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NOTE

This hook is a selection, slightly revised,

from my miscellancons ivorlc during the last

four or fire years, and tJie title is that under

xchich the hidk of it has appeared, month by

month, in the "Pall Mall Magazine." In

selecting, I have omitted those pieces tchich

hang upon other peoj)le''s hooks, plays, or

pictures
— a process of exclusion which,

tchile giving unity to a possihle collection of

my critical writings in another volume,

leaves the first selection exclusively egoistic.
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WITHOUT PREJUDICE

PART I

GOSSIPS AND FANTASIES

A VISION OF THE BURDEN OF IVIAN

AND it came to pass that my soul was vexed with

-^ the problems of life, so tliat I could not sleep. So

I opened a book by a lady novelist, and fell to reading
therein. And of a sudden I looked up, and lo ! a great
host of women filled the chamber, which had become
as the Albert HaU for magnitude—women of all com-

plexions, countries, times, ages, and sexes. Some were

bewitching and beautiful, some wan and flat-breasted,

some elegant and stately, some ugly and squat, some

plain and whitewashed, and some painted and deco-

rated; women in silk gowns, and women in divided

skirts, and women in widows' weeds, and women in

knickerbockers, and women in ulsters, and women in

furs, and women in crinolines, and women in tights,

and women in rags ;
but every woman of them all in

tears. The great chamber was full of a mighty babel ;

shouts and idulatious, groans and moans, weeping and

waihng and gnashing of false and genuine teeth, and

tearing of hau* both artificial and natui-al ;
and there-

with the flutter of a myriad fans, and the rustle of a mil-

l
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lion powder-puffs. And the air reeked with a thousand

indescribable scents— patchouli and attar of roses and

cherry blossom, and the heavy odours of hau'-oil and

dyes and cosmetics and patent medicines innumerable.

Now when the women perceived me on my reading-
chair in their midst, the shrill babel swelled to a savage
thunder of menace, so that I deemed they were wroth
with me for intruding upon them in mine own house

j

but as mine ear gxew accustomed to the babel of tongues,
I became aware of the true import of their ejaculations.
" son of man !

"
they cried, in various voices :

"
thy

cruel reign is over, thy long tyranny is done; thou

hast glutted thyself with victims, thou hast got drunken
on our hearts' blood, we have made sport for thee in our

blindness. But the Light is come at last, the slow night
has budded into the rose of dawn, the masculine mon-
ster is in his death-throes, the kingdom of justice is at

hand, the Doll's House has been condemned by the san-

itary inspector."
I stroA^e to deprecate their wrath, but my voice was

as the twitter of a sparrow in a hiu-ricane. At length
I ruffled my long hair to a leonine mane, and seated

myself at the piano. And lo ! straightway there fell a

deep silence — you could have heard a hairpin drop.

" What would j^ou have me do, daughters of Eve ?
"

I cried.
" What is my sin ? what my iniquity ?

" Then
the clamour recommenced with tenfold violence, dis-

appointment at the loss of a free performance augment-
ing their anger.

" Give me a husband," shrieked one.
" Give me a profession," shrieked another.
" Give me a divorce," shrieked a third.
" Give me free union," shrieked a foui'th.
" Give me an income," shrieked a fifth.
" Give me my deceased sister's husband," shrieked a

sixth.
" Give me my divorced husband's cluldren," shrieked

a seventh.



A yiSION OF THE BURDEN OF MAN
*' Give me the right to paint from the nude in the

Academy schools," skrieked an eighth.
*^ Give me an Oxford degree," shrieked a ninth.

"Give me a cigar," shrieked a tenth.
*' Give me a vote," shrieked an eleventh.
" Give me a pair of trousers," shrieked a twelfth.

"Give me a seat in the House," shrieked a thu-teenth.
"
Daughters of the horse-leech," I made answer, tak-

ing advantage of a momentary lull, "I am not in a

position to give away any of these things. You had
better ask at the Stores." But the tempest out-thun-
dered me.

" I want to ride bareback in the Row in tights and
spangles at 1 p. m. on Sundays," shrieked a soberly clad

suburban lady, who sported a wedding-ring.
"
I want

to move the world with my pen or the point of my toe
;

I want to write, dance, sing, act, paint, sculpt, fence,

row, ride, swim, hunt, shoot, fish, love all men from

young rustic farmers to old town roues, lead the Com-
mons, keep a salon, a restaurant, and a zoological gar-

den, row a boat in boy's costume, with a tenor by
moonlight alone, and deluge Eiu-ope and Asia with
blood shed for my intoxicating beauty. I am primeval,

savage, unlicensed, unchartered, unfathomable, unpet-

ticoated, tumultuous, inexpressible, irrepressible, over-

powering, crude, mordant, pugnacious, polyandrous,
sensual, fiery, chaste, modest, married, and misunder-
stood."

"
But, madam," I remarked— for in her excitement

she approached within earshot of me— "I understand
thee quite well, and I really am not responsible for thy
emotions." Her literary style beguiled me into the re-

sponsive arehaicism of the second person singular.
" Coward !

" she snapped.
" Coward and satyi* ! For

centuries thou hast trampled upon my sisters, and des-

ecrated womanhood."
"
I beg thy pardon," I rejoined mildly.

" Thou dost not deserve it," she interrupted.
" Thou art svibstituting hysteria for history," I went

on. "
I was not born yesterday, but I have only scored
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a few years more than a quarter of one century, and see-

ing that my own mother was a woman, I must refuse

to be held accountable for the position of the sex."

"Sophist!" she shrieked. "It is thy apathy and
selfishness that perpetuate the evil."

Then I bethought me of my long vigils of work and

thought, the slow, bitter years in which I
" ate my

bread with tears, and sat weeping on my bed," and I

remembered that some of those tears were for the sor-

rows of that very sex which was now accusing me of

organised injustice. But I replied gently :

"
I am no

tyrant ;
I am a simple, peaceful citizen, and it is as

much as I can do to earn my bread and the bread of

some of thy sex. Life is hard enough for both sexes,

without setting one against the other. We are both

the outcome of the same great forces, and both of us

have our special selfishnesses, advantages, and di-aw-

backs. If there is any cruelty, it is Nature's handiwork,
not man's. So far from trampling on womanhood, we
have let a woman reign over us for more than half a

century. Vv^e Avorship womanhood, we have celebrated

woman in song, picture, and poem, and half civilisation

has adored the Madonna. Let us have woman's point
of view and the truth about her psychology, by all

means. But beware lest she provoke us too far. The

Eicigtceihliche has become too literal a fact, and in our

reaction against this everlasting woman question we
shall develop in unexpected directions. Her cry for

equal pmity wiU but end in the formal institution of the

polygamy of the Orient "

As I spoke the figure before me appeared to be un-

dergoing a transformation, and, ere I had finished, I

perceived I was talking to an angry, seedy man in a

red muffler.
" Thee keeps down the proletariat," he interrupted

venomously.
" Thee lives on the sweat of his brow,

wliile thee fattens at ease. Thee plants thy foot on his

neck."
" Do I ?

"
I exclaimed, lifting up my foot involuntarily.

Mistaking the motion, he disappeared, and in liis

4



A l^ISION OF THE BURDEN OF MAN

stead I saw a withered old pauper with the Victoiia

Cross on his breast.
'*

I went to the mouth of hell for

thee," he said, with large reproachful eyes ;

" and thou

leavest me to rot in the workhouse."

*'I am awfully sorry!" I said. "I never heard of

thee. It is the nation "

** The nation !

" he cried scornfully.
'* Thou art the

nation
;
the nation is only a collection of individuals.

Thou art responsible. Thou art the man."

"Thou art the man," echoed a thousand voices:

<'
Society is only an abstraction." And, looking round,

I saw, to my horror, that the women had quite disap-

peared, and their places A?ere filled by men of all com-

plexions, countries, times, ages, and sexes.
"
I died in the streets," shouted an old cripple in the

background— " round the corner from thy house, in

thy wealthy parish
— I died of starvation in this nine-

teenth century of the Christian era, and a generation

after Dickens's ' Christmas Carol.' "

"
If I had only known !

" I murmured, while my eyes

grew moist. "Why didst thou not come to me ?
"

"
I was too proud to beg," he answered. " The really

poor never beg."
" Then how am I responsible ?" I retorted.
" How art thou responsible ?

" cried the voices indig-

nantly ;
and one dominating the rest added :

"
I want

v.'ork and can't get it. Dost thou call thyself civilised ?
"

" Civilised r' echoed a weedy yoimg man scornfully.
"

I am a genius, yet I have had nothing to eat all day.

Thy congeners killed Keats and Chatterton, and when I

am dead thou wilt be sorry for what thou hast not

done."
" But hast thou published anything ?" I asked.
" How could I publish '?

" he rephed, indignantly.
" Then how could I be aware of thee ?

" I inqitired.

"But my great-grandfather did pubhsh," said an-

other. " Thou goest into ecstacies over him, and his

books have sold by tens of thousands; but me thou

leavest pensionless, to earn my li\ing as a cooper.

Bah!"
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" And thou didst put my father in prison," said an-

other,
" for pubHshingthe works of a Continental novel-

ist
;
but when the novehst himself comes here, thou

puttest him in the place of honour."

I was fast growing overwhelmed with shame.
" Where is thy patriotism ! Thou art letting some of

the most unique British birds become extinct !

" ''

Yes,
and thou lettest Christmas cards be made in Germany,
and thou deridest Wliistler, and refusest to read Dod

Grile, and thou lettest books be published with the sheets

pinned instead of sewn. And the way thou neglectest

Coleridge's gi-ave
"

"
Coleridge's grave "?

"
interrupted a sad-eyed enthu-

siast.
''

Why, thou hast put no stone at all to mark
where James Thomson lies !

"

" Thou Hun, thou Vandal !
" shrieked a fresh contin-

gent of voices in defiance of the late Professor Freeman.
'' Thou hast aUowed the Emanuel Hospital to be knocked

down, thou hast whitewashed the oaken ceihng of King-

Charles's room at Dartmouth, and threatened to destroy

the view from Eichmond Hill. Thou hast smashed ca-

thedral windows, or scratched thy name on them, hast

pulled down Eoman walls, and allowed commons to be

inclosed. Thou coverest the Lake District with adver-

tisements of pills, and the blue heaven itself with sky-

signs ;
and in thy passion for cheap and nasty pictorial

journalism thou art allowing the art of wood-engra\dng
to die out, even as thou acceptest photogravures instead

of etchings."
I cowered before theii- wrath, while renewed cries of

" Thou art responsible ! Thou ! Thou !
" resounded

from all sides.

"A pretty Christian tliou art!" exclaimed another

voice in unthinking vituperation.
'' Thou decimatest

savage tribes with rum and Maxim guns, thou makest

money by corrupting the East with opium. Thou allow-

est the Armenians to be done to death, and thou wilt

not put a stop to child-marriages in India."
** But for thee I shoidd have been alive to-day," broke

in a venerable spirit hovering near the ceiling.
"
If

6



A l/ISION OF THE BURDEN OF MAN
tliou liadst refused to sell poison except in specially

shaped bottles "

'' What canst thou expect of a man who allows any-

body to cany firearms '?
"
interrupted another voice.

" Or who fills his newspaper -^dth divorce cases'? "

"Is it any wonder the rising generation is cynical,
and the young maiden of fifteen has ceased to be

basliful?"
*' Shame on thee! " liissed the chorus, and advanced

upon me so thi'eateningly that I seized my hat and
rushed from the room. But a l)urly being with a Blue
Book blocked my way.

' ' Where didst thou get that hat ?
" he cried.

' ' Doubt-
less from some sweating establishment. And those

clothes
;
didst thou investigate where they were made ?

didst thou inquire how much thy tailor paid his hands ?

didst thou engage an accountant to examine his books'? "

"I— I am so busy," I stammered feebly.
"
Shuffler ! How knowest thou thou art not spread-

ing to the world the germs of scarlet fever and typhoid

picked up in the sweaters' dens ?
"

*' What cares he f
" cried a tall, thin man, with a sHght

stoop and gold spectacles.
'' Does he not poison the air

every day odth the smoke of his coal fires %
"

" Pison the air !
"
repeated a battered, blear-eyed rep-

robate. "He pisoned my soul. He ruined me with

promiskus charity. Whenever I was stoney-broke 'e

give me doles in aid, 'e did. 'E wos werry bad to me, 'e

wos. 'E destroyed my self-respeck, druv me to drink,

broke up my home, and druv my darters on the streets."
" This is what comes of undisciplined compassion,"

observed the gold-spectacled gentleman, glowering at

me. " T]je integrity and vrrtixe of a whole family sacri-

ficed to the gratification of thy altruistic emotions !
"

" Stand out of the way !
" I cried to the burly man ;

"
I wish to leave my own house."

"And carry thy rudeness abroad"?" he retorted in-

dignantly.
" Perchance thou wouldst like to go to the

Continent, and swagger tlirough Europe clad in thy

loud-patterned checks and thine insular self-sufficiency."
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I tried to move him out of tlie way by bnite force,
and we wrestled, and lie threw me. I heard myself strike

the floor with a thud.

Rubbing my eyes, instead of my back, I discovered
that I was safe in my reading-chair, and that it was the

lady novelist's novel that had made the noise. I picked
it ui3, but I still seemed to see the reproachful eyes of a
thousand toi'mentors, and hear their objurgations. Yet
I had none of the emotions of Scrooge, no prickings of

conscience, no ferment of good resolutions. Instead, I

felt a wave of bitterness and indignation flooding my
soul.

"
I will not be responsible for the universe !

" I cried

to the ceiling.
"

I am sick of the woman question, and
the problem of man makes my gorge rise. Is there one

question in the world that can really be settled ? No,
not one, except by superficial thinkers. Just as the

comprehensive explanation of ' the flower in the cran-
nied wall '

is the explanation of the whole universe, so

every question is but a thin layer of ice over infinite

depths. You may touch it lightly, you may skate over

it; but press it at all, and you sink into bottomless

abysses. The simplest interrogation is a doorway to

chaos, to endless perspectives of winding paths perpet-
ually turning upon themselves in a blind maze. Sup-
pose one is besought to sign a petition against capital

punishment. A really conscientious and logical person,
pursuing truth after the manner recommended by Des-

cartes, and professed by Huxley, could not settle this

question for himseK without going into the endless ques-
tion of Free-will versus Necessity, and studying the va-
rious systems of philosophy and ethics. Murder may be
due to insane impulse : Insanity must therefore be stud-

ied. Moreover, ought not hanging to be abolished in

cases of murder and reserved for more noxious crimes,
such as those of fraudulent directors ? This opens up
new perspectives and new lines of study. The whole

theory of Punishment woidd also have to be gone into :

should it be restrictive, or revengeful, or reformative ?

(See Aristotle, Bentham, Owen, etc.) Incidentally great

8



A VISION OF THE BURDEN OF MAN
tracts of the science of Psycliology are involved. And
what right have we to interfere with our fellow-crea-

tures at all ? This opens up the vast domains of Law
and Government, and requires the perusal of Mon-

tesquieu, Bodin, Rousseau, Mill, etc., etc. Sociology
wovild also be called in to determine the benieficent

or maleficent influence of the death-punishment upon
the popular mind

;
and statistics would be required to

trace the operation of the systems of punishment in

various countries. History would l^e consulted to the

same effect. The sanctity of human life being a re-

ligious dogma, the rehgions of the world would have
to be studied, to see under what conditions it has

been thouglit permissible to destroy life. One ought
not to rely on translations : Confucius should be read in

Chinese, the Koran in Arabic, and the few years spent
in the acquisition of Persian would be rewarded by
a first-hand famiharity with the Zend Avesta. The
Old Testament enjoins capital punishment. On what

gi'ounds, then, if one is leaning the other way, may a

text be set aside that seems to settle the matter posi-

tively? Here comes in the vast army of Bible com-
mentators and theologians. But perhaps the text is of

late origin, intei-polated. The Dutch and German sa-

vants rise in their might, with their ingenious theories

and microscopic scholarship. But there are other scien-

tists who bid us not heed the Bible at all, because it

contradicts the latest editions of their primers. Is, then,
science strictly accui'ate"? To answer this you must
have a thorough acquaintance with Ijiology, geology,

astronomy, besides deciding for yourself between the

conflicting views at nearly every point. By the time

you have made up your mind as to whether capital

punishment should be abolished, it has passed ovit of

the statute-book, and you are dead, or mad, or murdered.
'' But v/ere this the only question a man has to settle

in his shor't span of years, he might cheerfully engage
in its solution. But life bristles with a hundred qxies-

tions equally capital, and with a thousand-and-one
minor problem? on which he is expected to have an

9
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opinion, and about which he is asked at one time or

other, if only at dinner."

At this moment the Poet who shares my chambers
came in— later than he should have done— and inter-

rupted my soliloquy. But I was still hot, and enhsted

his interest in my vision and my apologia, and began
drawing up a list of the questions, in which after a while

he became so interested that he started adding to it.

Hours flew like minutes, and only the splitting head-

ache we both brought upon ourselves drove us to desist.

Here is our first rough list of the questions that confront

the modern man— a disorderly, deficient, and tautolo-

gical list, no doubt, to which any reader can add many
hundred more.

VEXED QUESTIONS

Queen Mary and Botliwell. Shakespeare and Bacon. Correct

transliteration of Greek
; pronunciation of Latin. Sunday open-

ing of museums
;
of theatres. The English Sunday ;

Bank Holi-

day. Darwinism. Is there spontaneous creation? or spontane-
ous combustion? The geiTQ theory; Pasteur's cures; Mattel's

cures; Virchow's cell theory. Unity of Homer; of the Bible.

Dickens v. Thackeray. Shall we ever fly ? or steer balloons ? The
credit system; the discount system. Impressionism, decadence,

Japanese art, the plein air school. Realism v, romance
; Gothic

V. Greek art. Russian fiction, Dutch, Bulgarian, Noi-wegian,

American, etc., etc. opinion of every novel ever written, of every
school, in every language (you must read them in the original) ;

ditto of eveiy opera and piece of music, with supplementary opin-
ions about every vocalist and perfonner ;

ditto of eveiy play, with

supplementary opinions about every actor, dancer, etc.
; ditto of

every poem ;
ditto of every picture ever painted, with estimates

of every ariist in every one of his manners at every stage of his

development and decisions as to which pictures are not genuine ;

also of every critic of literatiu-e, drama, art, and music (in all of

which departments certain names are equal to an appalling plexus
of questions—^Wagner, Ibsen, Meredith, IBrowning, Comte, Goethe,

Shakespeare, Dante, Degas, Rousseau, Tolstoi, Maeterlinck,

Strindberg, Zola, Whistler, Leopardi, Emerson, Carlyle, Sweden-

borg, Rabelais). Socialism, its various schools, its past and its

futui'e
; Anarchism : bombs. Labour questions : the Eight Hours'

Day, the Unemployed, the Living Wage, etc., etc. Mr. Gladstone's

career. Shall members of Parliament be paid? Chamberlain's

position ; ditto for every statesman in every country, to-day and

lO
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in all past ages. South Africa, Rhodes, Captain Jim. The Eng-
lish girl V. the French or the American. Invidious comparisons
of every i)eople from every point of view, physical, moral, intel-

lectual, and ajsthetic. Vizetelly. Vivisection. Fii-st love v. later

love ;
French marriage system v. the English. The coiTupt cho-

ruses in the Greek dramas (also in modern burlesque— with the

question of the Church and Stage Guild, Zaeo's back, the County
Council, etc.). How to make London beautiful. Fogs. Bimetal-

lism. Secondary Ediicatiou. Volunteer or conscript? Anony-
mity in journalism. Christianity, Judaism, Buddhism, and Mo-
hammedanism : their mutual superiorities, their past and their

future. Plato, Spinoza, Kant, Hegel, and all philosophers and

philosophies. The Independent Theatre. The origin of lan-

guage. Where do the Aryans come from ? Was Mrs. Maybrick
guilty 1 Same question for every gi'eat murderer. The Tich-

borne case, and every other cause c&Ubre, including divorce cases.

Crime and punishment. Music-haU songs. Heredity : are ac-

quired qualities inherited ? Is tobacco a mistake ! Is drink ? Is

maiTiage ? Is the high hat ? Polygamy ;
the social evil. Ai'e the

planets inhabited ? Is the English concert pitch too high ? The
divided skirt. The antiquity of man. Geology : is the story of

the rocks short, or long, or true ? Geology v. Genesis
;
Genesis

V. Kuenen. Was Pope a poet ? Was Whitman 1 Was Poe a drunk-

ard, or Griswold a liar ? Was Hamlet mad ? V/as Blake ? Is

waltzing immoral ? Is humour declining ? Is there a modern
British drama? Corporal punishment in schools. Compulsory
vaccination. What shall we do with our daughters 1 or our sons?

or our criminals ? or our paupers ? or ourselves ? Female fran-

chise. Republicanism. Which is the best soap ? or tooth-pow-
der? Is Morris's printing really good ? Is the race progressing ?

Is our navy fit ? Should dynamite be iised in war ? or in peace ?

What persons should bo buried in Westminster Abbey ? Origin
of every fairy-tale. Who made our proverbs and ballads ? Cold
baths V. hot or Turkish. Home Rule. Should the Royal Acad-

emy be abolished ? and who should be the next R. A.? Should
there be an Academy of Literature ? or a Channel Tunnel ? Was
De Lesseps to blame ? Should we not patronise English watering-

places ? Should there be pianos in board schools ? or theology \

Authors and publishers; artists and authors. Is literature a

trade ? Should pauper aliens be admitted' or pauper couples sep-
arated? Bank Holiday. Irving v. Tree. The world's politics,

present, future, and even past
—

retrospective questions being
constantly re-agitated ; as. Should the American slaves have been

emancipated ? or Was the P^rench Revohition a Folly ? Apropos,
which is the best history of it ? Who is the rightful Queen of

England? Is cycling injtu-ious to the cyclist? or the public?
Who was the Man in the Iron Mask ? Is the Stock Exchange im-

moral ? What is influenza ? Ought we to give cabmen more than
their fare ? Tips generally. Should dogs be muzzled ? Have we
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a right to extend our empire f or to keep it ? SliouUl we federate

it ? Are there ghosts ? Is spiritualism a fraud ? Is theosophy ?

Was Madame Blavatsky i Was Jezebel a wretch, or a Hellenist 1

The abuse of the quarantine. Should ladiea ride astride ? Ama-
teurs V. professionals in sports. Is prize-fighting beneficial ?

Is^ trial by juiy played out ? The cost of law : Chancery.
Abuses of the Universities. The Cambridge Spinning House.

Compulsory Greek. The endowment of research. A teaching

university in London. Is there a sea-serpent S Servants v. mis-

tresses. Shall the Jews have Palestine I Classical v. modern side

in schools. Should we abolish the censorship of plays ? or fees ?

or found a dramatic academy ? or a State theatre J Should gam-
bling be legal? Should potatoes be boiled in their skins? should

dynamiters f Should newspapers publish racing tips ? or divorce

cases ? or comment ? The New Journalism. What is the best

ninth move in the Evans gambit ? Would Morphy have been a

fivst-class chess-player to-day I Is the Steinitz gambit sound ? Do
plants dream ? Ought we to fill up income-tax papers accurately ?

SheUey and Hai-riet and Mary. Swift and Vanessa and Stella.

Lord and Lady Byron. Did Mrs. Carlyle deserve it ? The limits

of biography ;
of photography in painting ;

of the spot-stroke in

billiards. Did Shakespeare hold horses I Should girls be brought

up like boys, or boys like gii'ls, or both like one another ? Are ani-

mals automata ? Have they reason ? or do they live without rea-

son ? Will Brighton A's fall ? or Penivians rise ? Is it cruel to

cage l)irds and animals ? What is the best breed of horses I Did

Wellington say "Up, Guards, and at 'em" ? Cremation v. Burial.

Should immoral men be allowed to retain oifice ? Is suicide im-

moral ? Opinion of the character of Elizabeth, Pamell, Catherine,

Cleopatra, Rousseau, Jack the Kipper, Semiramis, Lucrezia Borgia,
etc. , etc. The present state of the Libel Law ;

and of the Game Laws.

Is vegetarianism higher ? or healthier ? Do actors feel their pai-ts I

Should German type be abolished I or book-edges cut ? or editions

artificially limited : or organ-grinders ? How about church-and-

mufan-bells ? Peasant proprietorship. Deer or Highlanders ?

Were our ancestors taller than we ? Is fruit or market-gai-dening
or cattle-farming more profitable I Dutch v. Italian gardening.
What is an etching ? Do dreains come true ? Is freemasonry a

fraud ? or champagne ? are Havanas ? Best brand of whiskey ?

Ought Building and Friendly Societies to be supervised ? Smok-

ing in theatres. Should gentlemen pay ladies' cab-fares 1 Gerdus
and insanity. Are cigarettes poisonous ? Is luxury a boon ? Thir-

teen at table, and all other superstitions
— are they foolish ? Why

young men don't nian*y. Shall wo ever reach the Pole! How
soon will England and the States be at war ? The real sites and

people in Thackeray's novels. A imiversal penny post ? Cheap
telegrams and telephones ? Is tho Bank of England safe ? Are
the planets inhabited ? Should girls have more liberty ? Should

they propose? or wear crinolines! Why not have an unlimited
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paper ciirrency .' or a decimal system aud coinage .' or a oue-pound
note ] Should we abolish the Lords I or preserve the Commons 1

Why not euthanasia l Should dramatic critics write plays f Who
built the Pyramids I Are the English the Lost Ten Tribes \ Should
we send missions to the heathen ? How long wiU our coal hold

out ? \fh.o executed Charles 1. 1 Are the tablets of Tel-el-Amama

trustworthy I are hieroglyphic readers I WiU war ever die ? or

people live to a hundred ? The best moustache-forcer, bicycle,

tj'pewriter. and system of shorthand or of teaching the blind f

Was Sam WeUer possible I WTio was the original of Becky Sharp
'

Of Dodo \ Does tea hurt I Do gutta-percha shoes ? or cork soles I

Shall we disestablish the church \ or tolerate a reredos in St.

Paul's T Is Euclid played out ! Is there a foiu'th dimension of

space ? Which is the real old Cm-iosity Shop ? Is the Continental

man better educated than the Briton \ Why can't we square the

circle ? or solve equations to the nth. degree I or colour-print in

England ; What is the use of South Kensington \ Is paraffin

good for baldness \ or eucalyptus for influenza ? How many ele-

ments are there ? Should cousins maiTy ? or the House be ad-

journed on Derby Day ? Do water-colours fade ? WUl the ether

theory live I or Stanley's reputation I Is Free Trade fair I Is a

Free Press I Is fox-hunting cruel I or pigeon-shooting ? How
about the Queen's staghounds ? Should not each railway station

bear its name in big letters I and have better refreshments ?

Should we permit sky-signs ? Limits of advertisement. Preser-

vation of historic buildings and beautiful views v. utilitarianism.

Is the coinage vigly ? Should we not get letters on Sunday I Who
really ^vrote the *' Marseillaise

"
I Are examinations any real test .'

Promotion in the Ai-my or the Civil Seiwice. Is logic or mathe-
matics the primal science I and what is the best system of sym-
boUc logic I Should cirrates be paid more and archbishops less '.

Should postmen knock ! or combine I Are they under mili-

tary regime .' or underpaid ? Should Board School chUdreu
be taught religion ? The future of China and Japan. Is Anglo-
Indian society immoral ? Style or matter I Have we one pei-

sonality or many I
— with a hundred other questions of psychol-

ogy and ethics. A graduated income tax— with a hundred other

questions of political economy. Asphalt for horses. Will the

French republic endui-e I Will America have an aristocracy I

ShaU Welsh perish ? Is Platonic love possible ? Did Shakespeare
write " Coriolanus "

I Is there a skull in Holbein's " Ambassadors "
'.

What is the meaning of Dryden's Une. " He was and is the Cap-
tain of the Test "

? or of the horny projection under the left wing
of the sub-parasite of the third leg of a black-beetle I Was Onne
poisoned \ Are there fresh-water jelly-fishes ? Is physiognomy
true I or phrenology I or grajihology ? or cheiromancy ? If so,

what are their laws ! Opinions on Guelphs and Ghibellines, fast-

ing displays, infanticide, the genealogy of the peerage, the origin
of public-house signs, Siberia, the author of Junius, of the Sibyl-
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line Books, werewolves, dyeing one's hair, cofdn-slups, standing
armies, the medieaval monasteries, Church Brotherhoods, state in-

surance of the poor, promiscuous almsgiving, the rights of ani-

mals, the C. D. Acts, the Kernoozer Cluh, emigration, book-plates,
the Psychical Society, Kindergarten, Henry George, Positivism,
Chevalier's Coster, coloiu'-blindness, Total Abstinence, Ai-bitra-

tion, the best hundred books, Local Option, Women's Rights, the

Wandering Jew, the Flying Dutchman, the Neanderthal skull, the

Early Closing movement, the Prince of Wales, and the Tonic

Sol-fa notation. Is there an English hexameter I Is a perfect
translation impossible ? Will the coloured races conquer ? Is

consumption curable I Is celibacy possible I Can novels be really
dramatised ? Is the French school of acting superior to ours ?

Should literary men be offered peerages .' or refuse them ? Should

quack-doctors be prosecuted '. Shoidd critics practise without a

license ? Are the poor happier or unhappier than the rich I or is

Paley right ? Did Paley steal his celebrated watch ? Did Milton

steal from Vondel I Is the Salon dead in England I Should duel-

ling be revived S What is the right thing in dados, hall-lamps,

dressing-gowns, etc. ? Should ladies smoke I Is there a Ghetto
in England ? Anti-Semitism. Why should London wait ? or Ger-

man waiters? Mr. Stead's revival of pilgi-tmages. Is Grimm's
Law universal ? The abuses of the Civil Service

;
of the Pension

List. Dr. Bamardo. Grievances of match-girls ;
of elementary

teachers. Are our police reUable ? Is Stevenson's Scotch accu-

rate? Is our lifeboat service efSicient? The Eastern Question.
What is an English fairy-tale J What are the spots on the siui ?

Have they anything to do with commercial crises? Should we
spoil the Court if we spared the Black Rod ? or the City if we
spared the Lord Mayor ? Is chloroforming dangerous ? Should
armorial bearings be taxed ? or a tradesman's holiday use of his

cart ? Should classical texts be Bowdlerised for school-boys ? Is

the confessional of value 1 Is red the best colour for a soldier's

uniform or for a target ? Will it rain to-morrow ? Ought any one
to carry flreai-ms ? Do we permit the cancan on the EngUsh
stage ? or aerial flights %\'ithout nets ? Where are the lost Tales

of Miletus I Should lawyers wear their own hair ? Was the Si-

lent System so bad ? Should a novel have a pui"pose ? Was the

Victoria Fund rightly distributed ? What is the origin of Egyp-
tian civilisation ? Is it allowable to say,

" It 's me "
? Every other

doubtful point of grammar and— worse still— of pronunciation ;

also of etymology. May we say
" Give an ovation "

? Is the

German Emperor a genius, or a fool ? Should bachelors be taxed ?

Will the famUy be abolished ? Ensilage. Why was Ovid ban-

ished from Rome ? Is the soul immortal ? Is our art-pottery
bad? Is the Revised Ver.sion of the Bible superior to the Old ?

Wlio stole Gainsborough's picture ? Which are the rarest coins

and stamps ? Is there any sugar in the blood ? Blondes or bru-

nettes? Do monkeys talk? What should you lead at whist?
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Should directors of insolvent companies be prosecuted ? Or clas-

sl(;s be annotated ? "Was Boswell a fool ? Do I exist I Does any-

body else exist ? Is England declining I Shall the costers stand

in Fan-ingdon Street I Do green waU-papers contain arsenic ?

Shall we adopt phonetic spelling 1 Is life worth living ?

The last question at least I thought I could answer,
as I bore to bed with me that headache which you
have doubtless acquired if you have been foohsh enough
to read the Ust. If only one were a journalist, one would

have definite opinions on all these points.

And to these questions every day brings a fresh quota.

You are expected to have read the latest pai-agraph
in the latest paper, and the newest novel, and not to

have missed such and such an article in such and such

a quarterly. And all the while you are fulfiUing the

duties of, and solving the problems of, son, brother,

cousin, husband, father, friend, parishioner, citizen,

patriot, all complicated by specific religious and social

relations, and earning your h\Tng by some business that

has its own hosts of special problems, and you are an-

swering letters from everybody about everything, and

deciding as to the genuineness of begging appeals, and

wrestling with some form or forms of disease, pain, and

sorrow.
"
Truly, we are imperfect instruments for determin-

ing truth," I said to the Poet.
'' The sane person acts

from impulse, and only pretends to give a reason. Rea-

son is only called in to justify the verdict of prejudice.

Sometimes the impulse is sentiment—which is prejudice

touched with emotion. We cannot judge anything on

pure, abstract grounds, because the balance is biassed.

A human being is born a bundle of prejudices, a group
of instincts and intuitions and emotions that precede

judgment. Patriotism is prejudice touched with pride,

and politics is prej udice touched with spite. Pliilosophy

is prejudice put into propositions, and art is prejudice

put into paint or sound, and religion is a pious opinion.

Every man is born a Platonist or an Aristotelian, a

Romanticist, or a Reahst, or an Impressionist, and usu-

ally erects his own limitations into a creed. Every
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eountry, towu, district, family, individual, has a special
set of prejudices along the lines of which it moves, and
which it mistakes for exclusive truths or reasoned con-

clusions. Touch human society anywhere, it is rotten,

it crumbles into a mjoriad notes of interrogation ;
the

acid of analysis dissolves every ideal. Humanity only

keeps alive and soimd by going on in faith and hope,
—

solvitur ambulando,—if it sat down to ask questions, it

would freeze like the traveller in the Polar regions.
The world is saved by bad logic."

"And by good feeling," added my friend the Poet.

"And in the face of all these questions," I cried, sur-

veying the Ust ruefully again, "we go on accumulating
researches and multiplying books without end, vitu-

perating the benefactors who destroyed the library of

Alexandria, and exhuming the civihsations that the

earthquakes of Time have swallowed imder. The
Hamlet of centnries, 'sicklied o'er with the pale cast

of thought,' the nineteenth of that ilk mouches along,

soliloquising about more things in heaven and eartli

than were dreamt of in any of its predecessors' philos-

ophies. Ah me! Analysis is paralysis and introspec-
tion is vivisection and culture di'ives one mad. What
will be the end of it all?"

" The end will be," answered the Poet,
" that the over-

strung nerves of the century will give way, and that we
shall fall into the simple old faith of Omar Khayyam :

" A Book of Verses underneath the Bough,
A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread, and Thou
Beside me singing in the Wilderness —
O Wilderness were Paradise enow."

"Yes," said I, "the only wisdom is to live. Action

is substance and thought shadow." And so— paradox-

ically enough— I began to think out

A WORKING PHILOSOPHY

The solar system turns without thiuo aid.

Live, die ! The universe is not afraid.

What is is right ! If aught seems wrong below,
Then wrong It is— of thee to leave it so.
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Then wrong it first becomes for human thought,
Which else would die of dieting on naught.
Tied down by race and sex and creed and station,

Go, learn to find thy strength in limitation,
To do the little good that comes to hand,
Content to love and not to understand;
Faithful to friends and country, work and dreams,
Knowing the Real is the thing that seems.
While reverencing every nobleness,
In whatsoever tongue or shape or dress.

Speak out the word that to thy soiil seems right,
Strike out thy path by individual light :

'T is contradictory rays that give the White.

" The ideas are good. But what a pity you are not a

poet !

" said my friend the Poet,

But, though I recognise that prejudice in the deepest
sense supi^Ues the matter of judgment, while logic is

only regulative of the form, yet in the more work-a-

day sense of the word in which prejudice is taken to

mean an opinion fonned without reasoning and main-
tained in despite of it, I claim to write absolutely with-

out prejudice. The syllogism is my lord and kiag. A
kind-hearted lady said I had a cruel face. It is true.

