and original travestie by Byron MGuiness, entitled Mephisto, new music by Mr. D. Caldicott and Mr. Ernest Bucalossi, which, produced on Whit Monday, 14 June 1887, was played for some weeks as an after piece at the Royalty Theatre, London; his brother taking the part of Mephisto, and Miss Constance Gilchrist that of Marguerite.

A warm admirer of Elizabethan prose, Henley projected the republication of a series of Tudor translations which, edited and prefaced by special scholars and begun in 1892 with Florios translation of Montaignes Essays, was completed by the issue of the Tudor Bible, the preface for which he did not live to finish. With Mr. J. S. Farmer he was engaged for many years in compiling a Dictionary of Slang and its Analogues, issued in parts only to subscribers (1894–1904), which was almost finished at the time of his death. With Mr. T. F. Henderson he prepared the centenary edition of the poetry of Robert Burns, in four vols. (1896–7), contributing to the last volume an elaborate essay, which was also published separately, on the poets life, genius and achievement. An edition of Byrons Letters and Verse, volume i., with vivid biographical sketches of Byrons friends and other persons mentioned in the letters, appeared in 1897; but, owing to copyright difficulties, the project was abandoned. In 1901 he edited the Edinburgh folio Shakespeare. He contributed a preface to the poetry of Wilfrid Blunt (1895), and to the collected edition of the poems of T. E. Brown (1900); introductory essays to editions of Smollett (1899), Hazlitt (1902–4), and Fielding (1903); and prefaces to various novels in the American edition de luxe of the works of Charles Dickens. Amongst his latest essays was that on Othello, for the Caxton Shakespeare (1910), edited by Sir Sidney Lee. In 1891, under the title of Lyra Heroica, he published a selection of English verse commemorative of heroic action or illustrative of heroic sentiment, of which a school edition with notes by L. Cope-Cornford and W. W. Greg was printed in 1892; in 1894 with Mr. Charles Whibley, a Book of English Prose; in 1895 a London Garland from Four Centuries of Verse, and in 1897 English Lyrics: Chaucer to Pope.

In 1893 Henley received the degree of LL.D. from the University of St. Andrews; in 1898 he was granted a civil list pension of 225l. a year. Considerations of health induced him, after experimenting with various suburban residences about London, to remove in 1899 to Worthing, though he retained a flat in London, which he occupied at intervals. In 1901 he removed to Woking. A nervous shock, due to an accident while leaving a moving railway carriage, seriously affected his health, and he died at Woking on 11 June 1903. His body was cremated at Woking and the ashes were brought to Cockayne Hatley, Bedfordshire.

Henley married at Edinburgh, in Jan. 1878, Anna, daughter of Edward Boyle, engineer, of Edinburgh, and Marianne Mackie. She survived him and in 1904 was granted a civil list pension of 1251. The only child, Margaret, died at the age of five years in 1894. She is the Reddy of Mr. J. M. Barries Sentimental Tommy; there is a painting in oil of her by Charles Wellington Furse, A.R.A., and a crayon sketch by the Marchioness of Granby (Duchess of Rutland). She was buried in the churchyard of Cockayne Hatley, where a tombstone, designed by Onslow Ford, with beautiful bronze work by the artist, is erected to her.

Henley was over the average height, broad-shouldered, and, notwithstanding his illnesses, physically vigorous and energetic. His powerful he was crowned by strong, bushy yellow hair, which had a tendency towards the perpendicular; latterly it became white. He possessed pleasant and expressive blue eyes, but was extremely short-sighted. Physically he contrasted strikingly with the shadowy R. L. Stevenson. Debarred by his lameness and uncertain health from various pastimes and diversions, he obtained much enjoyment from conversation, and was an admirable listener and inquirer as well as talker. In Stevensons essay, Talk and Talkers, he is cleverly portrayed under the pseudonym Burly; but the description applies chiefly to his earlier years and largely to special bouts of discussion with the Stevensons; in his later years his manner was less boisterous and piratical. Although capable under excitement of much picturesque denunciation, he was in conversation, for the most part, quietly humorous, frank, robust, and genial. Henleys collective works appeared in 1908 in a limited edition in six volumes; vols. i. and ii. poems, including, in an appendix, some published in earlier volumes or in anthologies but not reprinted by him in his definitive edition; vols. iii. and iv. essays not previously collected; and vols. v. and vi. Views and Reviews. The essays include those on Fielding, Smollett, Hazlitt and Burns; Byrons World; and an unrevised selection from contributions to the Pall Mall Magazine. There is a bust of Henley by Rodin (1886), a drawing by William Rothenstein (1897), and. an oil painting by William Nicholson (1901). A sketch by Spy (Leslie Ward), which, though touched with caricature, is an admirable likeness, was made for Vanity Fair in 1897. On 11 July 1907 a memorial of Henley, consisting of a bust by Rodin in bronze, a replica of that of 1886, set in white marble, was unveiled by the Earl of Plymouth in the crypt of St. Pauls Cathedral, London. It was erected by his friends and admirers, the bust being a free gift by Rodin.

[Obituary notices; Stevensons Life and Letters; the Henley Memorial, 1907; A Blurred Memory of Childhood, by Rodent Shields (a fellow patient as a boy with Henley in the Infirmary), in Cornhill Mag., May 1905; William Ernest Henley, by Sidney Low, ib., Sept. 1903; Mrs. W. Y. Sellars Recollections, ib., Dec. 1910; Portraits of the Henleys by Francis Watt in Art Journal, Feb. 1906; information from Mrs. Henley and Mr. Alfred Wareing personal knowledge. There is a list of Henleys signed contributions to magazines and reviews in a bibliographical note in English Illustrated Mag., vol. xxix.]

T. F. H.
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Browse our Classical Music series

[image: img66.png]


[image: img67.jpg]

Woking Crematorium — Henley was cremated here and his ashes were interred in his daughters grave in the churchyard at Cockayne Hatley in Bedfordshire.
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The crematorium in the late Victorian period
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Henleys grave
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