I am absolutely remorseless in tracking down a noTi

seqaitiir, pitiless in forcing data to yield up theii- im-

plicit conclusions. "Logic! Logic!" snortedmy friend

the Poet. *' Life is not logical. We cannot be logi-
cal."

" Of coiu'se not," said I
;

"
I should not dream of

asking men to live logically : all I ask is that they
should argue logically."
But to be unprejudiced does not mean to have no

convictions. The superficial confuse definiteness with

prejudice, forgetting that definite opinions may be the

result of careful judgment. Post-judiced I trust I am.
But prejudiced ? Heaven forfend ! Why, 't is because
I do not wish to bind myself to anything that I may
say ia them that I mark these personal communications
" Without Prejudice

"
! For I do not at all mind con-

tradicting myself. K it were some one of reverend

years or superior talents I might hesitate, but between

equals ! Contradiction is the privilege of cama-
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raderic aud the essence of causerk. We agree to differ

— I and myself. I am none of your dogmatic fellows

^vith pigeon-holes for minds, and whatever I say I do

not stick to. Aud I will tell you why. There is hardly
a pretty woman of my acquaintance who has not asked

for my hand. Owing to this passion for palmistry in

polite circles, I have discovered that I possess as many
characters as there are palmists. Do you wonder, there-

fore, if
,
with such a posse of personahties to pick from,

I am never alike two days rxmning ? With so varied a

psychological wardrobe at command, it would be mere
self-denial to be faithful to one's self. I leave that to

the one-I'd who can see only one side of a question.
Said Tennyson to a friend (who printed it) :

" ' In Me-
moriam '

is more optimistic than I am "
;
and there is

more of the real man in that little remark than in all

the biographies. The published prophet has to Hve up
to his public halo. So have I seen an actress on tour

slip from a third-class railway carriage into a brougham.
Tennyson was not mealy-mouthed, but then he did

not bargain for an au^dience of phonogi'aphs. Now-

adays it is difficult to distiaguish youi" friends from your

biographers. The worst of it is that the land is thick

with fools who think nothing of a gi'eat man the mo-
ment they discover he was a man. Tennyson was all

the greater for his honest doubt. The cocksure centuries

are passed for ever. In these hard times we have to

work for oiu* opinions; we cannot rely on inheriting
them from our fathers.

I write with a capital I at the risk of being accused

of egotism. Apparently it is more modest to be con-

ceited in the third person, Uke the child who says
" Tommy is a good boy," or in the first person plural,

like the leader-writer of '' The Times," who bids the Con-

tinent tremble at his frown. By a singular fallacy, which

ought scarcely to deceive childi*en, it is forgotten that

everything that has ever been written since the world

began has been written by some one person, by an **
I,"

though that "I" might have been omitted from the

composition or replaced by the journalistic
" we." To
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some extent the journalist does sink his personality in

that imaginary personality of his paper, a personality
built up, like the human personality, by its past ; and
the result is a pompous, colourless, lifeless simulacrum.
But in every other department of letters the trail of the
*'

I
"

is over every page and every sentence. The most

impersonal essay's and poems are all in a sense egoistic.

Everything should really be between inverted commas
with an introductory Tims say I. But as these are

omitted, as being understood, they come at last to be
wn'sunderstood.

In the days ere writing was invented, this elemen-

tary error was not possible. The words were heai-d

issuing from the lips of a single man ; eveiy opinion,

every law of conduct, must have been at first formu-
lated through the lips of some one man. And to this

day, in spite of the wilderness of tradition and authority

by which we are overgrown, the voice of the one man
is still our only living source of inspiration and help.

Every new thought must pass through the brain, every
moral ideal through the conscience, of an individual.

Voices, voices, we want—not echoes. Better the mis-

taken voice of honest individuality than the soulless

bleat of the flock. There are too many of Kipling's
Tomlinsons in the world, whose consciences are wholly
compact of on dits, on whom the devil himself, sinned

they never so sadly, would refuse to waste his good
pit-coal.

" Bad taste "— that opprobrious phrase which,
worse than the accusation of a crime, cannot be refuted,
for it is the king of the question-beggars,

— " bad taste "

is responsible for half the reticence that marks current

writing, for the failure to prick the bladders of every
species that bloat themselves all around us. ''Good
taste "

is the staunchest ally of hypocrisy, and corrup-
tion is the obverse side of civihsation. I do not believe

in these general truths that rule the market. What is

"true for all" is false for each. It is the business of

every man to speak out, to be himself, to coiitiibute his

own thought to the world's thinking— to be egoistic.
To be egoistic is not to be egotistic. Egoism should be
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distin^islied from egotism. The egoist thinks for liim-

self, the egotist about himself. Mr. Meredith's Sir Wil-

loughby should not have been styled the Egoist. The

egoist offers his thought to his fellow-men, the egotist

thinks it is the only thought worth their acceptance.
These papers of mine joyously plead guilty to egoism,
but not to egotism. If they, for instance, pretend to

appraise the powers of my contemporaries, they do not

pretend to be more than an individual appraisal. Who-
ever wants another opinion can go somewhere else.

There is no lack of practitioners in criticism, more or

less skilful. There must be a struggle for existence

among opinions, as among all other things, and the

egoist is content to send the childi'en of his thought into

the thick of the fray, confident that the fittest will sur-

vive. Only he is not so cliildish as to make-believe

that an impersonal dignified something-not-himself that

makes for the ink-pot is speaking—and not he himself,
he ''with his little I." The affectation of modesty is

perhaps the most ludicrous of all human shams. I am
reminded of the two Jews who quarrelled in synagogue,
dming the procession of palm-branches, because each

wanted to be last, as befitted the humblest man in Israel,

which each claimed to be. This is indeed "the pride
that apes humdity." There is a good deal of this sort

of pride in the carefrd and conscientious suppression of

the egoistic in books and speeches. I have nothing of

this modesty to be proud of. I know that I am cleverer

than the man in the street, though I take no credit to

myself for it, as it is a mere accident of birth, and on
tlie whole a regrettable one. It was this absence of

modesty from my composition that recently enabled

me to propose the toast of hterature coupled with the

name of Mr. Zangwill. I said that I could wish that

some one more competent and distinguished than my-
self had been chosen to do justice to such a toast and
to such a distingtushed man of letters, but I did my best

to pay him the tribute he deserved ere I sat down amid
universal applause. Wlien I i-ose amid renewed cheers

to reply, I began by saying that I could wish that some
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one more competent and distinguished than myself had
been chosen to respond to so important a toast— the

last speaker had considerably overrated my humble

achievements in the fields of literature. So that you
see I could easily master the modest manner, if I took

any pains or set any store by it. But in my articles of

faith the "
I "

is just what I would accentuate most, the

^'I" through which for each of us the universe flows,

by which any truth must be perceived in order to be

tnie, and which is not to be replaced by that false ab-

straction, the communal mind. Here are a laughing

philosopher's definitions of some cardinal things :

Philosophy—All my I.

Art—All my Eye.
Eeligion

—All my Ay.Eeligii

Also at the outset let it be distinctly understood that

I write without any prejudice in favour of gi'ammar.
The fear of the critics is the begiuning of pedantry.
I detest your schohast whose footnotes would take

Thackeray to task for his ^'and whiehes," and your

professor who disdains the voice of the people, which

is the voice of the god of gi-ammar. I know all the

scholiast has to say (surely he is the silly axoXa3Tiv.6? of

Greek anecdote), and indeed I owe all my own notions

of diction to a Vv^ork on "
Style

" written by him. It was
from the style of this work that I learnt what to avoid.

The book reminded me of my old schoolmaster, who

grew very angry with me for using the word *'

ain't,"

and vociferated "Ain't! How often am I to tell you
ain't ain't a word?" I suppose one may take it for

granted that the greater the writer the worse the gram-
mar. ** Fools follow rules. Wise men precede them."

(Query: this being a quotation from myself, was I

bound to put the inverted commas'? ) Shakespeare has

violated every rule of the schooh'oom, and the more self-

conscious stylist of our own day— Stevenson—would be

caned for composition. I find him writing
"
They are

not us," which is almost as blasphemous as "It's me."

His reputation has closed the critics' eyes to such seu-
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tenees as these in his essay on '' Some Portraits by Rae-
burn": ''Each of his portraits are not only a piece of

history . . ."; "Neither of the portraits of Sir Walter
Scott were very agreeable to look upon." Stevenson is

a master, but not a schoolmaster, of English. Of coixrse

bad grammar does not make a genius, any more than
bad morals. (Note how much this sentence would lose

in crispness if I made it grammatical by tacking on

"do.") My friend the musician complained to me that

when he studied harmony and form he was told he must
not do this, that and the other; whereas, when he came
to look into the works of the great composers he found

they made a practice of all the three. " Am I a genius ? "

he queried pathetically. "If so, I could do as I please.
I wish I knew." Every author who can read and write

is in the same predicament : on the one hand his own
instinct for a phi-ase or a sentence, on the other the

contempt of every honest critic. The guardians of the

laws of English have a stock of taboos
j
but unlike the

guardians of the laws of England they credit every dis-

regard of them to ignorance. They cannot conceive of

mahce aforethought. We are forbidden, for example,
to use the word "phenomenal" in the sense of "extra-

ordinary." But, with Mr. Crummles's Infant Phenom-
enon in everybody's mind, can we expect the adjective
to shake off the old associations of its parent noun ?

Last year I culled an amusing sentence from a
" Standard" criticism of a tale of adventure :

" The story
is a well-told, and in spite of the word '

unreliable,' a
well-Avritten one." Now just as many foolish persons

object to "a . . . one" as to "unreliable." As for the

first phrase, I am sure so great a writer as Tom Hood
would have pronounced it Al, while "unreliable" is de-

fended with unusual warmth by Webster's Dictionary.
The contention that "

reliable " should be "
reli-on-able,"

is ridiculous, and Webster's argument is
"
laughable,"

which should obvioiisly be "laugh-at-ablo." These re-

marks are made quite without prejudice, for personally
I have little to complain of. (By the way, this sentence

is as open to blame as that of the professor who told
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his pupils

*' You must not use a preposition to end a

sentence with.") Though I have sat under an anny of

critics, I have but once been accused of inelegant Eng-
lish, and then it was only by a lady who wrote that my
shpshod style **aggi'avated" her.

Finally it will be remarked that by dispensing with

illustrations I preserve intact my egoism and the dig-

nity of a rival art. Nothing can be more absui-d than

the conventional illustration which merely attempts to

picture over again what the writer has ah^eady pictured
in words. Not only is the effort superfluous, a waste of

force, but the artist's picture is too often in flat contra-

diction of the text. Whom are you to believe, the

author or the artist? the man who tells you that the

heroine is ethereal, or the man who plainly demou-
sti-ates that she is podgy? How often, too, do the

people dress differently in the words and in the picture,

not to speak of the shifting backgi-ounds ! Dickens had
so much difficulty with his illustrations because he saw
his characters so much more clearly than any other

novelist
;
the sight of his inner eye was so good. And

one can understand, too, how Cruikshank came to fancy
he had created Oliver Twist, much as an actor imagines
he "creates" a character. The true collaboration be-

tween author and artist requu-es that the work should

be divided between them, not reduplicated. Those

parts of the story which need the intervention of words
should be allotted to the writer, while to the artist

should be entrusted the parts better told by pencil.

Neither need trench on the other's province. Descrip-
tion—which so many readers skip already—would be

abolished. Even incidents— such as mxu'der— could be

caught by the artist in the act. And after the artist

had killed a character, the author could preach over his

corpse. Thus there would be an agreeable reversion to

picture-language, the earliest way of writing, and the

latest. The ends of the ages would meet in a romance
written on these lines:—

" Sick at heart we watched till the grey dawn stole

in through the diamond-paned casements of the Grange,
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and then, at last, when we had given up all hope, we
saw coming up the gravel pathway

"

{Illustration.]

After which the author proceeds: "Fascinated by the

blood that dripped from the edges of the eight umbrel-

las,we stood silent
; then, throwing off our coats, wc

[Illiistration^

" So that was how I won the sweetest little bride I ever

wedded. But if I live to wed a hundred, I shall never

forget that terrible night in Gi'ewsome Grange.

'^THK END."

My friend the artist once collaborated with me in an

experiment of this sort, but we did not pm'sue it, dis-

covering how feeble an advance ours would be after

all
;
for there were points at which both of us felt we

ought to give way to the tone-poet. When the emotions

became too intangible for intellectual expression I asked

my friend the.musician to insert paragraphs in a minor

key. The love-scenes I was particularly anxious to have

written in musical phrases. But he shrank from so un-

conventional a form, not being sm-e he was a genius.

I was also disheartened by t)ae disappointing behavioi;r

of the diverse scents with which I had expressed myself
on certain blank pages. They would not remain in

theii' places.

II

TUNING UP

THEY
were "

tuning up'' in a wooden hall, stupidly

built on the pier to shut off the sea and the night

(a penny to pay for the privation), and in that strange

cacophony of desolate \iolin strings, tuneless trombones,
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and doleful double basses, in that homeless wail of for-

lorn brass and lost catgut, I found a music sweeter than

a Beethoven symphonj'; for memory's tricksy finger

touched of a sudden the source of tears, and flashed be-

fore the inner eye a rainbow-lit panorama of the early

joys of the theatre— the joys that are no more. Was
it even at a theatre— was it even more than an inter-

lude in a diorama ?— that divine singing of
*' The Last

Rose of Summer "
by a lady in. evening dress, whose

bust is, perhaps for me alone in all the world, still

youthful ? Was it from this hall of the siren, or was it

from some later enchantment, that I, an infant Ulysses,

struggled home by night along a sea road, athwart a

gale that well-nigh blew me out to sea ? How fierce

that salt wind lilew, a-yearn to drive me to the shore's

edge and whii-l me over! How fresh and tameless it

beats against me yet, blowing the cobwebs from my
brain as that real breeze outside the pier could never

do ! Wlien my monitory friends gabble of change of

air I inhale that wind and am strong. For the child is

of the elements, elemental, and the man of the com-

plexities, complex. And so that good salt wind blows

across my childhood still, though it cannot sweep away
the mist that hovers thereover.

For who shall say whether 't was I or my sister who
was borne shrieking with fear from the theatre when
the black man,

"
Othello," appeared on the boards '? The

first clear memory of things dramatic is of an amateur

performance— alas ! I have seen few others. 'T was a

farce— when was an amateur performance other ? There

was much play of snuff-boxes passed punctiliously 'twixt

irascible old gentlemen with coloured handkerchiefs.

Also there was dinner beforehand— my fii'st experience
of chicken and champagne. And then there is a great
break till the real theatre rises stately and splendid,
like Britannia ruling the waves— nay, Britannia her-

self, or, as they call it lovingly down Shoreditcli way,
" the Brit."

Wlien to my fashionable friends I have held forth on

the glories and the humours of ''the Brit.," they have
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taken it for granted, and I have lacked the coui'age or

the energy to undeceive them, that my visits to this

temple of the people were expeditious of Haroun Al
Raschid in the back streets of Bagdad or adventures of

Prince Florizel in Rupert Street
;
but of a truth I have

climbed the gallery stairs in sober boyish earnestness,
elbowed of the gods, and elbowing, and if I did not

yield to the seductions of "ginger-beer and Banbury"
that filled up clamantly the entr'actes, 't was that I had
not the coppers.

''

Guy Fawkes " was my first piece, in

the days when the drama's " fireworks " were not epi-

grams, and so the smell of the sulphur still purifies the

air. All the long series of " London successes," with

their array of genius and furniture, have faded like in-

substantial pageants, but the rude vault piled with flour-

barrels for the desperado's torch is fixed as by chemic

process. Consider the preparation of the brain for that

memory. What \- 1 should actually go to a play— that

far-off wonder !

" The Miller and his Men " cut in card-

board should no longer stave off my longing for the

living passion of the theatre. 'T Avas a very elongated

young man who took me, a young cigar-maker fond of

reciting, spouting Shakespeare from a sixpenny edition,

playing Hamlet mentally as he rolled the tobacco-leaf.

There was a halo about his head, for he was on speak-

ing terms with the low comedian of the "
Brit.," and, I

understood, was permitted upon occasion to pay for a

pint of half-and-half. Alas! all this did not avail to

save him from an early tomb. Poor worshipper of the

green room, perchance thy ghost still walks there. Or
is there room in some other world for thy baffled aspi-
rations ?

In such clouds of glory did the drama first come to

me, sulphurously splendid. In the "
Brit." I made my

first acquaintance uith the limelit humanity that, mag-
nificent in its crimes and in its virtues, sins or suffers

in false eyebrows or white muslin to the sound of soft

music. Here I met that strange creation, the villain—
a being as mythic, meseems, as the centaur, and, like it,

more beast than man. The "
Brit." was a hot place for
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villaiiis, the gallery accepting none but the highest

principles of speech and conduct, and ginger-beer bot-

tles were not too weighty a forai of expressing detesta-

tion of the more comprehensive breaches of the deca-

logue. Hisses the villain never escaped, and I was

puzzled to know how the poor actor could discriminate

betwixt the hiss ethical and the hiss sesthetic. But

perhaps no player ever received the latter
;
the house

was very loyal to its favourites, all of whom had their

well-defined roles in every play, which spared the play-

wrights the task of indicating character. Before the he-

roine had come on we knew that she was young and
virtuous— had she not been so for the last five and

twenty years? — the comic man had not to open his

mouth for us to begin to laugh; a latent sibilance

foreran the villain. Least mutable of all, the hero

swaggered on, vu-tuous without mawMshness, pugna-
cious without brutahty. How sublime a destiny, to

stand for morals and muscle to the generations of

Hoxton, to incarnate the copy-book crossed with the

"Sporting Times!" Were they bearable in private

life, these monsters of virtue ?

J. B. Howe was long this paragon of men— affec-

tionately curtailed to Jabey. Once, when the villain

was about to club him, ''Look out, Jabey!" cried an

agonised female voice. It followed fi'om the happy
vmderstanding on both sides of the curtain that— give

ear, O en\'ious lessees!— no play ever failed. How
could it ? It was always the same play.
Of like kidney was the Grecian Theatre, where one

went out between the acts to dance, or to see the danc-

ing, upon a great illuminated platform. 'T was the

drama brought back to its primitive origins in the Bac-
chic dances— the Grecian Theatre, in good sooth!

How they footed it under the stars, those regiments of

romping couples, giggling, flirting, munching ! Alas !

Fuit Troja ! The Grecian is
" saved." Its dancing

days are over, it is become the Headquai-ters of Salva-

tion. But it is still gay with music, vii-tue triumphs on,
and Ti#e grovelt at the penitent form. In such quaint
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wise hath the "
Eagle

" renewed its youth, for the Gre-

cian began life as the Eagle, and was Satan's deadliest

lure to the 'prentices of Clerkenwell and then* lasses :

Up and down the City Road,
In and out the Eagle ;

That 's the way the money goes !

Pop goes the weasel.

Concerning which immortal lines one of your gram-
matical pedants has observed,

'' There ain't no rhyme
to City Road, there ain't no rhyme to Eagle." Great

pantomimes have I seen at the Grecian—a happy gal-

lery boy at three pence
— ijantomnnes compact of fun

and fantasy, far sui-passiug, even to the man's eye, the

gilded dullnesses of Drury Lane. The pantomimes of

the Pavilion, too, were frolicsome and wondrous, marred

only by the fact that I knew one of the fairies in real

life, a good-natured girl who sewed carpet-shppers for

a living. The Pavilion, by the way, is in the White-

cliapel Road, not a mUe from the People's Palace, in the

region where, according to the late Mr. Walter Besant,

nobody ever laughs. The Pavilion, like the **

Brit.,"

had its stock company, and when the leading lady ap-

peared for her Benefit as ^*

Portia," she was not the less

applauded for being drunk. The quality of mercy is

not strained. And what more natural than that one

should celebrate one's benefit by getting di'unk ? Sufft-

cient that ''

Shylock
" was sober !

In Music-Halls, the East-End was as rich as the West,— was it not the same talent that appeared at both, like

Sir Boyle Roche's bird, winging its way from one to

t' other in cabs'? Those were the days of the great

Macdermott, who gave Jingoism to English history, of

the gi-eat Vance, of the lion comiques, in impeccable
shirt-fronts and crush hats. There was still a chair-

man with a hammer, who accepted champagne from
favoured mortals, stout gentlemen with gold chains,

who might even aspire to conversation with the

comiques themselves. Sic itur ad astra. Now there is

only a chairman of dii'ectors who may, perhaps, scorn
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to be seen in a music-hall : a grave and potent seignior
whose relations with the footlights may be piu'ely finan-

cial. There were stiU improvisatori who would turn

you topical verses on any subject, and who, on the very
evening of Derby-day, could rhyme the winner when
unexpectedly asked by the audience to do so. A verse

of Fred CovTie's — let me recall the name from the early
obUvion which gathers over the graves of those who
hve amid the shouts of worshippers— still lingers in

my memory, bearing in itself its own chronology :

And though we could wish some beneficent fairy
Had preserved the life of the Prince so dear.

Yet we won't lay the blame on Lieutenant Carey ;

And these are the latest events of the year.

With what an answering pandemonium we refused to

hold the heutenant accountable for the death of the

\dctim of the African assegais! And the ladies ! How
ravishingly they flashed upon the boards, in frocks that,

like Charles Lamb at the India Office, made uj) for be-

ginning late by finishing early ! How I used to agree
with the bewitching creature who sang that lovely lyiic

strangely omitted from the Anthologies :

What a nice place to be in !

What a nice place, I 'm sure !

Such a very jolly place,
I 've never seen before.

It gives me, oh ! such pleasure,
And it fills my heart with bliss,

I could stay here for ever :

What a nice place is this !

Such eyes she made at me— at whom else?— aloft

in the balcony ;
and oh, what arch smiles, what a play

of white teeth ! If we could only have met ! Yester-

year at a provincial town some one offered to introduce

lier to me. She was still playing principal boy in the

pantomime — a gay, gaUant Prince, in plumed cap and

tights. But I declined. Another of the great comic

singers of my childhood— a man— I met on a Margate

29



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

steamboat. He told me of tlie lost glories of the an-

cieut days quormn pars magna fitit, aud of the after-his-

toi'ie* of his great rivals. One, I recollect, had retired

with a fortune, opened a maguiflcent Temperance Hotel

at the seaside, and then broken his neck by falling down
his own splendid staircase, drunk. "

Ah," said the vet-

eran, sighing at an overcrowded profession, "there

were only two or three comic singers in those days."
" There are only two or three now," quoth I. And the

old man beamed. Another ancient hero of the halls,

long since translated to the theatres, whom I first saw

at a music-hall in St. Giles', buttonholed me the other

night in St. James', in the halls of a Duchess : a cmious

meetuig. That I should have ever reverenced him

seemed as strange as that there should be still people
to reverence the coronet of the Duchess. Yes, it is very
far off, that magic time when the woi-ld was full of

splendid things and splendid men and women, a great

Fair, and I, like the child in Henley's poem, wandered

about, enjoying, desiring, possessing. Now I know
there is nothing worth wanting, and nothing but poor
flesh and blood, despite all the costumes and accesso-

ries. For there is no sense in which I have not been

"behind the scenes." And as for the literal theatric

sense, I have flirted with the goddesses at the wings
till they have missed their cues, I have supped at the

Garrick Club of a Satiu-day night, when all the stars

come out, I have toured with a travelling company, I

have had words of my own spoken by dainty hps,—
nay, I have even played myseK, en amateur, the irasci-

ble old gentleman with the snixif-box and the coloured

handkerchief. And what is there to say of the human

spectacle, but that pei'haps the pains and the crimes

are necessary to the show, and that without a blood-

and-thunder plot human life would not run, drying up
of its own dullness ?

" All the world 's a stage," and we
are all cast for stock r61es. Some of us have the luck

to be heroes, the complacent centre of eternal plaudits,

some are born for villainy and the brickbat. And
while others have had to play goodness knows what—
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medi«val Italian princesses, Cockney cabmeu, old

Greek hetaii-se, German cuirassiers, American presi-

dents, burglars, South Sea Islanders— I find myself—
for the first time on any stage— in the applauded r61e

of man of letters, if with little option of throwing up
the part. They have an optimistic phrase, those happy-

go-lucky creatures of the footlights, when, on the very

day of production, nobody knows his words or his busi-

ness, the scene will not shape itself, and chaos is lord.

"
It will be aU right at night," they say. And we, who

play oui* parts gropingly on this confused and noisy

scene, wondering what is the plot, and where is the

manager, and straining our ears for the prompter's

whisper, can but echo with another significance their

cheery hope :

"
It will be all right at night." Perhaps,

when the long day's work has drawn to its end, and
the curtain has fallen upon the plaudits and the hisses,

we shall all sit down to supper after the play, compli-
mented by the Author, smiling at the seriousness with

which we took our roles of hero or villain, and glad to

be done with the make-up and the paint. And in the

music that shall hover about our table, we may perhaps
find a celestial restfulness, compared to which the most

exquisite orchestras of this earth shall sound but as
*'

tuning up."

Ill

ART IN ENGLAND

MY friend the Apostle was in hot haste, and would

not stay to be contradicted. " Not going to-

night !
" he cried, in horror-struck accents.

'*

Why, to-

night is the turning-point in the history of the British

drama ! To-night is the test-battle of the old and the

new; it is the shock of schools, the clash of nature

against convention. This play will decide the fate of

our dpama for the rest of the century. Here you have

a play by a leader of the old school produced at a lead-
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ing tlieatre. If it succeeds, the old drama may linger
on for a year or tv/o more

;
but if it fails, it will be the

death-blow of the old gang. They may pack up !
" The

Apostle was at the other end of the street ere I had
taken in the full import of these brave words. What !

tliere was a crisis in the drama, and I, living in the heart

of art, had heard nothing about it ! Fortunately it was
not too late. I could stiU make amends for my ignor-
ance. It was still open to me to assist at this historic

contest, for the arena was to be the liaymai'ket, where
I am a persona gratis. Visions of the great fii'st night of
" Heruani "

thronged tumultuously before me
; my blood

pulsed with something of its ancient youthful ardour as

I girded my loins with black trousers for the fray, and

adjusted my white tie with faltering fingers. I had half

a mind to don a gilet rouge, but the reflection that my
wardrobe did not boast of coloui'ed waistcoats gave the

victory to the other half. I dashed up to the theatre.

All was placid. The stalls were packed with a briUiant

audience in correct and unemotional costume. There

were classic faces, and romantic faces, and faces that

were reahstic, but. each and all blank of the conscious-

ness of a crisis. The talk was of everything save art

and literature. The critics did not even sharpen their

pencils. They looked bored to a man. In vain my eye
roved the arm-chairs in search of a fighting figure. I

could not even see the musical iconoclast who had car-

ried his pepper-and-salt suit into the holy of holies of

the Italian opera. ]\Iy heart sank within me. When
the orchestra ceased I gave one last despairing glance
all round the theatre in search of my friend the Apostle.
He was not there !

Theplaywas
" The Charlatan,"—thework of that other

apostle, whose outspoken Epistles to the English chroni-

cally reUeve the dull decorum of London jom-nalismj
the man of whom Tennyson came near writing—

Buchanan to i-iglit of him,
Buchanan to left of him,
Buchanan in front of liim,

Volleyed and thundered.
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But that night it was tlie audience that volleyed and
thundered, in unanimous applause. Hisses or party-
cries were not. During the intense episodes, when the
house was wrapt in silence, and you could have heard a

programme drop, no opposition partisan as much as

laughed. The author was called at curtam-fall, and re-

tired uninjured. Next morning the critics were scru-

pulously suave, with no sign of the battle they had been

througli. Most wonderful to relate, Mr. William Archer,
the risen hope of the stern and unbending Eadieals,
launched into uuAvonted praise, and gave an airing to

some of the eulogistic adjectives that had been moulder-

ing in his dictionary; nor did he even appear to be
aware that he had gone over to the enemy!
For one thing, Bard Buchanan had given us neither

old school nor new, but a blend of both— nay, a blend
of all forms of both— a structure at once modern and
mediaeval, with a Norwegian wing. It combined the

common-sense of England with the glamour of the East,
the physiology of the hypnotist with the psychology of

Ibsen. More ! It was an epitome of all the HajTuarket
plays, a resume of all Mr. Tree's successes. The heroine
was a mixture of Ophelia and hysteria, the hero was a
combination of Captain Swift, Hamlet, and the Tempter ;

the paradoxical pessimist was a reminder of Mr. Wilde's

comedies, the bishop and scientist were in the manner
of Mr. Jones. How clever! Social satire a la Savoy,
seance d la salle Egyptienne, sleej)-walking a la Bellini,

moonlight poetry a la CJiristabel, a touch of spice a la

Frangaise, and copious confession a la Norvegienne, aU
baked into one pie. How characteristic ! And charac-

teristic, mark you, not only of Mr. Buchanan's chaotic

cleverness, but of Mr. Tree's experimental eclecticism.

Did I say an epitome of the Haymarket plays? This is

but another way of saying an absti*act and brief cliron-

icle of the time, to whose age and body Mr. Tree so

shrewdly holds up the mirror. For this dying century
of ours is all things to all men. We are living in the

most picturesque confusion of the old and new known
to history

— in a cross-road of chi'onology whei*e all the
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ages meet. 'Tis a confusion of tongues outbabbliug

Babel, a simultaneous chattering of the centuries. And,
more troubled than the Tower-builders, we understand

one another better than we understand ou.rselves
; again,

like
'' The Charlatan," half odic force, half fraud, who is

never so honest as when he confesses himself charlatan.

But this is not what I set out to say. There was a

moral to the tale of my fiiend the absentee Apostle who
was so cocksui'e about the crisis. This moral is that he

has Continental blood in his veins. To these foreign

corpuscles he owes the floridness of his outlook, his con-

ception of the excited Enghshman. The Enghslmaan
takes his authoi-s placidly ;

he is never in a ferment or a

frenzy about anything save jjohtics, religion, or sport :

these are the poles and the centre of his life's pivot;
he is not an artistic person. Art has never yet taken

the centre of the stage in his consciousness; it has never

even been accepted as a serious factor of life. All

the pother about plays, poems and pictures is made by
small circles. Our art has never been national art: I

cannot imagine our making the fuss about a great writer

that is made about a second-rate journalist in Paris.

It is Grace the cricketer for whom the himdred thou-

sand subscribe their shilling: fancy a writer thus re-

warded, even after scoring his centuiy of popular novels.

The winning of the Derbygives a new fillip to the mon-

archy itself. A Victor Hugo in London is a thought a

faire rire. A Goethe at the com-t of Victoria, or direct-

ing Druiy Lane Theatre, is of a comic-opera incon-

gruity. Our neighbom's across the border have a na-

tional celebration of Bums' birthday— they think as

much of him as of the Battle of Bannockburn. We Eng-
lish, who have produced the man whom the Avhole world

acknowledges its greatest poet, have not even a Shakes-

peare Day. Surely Shakespeare Sunday would do as

much good to the nation as Hospital Saturday or Shrove

Tuesday! Charles Lamb wanted to say grace before

reading Shakespeare, biTt the Puritans who make Eng-
land so great and so dull are only thankful for stomachic

mercies.
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I cannot easily conceive our working ourselves up to

such enthusiasm as the Hungarians lately displayed over

the jubilee of Jokai, an enthusiasm that resounded even

unto this country, and shook the lacunar aureiim of the

Holborn Restaurant with shouts of ''Eljen."

The peculiarity of the Hungarian temperament does

not, however, entirely explain their joy in Jokai. He is

so much more than a mere novelist, poet and dramatist,
with three or four hundred volumes (one need not be

particular to a hundred with this modern Lope de Vega)
to his credit. He is also a soldier and a poHtieian, skilful

with the sword as well as the pen, and with the tongue
as well as the sword. He has drawn blood with each

and all of these weapons, and though nowadays he often

votes in the House without inquiring what he is voting
for till he has recorded his vote, this does not diminish

his claims to practical wisdom. He maiTied the leading
actress of Hungary, who, without waiting for an intro-

duction, nished forward from the audience to present
him with a bunch of flowers when a play of his made a

hit. Fancy Ellen TeiTy rushing forward to present
Pinero with a bunch of flowers at the conclusion of '^ The
Second Mrs. Tanqueray

"
! No, the thing is as imiDOSsible

in England as the combination of roles in Jokai liimself.

The idea of letting a man be at once man of letters and
man of action ! Why, we scarcely allow that a man of

letters may occupy more than one pigeonhole ! If he is

a poet, we will not admit he can write prose— forget-

ting that is just what most poets do. If he is a novelist,

he cannot write plays,
— the truth being, of course, that

it is the playwrights who cannot write plays. If he is a

humourist he can never be taken seriously, and if he

is accepted seriously he must be careful to conceal his

sense of the humour of the position. Not only so, but

we insist on the sub-sub-speciaUsation which Adam
Smith showed to l3e so profitable in the making of pins,
and which, passing from the factory to the laboratory,
now threatens to pass from science into literature. Hav-

ing analysed away the infinitely great, we are now de-

voting oui'selves to the apotheosis of the infinitely little,
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A priori, one would think action the salvation of the

literary man, the corrective of " the fallacies of the den,"
the provider of that experience which is the raw mate-
rial of literature, and prevents it from being spun out

of the emptiness of one's own entrails. But the prac-
tical Briton knows better. He has never forgiven John

Morley for going into poUties (though I doubt not " hon-
est John " would now find much to revise in his essay
on "

Compromise ") ;
and he finds Socialism ever so much

more Utopian since WilUam Jlorris went into it. Can

you imagine a true-boi'n Briton following the flag of

Swinbua-ne, or thi'owing up a barricade with George
Meredith ? To the last Beaconsfield was suspected of

persiflage because he wrote novels and was witty.
America makes her authors ministers and envoys, but

England insists that brains are a disqualification for

practical life.
" Authors are so unpractical : we don't

want them to act— we only want them to teach us how
to act." A chemist or an astronomer must needs isolate

himself from the world to supply the pure theoiy on
which the practical arts are founded, and so the littera-

teur, too, is expected to live out of the world in order to

teach it how to live. But the analogy is false.

You can work out your mathematical calculations by
the week, and hand over the results to the navigator.
But the navigation of the stream of time is another

matter. There is no absti*act theory of life that can be

studied without hving oneself. Life is always concrete
;

it is built up of emotions, and you cannot have the emo-
tions brought into your study, as you can order in your

hydrochloric acid or your frog's leg. As well expect
ancliorites to set the tune for men in the thick of the

fight! They will chant Masses when they should be

shouting Marseillaises. In despair our men of letters

leave the country, and become politicians in little sav-

age islands
;
or they leave the town and become invisi-

ble behind their haloes
;
or they take to golf in small

Scotch cities, and pretend that this satisfies their thirst

for activity. Sometimes they turn market-gardeners
and fob off the interviewer with remarks about cater-
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pillars. Bi'owning was reduced to dining out. It may
be contended that the writer must sequester himself to

cultivate the Beautiful. But the Beautiful that has not

its roots in the True is not the Good. Or it may be

urged that active life would limit the writer's output.

Exactly : that is one of the reasons that make active

life so advisable. Every writer would write less and
feel more. The crop of literature should only be grown
in alternate years. As it is, a writer is a barrel-organ
who comes to the end of his tunes, clicks, and starts

afresh, just as a scholar is a revolving bookcase. Con-

sider, too, how a holiday of action would disenthral the

writer from the pettiness of cliques and coteries, with

their pedantic atmosphere and false perspectives. I

would have every University don work in the docks six

montlis a year (six months' idleness is surely quite

enough for any man) ; every platonic essayist should

attend a course of music-halls
5
and if I could afford it

I would set up all the superfine critics in nice little gro-
cers' shops, with the cosiest of back parlours. Why,
bless my sonl ! it is yom* man of culture, yom* author,

your leader of thought, who is parochial, suburban,

horm, and the rest of it !• It is a commonplace that the

Londoner is the most provincial of all Enghshmen, liv-

ing in sublime ignorance of what is thought and done
in the rest of the kingdom ;

and in similar wiso, when a

man sneers at the bourgeoisie, I never think of looking

u.p his pedigree in Debrett. It is, no doubt, extremely

exasperating that the world was not created for the

convenience and to the taste of artistic persons, but

unfortunately the thing had to be turned out before

their advice could be obtained.

That young England— bless its stupid healthy soul
— is more interested in life and football than in Utera-

ture and art, was amply proved by the lethargy about

the Laureateship. On the Continent the claims of the

rivals would have set the students brawling and the

journalists duelling ;
here it barely caused a ripple in

the five o'clock teacup. ]\Iy friend the Apostle was not

wholly wrong ;
there is a development of native drama

31



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

ahead of us
; only it will come about peaceably,— we

shall not bear the noise of the captains and the shout-

ing. And the old conventions have a long run yet be-

fore them. They cling even to the skirts of
" The Second

Mrs. Tanqueray." Indeed, the new school can scarcely

be said to have appeared. The literary quality of our

plays has improved, thanks to Jones and Pinero, and
not forgetting Grundy. And that is all. The old school

is as vigorous as ever. In the person of ''Charley's

Aunt "
it is alive and kicking up its petticoats, and the

audience rolls in helpless laughter at Mr. Penley's shght-
est movement. Talk of literature, indeed ! Why, the

fortunate comedian assui'ed me that if he chose he could

spin out "Charley's Amit" from a two-hom-s' play to a

four-hoiu*s' play, merely by eking out his own " busi-

ness." Think of this, aspiiing Sheridans, ye who pol-

ish the dialogue with midnight oil
;
realise the true in-

wardness of the drama, and go bum me your epigrams !

In literature, where the clash of new and old is more

audible, it is still the same story. On the conservative

side, the real fighting is done by ]\Iessrs. Smith, who re-

fuse to sell the too daring pubhcation. The radicals are

crippled by the timidity of editors, and cajoled by the

fatness of their purses. A gifted young story-teller has

been lecturing on the Revolt of the Authors. But it

seems to me our literature has already as wide a charter

as is desirable. The two bulwarks of the British library

are Shakespeare and the Bible, and both treat human
life comprehensively, not with the onesidedness of self-

styled Realism. I would advise my yoimg literary

fiiends to emblazon on their banner "
Shakespeare and

the Bible." Real Realism is what English literature

needs. The one undoubted development in recent

Enghsh Uterature is the short story. But this is less

due to any advance in artistic aspiration than to the

fact that there is a good serial market foi- short stories,

and the turnover is quicker for the trader than if he

turned out long novels. Small stories, quick returns !

In verity, this much-vaunted efflorescence of the conte

is due to the compte. It is quite characteristic of our
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nation to arrive at a new art-form througli this practi-

cal channel. Bnt if you want a proof of the half-heart-

edness of our literary battles, turn to the "Fogey's"
article on " The Young Men" in a recent Contemporary
Heview. What a chance for a much-needed onslaught
on our minor prophets! It might have been "

English
bards and Scotch reviewers " over again. But no ! the

Scotch reviewer's weapon is merely a rose-water squirt.

The only thing that perturbates him (as Mr. Francis

Thompson wovdd say) is my assertion that a ray of

hopefulness is stealing again into English poetry. Since

the days of Jeffrey we have only had one really
"

first-

class fighting man" (Henley) ;
but even with him there

is no real party fighting, for he is catholic in his anti-

pathies, and those whom he chastises love him, and

swear that his is the least jaded Pegasus of the day.
You see, therefoi-e, how well-balanced we are in this
*'

happy isle, set in a silver sea." The Fogeys are re-

spectful to the yoimg men, and the young men actually

admire the Fogeys. That the yomig men admire one

another goes without saying. Here siu^ely is
" the at-

mosphere of praise
" of Mr. Pinero's hortation.

And while I do not beheve that art is best nourished

in this
"
atmosphere of praise," preferring to read in-

stead " an atmosphere of appraisal," I beUeve that of

this appraisal the more important element is
"
praise."

Criticism with the praise left out savours of the counsel

for the prosecution rather than of the judge,—and in-

deed some critics assume that every author is guilty till

he is pi'oved good : if he is popular the presumption of

his guilt is almost irresistible. A Henley young man
once explained to me that the function of the critic was

to guard the gates of literatm-e, keeping at bay the bulk

of print, for it would surely not be literature. This

last is true enough ; yet the watch-dog attitude gene-

rates a delight to bark and bite, and turns critic literally

into cynic. Should not the true critic be an interpreter 1

For bad work let him award the damnation of silence.

"It is better to fight for the good than to rail at the

m."
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It is a great privilege to praise. It is a gi'eat joy to

give au artist the joy of being xinderstood. Not every
artist arrives at tlie diviue standpoint :

" And God saw
all that He made, and behold it was very good." The
human creator is not always content with the raptm-e
of creation. He sits lonely amid his worlds. Neglect

may be the nurse of strength, but as often it is the

handmaid of idleness. The artist without an audience

will smoke the euchaftted cigarettes of Balzac. The

rough labour of execution is largely the labour of con-

veying to others what the artist already feels and sees.

Why should he toil thanklessly '? It is sweeter to dream.

Even the money that art produces may be a valuable

incentive. Not, of com'se, if the ai'tist aims at the

money ;
but art wrought for love may bring in money,

like a woman married for love. In so far as the lover

has his eye on the dovrry, in so far his love is vitiated
;

and in so far as the artist has his eye on the profits, in

so far is he untrue to a mistress who demands undi-

vided allegiance. Natheless, the auri sacra fames may
be his salvation. What subtle sympathy connects fama
witli fames f The butcher's bill may drive him from
the dreamland of luxurious meditation to the practical
embodiment of his dreams. Only, while he is at work,
the laws of art alone must be his masters

;
he must not

alter or abate a jot by way of concession to the great
cash question. When he has completed his work, then

indeed he may sell it in the best market. But the least

preliminary paltering with the spirit of commerce is a

degradation. Does this seem an ideal demand? Let
us remember, then, ideals are goads and goals, counsels

of perfection. No -one expects people to come quite up
to them, but it is better for human nature that they
should be there. For tliere is something in hero-wor-

ship, despite Car-lyle's grandiosities, provided you choose

your hero wisely. We do, in this valley of doubt and

confusion, touched with false sparkles, follow men who

speak from their souls sincerely, who work from tlieir

hearts. Instinctively we 'feel it degrading and disillu-

sionising that inspiration shall be paid in hard cash,
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and genius eutered ou tlie credit side of a ledger. Does
a man plead that he has to support his wife and ehil-

di'en? Well, in the first place, he need not have got
them. In the second, one may be admirable as a man,
but as an artist abominable. Still it is better that a

man should wiite Adelplii dramas than that his stai-ving

family should qualify for scenes in them. All honour
to the artist who lives on bread and water in a garret
rather than prostitute liis ai-t ! but less honoui- to the

man who lives on my bread, and adds somebody else's

whisky to his water, rather than earn an honest living

by dishonest books and plays. This was the question
that split up the Bohemians of Murger. While the ma-

jority did odd jobs for the Philistines, to have the time
for real art, the very poet consenting to write Alex-

andrines for a dentist at fifteen sous a dozen— vastly

cheaper than oysters— there was an inner baud of the

faithful who preferred starvation to the desecration of

their genius for the unsaleable. Even so among the

vegetarians there is a holier circle that eats only nuts

and fi'uits. The sensible artist will compi'omise. There

is in political economy a region called "the margin of

subsistence." It is a sort of purgatory. Above it, we
enter* the heaven of superfluities ; below it, lies the

dread Hades of hunger. It is here that the impecunious
artist— with a family (and, alas! the artist is nearly

always impecunious—with a family) should pitch liis

tent. He may be allowed to prostitute himself, if need

be, sufficiently to pay the ground-rent. He must not

be driven lower down by his devotion to the Muses : an
artist who dies of starvation is simply a dead donkey.
Rather than play a false note, he stops his music for

ever. It is sublime—but silly. He had better black

boots. There is no reason on earth why a shoeblack

should not read Schiller, or moralise as he does in Bret

Harte's parody of Bulwer Lytton. A bachelor artist

might do worse than get locked up for some simple of-

fence, and thus throw himseK upon the nation. Re-

member what Sir Walter Raleigh did in prison. The

poet can rise superior to the sordidness of skilly. Only
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he must be careful to preserve his seclusion. Leigh
Hunt made his cell the artistic centre of London, but I

doubt if he got through much workj and more recently,
when Jokai was in gaol, he was compelled to insist on
two hours' privacy and confinement per day. To be a
'*

fii'st-class misdemeanant" seems to me the height of

happiness for a literary man.

Unfortunately there are few honest opportunities
for going to gaoL The most honest way of all woidd
be to write the truth about men and things ;

but this

editors wiU not print. So one has to Hve at one's own
expense. Nevertheless, the Hotel of the Black Maria
remains an ideal.

IV

BOHEMIA AND VERLAINE

IT
is one of the pleasures of my life that I never saw

Tennyson. Hence I am still able to think of him as

a poet, for even his photogi'aph is not disillusionising,
and he di-essed for the part almost as well as Beerbohm
Tree would have done. Why one's idea of a poet is a
fine fi'enzied being, I do not quite know. One seems to

pick it up in the very nursery, and even the Loudon

gamin knows a poet when he does n't see one. Probably
it rests upon the ancient tradition of oracles and sibyls,

foaming at the mouth like champagne bottles. Inspi-
ration meant originally demoniac possession, and to

"modern thought" prophecy and poetry are both epilep-
tic.

*' Genius is a degenerative psychosis of the epilep-
toid order." A large experience of poets has convinced
me as little of this as of the old ^dew summed up in

genus irrUahiU ration. Poets seem to me the homeliest

and most hardworking of mankbid — 't is a man in pos-

session, not a daimon nor a disease. Of course they
liave their mad moods, but they don't write in them.

Writing demands serenity, steadiness, patience ; and of

all kinds of writing, poetry demands the steadiest pen.
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Complex metres and curious rhyme-schemes are not to

be achieved without paiu aud patience. Prose is a path,
but poetry is a tight-rope, and to walk on it demands
the nicest dexterity. You may scribble off prose in the

fieriest frenzy— who so fiery and frenzied as your jour-
nalist with the printer's devil at his elbow ?— but if you
would aspire to Parnassus, you must go slow and steady.

Fancy inditing a sonnet with the compositors waiting
for

"
copy

"
! Pegasus were more truly figured as a

drayhorse than a steed with wings; he jogs along trot-

trot, and occasionally he stands at an obstinate pause.
The splendid and passionate lyrics of Swinburne, with

their structm-al involutions and complicacies, must have
been " a dem'd grind." The English language does not

easily lend itself to so much '* hnked sweetness long
drawn out." Even the manuscript of Pope's easy mean-

dering verse is disfigured by ceaseless corrections. As
he himself says :

True ease in writiug comes from art, not chance,
As those move easiest who have leam'd to dance.

Probably these very lines rxm in the original manu-

script somewhat as follows :

Shelley is the ideal of a poet, a soul of white fire, fed

by bread and raisins
j yet Shelley's last manuscripts are
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full of laciinsp and erasures, some of wliich have had to

be reproduced perforce in the prmted editions.

Clothed witli the ... as with light,

And the shadows of the night,
Like . . . next, Hypocrisy,
On a crocodile rode by.

It reads like a puzzle set by a Competition Editor.

Here is another one, wliich begins as beautifully as

Hedda Gabler could desire, and ends in blankness.

Within the sui-face of the fleeting river

The wrinkled image of the city lay,

Immovably unquiet, and for ever

It trembles, but it never fades away ;

Go to the [ ]

Yoii, being changed, will find it then as now.

The fact is, of course, that jn.spuation is no guarantee
of perfection. The limitations of inspu-ation vary with

the limitations of the Tviiter— a proposition that may
be commended to the theologians. Genius can no more

safeguard a man against his own ignorance than it can
find a rhyme to "

silver." Inspiration could not save

Keats from his Cockney rhymes nor Mrs. Browning
from her rhjnneless rhymes. I met a poet in a London
suburb — it seemed odd to see one out of Fleet Street
— but after a few bewildered instants I recognised him.

There was on his brow the biu'den of a brooding sor-

row. I sought delicately to probe the cause of his grief,
and he confessed at last that in a much-praised poem
just published he had made a monosyllable dissyllabic.
He had never got over a youthful mispronunciation,
and in an unguai'ded moment of inspiration it had

slipped in.

This prosaic view of poeti'y is distasteful to many, who
like to think that "Paradise Lost" came out in a jet.

But all these grandiose conceptions belong to the ob-

scurantist view of human life, which is popular with all

who hate, in Matthew Arnold's phrase,
"
to think clear

and see straight." People fancy that the dignity of

human life demands that artists at least should be Ouida-
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esque, but the true dignity of the artist is to be sub-

limely simple rather than simply subhme. The finest

art— be it literature, music, or painting— is, after all

tlmt inspiration can do has been done, a matter of pain-
ful pegging away ;

and the finest artists will be found

quietly occupying themselves with their art without pose
or fuss. That side of the business is largely monopo-
lised by the httle men. But even the big men sometimes
fall victims to the popular conception, as when a Byron
stagily takes the centre of the universe, and looms lurid

like the spuit of the Brocken. We do not need bio-

graphical scandal-mongers to tell us what ''the real

Lord Byron
" was like. He was hke *' Don Juan," his

own poem ; shrewd, cynical, worldly, with flashes of

exquisite feehng. The poem which is cut out of young-
ladies' editions of Byron is the one that represents him
most truly in his blend of sensualism and idealism,
whereas the Brocken figure is but Byron as he appeared
to himself in his stormiest and gloomiest moments, and
even that phantasm artistically draped and limelit by a

poet's imagination. If people realised how much Byi-on
wrote in his pitiable span of thirty-six years, how much
hard labour went to make those cleverly-i-hymed stan-

zas of " Childe Harold " or " Don Juan," despite Swin-
burne's accusation of botchery, they would see that he

really had very little time to be wicked. They would
understand that art— even the most decadent— is based
on strenuous labom-.

Youug, gay,

Radiant, adorned outside ; a hidden ground
Of thouglit and of austerit)^ within.

Even in poetically declaring himself a decadent, the

artist must take as many pains as fall to the prosiest

bourgeois. This is the paradox of the position. Just

as the pyirhonist in maiutaining that there is no tiatth

asserts one, so the literary pessimist partly contradicts

his contention of the futility of existence by his anxiety
to express himself elegantly. Leoj^ardi's Italian and

Schopenhauer's German are far superior to those of the

optimistic philosophers ;
and one of the most polished
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poems of our day is pooi* Thomson's "
City of Dreadful

Night." So, too, the poet who dechxres himself au idler

and a vagabond gives the lie to his pretensions by the

labour he takes to clothe them in unimpeachable verse.

The other morning I looked out of my study window
after breakfast and discovered that the weather was

heavenly. I had lingered over the meal, reading the

beautiful political speeches, from which I gathered there

was a Crisis at hand. I knew that Crisis. I had heard

abo^^t it ever since I learnt to hear. Nevertheless, the

newspapers were still devoting as much space to it as if

it were brand-new, and beguiling me to take interest in

it. I felt quite annoyed when I looked at the blue sky
after breakfast and took deep breaths of ambrosial air,

and thought how I had wasted my time. Thrilled by
tiie sunshine, a cosmic rapture seized me, and I won-
dered that men should fritter away their time in pohtics
and other serious occupations. The inspiration grew
and grew, and I felt that my lips had been touched by
the sacred fire, and that I had been called to preach a

great moral lesson to mankind. So I took up my pen
and wrote :

Bright the sxm this lovely May-day ;

Youth and love should have their heyday ;

Every day should be a play-day.

Yet mankind will work and w'orry,
Over trifles fuss and flurry,

Getting hot as Indian cuiTy.

Orators, in such a season,
How unreas'nable is reason !

'Gainst the sunshine 't is a treason.

What care I for Gladstone's glories ?

Hang the Radicals and Tories !

Give me hammocks, pipes and stories !

What 's the use of all this wrangling,
Grammar and emotions mangling ?

Up the river let 's go angling.

Sweet are walks and swimming nice is,

Bring me lemon-squash and ices,

Bother that eternal Crisis I
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I was called away to lunch iu the middle of the attack

of inspiratiou. luspu'ation is of eoui'se vei'y useful, but
it has a way of suggesting words that won't rh^Tue, and

luring you off into all sorts of false tracks. Moreover,
it affords no help whatever in polishing. After lunch
I set to work with renewed zeal, Hcking the lines into

their present perfection. At last they were finished, and
as I lit the gas to enable me to see to make a fair copy,
I reahsed that the beautiful blue day was gone.

Yes, the busy bee is a fraud by the side of the irre-

sponsible artistic butterfly.
Sims Reeves tells an amusing anecdote of Mario the

singer. Being brought one Thursday night by an emi-

nent composer to sing at a big fashionable party, he
found so great a line of carriages in front of his own
that it was past midnight ere he arrived at the door.

The thought that it was ah-eady Friday, and that he
was about to sing in a new house, whose hostess he did

not even know, had already dismayed the superstitious

singer. But when he saw the number on the door was

13, no power on earth and no amoixnt of argument could

induce him to enter. *'

Ah, yes," said the hostess, smil-

ing pleasantly, when the composer exj)lained, '*a very
ingenious excuse, for which Mario ought to be grateful
to you. Of course he was intoxicated, and after a long
argumentation you at last persuaded him to go home."
Poe was doubtless occasionally dinmk

;
but think of

the years of sober labour, of stooping over desks, that

must have gone to make those wonderful tales ! Which
is the true Poe, the hard drinker or the hard worker "?

That the artist must get drunk is, indeed, the behef of

certain schools of young men even to-day ;
but is it not

based on the old eternal false-logic, that because some
artists have got drunk, therefore to get di-unk is to be
artistic ? It was Murger who invented the Bohemian

artist, poor and gay and of an easy morality.
'^ Musette

and Mimi 1
"

says Sarcey.
" The image of those ideal

beings shone on every man who was twenty-one about
1848. ' La Vie de Boh^me ' was youth's breviary— fifty

years ago." The great di'amatic critic goes on to eom-
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plain of the onslaught made upon him because he wrote

against this
" idleness of disposition, this heedlessness

for the morrow, tbis inclination to look for the day's
tobacco and the quarter's rent from loans and debts

rather than from honest Y>'ork, this witty contempt for

cuiTent morality." But this is scarcely the teaching of

the ever dehghtful book, which catches the spirit of

youth and gaiety and u-responsibility wedded to artistic

ardour as no other book has done before or since, and
for which one might put in the plea that Charles Lamb
made for the dramatists of the Restoration. Its world

is only a pleasing fiction, and the ordinary rules of mo-

rality do not carry over into it. It is the East of Suez

of hterature,
" where there ain't no Ten Commandments,

and a man may raise a thii-st." The real Bohemia, as

Jules Valdes showed in *'

Refractaires," is a world of

misery and discontent. Still more sordid is the EngUsh
Bohemia expounded by Mr. Gissing in ^'New Grub
Street." Mr. Robert Buchanan indeed writes as if there

had been a Murgeriau Bohemia in England in his young-

days.
** Et ego fui in Bohemid. Thei^e were inky fel-

lows and bouncing girls, ilien; now there are only fine

ladies, and respectable God-fearing men of letters."

Really ! Surely there are plenty of bouncing gu-ls and

inky fellows still, just as there were respectable God-

fearing men of letters and fine ladies even in the roar-

ing forties. I doubt if Bohemia was ever so amusing
as Mr. Buchanan imagines now, and I suspect the

bouncing girls were "
gey ill to live with." What is

true in the immortal Bohemian myth, what appeals to the

universal human instinct, is the eterual contrast between
the dreams and aspirations of youth and the sobiieties of

success and middle age. As Jeifery Prowse sang :

I dwelt in a city enchanted,
And lonely, indeed, was my lot

;

Two guineas a week, all I wanted,
^ Was certainly all that I got.

Well, somehow I found it was plenty.

Perhaps you may find it the same,
If— if you are just five-aud-twenty,
With industry, hope, and an aim ;
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Though the latitude "s rather uiicertaiu,
And the longitude also is vague,

The persons I pity who know not the City,
The beautiful City of Prague !

Tliis Bohemia will never disappear, because every geu-
eration of youth reconstructs it afresh, to migrate from
it into the world of respectabihty above or the world

of shame below. "
Qu'on est bien a vingt ans !

" will

always be a cry to fill the breast of portly respectability
-with tender regret. As Thackeray put it in that de-

lightful poem, which is almost an improvement on

Beranger :

With pensive eyes the little room I view,

Where, in my youth, I weathered it so long ;

With a wild mistress, a staunch friend or two,
And a light heart still breaking into song ;

Making a mock of life and all its cai'es,

Eich in the glory of ray rising sun,

Lightly I vaulted up four* paii" of staii's

In the brave days when I was twenty-one.

What a i)ity tliat life is so stern and severe, that for the

light moraUty of Bohemia somebody must pay, some
life be wrecked! Nature fills us with youth and ro-

mance, but for her own purposes only. She is the great
matrimonial agent, and heavy is the penalty she exacts

from those who would escape her books, and extract

from life moi'e poetry than it holds. And so the beau-
tiful roselight of Bohemia veils many a tragedy, many
a treacher3% Yet Y>ill the grisette be ever a gracious

memorj^, and literature will always embalm the " Mimi
Pinson " of De Musset.

She is dead now, la grisette, even in Paris, and "hie

jacet" may be written over the bonnet she threw jj«r-

dessus les moulins.

Ah, Clemence i When I saw thee last

Trip down the rue de Seine,
And turning, when thy form had pass'd,

I said,
" We meet again,"
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I dreamed not in that idle glance

Thy latest image came,
And only left to Memory's trance

A shadow and a name.

That is how she aftectecl even the Puiitan Oliver Wen-
dell Holmes. Yes, there is something in the Bohemian
tradition that touches the sternest of us— not the roys-

tering, dissolute, dishonoui'able, shady Bohemia that is

always with us, bounded by the greenroom, the race-

eoiu'se, the gambling club, and the Bankruptcy Court,
but the Bohemia that is as um-eal as Shakespeare's
" desert country near the sea," the land of light purses
and light loves, set against the spiritual bhght that

sometimes follows on pecuniary and connubial blessed-

ness. For, after all, morahty is larger than a single

virtue, and Charles Siu'face is always more agreeable
than Joseph or Tom Jones than BMl, even when Joseph
or Bhfil is as proper as he pretends. And if Tom or

Charles is a poet to boot, what can we not forgive him ?

The poet must have his experiences— be sure that

nine tenths of them are pixrely of the imagination. For
the other tenth— well, if Bui*ns had been strictly tem-

perate,
" the world had wanted many an idle song,"

and we should not have celebrated his centenary so en-

thusiastically. The poet expresses the joy and sorroAV

of the race whose silent emotions become vocal in him,
and it is necessary that he shoidd have a full and vaiied

life, from which **
nihil humanum "

is alien. Mr. Barry
Pain once wrote a subtle story, which only three per-
sons understood, to show that a great poet might be

an elegant egotist, of unruffled life and linen. If so, I

should say that such a poet's genius Avould largely con-

sist of hereditary experience; he would, in language
that is not so unscientific as it sounds, be a reincarna-

tion of a soul that had " siimed and suffered." But as

a rule the poet does his own sinning and suffering, and
catches for himself that haunting sense of the glory
and futility of life which is the undertone of the modei*n

poet's song, and which finds such magical expression
in Heine's verses :
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I have loved, ob, many a maiden kind,
And many a right good fellow,—

Where are they all ? So pipes the wind,
So foams and wanders the billow.

But the poet's morals are maligned. The fierce light
which beats upon the throne of song reveals the nooks
and crannies of the singers' lives, which for the rest

they themselves expose rather than conceal. I should

say that the average moi'ality of the poet is much su-

perior to the average morality of the man of the
world who sins in well-bred silence. The poet gloats
over his sins— is musically remorseful or swingingly
defiant; he hints or exaggerates or invents. That is

where the poet's imagination comes in— to give to airy
nothings a local habitation and a name. The poet's

imagiaation is often far more licentious than his Ufe
;

the "
poet's licence "

is rightly understood to be limited
to his language. To have written erotic verses is al-

most a certificate of respectability : the energy that

might have been expended in action has run to rhyme.
Qui ose tout dire arrive a tout faire, say the French. Ar-
rives at, perhaps, though even this is doubtful, but cer-

tainly does not start fi'om that platfoi"m. Much less

questionable were it to say : Qui ose tout faire arrive a ne

rieti dire.

The late M, Verlaine will be cited as a substantiation

of the popular idea of the vagabond poet. The Verlaine

legend has now been consecrated by his death
;
and for

all time, I .suppose, Verlaine will rank with Villon as an

impossible person. He may have been all that is said,

all that is hinted, even in Mr. George Moore's famous

description of him. "
I once saw Verlaine. I .shall not

forget the bald prominent forehead {une tete glahre), the

cavernous eyes, the macabre expression of burnt-out lust

smouldering ujion his face."

But there is another side to him, and it is perhaps be-

cause I do not go about the world with Mr. ]\Ioore's

'*macabresque
"
eye, which to-day happily sees things in

a soberer colouring, that I saw this other side of Verlaine

"when, like I\rr. George Moore, I hunted him up on his
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native licatli. For one thiug, I was uot prepared to sec

auytliiug very lurid and diaholique : life is reaUj^ not so

picturesque as all that. I knew besides that he had
been a schoolmaster in England ;

and can you imagine

anything more tedious and toilsome than to be the
*' French master," the poor, despised,

"
frog-eating

Mounseer Jacques
" of boys' stories, the butt of all their

facetious brutality ? If ever anything was calculated

to make a man diaholique! I trust biographers will not

forget to place all tliis depressing drudgery to our

''vagabond's" credit. Think of it! The fu'st poet of

France correcting French exercises ! The poet of the

passions conjugating the verb aimer in its hideous gram-
matical reaUty !

Fumons pLilosophiquement,
Promenons-nous
Paisiblement :

Rieu faire est doux.

So might Verlaine write, though contradicting him-

self by doing something in so doing ;
but in the absurd

actual he had to earn his bread and bu.tter, and man
cannot Uve by poetry alone, unless one sings the joys
and sorrows of the middle classes. It Avas rather late

at night before, having vainly hunted for him in his

favourite restaurants, I found the naiTow, poverty-
sti'icken rue in which Verlaine was living a year or so

ago. Passiug through a dark courtyard, I had to

mount interminable stone stairs, lighting foul French
matches as I went, to relieve the blackness. At last I

ai'rived outside his door, very near the sky. I knocked.
A voice called out,

''
I 've gone to bed." I exi^lained

my lateness and said I would call to-morrow.
"
No, no ! Attendee! "

I heard him jump out of bed,
stumble and grope about, and then strike a match

;

and in another instant the door opened, and in the in-

terstice appeared a liomely nightcapped hourr/eois pull-

ing on his trousei's. There flashed on me incongru-

ously the thought of our English laureate's stately home
by the sea, in which, jealously guarded by hedges and
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flunkeys, tlie poet cliisellecl liis calm stanzas
;
and all

the vagabond in me leapt out to meet the unpreten-
tious child of Pai-is. He greeted me with simple cordi-

ahty ; and, ugly and coarse though his face was, it was
lit up throughout by a pleasant smile. His notorious

leg was bandaged, but not rejiulsively. No, "homely"
is the only impression I shall ever have of Verlaine,
the man. Even in that much maligned

•'

macabresque
"

head of his, there was more of the honhomme than of

the poet or the satyr. The little garret was his all in

all
;
a bed took up half the space. On the table stood

the remains of supper. A few shelves of books, a

sketch or two, and a bird-cage with a canary were
the only attempts at ornament.

Such was Verlaine at the ehmax of his fame, when
he had won a sure immortality ; simple and childlilce,

and with a child's uushamed acceptance of any money
one might leave behind on the mantelpiece. He seems

to have made very Uttle by his verses. He spoke Eng-
lish quite well, having probably acquired it when teach-

ing French
;
and he was perhaps moi-e proud of it than

of his poems. Mr. Moore says he wished to translate

Tennyson. He read aloud a poem he had just written

in celebration of his own fiftieth birthday. There was
an allusion to a "crystal goblet."

" Ce verve-la!-'' he

interpolated, with a humorous smile, pointing to a

cheap glass with the dregs of absinthe that stood on

the table. There was also an allusion to a "
blue-bird,"

a sort of sjTubol of the magic of spring, I fancy, that

flutters through many of his poems. (The
^^

plumage
hleute de VorgueiV figures in one of his very last verses.)

When he arrived at this
" blue-bird" he pointed to the

cage with the same droll twinkle : "Cei oiseau-ci.''^ When
I left him he stood at the head of the gloomy stone stairs

to light me down, and the image of him in his red cotton

nightcap is still vivid. And now he is only an immortal

name. Ah, well! after the EngHsh school-rooms, the

French prisons, the Parisian garrets and hospitals, the

tomb is not so bad. Eien faire est doux.

In giving him place with the immortals I feel no
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hesitation. An English clergyman found immortality

by writing one poem,— '' The Buiialof Sir John Moore,"— and, however postei-ity may appraise Veriaine's

work as a whole, he has left three or four lyrics which
can die only if the French language dies, or if mankind
in its latter end undei'goes a paralysis of the poetic
sense such as Darwin suffered from in his old age.
Much of his verse— especially his later verse— is to

me, at least, as obscure as Mallarm6. But

II pleiit dans mou cceur

Ck)mme il pleut dans la rue

can never be surpassed for the fidelity with which it

renders the endless di-ip, drip of melancholia, unless it

is ))y that other magical lyric :

Les sanglots longs
Des Yiolons

De I'automne

Blesseut mon cceur

D'une langueur
Monotone.

He is the poet of rhythm, of the nuance, of personal
emotion. French poetry has always leant to the frigid,

the academic, the rhetorical— in a word, to the prosaic.

The spirit of Boileau has ru.led it from his cold marble

um. It has always lacked
"
soul," the haunting, elusive

magic of wistful words set to the music of their own

rhythm, the "
finer light in light," that are of the es-

sence of poetry. This subtle and delicate echo of far-

off celestial music, together with some of the most

spiritual poems that Cathohcism has ever inspired,

have been added to French Uteratiu-e by the gross-

souled, gi'oss-bodied vagi*ant of the prisons and the

hospitals ! Which is a mystery to the Philistine. But
did not our own artistic prisoner once sing :

Surely there was a time I might have trod

The sunlit heights, and from life's dissonance

Struck one clear chord to reach the ears of God ?
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Was ever more devout Catholic than Benvenuto Cel-

lini, who murdered his enemies and counted his beads

with equal gusto ?

V

THE INDESTRUCTIBLES

I
WONDER if you have ever been struck by the

catholicity
— not to say the self-contradictoriness—

of the constant correspondent. The creature will enter

with zest into any discussion; there is no topic too

small for it, and certainly none too great. The follow-

ing letters, carefully culled from the annual contribu-

tions of a lady whose epistolary career I have followed

with interest, will indicate the delicious inconsequence
that has made them for me such grateful reading :

1888.

Sir,
— There is nothing in life worth purchasing by pulsations

and respirations. The world is a dank, malarious marsh, with

fitful Will-o'-the-Wisp flashes of false radiance— a vast cemetery

waiting for our corpses, Thei-e is no such thing as happiness.

Nature, red in tooth and claw

With ravin, shrieks against

the idea. Youth is an illusion, maturity a regret, and old age an

apprehension. Fortunately Providence has sent us a panacea—
Universal Suicide.

I am. Sir,

Yours obediently,
Agatha P. Robins.

1889.

Sib,— Surely
" A Mad Englishman" and "Dorothy X.," who

maintain so glibly that country life is more enjoyable than town

life, fail to realise how niiich of our pleasure depends on human
intercourse. It is given only to poets to talk with trees. Nor can

ordinary mortals find

Sermons in stones.

Books in the running brooks.
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We need tlie cathedrals and the libraries that are to be found only
in the gi'eat centres of national life— yes, and also the art galler-
ies and the theatres. Of course, if people will martyr themselves
to keep up appearances, and want to live in a fashionable neigh-

bourhood, they will not find town life either cheap or pleasant.
But if they are content to live outside the aristocratic radius,

they can find many a comfortable villa, with baths (hot and cold),
and back gardens which may easily be converted into rustic re-

treats (I would especially recommend rhododendrons). If you are

also not above omnibuses (taking a cab only when it rains, and

selecting a driver who does not look as if he would swear), and
are satisfied to go to the pit, then I feel sure London is not only
as cheap as the obscurest village, but gives you a far greater re-

turn for your money. Newly-maiTied couples in especial often

make a great mistake in settling in the country for the sake of

economy. It is only in the town that they can really lead a tran-

quil, happy life, enriched with all the resources of culture and
ci\'ilisation.

I am, Sir,

Yours obediently,
Agatha P. Eobins.

1890.

Sib,
— The failure of marriage is too apparent to be glossed over

any longer.
" A .Y. Z." and "A Woman of No Importance

" de-

serve the thanks of every honest heart for theii' brave outspoken-
ness. Too long has this mediaeval monstrosity cramped our lives.

The beautiful word "Home" conceals a doll's house or white-

washes a sepulchre. Marriage is misery in two syllables. How
can people be happy chained together like galley-slaves ? It con-

tradicts aU we know of human nature.

Love, free as air, at sight of human ties

Spreads his light wings and in a moment flies.

Away with this effete Pharisaism ! Let us realise the infinite

possibilities of happiness latent in the blessing of existence. The
world is longing for freedom to love truly, nobly, wisely, many.

I am. Sir,

Yours obediently,
Agatha P. Robins.

1801.

Sir,— lean testify by personal experience to the fact that the

manners of our children are deteriorating. Coming up to the

Metropolis for a day's excursion last Bank Holiday, I could not

walk anywhere without overhearing viliald remarks— and, what
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was worse, at my own expense—even from respectably dressed
children. Let those look to it who

Teach the young idea how to shoot.

I thank Heaven my lot has always been cast in a sweet Devon-
shire village, where the contagion of ill-conduct has not yet spread
among the juvenile population.

I am, Sir,

Yours obediently,
Agatha P. Robins.

1892.

SiK,
— Have your flippant correspondents,

"
Polygamist

" and
"Illegal Brother-in-Law," any conception of the thousands (ay,
tens of thousands) of hearts that are languishing in misery be-
cause they cannot marry their deceased sisters' husbands '? And
all because of a text which is not to be found in the Bible ! Fie

upon you, ye so-called Bishops,

Dressed in a little brief authority.

Abolish this unrighteous law, I say, and let floods of sunshine and
happiness into a million darkened homes.

I am, Sii',

Yours obediently,
Agatha P. Robins.

But, after all, is it fair to juxtaposit Agatha's letters ?

Wiiat if one were to collect the leaders of any news-

paper on any given subject, before or after any event ?

I have met Agatha P. Eobius in many other places at

many other times. Sometimes she is iuterested in the

best substitute for shirt-buttons or for Christianity,
sometimes in the problem of living on a thousand a

year, sometimes in the abolition of stag-hunting.

SIGNS OF THE SILLY SEASON.

A goosebeny that groweth green and great,
A serpent roimd the sea serenely cm-led,

A lonely soul that fails to find a mate,
A boy redundant in a teeming world,

A sister yearning for dead sisters' shoes,
A life that longs for death, or after-life,

A ghost, a misti-ess whom her maids abuse.
An erring judge, a French or German wife,
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A child's long ear or holiday, a slum,
A man gone bald, or drunk, a coin's design—

Should things Uke these across your paper come,
Conclude the Silly Season wUl be fine.

It is difficult to trace exactly when ''The Season"
ends and "The Silly Season" begins. It needs the

finest discrimination to know when the adjective comes
in— without a worldly training, indeed, you cannot tell

the one from the other. But the past masters of the

social art proclaim that " The Season" is dead, and we
bow our heads in reverence. Yes, it is vanished, that

focus of futilities, that wonderful Season, that phan-

tasmagoria of absui'dities, of abortive ambitions, over

which a hundred humo\irists have made merry : it is

dead, with its splendoiirs and jubilations and proces-
sions— dead as the ropes of roses in St. James's street.

Often have I debated the potency of satu-e, again and

again haA-e I suggested to learned friends a scientific

and historical investigation of the popular behef that

satire moves mountains or even molehills. But they

agree only m shrinhing from the task. To take only
the last half-century : we have had one supreme satirist

who harped eternally on the failings of fashion and the

vanity of things. In his novels society saw itself re-

flected in all its attitiules and postures and posings.
Not one meanness or folly escaped. What Professor

Huxley has done for the crayfish, that Thackeray did

for the Snob. He studied him lovingly, he dissected

him, he classified every variety of him. A thousand

disciples, less gifted but equally remorseless, followed

in the Master's footsteps. "Punch" took up the tale,

and week \>y week repeated the joke. It was heard in

drawing-room recitations to the accompaniment of

pianos ;
it even went on the stage. Ladies rushed into

print to expose foibles men never guessed, and to say
of the sex at large what less gifted women say only of

their personal friends. For years we have never ceased

for a moment to hear the lash of the whip, the swish of

the birch, the wliizz of the aiTow, the ping of the bullet,

the thwack of the flail, the thud of the hammer, the
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buzzing of the hornet. And what does it all amount
to ? How much execution has been done ? Is society

purer or nobler'? Have less daughters been sold at

Vanity Fair, or more invitations been sent to poor rela-

tives ? Has Jones got better manners or champagne "?

Is Mrs. Ponsonby de Tomkins more distant to duch-

esses ? Did my Lady Clara Vei-e de Vere consider

whether Hood's seamstress was at work on her court

gown ? Is any one wiser or kinder or honester for

all the literary pother ? Are the diplomatic corps less

maculate than in the days of Gren^dlle MuiTay ? Have
we not, on the contrary, cast on our own imperfections
the complaisance of an eye educated in the superior

imperfections of our neighbours ?

Lo, here is a new satirist arisen, Sarah Jeannette Dun-

can, who, in
" The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib,"

sketches Anglo-Indian society in a manner that would
not discredit Thackeray— and with something, too, of

Thackeray's haunting sense of the pathos of the dead

Past and the flying Present. But will the memsahib of

to-morrow take warning by the fate of Helen Peachey,
who went out to India in all her bridal bravery, in all

her youth and freshness ? Will she escape exchanging
the placidity of Fra Angelico's piping cherubim for the

petulance and ring-shadowed eyes of the seasoned ma-
tron ? Will slie be on her guard against shrinking to the

prejudices and flirtations of a coterie, dying to all fmer

and higher issues 1 Will she worship vh*tue more and

viceroys less? Alas, I fear me not— no more than Pagett,

M. P., will leave off talking solar myths, or foolish things

cease to be done under the deodars. Will Hogarth keep
wine-bibbers from the bottle, or can you make men sober

by acts of " L'Assommoir "
'? W^ill

" Madame Bovary
"

stay a sister's fall, or ''

Sapho
"
repel an ehgible young

man ? Will '' The Dunciad "
keep one dunce froui

scribbling, or " Le Tartufe" elevate a single ecclesiastic?

As well expect
"
long firms'' to run short, and the moths

to avoid the footlights, and the fool to cease from the

land. " How gay they were, and how luxurious, and

how important in their little day ! How gorgeous were
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the attendants of theii' circumstances, on the box with a

crest upon their turbans!— there is a firm in Calcutta

that supplies beautiful crests. And now, let me think!

some of them in the Circular Road Cemetery— cholera,

fever, heat-apoplexy ;
some of them under the Christian

daisies of England— probably abscess of the liver."

Yes, madam, we know it all, we recognize the Thackeray
touch. "And soon, very soon, our brief day, too, will

have died in a red sunset behind clustering palms, and
all its little doings and graspings and pushings, all its

petty scandals and surmises and sensations, will echo

fm-ther and further back into the night." True, most

true, and pity 't is 't is true. But meantime we will go on
with our little doings and graspings and pushings— yes,

madam, even you and I who have realised the vanity of

all things; for the knowledge thereof— this, too, is van-

ity.
" And it was all a sti-iving and a striving, and an

ending in nothing, and no one knew what they had lived

and worked for." Yea, so it is, Frau Schreiner. And still

we are living on—and oh ! how hard we work (onAfrican
farms or otherwhere) to express artistically oui' sense of

the futihty of life !

VANITAS VANITATUM.

A rich voluptuous languor of dim pain,
A dreamy sense of passionate regret,

Delicious tears and some sweet, sad refrain,

Some throbbing, vague, and tender canzonet,
That mourns for life so real and so vain,

Wherein we gloiy while our eyes are wet.

I am afi-aid, if I pm-sue this investigation, I shall end

by believing that satu'e is simply an aesthetic satisfaction

— the last luxury of the sinful. Ridicule, we are always

told, is a ti'emendous destructive— an atmosphere in

which nothing can hve. But is it? Christianity, Kings,
and War are little the worse for the jets of mockery that

have been plajang on them for two centuries. In Swift's

day the wits at the coffee-houses regarded religion as a

farce that even the Augurs could not keep up any longer
without public winking ; yet Diderot and tlie Encyclo-
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p^edia are dead, and the bishops we have always with us !

It was thought War could not survive Voltaire's remark
tliat a monarch picks up a parcel of men who have noth-

ing to do, di-esses them in blue cloth at two shillings a

yard, and marches away with them to glory—but here

is oui- Henley singing a song of the sword, while all our

novelists are looking to their weapons. Despite Heine's

sarcasm, the collection of EngUsh kings is as incomplete
as ever. A passing fad can, perhaps, be made to pass

along a little faster, but it only makes room for another.

True,
" Punch " killed the craze for sunflowers and long

necks; but then "Punch" invented it. It was merely
made to be destroyed brilliantly, like a Chinese cracker

or a Roman candle. Folly is older than "Punch's"

jokes, and will survive them. Snobbery and self-seek-

ing, pettiness and stupidity, envy, hate, and all unchari-

tableness, were no secret to the mummies in the British

Jluseum. " Unto the place whither the rivers go, thither

they go again." Are there not a hundred sayings in Ec-

clesiastes and Meuander, in Horace and Moliere, as apt

to-day as though fi-esh from the typewriter ? One of the

learned friends to whom I proposed the thesis contended

that Perseus and Juvenal at least are out of date. But
this was merely my learned friend's ignorance. Is it not

the truest piety to conclude that those things Avhich the

ridicule of the ages cannot kill deserve their immortahty— that Kings, War, and Christianity play a part in the

scheme of creation, and that even snobbery and jobbery,

folly and fraud, rouge and respectability and horse-

racing, bounders and politicians, the prize-ring and
the marriage market, are all necessary to the fun of

Vanity Fair ! They are thrown up by the flux of things
for Honesty to set his heel on. So houp-la ! On Avith

the dance! louder, ye fiddlers! faster, merry-go-
round! Nay, not so glum, ye moralists and satirists,

philanthropists and preachers ;
link hands all—ducdame,

diicdame ! — and thank the gods for keeping you in oc-

cupation. What should we do without our fools ? The

question seems pat for a SiUy Season correspondence.

Come, gather, fools all. Ye could not be better em-
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ployed than in auswering it. For, mark, brother-satir-

ists mine, yoix cannot kill the Silly Season correspond-
ence.

And you cannot kill Ghosts. Perhaps because they
do not exist. No other dead thing is so tenacious of

life as your ghost. If ridicule were really fatal, we
should have given up the ghost long since. Consider

the fli'es of burlesque through which he has passed un-

scathed. "What indignity has been spared him ? Now
at last he is to encounter the supreme test— he is to be

taken seriously. The Psj'chical Society has the matter

in hand—or should one say, the spirit ? And Mr. Stead,
who l)elieves in himself in a way that is refreshing in

these atheistic times, proposes either to rehabilitate the

ghost or to lay liim for ever. But this latter is beyond
the might of man or society.

And you cannot kill Grouse. At least I can't. I

sometimes suspect there are others of the population

equally incompetent, and perhaps still less interested in

battues
; though the Twelfth figures in everybody's cal-

endar like a Church festival, and the newspapers devote

leaders to it, and the comic pai^ers have pictures, and
sometimes even jokes about it, and you wovdd think the

whole population of these islands struck work and went

a-shootiBg with gillies and dogs and appropriate cos-

tume. But that is the craftiness of the editors, from
Mr. Buckle and Mr. Yates down to the editor of the

Halfpeuni/ Democrat — they make the huinblest of us

feel we are in the best sets, so we all come up to town
for the season, and are seen at three parties a night,
and we ride in the Park, and we go to Henley and
Goodwood to a man

;
and we yacht at Cowes, and pot

grouse in Scotland— still with the same wonderful una-

nimity ;
and we hunt with the hounds, and run with

the salmon, and keep our Christmas in country houses,
and come up smiling for the New Year, ready to recom-

mence the same old Sisyphean round. I suppose the

people who really do these things could be exhibited in

the National Gallery, but the space their doings fill is

incalculable.
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And you cauuot kill Adelplii Jlelodi-ama. But I have
a piece of ad^dce to offer to the Italian g-entlemen "who

have done so much for oiu- stage. It is, that they ruu
their theatre on a priucipal of duality befitting their

joint management. Let it be the home of Melodi*ama

and Burlesque, the same play serving for both genres.

Let, say, Mr. Sims— who is so clever in either species— write the pieces
— each melodi-ama being its own bur-

lesque. An extra dash of colour here, an ambiguous
line there, with a serious meaning in the melodrama
and a di-oll in the burlesque, will secure the brothers

two audiences, and after eight o'clock I guarantee stand-

ing room only. The simj^le \riW. come to weep and thiill,

the cynics to laugh and chuckle. And everybody will

be happy.
In sooth, is not the world di\'ided into those who take

the gTeat cosmic drama seriously, and those who treat

it as farce ? On the one hand the workers and the fight-

ers, on the other the jom'nalists, pohticians, and men
about town. Yet have the workers and the fighters the

nobler part. A genuine emotion, an earnest conviction,
\dtahses Hfe. The day-dreams of hungi-y youth are

better than the dinners of prosaic maturity, and a sim-

ple maiden in her flower is worth a hundred epigrams.
I had rather be an Adelplii god than a smoking-room
satyi'.

Who shall blame the meloch^amatist ? He writes for

those to whom literatm-e makes no appeal. Literature

is a freemasonry of the highest minds, and that poetry
is Greek to the masses I should scarcely have thought a
"
Question at Issue "

demanding substantiation from Mr.

George Gissing. Mr. Gosse must know that the ecUpse
which darkened England at the passing of Alfred Ten-

nyson was invented by the newspapers and the poets
who outraced one another to weep upon his tomb. Look

upon Mr. Booth's map of East London, with its coloiu'ed

lines showing the swarms of human beings who live ig-

nobly and die obscurely, and reahse for yourself of

what import the cult of beautiful form is to these human

ant-heaps. "Walk down the populous Whitechapel Road
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of a Saturday niglit, or traverse tlie long slimy alleys

of Rotlierhithe among the timber wharves, and discover

how many of your couutrjTnen and contemporaries are

living neither in your country nor in your centuiy. To

Mr. Hem-y James, the dull undertone of pain and sor-

row is pai-t of the music of London— such harmony is

in {esthetic souls. But the dull and tlie gross, who only

suffer and endure, the muddy vestm-e of decay closes

them in and they cannot hear it.

What shall hterature do for these ! In a great smoky
Midland town, on dreary pavements, under sloppy skies,

I saw a girl who was a greater argument for melodi*ama

than all the cheques of all the managers. She was go-

ing to her work in the raw dawn, her lunch in a pack-

age under her arm
;
the back was bent and the face was

pale and pinched, but there was a slumbermg &-e of ro-

mance in the deep-fringed eyes, and suggestions of po-

etry lurked in the shadows of her hair ; and at once my
breast was full of stirrings to write for her— only for

her— a book full of beauty and happiness and sunshine,

and, oh ! such false views of life, such inaccurate pic-

tures of the pleasures of a society she would never

know. The hero should be handsome and brave and

good, with a curling moustache ;
and the heroine should

be beautiful and true, with an extensive wardrobe ;
and

the clouds v.ould come only to roll by, and the story

should die away in an odour of orange-blossom, and in

a music of marriage-bells. And there should be lots of

money for everybody, and any amount of laughter and

gaiety, and I would give dances twice a volume, and

see that all the girls had partners, delightful waltzers

with good conversation. And there would be garden-

parties (weather permitting invariably), and picnics

without green spiders, and sails without sea-sickness.

And as for truth and reahsm— fie on them ! We can

create a much nicer world than natm-e's. Why be pla-

giarists, when we can make universes of oui- own ?
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CONCERNING GENERAL ELECTIONS

TWICE
in succession has it befallen me to be pri-

vately busy in a backwater when the ma,in stream

was spuming and ramping Avith the great bore of a

general election. I have been able to hear the swal-

lows twitter at sunrise in serene unconsciousness of the

crisis, to watch the rooks homing at twilight, as though
the course of Nature were still the same, and to see the

moonlight rippling over the sombre water at midnight
in unaffected tranquLllity, Myself was scarcely better

informed of the tidal flood : stray echoes of speech, odd

fragments of newspaper floated down to me, and at

intervals some \dsitant from the gi'eater deep held, like

a sea-shell, the rumour of its sounding waters.

And, indeed, where shall we find a better metaphor
for party-government than this of the tide, of the e])b

and flow of political power— remorseless, inevitable,

regardless of those who, tossed high on the stream,

imagine they direct it ? And in this metaphor the Peo-

ple must play Moon, hke the clown in '' A Midsummer

Night's Dream." But, as Juliet says :

O swear not by the moon, th' inconstant moon.

The cause of this inconstancy has not escaped even

the philosophers. The Whig and the Tory, rival lovers

of Luna,—moonstruck ravers,
— woo her with honeyed

words and didcet promises, and she inclines hev co-

quettish ear—most of the month she is all ear— to the

highest bidder. But when she comes to her full—and
is all eye

— then she perceives her swain faithless and

empty-handed, and straightway she plights her troth

to his clamorous and expostulant fellow, who dangles
his untried pi'omises before her disappointed vision.

And the days pass, and she rises and sets
;
but lo ! the

bridid gifts linger still, and the horn of plenty is an

5 65



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

ompty trumpet, and, fovgelful of her fii-st lover's fail-

lu'c, she tui-us to him again. And so for ever, in a
ficlvle quest of fidelity, pathetic enough. Perhaps she—with the two strmgs to her bow— shares the just
fate of coquettes, happy with neither

; perhaps she were
wiser to give herself to a single lover, and be rid for

ever of these hesitancies. And yet, would she profit by
the change? Endymion, the one youth whose beauty
drew her from heaven, remained perpetually asleep.
Is there not some profound significance in the ancient

myth, some truth that v.ould have pleased Francis

Bacon, Baron Verulam (as the pedants will have us
call the man who did not write Shakespeare).
But the philosophers, wlio have understood the levity

of mind that underlies cliauges of Cabinets, have not

always understood the numerical pettiness of the voting
power by Avhich the change is effected. Just as every
philosopher is born a Platonist or an Aristotelian, so,
as Mr. Gilbert sings, is every Englishman born a little

Liberal or a little Conservative : even if his politics be
not original sin, it is early acquired. Thus, then, the
nation consists of two gi-eat camps— the Liberals and
the Conservatives— which are practically fixed

;
stand-

ing armies that may be relied upon. A born Liberal

may wax fat and kick at his ancient principles : a born
Conservative may change his coat and turn Whig. But
these exceptions are rare. For the most part men
stick to their party and die as foolish as they were born— which is called consistency. Convinced sometimes

against their will, they are of the same opinion still.

Loyalty and obstinacy will look facts in the face and
never blench, and every one remains truer to his social

circle than to his private judgments. People's politics
are their prejudices at a masked ball, and the Conserva-
tives will vote Conservative and the Liberals Liberal,

through a cannonade of unanswerable cartoons. Apart
from these two gi-eat standing armies, there is a shift-

ing body of free-lances, guerrillas, Jacks-o'-both-sides,
call them what you will— waverers who have too much
conscience or too little, v.ho are swayed by theii* rea-
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son or their pocket, or who are gullible enough to be-
lieve that the opposition will do better, or sportsmen
enough to desii'e fair play and a chance for the other

side, and who are fouiid fighting now in this camp,
now in that. The camps themselves are fairly matched :

Rads and Tories— the sexes of pohtics— are as evenly
created as men and women. They are Uke ten-pound
weights standing on either scale of a balance. What,
then, determines the oscillation this way or that ? Evi-

dently the miserable little half-ounce weight placed
sometimes on one side, sometimes on the other. In

fine, 't is the tiny squadron of free-lances that wins

general elections, the voters who think or who don't

think, or who veer to be with the majority. The Jacks-
o'-both"sides rule England, even as the Parnell brigade
ruled Parliament. To this floating population is it

given to make or unmake Cabinets
;
theirs is the right-

eous indignation that sv.'eeps the country like a new
broom, and sweeps Ministries into limbo

;
to them is

made the magniloquent
"
appeal to the country !

"

Vetat, c'est nous ! might be the motto of tliis third party,
were it but conscious of itself as a party.

" The majority is never right," cries Dr. Stockmann
in " The Enemy of the People."

"
Never, I say. That

is one of those conventional hes against which a free,

thoughtful man must rebel. Who are they that make
up the majority of a country ? Is it the wise men or

the foolish *? I think we must agree that the foolish

folk are, at present, in a terribly overwhelming major-
ity aU around and about us the wide world over. But,
devil take it, it can surely never be right that the fool-

ish should rule over the wise. . . . The majority has

might— unhappily— but right it has not. I and a few
others are right." But how if

" I and a few others"

organised themselves after the fashion of the Parnell-

ites? how if the wise men made up their minds that

the world should no longer be governed with the pro-
verbial minimum of wisdom, and, taking advantage of

the natural balance of parties, resolved that they should

be the ones to supply the principle of movement to the
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equilibrated social macliine? Surely the MiUonnium
could not loig resist the Philosophers' party. But,
alas ! Avould the wise men agree % Would not they also

spht up into two factions "? And even if philosophers
were kings and kings philosophers, would the kingdom
of Plato be at hand ?

Popular suffi-ago is much maligned.
"
Think," says

Bouvard, one of the tragi-comic twain who serve for

title to that saddest of all humorous books, Flaubert's

"Bouvard et Pecuchet," "think of all those who buy
pomades and patent medicines. These blockheads

form the electorate and we submit to then* will. Why
can't one make three thousand a year by breeding rab-

bits ? Because too much crowding together is fatal to

them. In Uke manner, by the mei'e coming together
of a crowd the germs of stupidity Avhich it contains get

developed and the consequences are incalculable."

But popular suffrage does not operate like this at all.

One might almost say that half the stupidity contra-

dicts and annihilates the other half: in practice the

franchise carries its own antidote,
— the "germs of

stupidity
" do not get developed, but destroyed. The

metaphor of germs would be more appropriate if ap-

plied to the ideas of the party-programmes, for these

ideas are introduced by a few wise or foolish men and
disseminated eijidemically throughout theu' respective

parties. Democracy never escapes aristocracy, for the

people never invents ideas
;

its whole power is that of

choice between the ideas offered by its would-be leaders,
and even these ideas it accepts less as a philosopher
than as a patient, rather as "

germs
" than as thoughts.

And when once it has accepted its leaders or its repre-

sentatives, the beautiful parliamentary system deprives
it of all fm-ther rights of interference for a term of

years, and the policy of the country is far more depen-
dent on the intestine rivalries and manceuvrings of the

representatives than on the desires and demands of the

represented. In a really democratic system there would
be a central bureau of statesmen not necessai'ily elected

by the voice of the people, and this bureau should have
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for ol^ject not the wrangling' over measures, but the

mere proposition of tliem. Those trained tliiukers and

diplomatists— accepting advice freely from the great

newspapers and the chiefs of factions—woidd propose
whatever measui'es seemed necessary from time to time
for the preservation, tlie elevation, and tlio dignitj'- of

the commonweal, and these propositions would be sub-

mitted officially to every franchise-holder, just as the

inquisitive census-paper or the parochial voting-paper
is to-day. The "Ayes

" or '' Noes " of the people would
have it, not of those who represent them, save the mark !

The details could be drafted by specialists, as to-day.
That this would be a better or even a feasible system I

do not say ;
but I do maintain that any other democracy

than this is a fraud. To have the ten-thousandth jjart

of a voice in selecting among the varjdng policies of

sundry ambitious gentlemen, all of whom have been
foisted on me by committees, and of whom the success-

ful one— whose professed \aews ma^^ be quite antitheti-

cal to mine and can at best only rougldy represent them
— will have, when he is not absent or manoeuvred into

silence, the six-huuch'ed-and-seventieth part of a voice

in accepting or rejecting the ideas of half a dozen very
ambitious gentlemen, whose measures are themselves

liable to be quashed at the eleventh hour by an Upper
House that sits without my will or consent, and which
is in its turn legally liable to be superseded by the Sov-

ereign, whose government is all the while being really
carried on in silence by permanent officials whose very
names I do not know and who have no connection with

me beyond accepting, in ignorance of my existence,

my dole towards their salaries,
— this is not a form of

democracy that appeals very attractively to me as an
indi\T.dual member of Demos.

And, moreover, the position of my Member of Parlia-

ment is scarcely less paradoxical than my own role of

free and independent elector. He is the mouthpiece of

his constituents, and yet he is expected to have a Avill

and conscience of his own. Why? Why should he be

any more honest than a lawyer or a journalist"? Each
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of these classes is paid to maintain certain propositions,

and the most successful in these lines are those with the

highest powers of persuasion. The constituency wishes

certain opinions and desires put forward in Parhament,
— why should the man who offers to execute the job be

presumed to share those opinions and desh-es? The

point is, can he represent them more forcibly than the

rival candidates ^ I do not for a moment imagine that

the M, P. invariably agrees with ilne politics of Ids elec-

tors ; I only inquire why he should have to profess to,

— why should he pay this homage of hypocrisy to an

illogical ideal 1 Theoretically we do not elect our M. P.

because he wants to get on, but because ive want to get

on or the country to get on
;
because we want certain

measures carried, not because he wants certain measures

carried. Therefore it is to our interest to get the most

skilled advocate at our command ;
his personal opinions

are no concern of ours. A fjg for his ambitions and as-

pirations ! This may uot be a dignified position for the

III. P., but it is the oiie logically imphcated in the demo-

cratic notion of universal suffrage ;
and when the gen-

tleman honestly asserts himself and his private ambitions

and his private conscience, he is deucedly dishonest to

his constituents.

To be strictly logical, indeed, M. P.'s shoidd confine

themselves to stating the wishes of the people they rep-

resent : they might as well be mecliaiiical dolls, moved

through the lobbies by the respective wire-piulers and

fitted with inarticulate noises. Or, for the matter of

that, they might be superseded altogether by written

summaries of the opinions of the winning majority in

each constituency on all the points at issue in the cur-

rent session. The chiefs of the party could play the

game with markers. But indeed what is the use of

dealing the cards at ah, when the Prime Miuister holds

all the trumps iu advance, not up his sleeve, but openly

on the table ? As for the speeches in the House, they

have as much effect upon the issue as the conversations

at the card-table. They are an obsolete survival from the

times when members were hable to come to the House
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vvidi open miucL;, iusicad of having them closed by their

constituencies. Indeed, I can suggest a simple device

by which, withont any departure from the ancient forms
of the House, most of the evils of Party Govei*nment
could be swept away. By the system of "pairing" a

Tory may neutralize a Radical, and both go off together
without interfering with the good of the country. Let
therefore the entii-e minority pair off with members of

the ojjposite party, leaving the bare majority in pos-
session of the floor. Being a,greed on their pohcy,
these would not want to make speeches, but woidd

simply spend ttieir time walking through the *'

Ayes"
lobby. A few afternoons of pleasant promenading
would provide the country with enough legislation for

a lifetime. Solvitur ambulando. The party leaders woidd
be enabled to husband their energies for the hust-

ings, since like all the agi'eeable members they would

easily find "partners," It is only the bores who would
be left to walk the House. It will be observed that

this incalculable gain of time, temper, money, and Acts

of Parliament v/oidd be secured without revolution, on
constitutional lines, and by a mere extension of an ex-

isting practice. I ain convinced the salvation of the

country depends on the universal adoption of the sys-
tem of Parliamentary "pairing," or legislation by
walking

"
wall-flowers."

A further advantage of tliis system desei-ves to bo

noted. As it takes forty meml)ers to make a House,
should the Governmental majority fall below this num-
ber no business could be transacted. Thus it would be-

come impossible, when the country was almost ecpially

divided, for one party to impose its will on the nation

by force of a bare majority. Again, therefore, a very

necessary refoi-m would be achieved on strictly consti-

tutional lines.

In so confiiscd a constitution, or so constitutional

a confusion, it ill becomes one to inquire why pre-
eminence in Parliament is attained by dexterity in the

word-duel, and why a John Stuart Mill, who gave Ids

life to the study of sociological questions, is a failure in
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the House, while a Randolph Churchill, who confessedly
found politics more exciting than uny other form of

sport, including' even horse-racing, should be a success.

As in Athens of old, the rhetorician is master of the field.

Does it not seem ridiculous that a man shall be al-

lowed to legislate who has not passed an examination

in political philosophy, political economy, and universal

history ? As absurd as that men should be able to set

up as critics merely by jiui-chasing reviews, that they
should be permitted to ply without a license. Still,

monstrous as is the mischief wrought by the quack critic,

his sphere of influence is limited. But this question of

government touches us all. No one ought to be allowed

in the House who has not satisfactorily grappled with

papers like the following.
1. Explain the use of the following phrases:

'' Home
Rule,"

''

Liberty," "Well-being of the Masses,"
" G. 0.

M.,"
" Good of the State,"

" The Constitution." Vv^hat

meaning do you attach to them, if anyf
2.

" The Function of an Opposition Is To Oppose."
Criticise this statement from the point of view of the

Party in Power, and trace carefidly the luodiQcation in

its view produced by a change of government.
3. What is a good electoral address? Is there any

relation between it and its owner's votes in the House?
4. (ft) Px'ove that Female Franchise is demanded not

only by the women of England, but by every considera-

tion of reason and ju.stice.

(6) Disprove the same.

6. The leader of your i)arty suddenly reverses his

policy.

(r?) What would you think'?

(6) ¥7hat would you say f

(c) How would you vote ?

GIa'c no reasons for yom- answer.

6. If C repr<^sents Conscience, and C the Constit-

uency, show that C^ will always be represented by C-.

7. What is a Avorking-man ? Explain why profes-
sional men who work sixteen hours a day are excluded

from this category.
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8. Define a political victoiy, and distinguish between

a political victory and a moral victory.

But perhaps the discrepancy is less than meets the

eye. The House of Commons is a Bepresentative As-

sembly ;
the rhetoricians and fencers represent the un-

reason and the pugnacity of the partisans. A country
has the politicians it deserves. I have heard the most

ignorant girls rage against Mr. Gladstone
;
damsels in

theh' teens who knew nothing of life or its problems,
nor could have studied any question for themselves;

pretty gu-ls withal, but a\ ho at the mention of the vet-

eran statesman took on the avenging aspect of the

Eumenides.
It was a gu-1 of quite another temper who rephed to

me when, talking over old times and old discussions, I

said I had not yet become a Socialist :

"
I don't think

y(»u ever knew what you were." I winced as at a just

reproach, j^et when I had left her the retort occxuTed to

me (as retorts wUl, when too late) tJiat there was no

particular merit in being a "
what,'' that naeu were not

necessarily
"

'ists
" or "

'ites," that thoughts did not fit

into pigeonholes, and that if there was any merit in the

matter it consisted rather in preserving free play and

elasticity of mind. Because certain men had put cer-

tain ideas into the world it did not follow that every
other man had definitely to accept or reject each and

all of them, and to become an ''
'ite

" or an ''
anti-'ite

"

in so doing. Plague take great men ! Vv^hat right had

they to force one into the jury-box ? Still less was it

compulsory to return a verdict if, as the ATilgar were apt
to think, the acceptance of any one " 'ism "

precluded
the acceptance of another, so that to be an Ibsenite was

synonymous with detesting the dramas of Sardou, and

to be a Wagnerite involved a horror of Mendelssohn.

It was only the uncultured who held their artistic and

political creeds with the narrowness of Little Bethel,

importing into thought and fpsthetics the zealotry they
had lost in religion. The book of Experience, tliought

I, is not an Encyclopedia, with every possible topic

neatly ranged in alphabetical order
;

't is no A B C Time
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Ta1)le, with the trains docketed for the enlighienment
of the simple, 't is rather au Eucyclopa?dia torn into a

milhon million fragments by kittens and pasted together

again by infants, so that all possible things are inextric-

ably interfused, every one v/ith every other
;
't is a Brad-

sliaw edited by a maniac, where the trains that start

but don't arrive are not even distinguished from the

trains that arrive brit don't start. Wherever persons
are conscious of the infinite complexities of things, they
will be found cautious of creed and timid of assertion.

You have probably noted that at Waterloo Station, in

London, no porter will ever bind himself to a definite

statement concerning any train. It is only the inartis-

tic who hold that black is black and v.hite is white, un-

conditionally, irretrievably ;
and who have invented the

proverb
" He 'd say black 's white " to express the Sophist

in excelsis, Ifc must he true, as Rusldn contends, that

not one man in fifteen thousand has ever observed any-

thing, else how account for this wide-spi"ead fallacy?
The " wit of one," instead of crystalUsing this

" wisdom
of the many," should have flatly contradicted it. For,
take two blackboards and place them at right angles to

each other : let a ray of bright sunlight fall iipon them,
so that one cast a shadow on the other. The portion of

blackboard overshadowed will indeed be blackish, but

the portion illuminated by full sunlight will be com-

paratively wliite, although it is still thought of as a
"

?>?ocZ;-board." So, too, ask tlie man in the street for

the colour of trees, and he will I'eply
"
green." If I may

permit myself a vulgar locution, the green is in his

eye. Trees are, of course, all colours of the rainbow,

according to kind and season
;
and grass, too, is by no

means always so gxeen as people thmk it. We start in

our childhood with prejudices on these subjects
—what

is education but the systematic imparting of prejudice ?

— and we rarely recover. Even the primitive rhymes
of childhood fijs ideas unalterably in oiu' minds :

The rosH is red, tho violet 's blue,

Siigar is sweet and so ai-e you.
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Tea-roses are not red nor Neapolitan violets blue
; sugar

is only sweet to those luiversed in metaphysics, and

sugar of lead not even to them. As for the compliment
to the juvenile petticoat, let it remain. But the black-

ness of black is a superstition that deserves no such

coui'teous concessions. There is, in fact, no black and
no white at all, as any black-and-white artist will tell

you. Black is not a colour : it is merely the negation
of light. By day nothing is ever black — it always con-

tains reflected light from some surrounding object or

objects : if you look at a " black "
thing by day, you see

its details, which convincingly proves that light is not

absent. If there were such a thing as a black object, it

could only prove its existence by being seen
;
but if it is

seen it is no longer black, and if it is black it is no longer
seen. The moiu'ners at a funeral no more wear black

than the bridesmaids at a wedding Avear white. To be

white, a thing would have to escape all reflected light ;

and even if this were possible, the suulight itself, tbe

source of all liglit and colour, would tinge it with yel-

low, or red, or pink, according to the time of day.
" What !

" the injudicious reader Vvill cry,
"

is not snow
white ? Does not the Dictionary boast even a double-

barreled epithet
* snow-white '

! How about the '

gi-eat

white sea' that stretches rol^nd the Pole!" I cannot

help it : these adjectives, these expressions were in-

vented before artists had tnught men to see : hastily, as

by men falling in love at first sight, who are destined to

make many discoveries concerning their idol later on-

Snow is never Avhite, any more than the beloved is ab-

solutely blameless. For snow to be "
snow-white,'' the

sky would have to be Avhite, whereas in those arctic cir-

cles it should be either blue or grey. Moreover, the

snow being only semi-opaque must be tinctured by the

shadow of the darkness of its own depths ;
as for ice-

bergs, v/ell, you may see green, brown, and even deep-

gTey ice, whilst the whitest have pinnacles and crags
that must break the hght like prisms into all the colours

of the spectrum, and all these hues, again, do not fail to

tint the snow. Nor will the white bear improve the
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situation, for, io Judge by the specimen in our London

Zoological Gardens, white bears are dirty yellow, just

as black bears are dirty brown.

But, so far from realising that black may be white,

your average voter seems to imagine that neither is ever

even tempered : that his party is purest white, and the

opposition party impurest black. That the other side

reverses this coloiu-iiig does not trouble him : it is merely

due to the aforesaid sophistical faculty of proving black

white. I once knew a man— no average voter he —
who owned two comic papers, the one Radical, the other

Conservative. How he must have chuckled as he

planned the cartoons and settled the chiaroscuro ! What

blacks for the Tories to be answered by counter-blacks

for the Radicals ! Beaconsfield as a sweep, Gladstone as

an Angel of Light ;
Beaconsfield as Ormuzd, Gladstone

as Ahrimau ;
each in turn Lucifer, Son of the Morning,

and Satan, the discomfited demon. I tremble to think

what would have happened if, by one of those contre-

temps which sometimes occur even in real life, the car-

toons had got interchanged. And caricatures such as

these influence the elections ! The most childish non-

sense, written in the picture-language so dear to chil-

dren! And on such ineptitudes the destinies of the

nation are supposed to turn ! 'T is a comforting reflec-

tion, then, that the whole thing is so largely a farce,

that the real axis of events is elsewhere— by no means

a thing to grieve over. If the British Constitution is a

paradox not to be fathomed by human intellect, why,
that is a quaUty which it shares with Space and Time

and all deep and elemental things. Your deep thinker

is invariably a paradox-monger, because everything

when probed to its bottom proves ilhisive, and is found

to contain its own contradiction. Truth is not a dead

butterfly, to be transfixed with a pin and labelled, bill

a living, aiiy, evasive butterfly. Perhaps that is the

inner meaning of the Whistlerian motto. The Hegelian

self-contradictoriness of the British Constitution will

not, therefore, affright us. To Tennyson the fact that

it is a '' crowned repubhc
" seemed a source of security.
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The English have abolished the Crown, though tliey are

too loyal to inform the Sovereign of his deposition ;
in

hke manner they have evaded Democracy by conceding
universal siiifrage. The strength of the British Consti-

tution lies in its inherent absui-dity, its audacions para-

doxicalness. It exists by force of not being carried out.

And the reason of this illogicaUty is clear : our Consti-

tution, like Topsy, was not made but "
gi-owed," and

that which grows is never logically perfect ;
it is like an

old tree, strangely gnarled, VN-ith countless abrasions and

mutilations, and sometimes even cui-ious grafts. Here

the lightning struck it, and yonder branch was snapped
in the gi-eat gale. Machine-made schemes may be theo-

retically perfect, but they will never suit human nature,

which is a soil for ]iving growths, not a concrete foun-

dation for elegant architecture. This is the truth which

trips up Comte, and Fourier, and St. Simon, and all the

system-makers and utopia-builders. Perfect things are

dead things : the law of life is imperfection and move-

ment. Life is never logical, it is only alive. If man
had been made by machinery his body would not have

been erratically hairy ;
his toes would long since have

been improved away or welded together by an American

patentee ;
nor would there have remained, for our hu-

miliation, those traces of a caudal appendage which

some osteologists have thought to perceive in our dis-

tinguished anatomy; our brotherhood to the beasts

would have been betrayed only by our behaviour.

So that, though Polities be as absiu-d as the Constitu-

tion, GJod bless her, it may yet fulfd as useful a func-

tion. Who would deprive the hosts of worldng-men of

their generous enthusiasms, even though these be to the

profit of the professional politician ? Who would nar-

row their horizon back to the public-house and the

workshop or the clerical desk and the music-liall, by

assuring them that all these great national and interna-

tional questions will be no penny the worse or the bet-

ter for theii- interest in them ? For it is they, not the

State, that will be benefited. Politics is a great educa-

tive force : it teaches history, geography, and the art of
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debate, and is not without relation to Shakespeai-e and
the musical glasses. The flies on the wheel are not mov-
ing the wheel, but they are travelling and seeing the

world, whereas they might otherwise be buzzing around
the dust-bin. Politics sets the humblest at the centre of

great cross-roads of history : it promotes clubs and all

manner of fellowship, and enables the poorest
— on

polhng-day at least — to know himself the equal of the

greatest. Even the most illiterate is spared the mortifi-

cation of being reminded that he cannot sign his name.
And finally, and most of all, it preserves among us the

lost art of fighting. The long and oft-vaunted immu-

nity of England from the foot of a foreign foe has its

drawbacks : we have forgotten what war really means,
we have delegated our corn-age and patriotism to an

army of mercenaries, who represent us in the field as a
nobleman's carriage represents him at a funeral

;
we

are valiant vicariously and sublime by deputy ;
we

take the war-fever in its pleasant heats, and contract

out the chills and the blood-letting. And so the blood-

letting fails to piu'go us as before : the evil humours are

still in the system. All those seething, restless spirits

which generate in the blood of a once warlike race

clog us up and turn to bile and dyspeptic distempers.
Our militant instincts, suppressed by a too-secure civili-

zation, break out in sordid maladies of the social organ-
ism. As a vent-hole for the envy, hatred and unchari-

tableness of mankind, politics cannot be overestimated.

In the absence of real battles on our soil these sham
fights of the polling-booth — sham because they deter-

mine nothing, because the great silent forces are work-

ing behind all the noises— are the national purge for

"our present discontents"; no more truly efficacious

than that ancient therapeutics of the lancet, a General
Election yet comforts the patient, he takes a lease of

fresh hope, the sun leaps out, the clouds pack, the sky
is blue, the grass is dew-pearled, God 's in his heaven,
and all 's right with the world. Even the beaten party
feels that it has won a moral victory, and confidently
looks forward to victory without morality at the next
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tui'ii of tlie wlieel. And so all these diseased humours
of the body politic pass harmlessly off.

No one but a coniinned cjaiic would wish to do away
with all this harmless dissipation, all the innocent fun

of electioneering, the speeches, riotings, mud-throwings,

everybody happy as sandboys or mudlarks. What a

great day that was — Plancus being M. P. and I a boy
in a provincial town— when the Blues and the Reds
meant broken heads, and the flowing tide of beer, and

spruce carriages with beribboned horses, and jocund

waggonettes, and bands and banners, and "
hoorays,"

and shuttered shops, and an outpour of citizens
;
a day

festive, yet solemn, pregnant with mysterious dooms
and destinies, fatal, ineluctable, if victory fell to the

wrong- coloured riljbons. I remember when my father

went to poll his vote— a strange, weu'd article that had
to be can-ied carefully concealed on the person, lest the

roughs of the opposition should catch a glimpse of the

tip of it and bash in the holder's head — with what awed

imagination we followed his course, as of a hero gone to

storm a redoubt or lead a forlorn hope ! with what anx-

iety we waited at home with the bandages ! For the

civil war, which o\rr constitution foments, was less of a

sham then than nov/, and the polling-booths vied with

the playing-fields of Eton as the niu'sery of England's
heroes. Ah, the brave old times! An anaemic age lan-

guishes for want of you, and finds its solace in "
bluggy

"

tales. For just as polities supphes the shadow, the sim-

ulacrum of fighting, so art supplies the shadows of life

to those who lack the substance. We herd in towns,
and take the country in dashes of water-colom' framed

in gilt. We many for money, and satiate out* baidked

sense of romance with concoctions from Mudie's. We lie

and haggle and cheat only the better to apprehend the

subtleties of spiritual discourse in fashionable churches,
and our generous appreciation of the consummate chiv-

alry of the hero of melodrama is the reward we owe
ourselves for the pain it gave us to kick our wives.

Practical joking is banished from reputable circles—
even Bob Sawyer is raugiug himself

j
and so this primi-
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tive appetite seeks its satisfaction in farcical comedies.

Poetic tragedies owe their attraction to the dominance
in real life of the drab and the uidovely, and the over-

strain of tlie intellect in modern life gives a peculiar ila-

voui- to the ineptitudes of Gaiety burlesque. All the

primal instincts and passions are stiU in us, though dis-

torted, exaggerated, diminished, modified, applied to

different objects and purposes. The man with vaga-
bond instincts becomes an explorer, Ishmael wi'ites

social di'amas, the happier son of a defalcating cashier

rises to be a minister oi finance, the born liar turns

novelist, the man with miuxler iii his soul hunts big

game in foreign lands or settles down at home as a critic.

And so, too, the born warrior becomes a political leader
;

and pohtics, if it does not do any of the things it pro-
fesses to do, plays yet an invaluable part in modern life,

bridging over, perchance, the transition from the belli-

cose ages to those belauded days when the war-drum
shall throb no longer,

" and the kindly earth shall slum-

ber, lapt in universal law."

That this is confusedly and sub-consciously under-

stood, even by politicians, is shown by tlieir very vo-

cabidary. The Salvation Army itself boasts no more
militant a phraseology than the profession whose busi-

ness it is to administer peacefully the affairs of the

realm. That which should be, and sometimes is, ex-

pressed by nautical metaphors—the ship of state, guiding
the helm, and the rest of it— is much more frequently

expressed by military metaphors. Even the posts of

duty are the "spoils" of office. The State which 1o

Plato was a deliberately harmonised music is to us a

deliberate discord, and theacme of politics, whose crown-

ing glory should be a peaceful measure, is liy the vulgar
not so inaceiu'ai ely regarded as attained at a General

Election, the nomenclature of which positively bristles

with bayonets. Seats are won as towns were of old,

and, as in the days of Joshua, victory is achieved by
walking round the town and blowing your own trumpets.
Great organs shamelessly lament that their side has no

good gTievance to go to the country with,
— as if the
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absence of gi-ievaiices were not the very object of gov-
erninent! A stiiTing war-cry— that is the indispensa-
ble. If good govermnent were really the object of a
General Election, it would all be over and done with in

a day. Election day Avould everywhere be as siniul-

taueons as Christmas, and votes would be polled with

the punctuality with which puddings are eaten. But
this would be to contract a campaign into a battle—
to make a short story out of a great military serial,

peppered with exciting incidents, to be continued in

our next. We want our vicissitudes, our sharpshooting,
our skirmishing, our days of triumph for the Whigs,
and our days of triumph for the Tories. What we like

best of all is when the fighting is so level that the Elec-

tion progresses as breathlessly as a good University
boat race. Faihng that, we like to see one side swamp-
ing the other, hke a gTeat flood, the stream rising daily

higher and higher, with a crescendo roar, till the van-

quished are swept away in a thunderous mountain of

Avaters. So for a full moon the waters rage, the noise

of battle i-oars, till our suppressed fighting instincts

have been deluded into repose and satisfaction, till the

champing war-horses have been quieted by being al-

lowed to snort and cry
" Ha ! ha !

" to see the glitter of

stage spears, and to hear the noise of the supers and

the shouting. This is the real end masked beneath all

those interminable phi-ases. And it is achieved at any
and every cost. For does not everybody complain that

a General Election upsets everything? The pubhshers

groan, the theatrical managers tear their wigs. Eng-
lishmen cannot think of two things at once

; they are

hke heavy, solid craft, sound of timber but slow of

turning.
" One thing at a time "

is a national proverb.

They cannot even read two books at once, and if two

classics slioidd be published on the same day one would

be a failure. There is the book of the week, and the

book of the season, and the book of the year. This

applies even to ovir appreciation of past periods, and

because Shakespeare is the first of the Elizabethan

dramatists, the rest are nowhere. Wherefore one would
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suppose that everybody would make liaste to get the

Election out of the way ; but, on the contrary, it is al-

lowed to linger on, till sometimes our overstrained sus-

pense snaps, and the Election dribbles out in unregarded
issues. No, the fight 's the thing! War, if not dead,

is banished from our shores
;
the duello has been laughed

to death; cock-fighting and bull-baiting have ceased

to charm : politics alone remains to gratify the pug-na-

city and cruelty that civilisation has robbed of their

due objects. How we brighten up again at a bye-elec-

tion, when duels v.'hich passed unregarded in the big

battle, when towns scarcely noted at the fag-end of the

great campaign, become the cynosm-e of every eye.

Through Slocum or Eatonswill the \mh of the universe

temporarily passes : to its population of foui- thousand,

mostly fools, are entrusted the destinies of the Empire ;

it is theirs to make or mar. The duel is watched by a

breathless nation. The party leaders on each side cheer

on their men; their careers and claims and counte-

nances fill up the papers, and they cross swords in a

shower of telegi-ams. Advice to those about to enter

Parliament : Elect for a bye-election. Why be a nonen-

tity, a mere M.P., when by a little patience you nuiy hold

the centre of the stage, if only for a week"? Better al-

most to be beaten at a bye-election than to be success-

fid at a General.

In case I shoidd ever seek the suifrages of electors

myself, I would venture to remind opposition agents
and private secretaries that these random criticisms of

the glorious constitution (hear, hear!) of that great

Emjjire on which the sun never sets (cheers), over whicli

the Union Jack waves (loud cheers)
— a thousand years

the battle and the breeze— hem!— I— I—ahem!—
Lord Salisbury (loud and prolonged clieors)

— I mean
that I trust they will not forget that all this is set down
without prejudice.
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VII

THE REALISTIC NOVEL

THE
realistic novel, we know from Zola, that apostle

of insufBcient insight, is based on '' human docu-

ments," and "human documents" are made up of
"
facts." But in human life there are no facts.

This is not a paradox, but a "
fact." Life is in the

eye of the observer. The humour or the pity of it be-

longs entirely to the spectator, and depends upon the

gift of vision he brings. There are no facts, like bricks,
to build stories with. What, pray, in the realm of hu-

man life is a fact ? By no means a stubborn thing, as

the proverb pretends. On the contrary, a most pliant,

shifting, chameleon- coloured thing, as flexible as figui'es

in the hands of the statistician. What is commonly
called a fact is merely a one-sided piece of information,
a dead thing, not the series of complex, mutually inter-

working relations that constitutes a fact as it exhibits

itself to the literary vivisectionist. I walked with a

friend in a shabby district of central London, a region
that had once been genteel, but was now broken up
into apartments. Squalid babies, with wan, pathetic

faces, pxdlulated on the doorsteps; they showed from
behind dingy windows at the breasts of haggard wo-
men. The fronts of the houses were black, the plaster
had crumbled away, the paint had peeled off. It was
the ruins of a minor Carthage, and, like Marius, I was
lost in mournful reverie

; my companion remarked,
" These houses are going up ; they now pay 7 per cent."

He was perfectly justified. There are a hundred ways
of looking at any fact. The historian, the scientist, the

economist, the poet, the philanthropist, tlie novelist, the

anarchist, the intelligent foreigner,
— each woidd take

away a diifereut impression from the street, and all

these impressions would 1)6 facts, all equally valid, all

equally true, and all equally false. Life, I rei)eat, is in

the eye of the observer. What is farce to you is often
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tragedy to the actual performer. The man who shps
over a piece of orange peel, or chases his hat along the

muddy pavement, is rarely conscious of the liumour of

the situation. On the other hand, you shall see persons
iuvolved in heartrending tragedies to "whom the thing
shows as farce, like little children playing in churchyards
or riding tombstones astride. To the little imps of com-

edy, who, according to Mr. Meredith, sit up aloft, holding
then- sides at the spectacle of mankind, to the

Spirit of the world.

Beholding the absurdities of men,
Theii' vaunts, their feats, . . .

huuian life must be a very different matter from what
we poor players on the scene imagine it

;
we are cut-

ting a very different figure, not only from that which
faces us from the mirror of vanity, but from that which
is

" as ithers see us." Not only, then, niay om- tragedy
be comedy ;

our comedy may be tragedy. The play of

hiunour at least suggests these alternatives. Life is

Janus-faced, and the humourist invests his characters

with a double mask
; they stand for comedy as well as

for tragedy ;
Don Quixote wears the buskin as well as

the sock. Humotu-, whose definition has always eluded

analysis, may, perhaps (to attempt a detiuition cmrciite

calumo), be that subtle flashing from one aspect to an-

other, that turning the coin so rapidly that one seems
to see simidtancously the face and the reverse, the pity
and the humour of life, and knows not whether to laugh
or weep. Humoiu- is, then, the simultaneous revelation

of the dual aspects of life
;
the synthetical fusion of op-

"posites; the gift of writing witli a double pen, of say-

ing two things in oue, of showing slune and shadov.^ to-

gether. This is why the humourist has always the gift

of pathos ; though the gift of pathos does not equally

imply the gift of humoiu'. The tragic writer must al-

ways produce one-sided work, so must the "
funny man"

who were only a "
funny man " and not a humourist

(tliough (his is rarer). Each cau only shoAv one side of

life at a time
;
the humoiirist alone can show both.
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Great novels of romance and adventure, great ^\'orks of

imagination, great poems, may be written by persons

without himiour
;
bixt only the humourist can reproduce

life. Milton is great ;
but the poet of life is Shakesi^eare.

Thus the whole case of "realism" falls to the ground.
There being no "

facts/' Zola's laborious series is futile
;

it may be true to art, but it is not true to life. His

vision is incomplete, is inexhaustive
;

it lacks humour,
and to the scientific novelist the lack of humour is fatal.

He is the one novelist who cannot succeed without it.

Leave out humour, and you may get art and many
other fine things, but you do not get the lights and sha-

dows or the *' values" of life.

All novels are written from the novehst's point of

view. They are his vision of Ihe world. They are not

life, but individual refractions of it. The ironical pes-

simism of Thomas Hardy is as false as the sentimental

optimism of Walter Besant or the miso-androus melior-

ism of Sarah Grand. What Hall Gaine happily calls
*' the scenic \dew of life

" of Dickens is no more true

than the philosophic view of Mi's. Humphry Ward.
Each is existence viewing itself through a single me-
dium. " Tess of the D'Urbervilles "

is as false as '' Lorna
Doone" or " Plabi Tales from the Hills." Life, large,

chaotic, inexpressible, not to be bound down by a, for-

mula, peeps at itself through the brain of each artist,

but eludes photography. This is the true inwardness

of the Proteus myth. The humourist alone, by present-

ing life in its own eternal contradictoriness, by not be-

ing tied down to one point of view, like his less gifted

brother, comes nearest to expressing its elusive essence.

The great novelists are Fielding, Cervantes, Flaubert,

Thackeray. But all the novelists su.pplemeut one an-

other, and relatively-true single impressions of life go to

make up a true picture of

Life, like a dome of many coloured glass.

It is because there are all novels and every aspect of ex-

istence in Shakespeare that he sits supreme, the throned

sovereign of the literature of life.
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All tills is writ to console those who suffer too poig-

nantly from book-trag'edies and "
pictures of life." The

artist selects, he studies tone and composition, whereas

in real life tragedies are often accompanied by
" exten-

uating' circumstances." The unloved girl temporarily

forgets her sorrow in the last new novel, or a picnic up
the river; the broken-hearted hero betakes himseK to

billiards and brandy-and-soda, or toys with a beefsteak.

Again, many pathetic tales are the outcome of imper-
fect insight. The novelist imagines how he would feel

in the shoes of his characters, and cries out with the

pain of hypothetic bunions. This mistake better de-

serves the name of *' the pathetic fallacy
" than the

poetic misreading of Nature to which Ruskin has an-

nexed it. A good novel may be made of bad psychol-

ogy ; indeed, this is what most novels are made of.

Yet the gentle reader, misled by the simulation of life,

makes himself miserable over dabs of black ink on
white paper. The failure of two imaginary beings to

unite their lives in wedlock brings unhappiness into

myi'iad homes. How delicious is that story of the

German novelist who, having failed to unite his lead-

ing couple at the conclusion of a newspaper serial, saw
no way of appeasing the grief and indignation of his

vast audience save by inserting in the advertisement

columns of a later issue of the journal an announce-
ment of their union under the usual head of

" Mar-

riages
"

!

VIII

IN DEFENCE OF GAMBLING

"IX^ ITHOUT gambling Ufe would lose its salt in many
Y y a humble household. The humdrum, deadening

routine of monotonous daily toil finds relief by this

creation of an outside interest
;
to have a shilling on the

favourite enlarges and colours existence, gives it a wider

and vagTier horizon. Imagine the delicious anguish of
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suspense, the excitement of hearing the result, the exulta-

tion of Avinniug. And the beauty of gambling is that

you cannot lose. Gambling is really a disguised sys-
tem of purchase. One buys excitement, a most valu-

able emotion, for which even the members of the Anti-

Gambling League are prepared to pay heavily in other

forms ! And the advantage of gambling over all those

other forms is the possibihty that you may not be called

upon to pay for your purchase after all— nay, that i/ou

may even be paid instead ! You get not only excite-

ment, but a possible bonus. Is there any eai'thly trans-

action that offers such advantages f Why, 't is always
'* heads I win, tails you lose." Who speaks of losing at

cards ? As well speak of losing at i)lay-going or novel-

reading ;
what is called loss is simply payment for ex-

citement. You cannot lose at cards, though you may
win

;
imless it be in games where skill preponderates,

and then loss means penalty for lack of skill. The
mere transfer of money from hand to hand leaves the

wealth of the Vv^orld what it was before. 'T is redistri-

bution, not destruction. It is scarcely relevant to look

for the evils of gambling in its effects— to point to

ruined reputations and ruined homes. Everj'thing is

capable of abuse, from love to religion. The evil of

gambling lies in the fact that it is an unworthy form of

excitement— that it is i^ossible to colour life more iu-

teUectnally. The Anti-Gambling League, for all its

recent prospectus, will not put down gambling among
the j)oorer classes, except by widening their outlook

otherv/ise, by creating other interests outside the dull

daily gi'oove. For the well-to-do classes there is less

excuse. With all the arts and amenities of life at their

command, it is degrading to use up time and nervous

energy in so brainless a pursuit. The gambling that is

inherent in the constitution of modern civilization is an-

other affair : that is pursued for the sake of gain ;
or

for a livelihood. The Stock Exchange is an unhappy
consequence of the joint-stock company j

credit in busi-

ness is an equally inevitable outcome of the ramified

mechanism of exchange. We are all gamblers to-day,
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insoinucli as there is no stable relation between work
and reward, and the failure of a bank in Calcutta may
irapovex'ish a shopkeeper in Camden Town. Our in-

vestments may rise or fall in value through the obscure

machinations of unknown millionaires. And even the

Anti-Gambling League has no word to say against
those great gambling concerns, Life and Fire Assur-

ance Societies, which bet you that you "will not die or

be burnt out v/ithin a certain number of years, or tiiose

journals which otfer you large odds that you Avou't be

smashed ixp while reading them. The prudential con-

siderations behind these forms of gambling seem quite
to moralise them : indeed, to refuse to accept the bet of

the Life Assurance Companies is now considered im-

moral
;
a man is expected to amend on his marriage at

the very latest.

There is a form of gaml)ling to which I must myself

plead guilty. A forlorn, sha])by creature, pathetically

spruced up, arrives from a ten-mile tramp. Ho has

been a journalist or a poet, but owing to this or that he

is on his beam-ends. He has eaten nothing for two

days. His wife is dying, his children are weeping for

food. His voice bi'eaks beautifully as he tells me I am
his last hope. What is to 1>e done ? According to

Charles Laml), the solution is to give, to give always.
For either the man is ia need and speaks truth, or he is

a liar and therefore a consummate actor. We pay for

stage representations: wliy deny our obolus to the his-

trionics of the beggar? So artistic a make up, an elo-

cution with such moving notes of pathos, surely deserve

our tribute. Nay (and this Elia forgot to note), the

beggar-actor is frequently the author of his own piece ;

that consistent argument, those tragical episodes, those

touches of nature, that minute detail, all are his. For

my part, this view does not touch me
;

I scarcely ever

])ay for the play, so I expect even the beggar to perform
to me as to one of " the press." If I give to beggars, it

is purely from the gambling spirit. V/hat are the odds

against the man being a scamp ? If they are short, or

\i the betting is level, I incline to the side of mercy.
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The money is of so mucli moi-e consequence to him tlian

to me, if the beggar is genuine, that the speculation is

well warranted. I know how wrong it is from the point
of view of the Charity Organization Society, but I am a

man, not a bureau of beneficence. Few of us, I fancy,

escape this godly gambling.
How ill Society is ordered ! We pay poor rates and

support hospitals and orphan asylums ;
but is there any

thinking man who can banquet with the assurance that

uoljody is starving ? It spoils the dinner of Dives to

meditate on the longings of Lazarus, and this is the true

skeleton at the feast. The business of philanthropy
seems but a mockery, and Government takes charitable

toll from us without pacifying our consciences. There
is something rotten in the state of Denmark. Cannot
tiie intellect of man de\dse a means of guaranteeing the

deserving poor against starvation "?

Novel-reading is the woman's substitute for gambling— the thing that takes her outside her narrow circle of

interests. Her ravenous appetite for new novels is

amazing ; children are not so gluttonous of cream-tarts.

To supply this demand sequestered spinsters in subur-

ban or rustic Ijowers sit spinning the woof and warp of

life as it never was on sea or land. Round goes the

wheel, to and fro glides the shuttle, and the long, end-

less pattern unwinds itself in all its wealth of imagina-
tive device and all its glory of fanciful colour. Poor

things! What are they to do? They have not the

means to study the life they depict ; they cannot mix in

the circles they describe. Fortunately their ignorance
is their salvation

)
the pretty patterns please the young

ladies, the brave notes of colour set them a-dreaming.
And now in the revolt against the tlu*ee-volume novel

these simple sevib'ulers are to be swept away ; the coun-

try parcels will know them no more, and the three-

deckers they built of yore will be dismantled in the dry
dock of the fouri)euny box. Poor creatures ! Some
will take to tj-pev/riting and some to drink, some will be
driven to the workhouse and some to literature.
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IX

Truly Rural

"Engineer and Sur\^tor's Department.

"5 rf- 6 Wm. IV., cap. 50, sect. 05.

"
Sir,
"I am directed to call your attention to the present condition

of trees within yoiir premises, which now overhang the public

footpath adjoining, and tliereby cause considerable inconvenience

to the public. I shall be glad if you will kindly give the matter

your best attention, with a view to lopping or cutting the trees in

such a manner as to obviate the inconvenience at present com-

X)laiued of.

"Yours obediently,
" P. Leonardo Macready.

"
A'nghiei'r to the Board."

A ]\riD tlie cosmopolitan medlej' of letters on my met-

J\ ropolitan brealrfast-table— the long and formal-

looking, the fat and foreign, and the over-scrawled and

the underpaid (the last mainly requests for autogi-aphs)
— this delightful home-grown epistle came with re-

freshing piquancy. It brought a breath of summer into

Ibe grey chillness of a London winter, a suggestion of

rustUng foliage about the chandelier, and the scent of

the hay over the gaslights.
'^ Uy dear !

"
I exclaimed to

the partner of my bosom (a tame white rat that Ukes to

perch there),
'' Have we any trees f

"

My partner gave a little plaintive squeak. That is

her idea of conversation. She screams at everything.

She would scream at the sight of a mouse.

I pushed away my plate. I had sat down hungry as

a hunter, and had had two helpings of everything ;
but

now I could eat no more. Excitement had taken away

my appetite. The prospect of rural discoveries agi-

tated me. I hastened to the window and looked at the

front garden. To my astonishment and joy there was

vegetation in it. There was a dwarf evergreen bush

and a fragment of vine stretching itself sleepily, and

a tall thin tree— they might all have got comfortably
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iuto one bed, but they liad been planted in three far

apart, and this gave the garden a desolate Ranisgate-

in-winter air of
" Beds to let." The tall thin tree was

absolutely naked, without an inch of foUage to cover its

wooden limbs; a mere mass of dry sticks. I looked

hard at the tree to see where it offended, determined to

pluck it out. But it returned my gaze with the stohdity

of conscious innocence— it held up its wooden arms in

deprecation. I re-read Mr. P. Leonardo Macready's let-

ter.
" Which now overhang the public footpath

"
! Ah!

that was what was the matter with my trees. It was

raining, but I am an Englishman and the law is sacred,

and I went outside into the public highway and looked

at the tall thin tree from the new point of view. Sure

enough— very far up— there was a bough overhanging
the pubUc footpath.

I looked up at it and shook my fist menacingly, but it

waved its twigs in response with an irritating amiabiUty.

I began to miderstand what an annoyance it must be to

have a bough up there that you couldn't flick at with

youi- stick as you passed by, and that even when weighed
down by its summer greenery would bemoek you if you
made a casual clutch at its foliage, and laugh at you in

its leaves. I went inside and retunied with a step-lad-

der and an umbrella and a carving-knife, and I stood on

the summit of the ladder and made abortive slashes at

space with my right hand, while the open umbrella in

my left made equally abortive efforts to soar with me

skywards. After neai'ly stabbing the partner of my
bosom I went in, both of us wet like drowned rats, and

as I settled myself again to cotfee and con-espoudence, I

could not help wishing that Chang, the Chinese giant,

had remained ahve to triumph over my tantalising trees.

Nor could I help wishing that the activity of the local

engineers and surveyors had been directed by His Gra-

cious Majesty King William IV. into quite a contrary

channel.
William, spare that tree,

Touch not a single bough ;

If you had planted three,

They would protect me now.
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If, instead of being requested to amputate a beautiful

overliauging- arm of foliage, every citizen of London
were served witb a notice to plant a tree in fi'ont of his

demesne, the face of the gi-eat stony city would be trans-

formed. It would become a rus in urhs. Why not "?

Everybody knows what the late Duke of Devonshire
made of Eastbourne

;
and the beauty of Bournemoutli

is mainly an affair of trees. AVhy should we not walk
under the boughs of Oxford Street ? What law of na-

ture or William IV. ordains an eternal divorce between

shops and trees % Why should one not hear the birds

sing in the Strand as well as in the Inns of Court * Let

us have trees instead of lamp-posts— with electric lights

twinkling from their leaves. Already there are London
streets quite well-wooded. Even in the Whitechapel
Eoad it is possible to read—

A ))ook of verses imdei'neath a bovigli ;

but I shall not be content till Matthew Arnold's exqui-
site quatrain comes literally true of London—

Rowes that down tlie alleys shiue afar,

And opeu jasraijie-muffled latlices,

And Ki'oups under the dreaming garden-trees,
And the full moon and the white evening star.

It might be well if we could transplant to our more pro-
saic city ways the beautiful old custom of planting a

tree on the birth of a cliild. It is true that ladies might
object to having their age recorded by the growth of

rings on the trunk
;
but then they could easily pass the

tree on to an elder sister when they got beyond the

average wedtliug-ring age. Besides, people would

quickly forget whose birth it marked, and the town
trees would soon become anonymous. I woidd there-

fore suggest the formation of a tree-planting party,

pledged not to support any candidate for Parliament

who would not vote for the ruralisation of the Metrop-
olis. To the Home Rule of Mr. Gladstone, with his

weakness for cutting down trees, must be opposed Home
Iluralisation. Wliat a line platform cry—" a truly rural
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TiOndou !

''— witli the unique advantage of being- unpro-
nounceable by demagogues in drink. The poor would
welcome the policy as a boon. They are not by auy
means so unpoetical as Gissing would make out. Only
the other day a baby was found buried in a window
liower-box

;
which is practically the idea of Keats' " Isa-

bella, or the Pot of Basil," an idea which v/as itself a

gTaft from the stock of Boccaccio.

If the parish dignitaries became thus associated in our

minds with the Beautiful instead of Avith bills and blue

papers, one might be able to whip up some enthusiasm

for the civic life, and contemplate even income-tax

schedules with a Platonic or Aristotelian rapture. It is

not everybody who can rhapsodise with Mr. Bernard

Shaw or the Fabian Society over sewer rates, and find

in the contemplation of eomniunal gas and water some-

thing of the inspiration and ecstasy that the late Pro-

fessor Tyndall found in the thought of the conservation

of energy.
In fii'ing us to local patriotism by the example of

provincial cities, the enthusiast does not aUov/ sviffi-

eiently for the size of London. It swallows us all up ;

there are twenty provincial cities in its maw : it is not

a city, but a province. We cannot rouse ourselves to

an interest in Brixton and Camberwell, in Poplar and

Highbury. There is no glory in beijug a dweller in so

amorphous a city, whose motley floating population is

alone sufficient to stock a to^\^l
;
there can be no sense

of brotherhood in meeting a Londoner abroad, still less

a MidiUesex or Surrey man. Devonians may feast oil:

junkets and cream in touching fellowship, and the

hearts of Edinburgh men stir with common memories

of Princes Street
;
but a Cockney, who has far more to

be proud of, is overwhelmed into apathy. It is only in

a comjjact city that one can develop ihat sense of s] fe-

cial belonging which George Eliot contends is at the

root of so many virtues. I might just as well be taxed

to l)eautify Diiblin as Canonbury, for all the difference

it woidd make in my grumblings. And if our city is

too large to inspire us, our parish is too small. And so
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to most of us, I fear, parochialism is a bore. Theoreti-

cally, we know that the parish we live in is greater than

many a provincial town. We know that we ought to

take an interest in its history, and be proud of its great
men. But somehow, despite IMr. Frederic Harrison, our
suburb leaves us cold. Our real life does not centre

al)out our own parish at all. We cii'cle about the gi'eat

thorouglifares that radiate from Charing Cross, and the

pivot of our lives is Piccadilly. Born to the Metropolis,
we cannot narrow oiu" minds to a district, nor to parish

give uj) what was meant for London. We refuse to

become provincials. We do not even know that we
boast of a Town Ilall, till we are compelled to attend

and show cause why we have not paid the rates, or any
part thereof, the same having been lawfully demanded.
If there are any other great men in the neighboiu'hood,
we do not know their addresses. They are shy and re-

tiring. It is only the retired who are not shy. That
sort of great man comes forth in his tens. He has been
a butcher, a baker, or a candlestick maker, and he is—
a bore. Once he solicited your patronage, to-day he
solicits your vote. Having given up making profits, he

now Avishes to make by-laws, and finds a gleam of his

old delight in sending out heavy bills to the neighbom*-
hood. You get a list of bim, which policemen announce
their intention of calling for. You are asked to decide

among a column of him, uniformly obscure, but di-

vided invidiously enough into tradesmen and gentlemen.
Who compiled this list or nominated these gentlemen and

tradesmen, you have not the ghost of a notion. They
are sprung upon you as imperiously and mysteriously
as their own demand-notes. You look down the column
and make random crosses by the wayside. You select

a sanitaiy engineer in preference to an undertaker, for-

getting that he is the deadlier of the two, and you vote

for your retired wine-dealer to prevent him going back
into business. But most of the names convey nothing
to you, and give you the sensation of a donkey between
two heaps of straw, or of a straw between two heaps of

donkeys. And having thiis exercised that high Eng-
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lisli privilege, for whicli you woialcl shed your blood if

it were takeu away, you are content for the rest of the

year to gnunble at the doings of your representatives.
It does not occur to you that public duty calls upon you
to comprehend the parocliial mysteries and solicit the

parochial dignities. They seein too petty for a man of

any stature— a sort of small beer for babes and suck-

lings.

May it not be that the voice of public duty, when it

calls upon you to be a citizen and a parishioner, calls

with too piping a voice ? There is no rousing note,

nothing of the resonance of a clarion call. A sugges-
tion of ijoverty and the workhouse clings to everything

parochial, something of di'ab and joyless. Is there no

way of infusing colour into this depressing greyness,
a mariial timbre into this anaemic note f If we are to

pay the piper let us hear him. Let the tax-collector

go his rounds at the head of a brass band, playing pa-
triotic airs. Let brocaded standard-bearers raise aloft

a banner with the soul-stining insignia,
'*

England ex-

pects every man to pay his duty." Let the hollow roU

of the drum thrill the dull suburban street, and animate

the areas of semi-detached villas. No longer shall the

de^dl and General Booth have all the good tunes, and

the ragged rearguard of urchins keeping time with their

bare feet shall follow the drum to the surer and saner

goal of civic salvation. The music of the streets will

become a joy instead of a teri-or, and English performers
will find a new market. See paterfamilias prick up his

ears as the distant strains of national music impinge

upon his tympanum, see his heart heaving his shirt-

front with patriotic ardour, while, with a joyous cry
" The Collectors are coming, hun-ah, hurrah !

" he rushes

to his cheque-book as the soldier rushes to arms. Is ho

not serving his country as much as the soldier, aiid

without pay— or even discoixnt 1 Nay, why should the

idea of patriotic duty be so emphatically connected

with the shedding of blood, and all the pomp and pa-

geantry reserved for the profession of Destruction'?

Why should not the lifeboat be launched, or the coal
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dug, or the drain-pipe laid, or the taxes paid, to a mu-
sical accompaniment, and under the shadow of the na-

tional flag ? Great is the power of the Symbol : for a

few inches of rag at elevenpence three-farthings a yard

(warranted not to shrink) men will give their lives.

And greater still is the power of music.

Dour to the London bouseniaid,
The fife of fusiliei*;

And to the Cockney urcliiu

The drum of Booth is dear
;

Sweet sounds the barrel-organ
Where'er the cits parade ;

But the dearest of all music
The Tax-Collectors played.

You will be glad to hear that scarcely had this grum-
ble appeared in print when I saw a procession that

made me think Birnam wood had come to Dunsinane.

Soon either pavement was planted Avith ready-made

trees, all a-blowing and a-growing. If it had happened
iu the night, I should have rubbed my eyes and imag-
ined some good genius had transported me to the Boul-

evards. I hastened to place a little gucridon outside the

garden gate, and to decorate it with glasses of absinthe

and vermouth
;
but a gendarme came along and asked

me to move on.

X

Opinions of the Young Fogey

WHEN
I first met the Young Fogey I thought him

very brilliant. His philosophical pose, too, of

combining the caution of age with the daring of youth
was fascinating.

''
I have evolved," he used to say.

" Once I would iiot attach sanctity to ideas because they
wore old : riow I atta.ch no sanctity to ideas because they
are new." But I soon discovered that the Young Fogey
was one of that large class of persons wlio do liot evolve

but revolve, whose brilliancy is that of the fixed star.
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Tlioy give out arrestive thox;glits, and you are vastly

impressed, but on longer acquaintance, or on retui-niug

to them after an interval, you find that it is they who
have been arrested by their thoughts. Such persons do

not last you more than one or two years : they require

a succession of new audiences to keep up their reputa-

tion, like a witty play, which all the world goes to see

in turn, but which it would be deucedly dull to see

night after night, year in, year out. The cleverest of

them know this need of new ears, and of making pro-
vincial and foreign tours when they have exhausted

London, But when the Young Fogey chanced upon
me drinking lager beer at the Austrian Deri:)}', during
a tedious interval between the races, he was probably
confused by the distance from Piccadilly into a sense of

originality, and percei^ing a couple of books on my
table: ''What! do you rm^ the books you review?" he

asked in feigned astonishment; adding, Avith an im-

promptu air,
" I always tvrite the books I review. Criti-

cism of other peoi:)le is waste of time. An artist who is

woi'th his salt knows his value better than anj'body else
;

and an aiiist who is not worth his salt is not worth your

criticism, and will learn nothing from it in any ease.

There is immeasurably too much book-making, as it is."

" But criticism tends to keep down book-making," I

observed meekly.
*'

Quite the contrary. Criticism encourages it. Most
books are not read. Who can possibly read ninety-nine
of the worst hundred books published every week ? If

they were not even criticised, the writers would shut up
their inkstands. Publicity is their aim, but publication
does not supply it. Most publishers are rather privat-
eers. It is the critics who supply fame to fools. It 's

even worse with plays. Wliy should every trumpery
farce that can get itself badly produced by a moneyless

manager who decamps the day after, be allotted a space
in every morning, evening, and weekly newspaper.
Fame blowing sinuiltaneously a hundred trumps "? My
greatest book never got half as much notice as a

wretched little curtain-raiser which took me a morning
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to knock off, and the news of Avhieli was flaslicd from

China to Pei'u immediately, whereas the eulogies of my
book were dribbled out in monthly instalments, and
belated testimonials kept stragghng in long after its

successor had lieen published. In those days I belonged
to a Press-cutting Agency, and I discovered that— to

measure Fame by the square inch— you may get many
more yards of reputation by the most flippant playlet
than by yom" liteiary magnmn opus; to say nothing of

the pictures and interviews of your actors and actresses.

That your siUiest player
—

especially if it be a pretty
she— gets photogi'aphed in the papers sixteen times to

your once, goes without saying. The only real recipe

for Fame nowadays is to be a pretty girl and exhibit

yourself publicly. The modern editor has got it into

the paste-brush he caUs his head that the pubhc is in-

finitely greedy for the minutest theatrical details. It is

really too idiotic, this fuss over our parrots. If there

were only plays for them to talk ! The dechne of the

British drama "

"
By which you mean that they decline your plays,"

I interrupted.
*'

Granted," said the Young Fogey;
'' but even when

they give us Shakespeare, they play the patron, and lit-

erary critics argue deferentially with them as to the

treatment of the text, and beg them not to put William's

head under the pump. Did you see that monumental
headline in the '

Daily Chronicle,' the paper that poses
as the organ of sweetness and light "?

—

'MR. TREE'S NEW PLAY.
' Henry IV. at the Haymarket.'

So Mr. Tree * created ' Falstaff in more than the conven-

tional sense of that arrogant stage-verb ! Act ? Any-
body can act ! We 're all acting, always, in every phase
of our social life. Every back di-awing-room is a thea-

tre royal. A child can act, and the ' infant phenome-
non ' cannot be distinguished from the leading lady or

gentleman except by size. But no child ever wrote a
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play. Acting is the lowest of the arts. And even if it

were the highest, it would be brouglit low again by its

infinite self-repetition. Imagine playing one part for a

season, a year, a decade. Actors are not even pan-ots— they are automatic puppets that move their hnibs in

fixed fashions, and make squeaking sounds at prescribed
moments. There was a French Minister of Education
who drew up a most rigid Time-Code, v/hich hung in
his bureau

j
and it was the joy of his life to take out his

watch and say
' Half-past three ! Ha ! every boy in

France is now learning geography
'

; or,
' A quarter to

twelve ! Ha ! every French schoolgii-1 is now writing-
in a copy-book.' I have the same sort of feeling about
my actor-acquaintances.

' Half-past nine ? Ah! What
is Herbert doing? He is taking poison.' 'A quarter to

eleven ! Dear me ! Rose is crawling under a table.'
" And these creatures want every privilege, foi sooth !

Fame, gold, champagne, the best society and the worst.
To be of Bohemia and Belgravia, to make the best of
both worlds. If things don't mend, to sit in a stall Avill

soon become an index of imbecility. It \W11 be like be-

iilg seen at the Academy.
"
And, talking of the Academy, did ever any more in-

fantile idea enter the human brain than that a couple
of thousand pictures worth seeing can be painted every
year? Why, since the beginning of the world there
have n't been two thousand pictures painted worth see-

ing ! Imagine two thousand manuscript novels being
scattered around on two thousand desks, a shilling ad-
mission ! Do we get one good novel a year ? Scarcely.
One good symphony or opera ? Of course not. Then
why expect to get a picture worth hanging ? And every
picture sliould hang by itself—it 's an artistic entity,

seLE-complete. To crowd it among a lot of others is

like conducting an orchesti-a every instrument of which
is playing a different tune. 'T is n't even as if the

poor painters got anything out of the show. People
won't buy pictures— prices are monstrously inflated to
an artificial point : the artists would take less, only they
don't Uke to come down from their pedestal, and so
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they starve up there in dignity. Artists have played a

foohsh game. They have gone uaj) on gentihty and

high prices, and gentihty has failed them.
'^ When great prices are given for pictures, it is gen-

erally with a view to selling them again : a dubious

compliment to the artist. No man gets a thousand

pounds' worth of jrare art joy out of any picture. He
can spend his thousand pounds to much }nore of aes-

thetic advantage. But there is no inherent sacredness

in prices. A picture is worth only what it will fetch. Let

our artists be satisfied with a fair day's wage for a fair

day's work, hke any other species of craftsman. After

all, they were all craftsmen— Michael Angelo, Titian,

Donatello, Canova— wall-decorators, door-painters,

ceiling-colourers, tomb-buildei's, stone-masons, work-

ing to contract and to measm-e. When our artists are

content with the pay of manual labourers and the ^oj
of art, taste may be stimulated in the masses, and origi-

nal work be going at the price of lithographs. Why
should n't artists even paint public-house signs ? Beer

being the national religion, why should n't it find ade-

qiaate expression in Ai't ?
" Not that it matters much whether our artists live

or die,
— Art seems about over. It seems to be an acci-

dent that happened once or twice in the Past,
— among

the Greeks, at the Renaissance, in Spain, in Holland,—
which no amoimt of art-schools and art-publications
can coax back. To found Academies and R. A.-ships is

to spur a dead horse. Look at the Greek sculptures,
look at the ItaUan pictures, and ask yourself Avhat we
have to put beside them after all our endless exhibi-

tions! Modern improvements ! Pleinair! Bah! Where
can you show me more '

atmosphei-e
' than in Carpaceio,

or in Jacques d'Arthois. Impressionism ? Look at that

snow-effect by old Van Valckenborch here ! But we do
the modern, the contemporary, yoii cry

"

"
No, I don't," I interrupted feebly, more to let him

take breath than for the jest's sake. But he ignored the

opportunity.
" But they 've all done the contemporary ! Only their

100



OPINIONS OF THE YOUNG FOGEY

contemporaiy, not youi's. The fallacy almost amounts
to an Irish bull. The ancients ivere the moderns— to

themselves— just as we shall be the ancients to our

successors. The Renaissance people all did contem-

porary work, under pretence of doing historical . con-

temporary types for Madonnas, local landscapes for

Oriental scenery, up-to-date dresses for New Testa-

ment episodes, portraits of their patrons for patron-
saints and apostles. Did you ever see a more modern

flgiu'e than Tintoretto's portrait of himself, the elderly
man in a frock-coat who looks on at his own wonderful

picture of St. Mark descending to rescue a Christian

slave '? An Academician or a new English Art Clubbite

who had done only one tiny comer of this picture would
so swell as to the head that his laurel-wreath would n't

fit him any longer. There 's no ambition nowadays—
Degas, Whistler, yes. But for the rest— dwarfs. Mod-
ern improvements indeed ! Science may improve, but

not art. Art, like religion, is an absolute in life—no-

body will ever paint better than Velasquez, wi-ite better

than Shakespeare, or pray better than the Psalmist.

Science is the variable— always on the go ;
and when

we think of progi-ess it is just as well that we foohshly

keep our eye on the machine-room."
'' Won't you have a drink?" I broke in, seizing the

first opportunity.
' ' Thanks ! What 's that book ?

"

" '

Olympia's Journal'! It 's aU about Olympia's

husband, she married him to write about him— he was
such '

good copy.'
"

I had imchained a torrent.
" Novelists ought never

to be introduced into novels," burst forth the Young
Fogey.

" The subject-matter of novelists is real normal

life, and novelists are neither real nor normal. They
are monsters whose function in life is to observe other

people's hves. For one novelist to make copy of an-

other is like cannibalism.
''

If the psychology of the novelist, who is the student

of other people's psychology, is to be studied, where are

you to stop'? Why not study the peculiarities of the
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uovelist who studies the novelist, of the reflector of life

who reflects the reflector of life— nay, of the critic who
reflects upon the reflection of the reflector ? This mod-
ern mania for picking ourselves to pieces is only the old
childish desu-e

'
to see the wheels go wound.' People

were much better in the old days when they did n't

bother so much how then- wheels went round. I al-

ways sympathised with the indignant old lady who
came to my schoolmaster when our class began to take

up physiology, and protested that she was n't going to
have her boy learn what was in his inside— it was in-

decent. People are not made healthier l»y knowing
how their functions work

;
animals never study physi-

ology, and plants blossom without knowing anything
at all about anything. Knowledge only generates a
morbid fussiness, as with Mr. Jerome's celebrated Cock-

ney who discovered himself to be possessed of every
ailment in the medical dictionary except housemaid's
knee. And to learn what is in your mental inside is

equally indecent and equally discomposing.
'

I have
never thought about thinking,' said the wise Goethe.
No one can go through a treatise on insanity and come
out as sane as he started. And there is an even more
insidious way in which this human vivisection operates
for evil. People now forgive their friends— they call

their eccentricities 'pathological,' and endure instead
of discouraging them. I had two letters this very morn-

ing.
' Poor A !

' said B. :

' his vanity has ceased to of-

fend me— I feel it is pathological.'
' Poor B !

' said A. .

*
it is impossible to resent his egotism— it is simply

pathological.'
'* This scientific Christianity woiild n't be so bad if

people did n't condone their own faults, too. They can't

get up early
— it 's heredity. The early bird who caught

the worm must have had a grandparent who stayed out
late. Are they lazy ? Then- uncle v.as a country par-
son. They ai*e like the man who refused to give charity
because he had such expensive tastes. To acquiesce in

your own weaknesses because they are hereditary, with-
out making an effort to eradicate them, is bad science

102



Of'IN/ONS OF THE YOUNG FOGEY

.as well as bad morals. Among the items given you by
heredity do not forget the potentiality of self-improve-

ment by inward struggle. No one says,
' I can't speak

French, and I sha'n't try, because my father v/as an

illiterate Irishman.' Self-knowledge tends to weaken

self- discipline, foster selE-indidgeuce, and coiTode char-

acter."
" But what of the old Greek maxim ' Know thyself'?"
" Old Greek sophistry ! Knowing requires a subject

to know and an object to be known. You can't be sub-

ject and object too— introspection is a self-contradic-

tion. Has n't every one noticed that everybody else

fails to discover himself in a novel or a sermon, though
his lineaments are painted down to the minutest details

of wart and mole ? And it 's quite natural. Every soid

is to itself the centre of the universe— tkrough which

the infinite panorama passes ; nothing exists but in re-

lation to it : to its standards of beauty, of right and

Vi^rong, of humoiu', of admiration, everything is brought.

There 's no man so low or so ridiculous but he finds

somebody else more so, and the London street-boy who
sneers at the long-haired poet is exalted to a sense of

superiority. I once met a human monstrosity— hunch-

backed, cross-eyed, palsied, and w^ooden-legged. My
soul sickened AAith pity, but his face brightened in a

smile of contempt and his cross-eyes danced with glee.

I appealed to his sense of the ridiculous. Listen to the

comments of people upon one another after a party,

and confess that a coterie is often but a mutual cou-

tenipt society. That is what makes hfe hvable— eveiy

living creature is an amused eye upon the universe.

Terence said as mu.ch long ago. We amuse one an-

other, and exist to gratify one another's sense of supe-

riority, like the islanders who hve by taldug in one

another's v/ashing. It will be a thousand pities if the

spread of travelling removes the mutual superiorities

of Englishmen and Frenchmen, Chinamen and Hindoos.

I went to a dinner-party the other day. The host and

hostess were impossible
— like spiteful studies by Thack-

eray caricatured by Dickens. Yet there were they arro-
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gating to themselves every privilege of judgment and

jm-isdiction that the most fashionable peers or the sub-

limest souls could claim
;
to their own minds the arbiters

of elegance, the patrons of the arts, the flagellators of

vice and snobbery, the gracious laudators of vu'tue, the

easy fomenters of scandal.
"
Prithee, was ever one of us capable of not lectur-

ing on ethics or not preaching a sermon ? Did not Sir

Barnes Newcome lectm'e on the Family? Do Ave not

all hold forth on the condition of the poor, the morality
of the mining-market, the inferior ethics of the coloured

races, and a hundred other lofty topics, warming oiu*

coat-tails at the glow of our own virtue ? 'T is the faidt

of language which enables arrant scoundrels to use fine

words that they have never felt. Humility, self-sacri-

fice, noble-mindedness, are phi-ases easily picked up by
people for whom their only meaning is in the dictionary,
and who know it is the correct thing to admire them.

They are like students of chemistry who babble of

H2SO4 and NH3 by book -without ever having seen a

laboratory or a retort, or tone-deaf people raving over

Beethoven. And these lip-servants of vii-tue are un-

conscioiis that they have never knov,n the real thing.

Every discussion between civilised persons presui')poses

moral perfection all round— a common elevated plat-

form from which one surveys the age and its problems,
and considers how to bring the world at large up to

one's own level. You cannot disciiss anything with a

person who has ever been publicly imperfect— at any
l^oint you may tread on his corns. Has he been bank-

rupt? The slightest reference to honesty, finance, or

business may seem an insult. Has he figured in the

Divorce Court? How are you to talk about the last

new i^lay without seeming personal "? This explains

v.'hy exposed persons are cut : they have made conver-

sation impossible l)y cutting away the common ground
of it, the hypothesis of perfection. Even with persons
who have merely lost I'clatives one has to be careful to

avoid references to morlality. The complete diner-out

has to be equii)ped with a kuowledge of his fellows to
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the third and fourth generation, so as to avoid giving
offence. To say that late maniages are a mistake or

second marriages a folly may be to make enemies

for life. "Which, by tlie way, is absui'd : all conversa-

tion should be regarded as privileged and impersonal.
'T is brain meeting brain, not foot treading gingerly

among irrelevant personal considerations. And just as

we are all wilhng to preach, we are all willing to be

preached at— it gives us such an opportunity of gaug-

ing the preacher's morality and ability. The Scotch

peasants who deuoimce then- meenister's oi'thodoxy are

an extreme case, but if we were not really judging our

judges we should go to opposition churches. What we
demand from preaching— as from newspapers— is an

echo of om' ovru voices, and when the preacher or the

newspaper leads it is only by pretending to foUow.

Opportunity makes the politician. Watch the crowd

streaming out of chm'ch after a sermon. Do they wear

an air of edification or humiliation ? Are they bowed
down with the consciousness of their backsHdings?
No : they are sesthetes come from a literary and ora-

torical performance. They are not thinking of them-

selves at all, but of the quality of the sermon. Yes,

around each of us the world turns, and each soul is the

hub of the tmiverse. Popular suffrage is the recogni-

tion of this great fact : not one of us but is competent
to arrange the aft'airs of the country. Every man Jack

and woman JiU is a standard, a test, an imperial weight
and measure, and the universe must endure our verdict

as it goes roimd us. To expect this central standard

to turn back on itself and become aware of its own de-

fects and distortions is hke expecting a pair of scales

to weigh itself; or— more absurd still— expecting a

false pair of scales to weigh itself truly. 'All men
thiuk all men mortal but themselves,' and so all men
find all men wanting except themselves. If they ever

for a moment suspect that they are not perfect
— whether

the suspicion leak in through reflection or reprobation—
't is but for a moment. We cannot live on bad terms

with om'selvcs, nor v.ith a consciousuess vrhich doubts
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and despises us — whether it be our own consciousness

or a friend's. Our nature throws up earthworks against
a contemptu.ous opinion. Just as a bodily wound is re-

pau'ed by the wonderful normal processes of circulation

and nutrition, so our self-love tends to repair the wounds
of the soul. We feel that even if we are not perfect, we
are as perfect as i)0ssible under the circumstances. If

so-and-so and so-and-so had had to go through our

sufferings or our temptations, he or she would have
acted no better. And even in our wildest remorse w^e

are self-satisfied with our self-dissatisfaction. Nor is

this need of our nature for self-reconcilement wholly
without spmtual significance. It points to an incurable

morality in the human soul, and to the truth that if we

mainly use our ideals to condemn other people by, we
are bound to condemn ourselves by them if we can once

be got to perceive that we have violated them ourselves,

though we at once seek peace in extenuating circum-

stances. Peace of mind is the homage which yice pays
to virtue. Nor, though it matters immensely to society
what ideals people have, and that they have the right

ones, to the people themselves it matters only that they
ham ideals, right or wrong. Where there is honour

among thieves, a thief may have a fine sense of self-

respect."
"Plato agrees with you," said I. **He points out

that if thieves were utter scoundrels they could not

act in concert."

"Ah!" said the Youug Fogey, "Plato was a great
thinker. In truth, the only incorrigible rogue is he

who is devoid of ideals, who has allowed his ethical

nature to disintegrate. Such a one ceases to be a per-

son. He has lost the integi'ating factor— the moral
—• which binds hiiman personality together. He is a

mere aggregation of random impulses. The last stage
of moral decay is impersonality. Impei'sonality sums

up 'the daughters of joy,' with their indifference to

auglit but the moment.
" But it is wonderful v.'hat shreds of personality, what

tags and rags of the ideal, the most degraded may re-
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tain. Was there ever a soul that did not think some
one action beneath its dignity ? An absolutely unscru-

pulous person is a contradiction in terms. To be un-

scrupulous were to cease to be a person, to have become
a bundle of instincts and impulses. But no one is so

good or so bad as he appears. The chronicler of the
' Book of Snobs ' was himself a bit of a snob, and the

poet -uho sought for the spiritual where Thackeray had
looked for the snobbish, who bade us note

" All the world's coarse thumb
And finger failed to plumb,

So passed in making iip the main account;
All instincts immature,
All purposes unsure,

That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man's amount,

was almost as weak as the satirist in that respect for

titles and riches which is the veritable 'last infirmity of

noble minds.'
"

Still, Browning's is the timer view of human hfe, and
till we see our neighbours as Omniscience sees them, oui*

Idudest and cruellest estimates will be equally wide of

the mark.
"And conversely, unless you develop a personality,

j'ou cannot be moral, or even immoral. You can be
social or anti-social— that is, your actions can make
for the good or the iU of society. But moral or im-

moral it is not given to everybody to be. For I do not

agree with those who would substitute social and anti-

social for these ancient adjectives. We are concerned

with the quality of acts as well as with their effects,

with the soul as well as its environment. And it takes

a real live soul to do good or evil. That is the point of

Mr. Kipling's Tomliuson— a mere bundle of hearsays— who could win neither hell nor heaven. It is also the

teaching of Ibsen. You must not shrink from wrong
because you are told it is wi'ong, but because you see it

is wrong. But few people can expect to develop a per-

sonality of their own. Current morality is the auto-

matic application of misunderstood principles. And so
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it must always be. For the function of the average
man is to obey. Was it not Napoleon Avho said that

men ai"e meant either to lead or to obey, and those who
can do neither should be killed off "? Ethics is the con-

science of the best regulating the conduct of the worst.

Hence there are no immutable rules of morality :

" For the wildest dreams of Kew are the facts of Khatiuandoo,
And the crimes of Clapham chaste at Martaban.

But thei'e are immutable principles. To spit in a guesfs
face is with some savage tril^es a mark of respect. But
this does not invalidate the principle that to guests
should be shown courtesy. Eules vary with time and

place, principles are eternal
;
and even if unmentiona-

ble things are done in Africa and Polynesia, if 'the

dark places of the earth are full of cruelty,' that does

not invalidate the principles of morality, as our modern
blood-and-thuuder young man affects to believe. For
that the principles of right and justice have not yet been
discovered in barbarous countries no more destroys their

imiversality and legitimacy than the principles of the

differential calculus are affected by the primitive prac-
tice of coitnting on the fingers. And v-dide the ethical

geniuses
— the senior vv'rauglers of the sotil— are grop-

ing towards further truths and finer shades of feeling,

deeper reaches of i>ity and subtler perceptions of jus-

tice, the rank and file and the wooden spoons must
needs apply the old ethics, even against the new teach-

ers themselves. Every truth has to fight for recogni-

tion, to prove itseK not a lie. The brilliant and impa-
tient young men who scoff at conventions because the

people who hold them are unreal— not persons, feeling
and passing moral truths through their own soul, but

paiTots
—

forget that just because the people are unreal,
their maxims are real

;
that they do not represent the

people who mouth them, but the great moralists and
thinkers behind. Against the brilliant rushlights of con-

temporary cleverness shine the stars of the uges. 'T is

the immemorial mistake of iconoclasts— even granted
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tliey are taller than tlieir fellow-men — to bo ever

conscious of tlie extra inches, instead of the common
feet. Nevertheless "

(and here the Young Fogey put on
his most judicial manner)

*' the extra inches must tell.

For because real ethics resides not in rules but in prin-

ciples, obedience to the letter may mean falsity to the

spu'it, if the circumstances that dictated the rules have

changed. This is not casuistrj^ 'T is a concept not to

be found in Pansetius or Cicero or the Jesuit Fathers. It

means that we are not to wear our boyhood's waistcoats,
but to be measured for manhood's. Tight-lacing is bad
for the spiritual circulation.

' Get rid of the Hebrew
old clo', cried that curious Carlyle, the chief dealer in

them. Amen, say I : but do not let us therefore go
naked. And since we have stumbled upon

* Sartor Re-

sartus,' permit me a comparison in keeping. I once saw
a tailor measuring the boys in a charity school. He
drew a chalk line five feet up a wall, and dividing the

upper part of the hne by horizontal chalk-marks, stood

the boys beside it, one after anothei-, and according to

the chalk-mark which the crown of the unfortunate

creature's head grazed. Master Snip called out '

Fours,'
'

Ones,'
*

Fives.' Fat boys or lean boys, big-bodied or

big-legged, naiTOw-chested or broad-shouldered, 't was
all ones — or twos— to him. Did they agree in height,
the same clothes— tight or loose — for all ! Thus is it

with om* moral maxims. Genius or goose, saint or sin-

ner— your head to the chalk-mark ! And rightly.
When one has to deal with great masses one cannot
consider little details. The principles of morality must
be broad and simple, and the world is right to apj^ly
them sternly and undiseriminatingly. The general can-

not consider the peculiarities of a particular soldier,

though the coi-poral of the regiment may make allow-

ances for him. And so with breaches of morals. The
world at large should condemn

;
but the private friends,

who know the circumstances in every petty involution,
who laiow the temptations and the extenuating factors,
should form as it were a court of appeal. If they elected

to stand by the offender, the world at large should re-
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consider its verdict. This is what practically took place

in the George Eliot and Lewes instance. Weighed, not

by the steelyard of general principle, but by the delicate

chemical balance of special detail, they were not found

wanting. The Magna Charta is still only a pious aspi-

ration. 'Every man shall be tried by a jui-y of his

peers.' How profound ! For only our equals can know
our travails and temptations. How, now, if we had to

try Shakespeare ! which of us would dare sit on the

panel '? Yet we ' chatter about Shelley.' He did wi-ong—
granted. But was it wrong of him to do it ? That

is another question altogether. Subjective morality and

objective morality are two different things. But the

whole subject of the sexes is wrapped m hypocrisy, and

the breaches of morality are committed less by the cele-

brated than by the obscure. The savage sarcasm of

Schopenhauer's refusal to discuss monogamy because it

had never yet come within the range of practical poli-

tics is still justified. I remember once reading an

anecdote about a besieged town. The defenders re-

solved to make a sortie on a certain day, only, in dread

of their plan somehow leaking out beyond the gates,

or of their womankind dissuading some fi'om the peril-

ous enterprise, they administered a solemn oath to one

another that none of them should tell Ins wife, nor

speak of it again even to another man, tiU the moment
arrived. But each individual man told the partner of

his bosom, only binding her by most fearsome oaths to

say nothing to any other woman or man. All the wo-

men kept theii- oaths, each going about vvdth the proud
sense of being the only woman in the gi-eat secret. And
so the women all met in the market-place, chattering

about every subject on earth but that which was near-

est their hearts, and the men moved among them, mu-

tually silent. The whole community knew the secret

whereof no one spoke. You perceive the parallel "? Sex

is the secret we are all in. Why should n't we talk

openly ? Why should n't we face facts ? The marriage
laws should be made as flexible, not as inflexible, as

possible. Why? Because the bad people will evade
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everything and the good jieople endure anything. The
bad people will break the best laws and the good peo-

ple will respect the worst laws. Hence, stringency

squeezes the saint and lets the sinner slip. Harsh legis-

lation puts a penalty on virtue : the vicious skirt round
it surreptitiously, or are openly happy in despite of it.

The only thing immutable in sexual morality is the prin-

ciple of regulating it with a view to the highest ends of

the soul and the state : the regulations themselves are

mutable, and we should not sacrifice too many human
beings to gratify the idealism of the happily married.

At the same time do not suspect me of HiUtopsy-turvey-

dom, which seems to me based on bad physiology and
worse psychology. Mr. Grant Allen, man of science as

he is in his spare moments, is more like Matthew Ar-
nold's Shelley, a beautiful and ineffectual angel beating
in the void his luminous wings in. vain. So complex is

the problem which seems to him so simple, that it is not

improbable that the present monogamy (tempered by
polygamy) is the best of all possible aiTangements.
This is not to belaud the present system, any more than

it is optimistic to say this is the best of all possible
woi'lds. It may be so, but it remains a pity that no
better was possible. And Mrs. Grundy herself seems

to me as over-abused as marriage. The celerity with

which she became a byword, from the moment she made
her accidental appearance in Tom Morton's '

Speed the

Plough,' shows how the popular instinct needed some
such inca,rnation of our neighbour's' opinions. She

stands, the representative of the ethical level of the age,
not of fixed pruderies. She is by no means the staid old

soul her mahgners imagine — never was there creature

more changeable. As we move on, so will she move on

with us. Once she allowed our squires to get drunk
after dinner, now she is shocked at a one-bottle man.
You will never shake her off, you briUiant young gen-
tlemen. For an you established your own ethics, she

would still be there to see that your ideas were carried

out. Granted she is a scandal-monger. But scandal is

the sewer-system of society : the dirty work must be
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done somehow. Mrs. Gi-undy is your scavenger. Amer-
icans don't talk scandal, but I fail to see how tliey will

keep their homes clean without it. The scandal-mon-

gers may be inspired by no lofty motives, but they make
a wonderful unpaid detective force. Sheridan was not

a philosopher. Ubiquitous and omniscient, Mrs. Grundy
is always with you. Once you might have escaped her

by making the grand tour, but now she has a Cook's

cu'cular ticket and watches you from the Pyramids or

the temples of Japan,— especially if, like myself, you
have the misfortune to be a celebrity. The only way to

escape her is to be photographed widely. Was n't it

Adam Smith who said that conscience was only the re-

flection in ourselves of our neighbours' opinions ? If we
did n't value their opinions there would be no morality.

Foreign travel makes you feel there is something in the

idea. "Who cares what a parcel of jabbering strangers
think about his actions ? The moment you lose touch

with your en\'ironment, the moment you cease to vibrato

to its nuances, your morality is in a parloiis condition.

Better go home and sit down on the well-known couch

of Catullus, and feel once more that j)eople are real and
life is earnest and the horizon is not its goal. What is

this mania for movement ? If you travel unintelhgently

you see nothing that you could n't have seen more com-

fortably in a panorama— the world going round you.
If you travel intelligently, you discover the relativity of

all customs and ideas, you distrust your own beliefs,

your backbone is relaxed, yoiu* vitality snapped, and

you come home a molluscous cosmopolitan. It is the

same thing that happens if you travel mentally instead

of by mileage — if you go in for that modern curse,
* Culture.' You are not meant to absorb the art and
literature of foreigners and dead peoples, fluttering like

a bee from flower to flower. These things wei*e made

by men for their own race and age ; they never thought
of you,

— you are an eavesdropper. Cathedrals were
built for Christians to pray in, not for connoisseurs to

gloat over. You should develop along your own lines,

strong and simple, not be a many-sided niUlity. The
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tme Englishmen are ploughmen and sailors and shop-

keepers, not culture-snobs.
" The greatest poets in every lang'uage are those who

know only tlieir own language. Shakespeare and Keats
handled English as a million Professors of Poetry co-

operating could never handle it. The greatest Art has

always sprung from the direct pressure of the real world

upon the souls of the artists. To be cultured is to lose

that vivid sense of the reality of the life around you, to

see it intellectually rather than to feel it intuitively.
Hence art that is too self-conscious misses the throb of

life. George Eliot failed as soon as she began to sub-

stitute intellectual concepts for the vivid impressions of

early memories. The moment people begin to prate
about Art, the day of Art is over, and decadence is set

in. Art should be tlie natui'al semi-unconscious en-

hancement of other things. The speaker wishing to

convince l^ecomes artistically oratorical, the prophet
becomes artistically poetic, the church-builder artisti-

cally architectural, the painter of Madonnas ai'tistically

picturesque, the composer of prayer-chants artistically

musical. Art was the child of Eeligion, but it has long
since abandoned its mother. Portrait and landscape

painting arose as accessories to sacred pictures; the

origin of the opera is to be sought in the ]\Iass
;
hter-

ature developed from religious writings. But gradually
it was discovered that you might paint noblemen as

well as sages, and that sceneiy could be dissociated from
the backgrounds of Crucifixions and Marriages at Cana.

And from seeing that Art need n't have a religious mean-

ing or content, men came to see that it need n't have

any meaning or content at all. Art, indeed, presents

possibilities ot a divorce from intellect and morals of

A^hich ai'tists have eagerly availed themselves. But Ai"t

for Art's sake is Dead-Sea fruit— rosy without, ashes

within. Socrates was not perhaps quite right in say-

ing that the Beautifid was the Useful, but it does n't

follow that the Beautiful should be the Useless. Even

<;rockery, cutleiy, and furniture should never be Beauti-

ful at the cost of utility. Their Beauty should be im-
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plicated with their natural shapes, inblent with and

inseparable from theu" uses, not a monstrous accretion

from without. The most artistic knife is the quintes-
sence of knifehood."

" But that is my idea of Art for Art's sake," I inter-

rupted, for he had now got his second wind. " Art has

always to express the quintessence of something— be
it a street, a life, a national movement, a "

*' Art for Art's sake means making beautiful knives

that won't cut and beautiful glasses that won't hold

water, and beautiful pictxires and poems that say no-

thing. The people who want their Art dissociated from
their morals are in danger of spiritual blight, and in-

habiting a universe of empty nothings. Too much self-

consciousness is as sterile as too little. Look at these

modern Renaissances ! They all
"

"Yes, I know: I have written about that," I said.

''And now there is another one, the Jewish. Have

you read the plan for
' A Jewish State,' by Dr. Herzl, of

Vienna "? No dreamer he, but wonderfully sane, despite
his lofty conception of a morahsed, rationalised, modern
State. Too *

modern,' indeed, this idea of Messiah as a

joint-stock company ! I predicted years ago we should

come to that. But methinks the Doctor "

"
They are starting the Grand Prix," hastily inter-

rupted the Young Fogey. "Good-bye! Such a de-

lightful talk !

" And tm-ning his back on the horses, he
hurried off the field to lose himself and perhaps find a

new pair of English ears among the parasols and equi-

pages of the sunlit Prater.

XI

Critics and People

WHAT
is the critic's duty at the play? Does he

represent Art, or does lie represent the I'ublic?

If he represent Art, then he is but a refractijig medium
between the purveyor and the public, which will there-
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fore be wofuUy mistakeu if it seek in his critiques a

guide to its play-goiug, as it to some extent does. For
Aviiile people do not always like a i:)lay because they are

told it is good, they often refrain fi'om going to see one
because they are told it is bad. When I was a dramatic
critic— a jjlirase that merely means I did not pay for

my seat— nothing struck me more forcibly than the

frequent discrepancy between the opinions of the audi-

ence at a premiere and the opinions of the papers. Again
and again have I seen an audience moved to laughter
and cheers and tears by a play which the great outside

public would be informed the next morning was indif-

ferent or worse. The discrepancy was sometimes ex-

plicable by claques, which are almost as discreditable to

managements as the keeping of tame critics, who eat

food out of their hand. Sometimes it was not profes-
sional claques, but amateui's come to see a friend's play
en masse, and applauding out of all proportion to its

merits, not so much perhaps from friendsliip as from

simple astonishment at finding any merits. But put-

ting aside claques, it remains true that an audience will

often heartily enjoy what a critic wiU heartily damn—
sometimes in half a dozen papers, your capable critic

being like a six-barrelled revolver. And so— often

enough — the piece, after futile efforts to masquerade
in the advertisement colmnns m a turned garment of

favoui'able phrases, dies in an odour of burnt paper;
the treasury is robbed of its due retui"ns

;
and num.erous

worthy persons to whom it would have given boundless

pleasiu'e are dei:)rived of their just enjoyment. The
obvious truth is that the public and the critics— the

people who pay to see plays and the people who are

paid to see plays— have different canons of criticism.

Sometimes their judgments coincide, but quite as fre-

quently they disagree. It is the sanio with popular
books. And the reason of this is not far to seek. The
critic is not only more cultured than the average play-

goer, he is more hlasc. He knows the stock situations,
the stage tricks, the farcical misunderstandings, the

machine-made pathos, the dull mechanic round of rep-
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artee, the innoceut infant who intervenes in a divorce

suit (like the Queen's Proctor), the misprised mother-

in-law, the bearded spinster sighing like a furnace, the

ingenuous and slangy young pei'son of fifteen with the

well-known cheek, and the even more stereotyped per-

sonages preserved in Mr. Jerome's ''

Stage-land." They
all come, if not from Sheffield, from a perpetual tour

in the provinces. The critic knows, too, which plays
arc taken from the French and which from the Eng-
lish, where the actor is gagging and when he is

"
fiidl'y."

A good deal of the disillusionment of the scene is also

his : he knows that the hero is not young nor the hero-

ine beautifid, nor the villain as vicious as either.

How different the attitude of the occasional play-

goer ! Seeing only a tithe of the plays of the day, he
neither knows nor cares whether they repeat one an-
other. The most hackneyed device may seem brilliantly

original to him, the stalest stage trick as fresh as if just
hot from the brain

;
and jokes that deterred the dove

from returning to the ark arride liini vastly. Fer contra,
for his unjaded imagination absolutely new scenes and

dialogues have no more novelty than the comparatively

aged. Probabihty or truth to life he demands not,

perfection of form were thrown away upon him. His
soul melts before the simplest pathos, he is made happy
by a happy ending, and when IMomus sits on a hat '* he

openeth his mouth and saith Ha ! ha !
" He is a flute

upon which you may play what false notes you will.

In some versions of " Uncle Tom's Cabin " he placidly

accepts two Topsies. I s'pee's one growed out of t' other.

He hath a passion for the real as well as the ideal, and
in order to see a fire-engine, or Westminster Bridge, or

a snow-storm, he will perspire you two hours at the

pit's mouth. He coidd see them any day in the street,

but it gives him wondroiis joy to see them in Iheir

wrong jdaces. How absurd, then, for i\w average
critic to be play-taster to the occasional playgoer ! He
no more represents him than an M. P. represents the

baby he kisses. As well might one ask a connoisseur

to choose the claret for a back-parlour supper-party.
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Tlius the critic cannot honestly represent the Public.

That he cannot represent Art without injuring- the The-

atre as well as the Public, has already been shown.

The conclusion one is driven to is that the critic has no

raison cVetre at all in the topical press. There he should

be replaced by the reporter. The influence of culti-

vated criticism should be In-oug'ht to l)ear on the drama

only from the columns of high-class magazines or books.

Nor am I more certain of the use of the art critic.

He is far too conflicting to be of any practical value,

and he as often contradicts himself as his fellows. He
hides his ignorance in elegant English, sometimes illu-

minated by epigram, and from his dogmatic verdicts

there is no appeal. Not infrequently he is resolved to

be a critic
"
in spite of nature," as Sir Joshua has it in

a delicious xihrase which was possibly given him by
his friend " the gi-eat lexicographer." In a letter to the
*'

Idler," the painter recommends those devoid of eye
or taste, and with no great disposition to reading and

study, to " assume the character of a connoisseur, which

may be purchased at a much cheaper rate than that of

a critic in poetry."
" The remembrance of a few names

of painters, with their general characters," says Sir

Joshua,
" and a few rules of the Academy, which they

may pick up among the Painters, Viill go a great way
towards making a very notable Connoisseur." He goes

on to describe a gentleman of this cast, whose mouth

was full of the cant of Criticism, "which he emitted

Avith that volubility which generally those orators have

v/ho annex no ideas to their words."

When I once expressed to Mr. Whistler my conviction

that, with the single exception of religion, more non-

sense was talked on the subject of art than on any other

topic in the world, that great authority refused to allow

religion any such precedence. Certainly dining the

season when, for the middle-class Londoner, art "hap-

pens," the claims of art to that proud pre-eminence be-

come overwhelming, if only temporarily so. Everybody

gives his opinion freely, and it is worth the price. To

criticise painting is only less difiicult than to execute it.
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Fifty per cent, of art is sheer science, the rigid, accurate

science of form and perspective. I do not say that

accuracy is necessary to art. Still it is what most peo-

ple presume to judge. But does one person in a hun-
di-ed know the true proportions of things, or possess
the eye to gauge the anatomy of a figure ? Owing to

the neglect in schools of the rudiments of drawing, our

eyes barely note the commonest objects ;
we remark

just enough of their characteristics to identify them.
" Consider !

" as Mr. John Davidson writes in his
" Ran-

dom Itinerary":
" did you ever see a sparrow*? You

have heard and read about sparrows. The streets are

full of them
; you know they exist. But you could not

describe one, or say what like is its note. You have
never seen a sparrow, any more than you have seen the

thousand-and-one men and women 3'ou passed in Fleet

street the last time you walked through it. Bid you
ever see a sparrow ?

" And then there is colour. Do

you really know what the colour of that landscape is,

or what complex hues mantle the surface of yonder all-

mirroring pool ? Do you know that the appearance of

nature is constantly varying with every change of light

and every passing cloud ? Do you know how Primrose

Hill looks at night ? Perhaps yo\x think you know how
a haystack looks in the sunhght ; yet across the Chan-
nel the illustrious Monet devoted months to painting
one haystack, maldng fresh discoveries daily. I do not

believe you know how many Roman figures there are

on your watch-dial. You probably think there are

twelve. But what is far more important, you may be

quite devoid of artistic sensibility. Yet you would not

hesitate to criticise the Academy or even to be paid for

it. I had occasion to buy a doll the other day. It was
a she-doll. There seems, by the way, a tremendous

preponderance of the fair sex in doUs : what difficult

social problems must agitate the Dolls' Houses ! This

was a pretty doll, with wide blue eyes, and a wealth of

golden tow, and an expression of aristocratic innocence

on its waxen cheek, faintly flushed with paint, and I

bore it home with pride. But when I came to examine
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it, I found it was but a sawdust abomination. Oh the

modelling of the arm, oh the anatomy of the leg, oh the

patella proximate to the ankle ! I felt that if I gave
that doll to the expectant infant, she might grow up to

be an art critic. Thus, then, mused I son'owfully, is

the nation's taste made in Germany. We are corrupted
from the cradle, even as upon oiu- tombs badly carved

angels balance themselves dolefully. Let me make a

nation's dolls : I care not who makes its pictures. Was
it of these dolls a late President of the Royal Academy
was thinldng, when he said that the German genius
did not find its best expression in plastic art? The

Academy will not be permanently improved until we
improve oiu" dolls.

XII

TABLE-TALK

NOW
that the world is so full of free dinners for the

well-fed, it behoves hostesses to reconsider their

methods. With so many dinner-tables open to the lion,

or even to the cub, they must do their spiriting dexter-

ously if they would feed him. In these days when seven

hostesses pluck hold of the swallow-tails of one man,
and the form of grace before meals must be,

" For those

we are about to receive, Lord make us truly thankful,"

something more than the average attraction is needed
to induce the noble animal to dine at j'our expense.
There is one improvement in the great dinner function

for which I would respectfully solicit the attention of

ladies who entertain but do not amuse. "
It is a great

point in a gallery how you hang your pictures," says
the sage of Concord, ''and not less in society how you
seat your party. When a man meets his accurate mate.

Society begins and life is delicious." Yes, but how

rarely does a man meet his accurate mate in these

minor maiTiages of the dinner-table ! How often is he

chained for hoi;rs to an ixnsympathetic soul he has not
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even made the mistake of selecting. The terrible

length of the modern dinner makes the grievance very

real, and in a society ah-eady vibrant with tlie demand
for easier divorce it is curious that there has arisen no
Sarah Grand of the dining-room to protest against this

diurnal evil. Suppose that at a dance you Avere told off

to one perpetual partner, who would ever don pumps ?

Is it not oljvious that at a dinner you shoiUd have the

same privilege as at a dance— the privdlege of choosing

yoiu" partner for each course ? It could be done during
the drawing-room wait. I give an example of an or-

dinary menu, marked after the fashion of a gentleman's
dance jDrogramme, from which it will tlie seen at a

glance how much more delightful a dinner would lie-

come if you could change your partner as often as your

plate.

Menu, June loth, 1894.

Plats. Engagements.

1. Hors d'oeuvres . . . . S. S.

2. Soup A. P. S.

3. Poisson Pinky.
4. Poissou L. R.

5. Entrfe Blue Bow.
6. Entree Red Hair.

7. Joint W.
8. Sweet

'

Minnie.

9. Sweet Minnie.

10. Cheese Long Arms.
11. Dessert I. V.

(Interval before ladies rise.)

Extra Entree Agnes.
Extra Joint Eyeglasses.
Extra Sweet Minnie.

You perceive at once that you would always put your
idol pro tern, down for the sweets, which would become
as fertile a source of flirtation as '' love " in tennis. Of
course the same tact and discretion would be needed in

filling your menu as in filling youi- programme. Some
ladies who are excellent at the entree may be inadvis-

able for the joint, which they may sit out, expecting to

monopolise your attention to the detriment of your
I20
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m.en\. Others who are dull at the soup may be agree-

ably vivacious towards the later items. A new series

of formulaB would be added to the language :

"
May I have the pleasure of seeing your menu'J "

'* Will you give me one sweet ?
"

" Can you spare me the joint "?
"

"
I am so sorry : I have just given it away."

" See me eat the poissou, as Grossmith says."
'• Will you put me down for a fish ?

"

" This is our entree, I think."
'^

May I have my dessert, ]\Iinnie %
"

" Are you engaged for the cheese '?
"

" Yes
;
but you can have the second entree."

" Don't forget to keep the soup for me !

"

''
If you don't mind sitting it out !

"

"Are you open for the extra joint?"
" Thank you : I am full up."
For hostesses who shrink from such a revolution, a

beginning might be made by an automatic change of

seats by the gentlemen, say one to the right as in the

chasse-croise of the Caledonians. Failing this, the only

remaining method of avoiding monotony and the chill-

ing separation of the extremes of the board is to follow

the example of King Arthur and employ a round ta])le.

The round diimer-table is the only way of making both

ends meet.

Having got your round table, what are you to eat

vipon it? There is hardly any edible known to the

menu which some sect or other would not banish from
the kitchen, while if you Avere to follow the "Lancet" you
would eat nothing at all, stai'ving like Tantalus amid a

wealth of i)rovisions. Of these sects of the stomach I

v/as aware of many. But it is only recently that the

claims of " natural food " have been brought within my
heathen ken. The apostle of the new creed is an Ameri-
can lady doctor, whose gospel, however, is somewhat
vitiated by her chamx)ionship of Mrs. Maybrick, so that

one cannot resist the temptation of suspecting that she

thinks the jury would never have found that interesting

lady guilty if they had fed upon starchless food. For
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this is the creed of the new teaching. All starch foods

are chiefly digested in the intestines instead of in the

main stomach, and hence are unnatural and morbifer-

ous, and the chief cause of the nervous prostration and
broken-down health that abound on all sides. (Herr
Nordau gives quite a different explanation of the genei'al

breakdown, but no matter.)
'' The ' Natural Food So-

ciety,'
"
says its ofiS.eial organ,

"
is founded in the belief

that the food of primeval man consisted of fruit and
nuts of sub-tropical climes, spontaneously produced,
that on these foods man was, and may again become,
at least as free from disease as the animals are in a

state of nature." How curiously apposite seem Dry-
den's lines, written in a very different connection !

This was the fruit the private spirit brought,
Occasioned by great zeal and little thought.
While crowds unlearned, with rude devotion warm,
About the sacred viands buzz and swarm.

And this couplet of his, too, might be commended to

the devotees :

A thousand daily sects rise up and die;
A thousand more the perished race supply.

What does it matter what primeval man ate ? It is not

even certain that he was a member of the Natural Food

Society. The savage, as we know him, lives on the

game he hunts and shoots, and prefers his fellow-man

to vegetarianism. No one ever accused the red Indian

of nei-vous prostration,
" when wild in woods the noble

savage ran "
;
nor are leopards and tigers usually in

broken-down health. But, in justice to the Natural

Food Society, I must admit that it displays a pleasant
absence of fanaticism, for there is a proviso in italics :

^^All persons ahout to experiment with the non-starch food

system are iirgcd at first not to use nuts, but to ^lse instead

whatever animal food they have been accustomed to.''^ The
central feature of the system is abstention from bread,

cereals, pulses, and starchy vegetables, for which food

fruits are to be substituted. All this seems a mighty
poor excuse for the formation of a new sect. Fortu-
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nately the Society uses up its superfluous energies
" in

\vorking for the higher life," and in its coupling of

health and holiness is sound in its psychology, whatever

it may be in its physiology.
You never heard of Peterkin's pudding, by the way,

but there is a fine moral baked in it. Johannes came

to his wife one day and said,
'' Liebes Gretchen, could

you not make me a pudding such as Peterkin is always

boasting his wife makes him '? I am dying of envy to

taste it. Every time he talks of it my chops water."

*'It is not impossible I could make you one," said

Gretchen good-naturedly ;

''
I will go and ask Frau Pe-

terkin how she makes it." When Johannes returned

that evening from the workshop, where Peterkin had

been raving more than ever over his wife's pudding,
Gretchen said gleefully, "I have been to Frau Peter-

kin : she has a good heart, and she gave me the whole

recipe for Peterkin's pudding." Johannes rubbed his

hands, and his mouth watered already in anticipation.
"

It is made with raisins," began Gretchen. Johannes's

jaw fell.
" We can scarcely afford raisins," he inter-

rupted :

" could n't you manage without raisins ?
" "

Oh,
I dare say," said Gretchen, doubtfully.

*' There is also

candied lemon-peel." Johannes whistled. "J.c/i, we
can't i-un to that," he said.

"
No, indeed," assented

Gretchen
;

" but we must have suet and yeast."
'' I

don't see the necessity," quoth Johannes. **A good
cook lilce you

"— here he gave her a sounding kiss—
" can get along without such trifles as those." *'

Well,

I will try," said the good Gretchen, as cheerfully as she

could
;
and so next morning Johannes went to work

light-hearted and gay. When he returned home, lo!

the long-desired dainty stood on the supper-table, beau-

tifully brown. He ran to embrace his wife in gi-atitude

and joy ;
then he tremblingly broke off a hunch of pud-

ding and took a huge bite. His wife, anxiously watch-

ing his face, saw it assume a look of perplexity, followed

by one of disgust. Johannes gave a great snort of con-

tempt.
" Lieber Gott! " he cried,

" and this is what Pe-

terkin is always bragging about !
"
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XIII

THE ABOLITION OF MONEY

THE Cynic was very old and very wise and very nn-

l^opular. I was the only person at his *'At Home"
that afternoon. I gave him my views on Bi-metallism,

having just read the leader in the " Times." He yawned
obtrusively, and growled,

"
Bi-metallism, indeed ! The

only remedy for modern civilisation is A-metallism.

Money must be abolished. The root of all evil must be

pulled up."
"
Money abolished !

" I echoed in amaze. "
Wliy, any

student of political economy will tell you Ave could not

live without it. Lacking a common measure of value,

we "

" Ho it has always been held by students when answer-

ing j)olitical-economy papers," he inteiTupted impatient-

ly.
*' Yet I dreamt once of a land where the currency

was called in, and the morning stars sang togetlier."
'* But the exchange of commodities " I began.
" Was effected by the sublime simplicity of barter.

At one sweep were swept away all that monstrous

credit system which had created an army of accountants

and a Court of Banki'uptey ;
all that chaos of single and

double-faced entry
— all that sleight-of-hand abraca-

dabra of signatures
— all those paper phantoms of capi-

tal. The Stock Exchange and other gambli)ig-hells

shrivelled up. There was a vast saving of clerical

labour, and there wei'e few loopholes for fraud. Eveiy-
tliing was too simple. Swift retribution overtook the

man who shirked his obligations to his fellows. No-

body could juggle with bits of paper at tlie North Pole

and ruin people at the South. The windows of human
Society were cleared of the gigantic complex cobweb
full of dead flies. One could look inside and see what
was going ou.

' Gentlemen ' could not floiu-ish in the

light. They were like the fungi that grew in cellars.

Every man became both a worker and a trader."
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" Not an unmixed gain, that," I protested.
''

I grant you," said tho Cynic.
" Some of tlie finer

shades of fine gentlemanUness were lost : the honour-

able feeUug of cheating one's tradesmen, tho noble

scorn of tailors, the lofty despisal of dims. When all

men were tradesmen, these higher class distinctions

fused into one another. There arose a clannish feeling
which prevented the tradesman from defrauding one of

his own class. But there was an even graver evU to be

placed to the debit side of the new system. For the

professors of pohtical economy (who had thrown up
their posts as a conscientious protest against the aboli-

tion of money and of salaries) proved to be right. So

clumsy was the mechanism of exchange that men were

actually driven to doing more than one land of work.

All those advantages of specialisation which Adam
Smith, supplemented by Babbage, had so laboriously

pointed out were completely lost to a wasteful world.

Rather than be without certain luxuries and necessaries

men gave up moving their legs all day uji and down in

time with ii'on treadles, or feeding machines with bits

of material exactly ahke, or remaining doubled up un-

derground, or making marks from hoiu" to hour and
from year to year on pieces of ruled paper. The waste

by friction became enormous. Some of the least thrifty

even made their own fui-nitui-e, and Avove their own

clothes, and carved out rude ornaments for themselves.

Whether from a natui-al want of economy, or from an

unwillingness to encounter the difficulties of traffic, or

from a mere spirit of independence, these men deliber-

ately reverted to the condition from wliieh mankind
had so painfully emerged.

" Some even pretended to enjoy it, and, rather para-

doxically, asserted that the abolition of gold had brought
about the golden age of primitive legend. Others who
felt keenly the falling-oif in production, and the ab-

sence of tliose Imge stores of unsold commodities which

glutted the ancient markets, and gave a nation a sense

of wealth in the midst of poverty ;
the aesthetic spu-its

who lamented the disappearance of the ancient mau-
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sions and palaces, which, although they Avere empty
tlii-ee parts of the year, yet afforded men the consola-
tion of knowing that they were ample enough to shelter

the majority of the homeless— men of this stamp were

chagi'ined )jy the cumbersome mechanism of exchange,
which made these glories of the past impracticable, and
they were for introducing counters. But counters, al-

though they had the advantage of lacking intrmsic

value, would be quite as bad as actual coins if men
could entirely trust one another never to repudiate their

obligations. Unfortunately Society had gi-own so honest
under the new regime that this condition was fulfilled,
and the operation of counters would have been identical

with that of money. Moreover, counters would have

brought back card-playing, horse-racing, fire and life

assm-ance, and other forms of gambling, which without
them inv^olved such complex calculations and valuations
of loaves and fishes that all the pleasure was spoilt.
When these things were pointed out to the aesthetic and
the economical, they were convinced and remained of

the same opinion.
" But even with all these deficits, the balance in fa-

vour of the status quo was eminently satisfactory. It was
rediscovered that man really wanted very little here

below, and that it was better for all to get it than for

some to continue to want it
; and, taking into accoimt

also the general freedom from war, newspapers, and
other evils of a moneyed ei\Tlisation, it must be eon-

ceded that the common people had very little to grum-
ble at."

"But what of the uncommon people ?
"

I interrupted
at last.

"
Thej'^ must have been martyred."

"
Certainly, for the good of the common people. You

see, everything was topsy-turvey. Besides, they suffered

only during the earlier stages of transition. There

was, for instance, the poet who went round among the

workmen to chaffer verses. But there were few willing
to barter solid goods for poetry. Here and there an

intelligent artisan in love i^urchased a serenade, and an
occasional lunatic (for Nature hath her aberrations under
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any system) became the proprietor of an epic. But the

sons of toil drove few bargaius or hard with the sons of

the Muses. The best poets fared worst, for the crowd

sympathised not with their temper, nor with their dic-

tion, and they were Hke to die of starvation and so

achieve speedy recognition. But the miuor poets, too,

were in sore strait. The market was exceedingly lim-

ited. Sellers were many and buyers few. Rondeaus
were hawked about from bvitcher to baker, at ten to the

joint, or three to the four-j^ound loaf, and triolets were

going at a hollow-toothful of brandy. A ballade-worth

of butter would hardly cover a luncheon biscuit, while

a five-act blank-verse tragedy was given away for a

povmd of tea, and that only when the characters were

incestuous and the ca3suras u-reproachable. A famous
female poet was reduced to pawning her best sonnet

for a glass of lemonade and a bun.
'' Times were no less hard for the comic Avriter.

Hitherto he had only to outrage his mother-tongue, or

to debase the moral currency, to find the land ready to

accord him of the fat thereof. He used to sit in a room
in Fleet street and make or steal jokes in retui-n for

gold. By the wonderfid mechanism of the old Society
other meu and women, in whatever part of the world

he might stray, would rush to feed and clothe and house

him, and play and sing and dance to him, and physic

him, and dri\'e him about in carriages, and tell him the

news and shave him, and press upou hhn aromatic mix-

tures to smoke, and love him, and kowtow to him, and

beg of him, and even laugh at his jokes, all in return

for making or stealing jokes in Fleet street. Some of

these men and women would detest jokes, or have a

blindness to their points; nevertheless, not one but

would be eager to express in the most practical form his

or her sense of the services rendered to Society by the

joker. But now that people saw with open eyes through
the transparent meclianism of exchange, they were ex-

tremely lotli to \)fvci with their tangible commodities in

return for mere flashes of Avit or vulgarity. Previously

they had oidy halt' realised that they were soberly and
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seriously making coats, or worldng raacliiues, or smelt-

ing ii'ou, ^Yllile these jesters were merely cudgelling tlieir

brains or consulting back files. The complexity of the

thing had disguised the facts. But now that they saw

exactly what was going on, they became suddenly cal-

lous to numerous vested interests, and their new-found

desire to know why they sliould give up the fruits of

tlieir laboui' pressed very cruelly upon innocent indi-

viduals. The comic writer foimd it no joke to live with
'
I 'd Rajah, not's '

going at seventy-five to the cigarette,

or mockeries of the mother-in-law jdelding but a ton of

coals to the thousand. Puns were barely vendible, and

even comic i)ictui*es could only be sold at a great sacri-

fice of decency.
" The heir was a ij^e of sufferer. Wlien he came

around asking for champagne and chicken, the work-

ing-man said,
' What are you offering us in exchange ?

'

and he rephed,
' My relationship to my father.' But

they would not buy.

"Antiquarians and scholars, too, found it a hard task

to live. No one needed the things they raked up from

the dust-heap of the past. Critics were in an excep-

tionally critical condition. No one cared to exchange
his productions with a man who in return had to offer

only his oi^inion of somebody else's ! As this opinion
was usually worthless even under the old reijime, people
soon began to turn up their noses at it, and nobody
Vv'ould give a rusk for the information that Turner Avas

a better artist than Nature, or that hanging was too

good for Whistler. Remarks about the Italian Renais-

sance were accounted paltry equivalents for green peas,

invidious comparisons among the Lake poets were not

easily negotiable for alpaca umbrellas, and the subtlest

misreadings of Shakespeare were considered trivial sub-

stitutes for small-clothes. The artists were reduced to

})orrowing half-rolls from their models, partly because

j)eople had gone back to Nature and liked then* scenery
free from oil, and drank in tlie Spirit of Beauty without

water, and partly l)ecause it was so difficiilt to assess

the value of a pictm-e now that critics had been starved
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out and speculation had died away. Allegorical paint-
ers continued a mucli-misunderstood race, and the fu-

sion of classes had reacted fatally on. the brisk trade in
' Portraits of a Gentleman.' People who, in their celes-

tial aspirations after the True, the Good, and the Beau-

tiful, had forgotten that they ate and drank and required

food, warmth, and shelter to hatch all these sublime

things with Capital Letters— people who had hereto-

fore poured lofty scorn on those who could not forget
that a man was a being with a body— these were now
the most clamant demanders of the material. Only by
the withdrawal of physical necessaries and luxuries did

they come to realise how much they had depended on

such, or to perceive the impossibility of the Worship of

Truth on an empty stomach. Alas ! under this crude

system of barter the most ardent expression of their

sentiments concerning the ideal and the Kalol'agathon
would not keep them in cigars. The professional para-
doxist went about with holes in his boots. Epigrams
in hand, sickness at heart, and emptiness at stomach,
he crawled through the town in search of a buyer. He
offered a dozen of the choicest apothegms for a pair of

hob-nailed boots, conjuring the cobbler like the veriest
' commercial ' to note the superiority of the manufac-

ture. He pointed out that he travelled with the latest

novelties in Impressionist Ethics, perfect unfitness guar-
anteed. He even offered to make a reduction if the

cobbler would take a quantity. The worthy craftsman,

stung by the prospect of a cheap job lot of epigrams,
was prevailed upon to look at the goods. But when he

read that 'Vice is the foundation of all virtue,' that
* Self-sacrifice is the quintessence of selfishness,' and
that ' The Good of Evil outweighs the Evil of Good,' he

felt that he could do much better with his boots, even if

he only employed them to kick the epigrammatist. The

poor wretch thought himself lucky when he succeeded

in purchasing two epigTamsworth of tobacco and a

paradoxworth of potatoes. To cap his misfortunes, the

nation suffered from a sudden invasion of immigrant

epigrammatists, so that cynicisms went a-begging at ten
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for a sausage-roll. Nor was the dull but moral maxim
at less discount than the witty but improper epigi-am.

Essays inculcating the most superior vii'tues failed to

counterbalance a day's charing, and the tinest spiritual-

istic soft soap would not wash clothes. Even the wash-

erwoman deemed her work more real and valuable than

the manufacture of moralities too fine for use, and the

deliberate effusion of sentiments too good to be true.
'' In those days, too, a complete political platform, com-

prising a score of first-class articles of faith, sold at a

pail* of second-hand slop-trousers, and a speech of three

hours and three hundred parentheses could not fetch

more than a pot of jam in the open market. The work-

houses were crowded with politicians, cidtics, poets, nov-

elists, bishops, sporting tipsters, scholars, heirs, soldiers,

dudes, painters, journalists, peers, bookmakers, laud-

lords, punsters, idealists, and other incorrigible persons.

Nothing was more curious and heartrending in the his-

tory of this transition to a new stage than the rapidity
with which those who had been most exigent towards

life bated their terms. Men who, in then- aspirations
after the Good and the Beautiful and the True, had

unwittingly wasted an intolerable deal of the world's

substance in riotous idealising,
— men who had so long

breathed the atmosphere of ottomans and rose-leaves

that they were barely conscious of their privileges,
—

now found themselves clamouring for bread wherewith
to stay the cravings of their inner selves, and accounted

themselves happy if they found a roof to shelter them.

The pathos of it was that they felt it all too intensely
to see the pathos of it, or to express it in poem, picture,
or song.

"
It was, of course, the current political economy

to which was due this immense depreciation in the ex-

change value of the higher kinds of intellectual and
artistic work. In the old Socialistic system which had
been swept away by the abolition of money, men had

purchased literary and musical commodities in common,
each consumer paying his quota for his share of an
unconsumable and infinitely divisible whole. But now
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few individuals cared or could afford to purchase whole
works for theii* private edification

;
and so it came to

pass that men of talent suft'ei'ed as much as men of

genius in the olden days. And when it began to be

imderstood of the people that the times were other, and
that Art and Letters and Apostleship would not pay,
men turned in resignation to work with their hands,
and they made all kinds of useful things.
"And the bookmakers returned not to their pens, nor

the pot-boiling painters to their palettes, nor the apos-
tles to their prophesying, being otherwise engaged and
not thereto driven by inward necessity.

" And the Society of Authors perished !

" But the gi-eat poets, and the prophets, and the work-
ers in colour and form, upon whom the spmt rested,

these wrought on when theii- daily labour for a liveli-

hood was at an end, for joy of their art and for the

religious fire that was in them, giving freely of their

best to their fellow-men, and exempt for evennore

from all taint of trade."

The Cynic paused, and I sat silent, deeply impressed

by what he had said, and striving to imprint every word
of it upon my memory, so that I might sell it to a mag-
azine.

XIV

MODERN MYTH-MAKING

SO
far as I can gather from the publications of the

Folklore Society, the science of Folklore is in a

promising condition. The doctors seem to be agreed
neither about the facts nor the methods nor the con-

clusions, but othei'wise their unanimity is wonderful.

Originally the science was made in Germany, where it

still flourishes, like all sciences that I'equire infinite pains
and inexhaustible dulness. All that can be done with

any fruitfulness is apparently the collection and classi-

fication of stories, songs and superstitions. Hypotheses
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and theories are mainly bricks without straw, and the

only certain conclusion that may be drawn from the

prevalence of folk-tales aU over the world is that all

men are liars. This was the first conti'ibution to the

science, and the Psalmist may be legarded as the

founder of Folklore. Herder made an advance when
he collected the folk-songs of many nations

;
and Grimm

as a collector was truly scientific, but when he brought
in his mythological explanations he brought in mythol-

ogy. Benfey's celebrated theory that Em'opean folk-

tales are Oriental in origin and comparatively recent in

date seems to be bearing up well.

But no one seems to study the mythopoetic instinct

as it manifests itself in modern life, in the daily refrac-

tion of fact through the medium of imagination (a

medium whose power of refraction is far greater than
that of water). Because we no longer create gods and

goddesses, or people the woods and brooks with fairies

and nymphs, and the forest with gnomes and the hills

with hobgoblins — because we do not soften our lives

with an atmosphere of gracious superuaturalism, and
fresco our azm'e ceiling with angels— it is assumed that

the mythopoetic instinct is dead. Far from it! It is

as lively as ever, and we may watch it at play in the

biulding up of legends, in the creation of mythical fig-

ures; in the shaping of the Boulanger legend, the

Napoleonic legend, the Beaconsfield legend with its

poetical machinery of the primrose, the Booth legend,
the Blavatsky legend; in the fathering of epigrams
upon tj'pical wits like Sheridan, or the attribution of

all jokes to "Punch"; in the creation of non-existent

bodies like the -Esthetes, and in the private circulation

of scandals about public personages ;
in the perpetual

revival of the Blood Accusation against the Jews, or the

pathetic clinging to the miracles of exposed Spiritualists
and Theosophists ;

in the Gladstone of Tory imagina-
tions and the Balfoiir of Radical; in the Irish patriot
of oratory ;

in the big-footed Englishwoman of French

fancy, and the English conception of the Scotchman
who cannot see a joke ;

in the persistence of traditional
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beliefs or prejudices that would be destroyed by one in-

spection.

Apotlieosis is still with us, and diabolification (if I

may coin a word). We canonise as prodigally as in the

mediaeval ages, and are as keen as ever about relics.

We are still looking out for dead King Arthur : he will

return by way of the County Council. Plus ga change

phis c'est la meine chose—probably the profoundest ob-

servation ever made by a Frenchman. Our mytho-
poetic instinct is as active as of yore, only the mode of

its expression is changed. It works on modern lines,

has taken to prose instead of poetry, and only occa-

sionally unfurls wings. Why does not the Folklore

Society investigate the origin of our modern myths?
Why not seize on the instinct as it is seen at play in

our midst, moulding movements and fashioning faiths?

Why not catch it in the act— employ vivisection, so to

speak, instead of dissecting dead remains "? Why not

try to extract from the living present the laws of the

creation and development of myths and the conditions

of their persistence, so that by applying these laws

retrospectively we may come to understand our heri-

tage of tradition ? Ah ! but this would require insight
into life, which your scientist has no mind for. Besides,

dry-as-dust work— collation and classification— may
be distributed among the members of a society ;

but

how require of them fresh vision ? There is dispute as

to how folklore arose : one school talks vaguely of cre-

ation by the clan, the community, the race
;
another

insists that the germ at least must always have sprung
from some one individual mind, just as a proverb may
be the wisdom of many but must be the wit of one

;

that ideas that are "in the air," like a tree whose
branches are everywhere and whose trunk nowhere, had
a single root once; and that every on dit was literally
'^^ one says" originally. But if we watch the process of

mythopoetising in our daily life, we shall see both

theories illustrated. Consider the myth of Lord Ran-

dolph's small stature : it may be traced easily enougli,
to I\Ir. Furniss's pencil. Many people who have the
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impression forgot whence they derived it
;
and many

wlio never saw Punch had the idea conveyed to them

by London letter-writing journaUsts who never saw
Chiu'chill. Yet there is no doubt that the myth is the

creation of a single man. In this instance the genesis
is clear, and it makes for the one-man theoiy. In other

instances, I can quite imagine myths arising from a

spectacle witnessed in common by a multitude, or an
incident developing itself under the eyes of many. No
single reporter of the doings in Sherwood Forest built

up the Robin Hood legend.
Doubtless every ballad was the work of an individual

;

crowds do not spontaneously burst out into identical

remarks, except on the stage. But the crowd was

ready for the individual's ballad
;

it furnished him with

his theme and his inspii-ation, so that he "
gave back in

rain what he received in mist." Thus, most folklore

would owe its birth to the co-operation of the individual

and the community— the former the creative or male

factor, the latter the receptive or feminine factor. The
one man launches his jest, his caricature, his story, his

melod,y, into a sympathetic but inarticulate environ-

ment. Then it is taken up, it is transformed, it gTOws

mighty. The" Times "
is something very different from

the total of the contributors' manuscripts.

Perhaps the most interesting field of folklore work,
from the point of view of mei'e literature, was that

opened up by Von Hahn's classification of the stories of

the world according to their original elements, their

bare plots. There are about seventj' main types of

stories to which all the wandering tales of the world

may be reduced. As thus :

GRATEFUL BEASTS' TYPE

1. A man saves some beasts and a man from a pit.

2. The beasts somehow make him rich, and the man
somehow tries to ruin him.

I have little doubt that these might be fined down to

seventeen on a very broad basis of classification. 1
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should like to see an analysis of the world's novels simi-

lar to that wbich Polti has made for the drama. Prob-

ably it would need a Society to do it, though it would

be easy enough to keep pace with the output when once

the arrears were cleared off. There are only twenty
novels published every week in England, omitting se-

rials, and probably only two or three hundred in the

whole world. By a division of labour these could be

easily taken to pieces aud their plots dissected. In time

this might lead to a copyright in incidents as well as

in words and titles, and the stock situations would be

stocked no more, and the conventional noveUsts would

be killed off. Even if Parliament did not see its w^ay

to copyrighting incidents, for fear good ideas spoiled

by weak writers should be lost to use by the strong, the

puljlication of a catalogue of the motives of fiction al-

ready treated would deter all but the most shameless

from chaugnig infants at nurse, or rescuing yomig
ladies from ])ulls, or mistaking brother and sister for

lovers, or having to do with wills lost, stolen, or strayed.

Colossal as the task looks, a first rough analysis would

sweep away half the new novels of the month and in-

clude three-fourths of the fiction of the past. Here

is the broadest and most general formula of Enghsh
fiction as she is wrote for the young person : A young
man meets a young ivumun under iiniJiopitious conditions

ivhieh delay their union.

Nine- tenths of the novels of the day may be dissected

under the following heads: {a) Description of Hero;

(h) Of Heroine
; (c) How they fii'st met

; {d) Why they

did not marry till the last chapter.

There ! Quite unintentionally I have given away the

secret of novel-writing. It is, for all the world, like the

parlour game of Consequences, wherein each person

fills up a form unknown to the others. The muscidar

John Jones met the beautiful Princess of Portman

Square in the Old Kent Eoad, aud said to her,
"
Oh,

'Arriet, I 'm waitin' for you," and she repUed, ''You

must wait till the end of the third volume," and the

consequences were that they got married, and the world
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said,
'' "We must get this from Mudie's." After this les-

son in fiction any one may rival the masters, provided he
can hold a pen and does n't mind leaving the speUing
to the compositors. You may perhaps think that the

real value of a book lies in the accessories before the

marriage, in the pictui-es of life and character
;
but I

can assure you, unless you turn everything round this

axis, the critics will tell you you can't construct. For

my part, I would rather have " The Story of an African

Farm," two-storied as it really is, than a hundred bun-

galow romances. Better genius without art than art

without genius.
For French fiction the formula would have to be

varied. It would run : (o) Hero ; {h) Heroine
; (c) How

they first loved
; {d ) What the hero's wife or the hero-

ine's husband did
-, (e) Who died %

Another piece of work I should like to see done is a
census of the population of novels. Then we should
see clearly how far they are a reflection of life. In

England I warrant the professional men would out-

number all others
;
the aristocracy would come next,

and the urban working-man woidd be swamped by the

villagers. The nation of shopkeepers would be poorly
represented, and artisans would be few in the land.

There would be more perfectly beautiful EugUsh girls
than there are guis in England, more American mil-

lionaires than even the States can raise, aud more
penniless lords than if Debrett were a charity hst of

paupers j
more satauic guardsmen than ever wore "

the
widow's uniform," more briefless barristers than all the
men who have eaten dinners in vegetarian restaurants,
and more murderers than have ever been caught since

the days of Jonathan Wild. Indeed, I am not certam
but what the population of English novels would come
out thirteen millions, mostly criminals. The relative

proportions of blondes and brunettes would also be

brought out, and whether tliere is a run on any especial
colour of hair. Plain heroines came in with Jane Eyre.
It v.-ould be interesting to ascertain if they are still worn
or stUl weary.
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XV

THE PHILOSOPHY OF TOPSY-TIIRVEYDOM

MY friends, topsy-turveydom is not so easy as it

looks. The trouble is not in invei-tiug, but in

finding- lohat to invert. Our language is full of ancient

saws, but it takes wit to discover which to tui-n upside
down. Anybody can stand anything on its head, but
it is only the real humourist who knows which thing
can stand on its head without falling or looking foolish.

'T is the same in stage dialogue. Many a man of

moderate wit can find a repartee when the joke is

unconsciously led up to by another speaker. It is the

preparation for the joke that is the di-amatist's diffi-

culty. To borrow a term from the Greek grammars,
the protasis of the repartee is more troublesome than
the apodosis. The puzzle is, therefore, find the pro-
tasis. When Barry Pain says that sometimes the

glowing fire in the grate stares at you from behind its

bars, as if it could read pictures in you, you cannot

help laughing. If he had given you the protasis,
" You

gaze into the fire as if you could read pictm^es in it,"

even you could have invented the inversion. Topsy-
tui'veydom is, I repeat, no laughing matter. It is an
art^— and must be studied. When Besant's School of

Literatm-e is founded, there wiU be

EXERCISES IN TOPSY-TURVEYDOM

1. Invert the following commonplaces humorously :

Honesty is tlie best policy.
The cup that cheers but not inebriates.

Fools rush in where angels fear to tread.

Like a child in its mother's arms.

{Not so easy, you see !)

2. Invert the following motifs humorously :

(«) A parted husband and wife reconciled by their little child.

(Stock Poetry.)
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(h) A patient marrying his nurse on recovery. (Stock Story.)

(c) A mother-in-law who comes to stay six months. (The Old

Humour. )

Inversion may be applied, you see, both to ideas and

to phrases. Let me contribute a specimen of either

sort to the Uterary primer of the future :

THE ECONOMY OF SMOKING

I MUST really give up not smoking, at least till the

American Copyright Act works smoothly, and I am in

a position to afford luxuries. At present this habit of

not smoking is a drain upon my resources which I can

ill support. "Wlienever a man comes to my house, I

have to give him cigars, or else gain the reputation

of a churly and ill-mannered host. In the olden days,

when I was economical and smoked all day long, I

could go to that man's house and get those cigars back.

Very often, too, I used to get the best of the bargain,

and thus effect considerable economies in the purchase

of good tobacco. Nowadays, not only have I got to

give away cigars for nothing, but they must be good
ones. Formerly if I gave my friends bad cigars, it was

from a box I was obviously smoking myself, and there-

fore they had at least the consolation of knowing I was

a companion in misfortune. But to give others "evils

from wliicli you are yourself exempt
"

(to quote Lucre-

tius) would be a terrible blend of bad taste and inhospi-

tahty. Under such circumstances a man looks on a bad

cigar as an insult, and the greater insult because it is

a gi-atuitous one. But my losses from these sources are

trivial compared with the item for theatres. In the pure,

innocent days, when I could not bear to let my pipe

out of my mouth even for a moment, I was unable to

go to theatres; but now that I have taken to not smok-

ing, I have fallen a victim to my other craving
— the

passion for the play. Three stalls a week tot up fright-

fully in a year. isTo, decidedly I must check this ex-

travagant habit of not smoking before I am irretriev-

ably ruined. •
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This is forced, but Truth often dwells at the bottom
of a paradox. As thus :

THE DANGER OF LEARNING TO SWIM

The danger of drowning arises mainlyfrom being able

to swim. The ability to swim is of little use as a safeguard

against drowning, for it is only in a minority of cases

that the accident thoughtfuEy allows you every facility

for displaying your powers of natation
; you are not

conceded a calm stream, a calm mind, and a bathing-

costume; usually you are disorganised, ah initio, by the

unexpectedness of the thing, you are weighed down by
your clothes and your pm-se, you arc entangled with

sails, or clutched at by felloAV-passengers, or sucked into

vortices. In a big steamer accident, what chance is

there for those \v\\o can swim ? Only an occasional

Hercules can keep afloat in a heavy sea, and he not for

long. The most that swimming can do for you is to

enable you to save yourself in circmnstances where you
would very pi'obably be saved by somebody else. On
the other hand, the ability to swim exposes you to many
risks you would never have run had you been helpless
in the vrater. You swim in perilous places, you go out

too far and cannot get back, you expose yourself to the

possibilities of cramp, you try to save other people's
lives and lose your own. There is also the temptation
to go to the Bath Club in Piccadilly and die of a too

liLXurious lunch. On the whole, I believe as many
swimmers are drowned as non-swimmers when a gen-
eral accident occurs, while the swimmers invite special
accidents of their own. Do you deduce from this that I

advise you not to learn to swim i Quite the contrary : it

is a delightfid and invigorating exercise. Only you must
not imagine you are thereby armed against fate. Swim-

ming foramusement is as different from swimming for Ufe

as yachting on the Thames is from crossing the Atlantic.

For my example of phrase-inversion I cannot do bet-

ter than reprint the open letter addx'essed by me— in
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the height of his success, and in parody of his manner
— to the great j^^i^'aseur and farceur of his little day ;

especially as some have thought to see in it proof that

prophecy has not yet died out of Israel.

My dear Sir : I have never for one moment doubted

that you are a tliinker, a poet, an art critic, a dramatist,

a novelist, a wit, an Athenian, and whatever else you

say you are. You are all these things
— I confess it to

your shame, I have always looked down upon you
Avith admiration. As an epigrammatist I consider you

only second to myself, though I admit that in the senti-

ment,
^' to be intelligible is to be fovmd out," I had the

disadvantage of prior pubhcation. When you point
out that Art is infinitely superior to Nature, I feel that

you are cribbing from my unimblished poems, and I

am quite at one with you in regarding the sunset as a

plagiarism. Nature is undoubtedly a trespasser, and

should be warned off without the option of a fine. I

say these things to make it quite clear that I speak to you
more in anger than in sorrow. You are much too im-

portant to be discussed seriously, and if I take the trouble

to give you advice, it is only because I am so much

younger than you. I am certain you are ruining yourself

by cigarette cynicism ;
far better the rough, clay-pipe

cynicism of a Swift. There is no smoke without fire, but

it requires very little fii'e to keep a cigarette going. The

ai*t of advertising oneself by playful puffs is not superior

to Nature. But you are not really playful and inno-

cent
;

it would be ungracious to deny that you have aU

the coiTuption which the Stage has so truly connected

with the cigarette. Still, is n't it about time you got
divorced and settled down "i At present there are only
two good plays in the world— ''The Second Book of

Samuel" and ''Lady Windermere's Fan"; surely you
have power to add to their number. Try a quiet life

of artistic production, and don't talk so much about

Art. We are tii'ed of missionaries, whether they wear

the white tie of the Cluirch or of Society, and it is a

great pity we have not the simple remedy of the savages,
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who eat tlieh's. These few words of admonition would
be incomplete if I did not impress upon you that policy
is the only honesty. Art is short and life is long, and
a stitch in time debars one from having a new coat.

You can take a di'ink to the horse, but you can't make
him well

;
and nothing succeeds like failure. Vice is the

only perfect form of virtue, and vii-tue Easy there !

Steady! Avast! Belay! Which!
The Boeotians are dull folk, no doubt, but life would

be dull without them. Imagine a wilderness of Wildes !

It would be like a sky all rainbows. Then what beauti-

ful whetstones the Boeotians are ! Abuse them, by aU

means, so long as they will pay for it. But what a

blessing that the minds capable of taking the artistic

view of life are rare enough to keep the race sane !

The coarser forms of egotism seem less baneful to the

brain-tissue. You claim to be an Athenian, but the

Athenians did not smoke cigarettes. It is true that

tobacco had not been invented, but this is a sordid de-

tail. If Athens stands for anything in the history of

culture, it is for sanity, balance, strength. Aristotle,

at least as much an Athenian as any native of Ireland,
meditated about esthetics, but he meditated also about

polities, logic, philosophy, political economy, ethics—
everything. Socrates was a eauseiir, but he was also a

martyr. No, after all the Beautiful is not so important
as you imagine you are. No doubt for a few bOlion years

painters and musicians and epigrammatists will remain

the centre of creation
;
but when the sun grows cold it

is conceivable that invaluable canvases may be used

up as fuel, and that humanity may sacrifice even your

printed paradoxes to keep warmth a little longer in its

decrepit bones. The fact is, you are too born^, too one-

sided, to be accepted as a "
king of men." You take such

broad views that you grow naiTOW. What you want is a

little knowledge of life, and twelve months' hard labour.

But though topsy-turveydom may be attained with

comparative ease, itiierforms a lofty philosophical func-

tion. Everything rusts by use. Our moral ideals grow

141



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

mouldy if pi'eached too mucli ;
our stories stale if told too

often. Conventionality is but a living death. The other

side of everything must be shown, the reverse of the

medal, the silver side of the shield as well as the golden.
Convex things are equally concave, and concave things
convex. The world was made round so that one man's
''

up
" should be another man's " down." The world is

the Earthly Paradox, with four cardinal points of mutual

contradiction, all equally N., S., E., and W. 'T is thus

a symbol of all paradoxes, of all propositions in which

mutually contradictory things are true. Nay, paradox
is the only truth, for it cannot be denied

; including,
hke the world, its own contradiction. Topsy-turveydom
imfolds our musty ideas to the sun and spreads them
ou.t the other way. The man who reverses the Fifth

Commandment and says that parents should honour

then- children is not a flippant jester, but a philosophic
thinker. This is the true inwardness of the topsy-tur-

vey humourist.

Topsy-turveydom has played a prodigious part in the

progress of thought. The history of philosophy and
science is merely a tale of development by topsy-tur-

veydom, every new thinker simply contradicting his

predecessor. Thales said water was the primitive prin-

ciple of all things; so Anaximander said it was air,

whereupon Anaximenes said it was matter. This made

Pythagoras maintain it was not concrete matter but

abstract number
; whereupon Xenophanes would have

it that it was not number but pure monistic being, and
his disciple Zeno invented some delightful and immor-

tal paradoxes to prove that time and motion and num-
ber and change have no existence, and only existence

exists. Up comes Heraclitus, proving that existence

does n't exist, and there is nothing in the world but be-

coming : that so far from change not existing, nothing
exists but change. Tt was now about time to returu to

earth, and so Empedocles and Domocritus came along
with their Atoms

; thereby provoking Anaxagoras into

bi"inging in Soul to explain things. Things were going
on thus satisfactorily when the Sophists appeared on
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the scene to say tliat we did n't really know anything,
because all our knowledge was subjective, so Socrates

insisted that it did n't matter, because conduct was three-

fourths of life. Plato retorted that it did matter, and
he invented an archetypal universe of which this was a

faint and distorted copy. Naturally Aristotle must con-

tradict him by founding empirical science, which con-

cerns itself only with this world. On his heels came the

Stoics, who would have nothing to do with science ex-

cept in so far as it made men virtuous, and who wanted
to live soberly and severely. This provoked the neo-

Platonists into craving for ecstatic union with the s^^-

pernatural. The transition period from ancient philos-

ophy to modern was one long fight between Nominahsts
and Realists, the one school teaching the exact opposite
of the other.

But it is in the history of Modern Philosophy and
Modern Science that one finds the strongest examples
of this progress by paradox. The triumph of topsy-

turveydom was when Gahleo, the Oscar Wilde of As-

tronomy, declared that the earth went round the sun—
a sheer piece of inversion. Dar^vin, the Bairry Pain of

Biology, asserted that man rose from the brutes, and

that, instead of creatures being adapted to conditions,

conditions adapted creatures. Berkeley, the Lewis

Carroll of Metaphysics, demonstrated that our bodies

are in our minds, and Kant, the W. S. Gilbert of Phi-

losophy, showed that space and time live in us. In Lit-

erature it is the same story. To credit the scholars,

Homer is no longer a man, nor the Bible a book. As
for Zechariah, it was wi'itten before Genesis. This

topsy- tm'veydom is a valuable organon of scientific dis-

covery. Take any accepted proposition, invert it, and

you get a New Truth. Any historian who wishes to

make a name has but to state that Ahab was a saint and

Elijah a Philistine — that Ananias was a realist and

George Washington a liar — that Charles I. was a Re-

publican hampered by his official position, and that the

Ai-mada defeated Drake— tliat Socrates died of drink-

ing, and that hemlock was what he gave Xautippe. In
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fact, tliere is uo domain of intellect in wliich a judicious
cultivation of topsy-turveydom may not be recom-
mended. Ask why R. A.'s are invariably colour-blind,
and you become a great art critic, while a random re-

gret that Mendelssohn had no ear for music will bring
you to the very front in musical eii'cles. For the tail

shall always wag the dog in the end, and Aristides will

never be able to remain in Athens if men tvill call him
" the Just." Tout passe, tout casse, tout lasse. We are

bored— and then comes the topsy-turveyist's opportu-

nity.
" To every action there is an equal and contrary

reaction "
is a sui'e law of motion, and in the seesaw of

speculation the ''down" of to-day is the *'up" of to-

morrow. Next century we shall be sick of science
;
and

indeed the spooks are ah-eady retiu'ning for the funeral

of this. I shall end with

AN APOLOGY TO A CELEBRATED CHARACTER

As a synonym for sin,

Jezebel,
I '11 no longer drag you in,

Jezebel.
Now I know your glorious mission was to spread

the truths Phoenician,

Metaphoric life anew you shall begin,
Jezebel

;

Metaphoric life anew you shall begin,

Cultured Baalite, loyal wife,

Jezebel,

Martyr in a noble strife,

Jezebel
;

Protestant for light and sweetness 'gainst the

narrow incompleteness
Of Elijah and Elisha's view of life,

Jezebel
;

Of Elijah and Elisha's view of life.
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XVI

GHOST-STORIES

WHY do ghosts walk at Christmas ? What seduc-

tioft hath Yule Tide for these phantastio fellows,
that it lures them from their warm fireplaces 1 Is it

that the cool snow is grateful after the fervours of their

torrid zone, where even the pyrometer would fail to

record the temperature ? Is it that Dickens is respon-
sible for the season, and that Marley's ghost has set the

fashion among the younger spooks? The ghost of

Hamlet's father was not so timed : he walked in all

weathers. Perhaps it is the supernatui'al associations

of Christmas that create the atmosphere in which ghosts
live and move and have their being. Or perchance it

is at the season of family reunion that the thoughts
turn most natiu-ally to vacant chairs and the presences
that once flUed them. Or is it that the ghosts walk for me
alone, by reason that Christmas always brings me haunt-

ing thoughts of them '? For my youth was nursed upon
the "penny dreadfuls" of an age thatknewnot " Chums,"
northe ' '

Boys' wn Paper." They were not so very dread-

ful, those "penny dreadfuls," though dreadfully disre-

spectful to schoolmasters, who were wont to rend them
in pieces in revenge. The heroes of the stories began
to urge on their wild career in the school-room, where

they executed practical jokes that would have gladdened
the heart of Mr. Gilbert's merry Governor

;
the jokers

were never found out unless they confessed to spare
another boy's feelings, and then the schoolmaster was
so touched that he spared theirs. After passing through
five formsand upsettingthem aU, they arrived at the sixth

form, which demanded a new volume to itself, called,

let us say,
" Tom Tiddler's School-days Continued,"

and mainly devoted to cigars .and flirtation.
" Tom

Tiddler at (!!ollege
" followed— all

" wines " and proctor-

baiting, with Tom Tiddler as stroke in the victorious

'Varsity eight.
" Tom Tiddler Abroad " was the next
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title, for tlie chronicle of a popular hero would run on
for years and years ;

and in this section red Indians and
wild beasts were rampant. 'T were long to trace the

fortunes of Tom Tiddler in all their thrilling involu-

tions
;
but when he had painted the globe red he mar-

ried and settled down. And then began
"
Young Tom

Tiddler's School-days,"
''

Young Tom TidcUer's School-

days Continued,"
"
Young Tom Tiddler Abroad," and

all the weekly round of breathlessness
j and never was

proverb truer than that the young cock cackles as the

old cock crows. By the time interest palled in the son
a new generation of readers had arisen, and the un-

blushing paper commenced to run " Tom Tiddler's

School-days" again. So went the whu-ligig. But at

Christmas, when the blue-nosed waits carol in the cold

and boys have extra pennies, Tom Tiddler himself slunk

into the background, lost in the ample folds of a '' Double

Number," the same blazoned impudently, as though it

did not demand double money. But the extra penny-
worth was all ghosts : ghosts, ghosts, ghosts ;

full mea-

sure, pressed down and running over
;
not j^ovir Ibsenian

shadows of heredity, but real live ghosts, handsomely
appointed, with chains and groans and wavy wardi'obes.

They lived in moated granges and ivj^-wi-eathed castles,
and paced snowy ten'aces or dark, desolate corridors.

There was no talk then of psychic manifestations, or

auras, or telepathy, or spiritual tether. Ghosts were
soHd realities in those days of the double number.

*' To every man upon this earth death cometh soon
or late," as Macaulay sings, and it is no less impossible
to escape spu'it-rapping and all the fascinating menu
of the Psychical Society. The epidemic, which is con-

tagious to the last degree, seizes its victims when they
are off guard, under pretense of amusing an idle hour,
and ends by robbing them of sleep and health

;
some it

drives into lunatic asylums and some into newsi^aper

correspondence. That thouglit-reading is not neces-

sarily delusion or collusion is now generally recognised ;

a protegee of Mr. F. W. Myers convinced me of the pos-

sibihty of simple feats, though not of her explanation
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of tliem. She credited tliem to spii-its, and wicked

spirits to boot. In vain I pointed out that spirits who

occupied themselves so docilely about matters so trivial

must be harmless creatures with no more guile than the

village idiot : she would concede no gi-ain of goodness
in their composition. Table-turning I had never seen.

Ghosts I had never met, though I had met plenty of

persons who had their acquaintance. Like Lady Mary
Wortley jMontagu— or is it Madame de Stael 1— I did not

believe in them, but I was afraid of them. Premonitions

I had often had, but they had scarcely ever come true.

But now I am prepared to believe anything and every-

thing, and to come up to the Penitent Fonn— if there

be one — of the Psychical Society and to declare myself
saved. I am already preparing a waxen image of a

notorious critic, to stick pins thereinto. Not that I did

not always believe the Spook Society was doing neces-

sary Avork in supplementing the crude treatises of our

psychologists, who are the most fatuous and self-com-

placent scientists going.

My conversion to a deeper interest in the obscurer

psychic phenomena befell thi-ough encountering a the-

atrical touring company in a dull provincial town. The
barber told me about it— a dapper young Englishman
of twenty-five, with an unimpeachable necktie.

Barber. "
They 're playing

' Macbeth '

to-night, sir."

Author (growling). "Indeed?"
B, "Yes, sir; I 'm told it 's pretty thick."

A. "What's pretty thick?"

B. "'Macbeth.'"
A. " What do you mean by 'thick'?"

B, " Full of gore, sir. I don't like those sort o' pieces.

I like opera— Utopia
' and that sort o' thing. You cj'.n

see plenty o' thick things in real life. I don't want i o

go to the tlieatre to get the creeps and horrors. But

I 've seen ' Othello ' and *

Virginius.
'"

A. " Ha ! Do you know who wrote ' OtheUo '
?
"

B. "
No, that i don't."

A. " Do you know who wrote ' Macbeth '
?
"

B. "Now you ask me something!"
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A. (specukting sadly on the vanity of fame and the

absurdity of being a national bard, but determined to

vindicate a brother author)
" ' Othello

' and ' Macbeth '

were written by Shakespeare."
B. (unmoved)

" Ah ! that 's the man that wrote ' Tam-

ing of the Shrew,' is n't it?"

A. (astonished) "Yes."

So the Author went to see the thick play, and found

he knew Lady Macbeth, nay, had— by an odd episode
— first seen her in dressing-gown and curl-papers; so,

presuming upon this intimate acquaintanceship, he got

himself bidden to the Banquet— in less Shakespearian

language, he went to supper. The Banquet was imin-

terrupted by Banquos or other bogies. I^ady Macbeth
— in a Parisian art-gown— sipped mUk after her bloody

exertions, and hstened graciously, her fair young head

haloed in smoke, to her guest's comparison of herself

with Mrs. Siddons. Biit Lady Macbeth's Chaperon was

a Medium, self-made, and when the compliments and

the supper had been cleared away, the Medium kindly

proposed to exhibit her newly-discovered prowess with

the Planchette. The Planehette, as everybody knows,

and as I did n't know myself till I saw it, is a wooden

heart that runs on two hind wheels, and has a pencil

stuck thi-ough the centre of its apex. The Medium

gracefully places her hand upon the heart, which after

an interval of Quaker-like meditation begins to write,

as abruptly as a Quaker is moved by the Spirit, and as

aljruptly finishes.

Author. ''What do I want to do early to-morrow

morning ?
"

What was in his mind was: "Send a wire to Man-

chester." The Planchette almost instantly scribbled:
" Send a telegram to yoiu* brother." Now, his brother

teas connected with the matter; and although at the

time he considered the Planehette half wrong, yet in

the morning, after reconsidering the question, the Au-

thor actually did send the wire to his brother instead.

Sundi-y other things did the Planchette write, mostly

wise, but sometimes foolish. It did not hesitate, for ex-
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ample, over the publisher of a certain anonjTuous book,
but failed to give the title, though it wrote glibly,
" Children of Night." These results were sufficiently

startling to invite further investigation, so the trio next

proceeded to "call spirits from the vasty deep" by
making a circle of their thirty fingers upon a wooden
table. Very soon the table gave signs of upheaval,
while some cobbhng sprite fell to tapping merrily at

his trade within its hgneous recesses. Lady Macbeth
said that these taps denoted its readiness to hold com-
munion with the grosser earth, and constituted its sole

vocabidary. As in the game of Animal, Vegetable, and

Mineral, its information was to be extracted by a series

of queries admitting of "yes" or "no" in answer.

One tap denoted "
no," three "

yes," and two " doubt-

ful." It could also give numerical replies. The table

or the sprite, having indicated its acquiescence in this

code, proceeded to give a most satisfactory account of

itself. It told the Author his age, the time of day, the

date of the month, carefully allowing for its being i^ast

midnight (which none of the human trio had thought
of) ;

it was excellently posted on his private concerns,

knowing the date of his projected visit to America, and
the name of his j^ast work aud his futm*e wife. Its

orthography was impeccable, though its method was
somewhat tedious, for the Autlior had to run through
the alphabet to provoke the sprite into tapping at any
particular letter. But one soon grew reconciled to its

cumbrous methods, as though holding convei'se with a

foreigner ;
and its remarks made up in emphasis what

they lacked in brevity, and were given with exemplary
promptitude. Interrogated as to its own personality,
it declared it was an unborn spirit, destined to be born
in ten years.

" Do you know what makes you be

born "?" inquired the Author. "
Yes," it replied. "Will

you tell us?" "Yes." "
Tell us, then." " F-0-R-C-E."

"
Is it God's force r' "No." "

Is Ho not omnipotent,
then?" "No." "Whatisthe true religion"?" "Buddh-
ism." "Do you mean Madame Blavatsky was right?"
"Yes." "Is there a heaven?" "Yes." "A Hell?"
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'^ No." To hear a small still voice rapping, rapping in

the silence of the small houi's, rapping out the secrets

of the universe, was weird enough. It was as though
MUton's words were indeed inspired, and—

Millions of spiritual creatures walk the earth

Unseen.

" What !

"
thought the Author,

"
shall the Great Secret

which has puzzled so many heads— heads in caps and
heads in tm-bans, heads in bonnets and heads in berettas,
as Heine hath it— shall the explanation of the Universe,
which bafded Aristotle, and puzzled Hegel, and still

more his readers, be the i^roperty of this wretched little

unborn babe, this infant rapping in the night, and with

no language but a rap ? Was, then, Wordsworth right,

and is our birth ' but a sleep and a forgetting
'
f
"

And,
mingled with these questionings, a sort of compassion
for the poor orphan spirit, inarticidate and misunder-

stood, beating humbly at the gates of speech. Nathe-

less was the Author quite incredulous, and even while

he was listening reverently to these voices from Stead-

laud, his cold cjniic brain was revolving a scientific the-

ory to account for the striking manifestations.

In the course of two or three stances, with lights tiirned

low, but honesty burning high— for Lady Macbeth was

guileless, and her Chaperon above suspicion,
— various

other ''

spirits
" hastened to be interviewed. There was

'^

Ma," who afterwards turned out to be the Chaperon's
"
Pa," whose name— a queer French name— it gave in

full. The Chaperon's
''

Pa," who was dead, announced
he was no longer a widower, for his relict had just re-

joined him on Wednesday— the 10th. This news of

her mother's death was unknown to the Chaperon. In

truth,
" Pa "

is still a widower.
Another "spirit"

— a woman (who refused to give
her age)

—
predicted that the amount of money taken

at the theatre the next night would be £44. The actual

returns on the mon-ow were £44 Os. Gd. But when,
elated by its success, it prophesied £43, the returns were

only £34. But this same creature, that gave only an

150



GHOST-STORIES

inverted trutli— perhaps it was momentarily controlled

by the spirit of Oscar Wilde — displayed remarkable

knowledge in other directions. Asked if it knew what

piece had been played the week before in the theatre—
a question that none of the three could have answered—
it rephed,

" ' The Road to ' " '' Do you mean
' The

Road to Ruin '
f
" the Author mterrupted eagerly, tired

of its tedious letter-by-letter methods. "
No," it re-

sponded vehemently; and finished,
" '

F-o-r-t-u-n-e.'"

Lady Macbeth considted the '*

Era," and sure enough
''The Road to Fortune" had preceded her own com-

pany.
'* Can you tell us the piece to follow?" the au-

thor asked
;
and the "

spirit
"
responded readily

" ' The
Pro '" "Do you mean 'The Professor's Love

Story'?" the Author again interrupted. "No; 'The

Prodigal,'
" answered the table. "Ah! 'The Prodigal,'"

echoed the Author, confounding it temporarily with
" The Profligate" ;

but the spirit dissented, and added,
" '

Daughter.'
" There being no means of verifying this

for the moment, the Author proceeded to inquh'e for

the piece to follow that, and was unhesitatingly in-

formed that it was " The Bauble Shop."
" Where is

' The Bauble Shop
' now ?

" he inquired. The spuit

amiably rapped out " Eastbourne." Tbis was correct

according to the " Era." Consulting the hoardings after

leaving tlie house, the Author discovered that the other

replies were quite exact, save for the fact that " The
Bauble Shop" was to come first and "The Prodigal

Daughter
" second. Here was the paradoxical humour

of this Oscar Wilde-ish "
spirit" again.

Endless was the information vouchsafed by these dis-

embodied intelligences, in any language one pleased;

and, although they at times displayed remarkable ob-

stinacy, refusing to answer, or breaking off abruptly
in the middle of a most interesting communication, as

though they had been betrayed into indiscretion : yet,

to speak generally, there was scarcely any topic on
which they were not ready to discourse— past, pres-

ent, or to come— and their remarks, whether accurate

or not, were invariably logical, bearing an intelligible
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relation to the question. Even sporting tii>s were ob-
tainable without a fee, and Avington was given as the

winner of the Liverpool Cup, though the Author had
never heard of him, and the other two were not aware
he was booked for the race, stiU less that he was the fa-

vourite. In the sequel he only came second. Real tips
did the **

spirits" give, tipping the table vehemently.
They were also very obedient to commands, moving
or lifting the table in whatsoever direction the Avithor

ordered, much as though they were men from Maple's ;

and when he willed them to raise it, the united forces

of Lady Macbeth and Lady Macbeth's Chaperon could

not easily depress its spirits. Nor did they contradict

one another. There was a cheerful unanimity about
the Author's dying at fifty-seven. But this did not per-
turb the Author, whose questions were all cimningly
contrived to test his theory of the "

spii'itual world."

For instance, he set them naming cards, placed on the

table with faces downwards and nnknown to anyhodii ;

arguing that with their bloated omniscience they could

scarcely fail to name a card shoved under their very
noses. Nor did they— altogether. Most began well,
but were spoiled by success. However, here is the re-

cord perfoinnance
—

eight consecutive attempts of the

table to give the "correct card" under the imposition
of the hands of the Chaperon and the Author only,
neither knowing the card till it was turned up to verify
the table's assertion :

Table's Caud. actual Cai-.d.

1. Jack of Diamonds . . . Queen of Spades.
2. Jack of Diamonds .... Jack of Diamonds.
:t. Three of Clubs . . . Jack of Spades.
4. Jack of Diamonds .... Jack of Diamonds.
T). Seven of Clubs .... Five of Diamonds.
C. Three of Spades .... Three of Spades.
7. Ten of Hearts .... Ten of Hearts.
8. Nine of Clubs Nine of Clubs.

Here are five bull's-eyes out of eight shots! The
name of the performer deserves record. It was the

spirit of a German woman, named Gretchen, who died
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three years ago, but refused to say at what age. She

was wrong sometimes, but then it may have been her

feminine instinct for fibbing.
'' The spirits play tricks,"

say the spiritualists.
" Sometimes they are wicked

spirits, who tell lies." The Planchette also wrote out

the names of unseen cards placed upon it face down-

wards. The artistic spirit of the Author now bids him

pause : the narrative has now reached a point of intei -

est at which recollections of " Tom Tiddler's School-

days" urge him to pen the breathless motto: "To be

continued in our next."

XVII

A THEORY OF TABLE-TURNING

THE yearning of humanity for the supernatural, even

for the pseudo-supernatural, is as pathetic as it is

profound. Wlierefore I regret that I can make no eon-

cessions to it. The following theory of table-turning

came to me as I experimented, from my general know-

ledge of psychology. I have not compared it with the

theories of the Psychical Society, which I have never

read, preferring to jot down the impressions of an inde-

pendent observer, which, if they should at all coincide

v/ith the explanations of the spook-hunters, will irrefut-

ably demonstrate that their Societywas founded in vain.

If, moreover, as Mr. Andrew Lang has since pointed

out, it coiucides largely with the theory of Dr. Carpen-

ter, so much the better.

What are the facts ? If tAVO or more people (accord-

ing to the size of the table) place their hands in circular

contact around a table, and possess their souls in pa-

tience for a delightfully uncertain period, sundry strange

manifestations will occur. Even after the first few

moments the more imaginative will feel the table thi-ob-

bing, unsuspicious of the fact that it is the blood at

their finger-tips. Presently, too, an uncanny wave of

cold air will pass underneath the arch of then- pahns.
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This is, according to the professional witches of Endor,
the frigid flitting of the spirits, Init the most superficial

meteorologist will expound it you learnedly. Your
hand, passive and in a fixed position, heats the air un-
der it, which, becoming lighter, is constantly displaced
by the colder cii-cumambient au*. Finally, Avhen every-
body is wrought up to an exalted expectation of the

supernatural, the table begins to oscillate, to move
slowly to and fro, to waltz, and even to raise itself par-
tially or wholly off the ground. Sometimes it taps
instead of moving. Nor are these motions and these

taps merely the intoxicated iiTegularities of an exuber-
ant energy. They are coherent responses (according
to a code agreed upon with the '^

spirit
" in possession)

to questions asked by one of the sitters. They are tlie

expression of infinite and ungrudging iuformation on
almost every subject. Through this wooden language,
through this music of the tables and this dancing move-
ment of their legs, tabular information respecting your
past or other people's past and future lives, together with
full details of the doings of the departed in those otlier

spheres of heaven or hell which they adorn or illumine

respectively, may be oljtained at the lowest rates, and
with only that reasonable delay which results from the

exigencies of a letter-code. For the ^'

spb-its" of the table,
be it understood, are imable to communicate with earth

except by taps and movements for ''

yes
" or "

no," or

by rapping out numbers; so that they have to signify
their meaning, snailwise, letter by letter. The *'

spirit"
of the Plauchette will indeed write you out sentences

;

but to that, like the actor in melodrama, T will return
auon. In the stock seances, I know, spirits materiahse
themselves and glide Avhite-sheeted through darkened
rooms. But as my own s4ances and "

spirits
" were

personally conducted by myself, the optical illusions of
Messrs. Maskelyne & Cook, the Pepper's Ghost of the
dear old Polytechnic, had no opportunity of putting in
an appearance. My spooks did nothing but answer
questions, so that the very suggestion that they were
spirits came entirely from me. In fact, they do but
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dance to the "medium's" piping-; and should he sug-

gest that they are methylated, the chances are that not

a few would cheerfully acquiesce in this description of

themselves. In short, it is only the prepossession, the

jjathetic prejudice, in favour of visitors from other

worlds that leads at all to the thought of "
spirits,"

drawing such a red herring across the track that the

average observer, who is nothing if not unobservant,
has all his partisan faculties of mis-observation brought
into full play on behalf of the spirit-world. Doubtless

the actual presence of "spirits" is the cheapest way of

accounting for the phenomena. But one might as well

call in "
spmts" to explain the dancing of a kettle-lid.

Not till CA'ery natural hypothesis has been exhausted is

the scientific observer entitled to call iu the superna-
tural. And in reality all that has to be explained is

the mechanical movements of tables under certain spe-

cified conditions, the said movements having an appar-
ent relation to will and intelligence.

First of all, what moves the table *?

Well, the slightest exercise of the fmger or wrist

muscles is sufficient to move the small, light round table

which is usually the subject of experiment ;
and when

once the slightest movement is established— by the in-

voluntary contraction of a single muscle— all the other

persons' muscles, in accommodating themselves to the

movement of the table, cannot help helping it, either by

pidling or pushing in the direction in which it is going.
It is, in fact, almost impossible to follow the movement
of a moving table and yet keep your superimposed
hands perfectly passive ;

and with ninety-nine persons
out of a hundred the startled interest in the movement
even begets an u^nconscious desire to help it, which at

times almost rises to a curious serai-conscious self-

deception, a voluntary exaggeration of the marvellous.

Yet nothing makes the ordinary sitter angrier than to

be told he has helped to move the table. It is as though
he were accused of cheating at whist, or worse, of play-

ing a foolish card. Take half a dozen persons at

random, and th(?re are sure to be one or two so impres-
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sionable and emotional that they cannot help contribut-

ing the slight initial impulse v/hich gathers force as it

goes. These nervous subjects cannot sit a quarter of

an hour perfectly still without a twitching of the mus-

cles, while the tense state of expectation which subtly

transforms itseK into a wish to see the table move and
not have the experiment in vain, finally compels them,

despite themselves, to start the ''manifestations." In-

deed, to think of a thing is half to do it. Every idea

has a tendency to project itself in action. If you think

strongly, for mstance, of lifting your hand, it is difficult

not to do it, for the idea of motion is motion in embryo.
The wish is father to the thought, and the thought to

the deed. The wish to see the table move is the grand-
father of its motion. Even with the most sceptical,

when the table is requested to go in a particular direc-

tion the muscles involuntarily tend thither. All the

deepest analyses of scientific psychology are involved

in this wretched Mttle episode of table-turning, and it is

not marvellous that the ordinary observer should per-
ceive only the marveUous.
So much for the movements. But how about the

raps ? How about those mysterious tappings which come
from the very heart of the table, as eloquent of the pre-

ternatural as those immortal taps heard by Poe ere the

raven stepped into his chamber? I should be more

impressed by these taps if I were not capable of manu-

factm-ing them myself ad lib. without detection, by
secretly manipulating the ball of my thumb. One is

therefore justified in assuming that, where these raps
are not produced by conscious fraud, they are the in-

voluntary result of the same motions that produced
thorn voluntarily. Even wood has a certain elasticity,

and an imperceptible increase followed by an imper-

ceptible relaxation of j^ressure on the surface of the

table will alter the tension of the wood, the molecules

of which in springing back to their prior position will

emit a creak or a tap, just as a piece of extended elastic

will when let go again. Both the raps and the move-

ments, then, are in essence phenomena of the same

156



A THEORY OF TABLE-TURNING

order : simple results of muscular pressui'e, conscious,

sub-conscious, or unconscious.

It now only remains to explain tlie answers them-

selves, to account not only for their almost invaria-

bly logical form, but also for tlieir occasionally aston-

isliing content. For the table is not infi'equently wiser

than anybody in the room
;
also it knows the past and

is ready to predict the future.

The whole thing is really an excellent object-lesson
in Psychology. For the solution is obvious. The table

being iiiiconscious, yoa answer yourself
—
-you not only

produce the raps and movements, but you regulate
them.

The connection between mind and body is, it seems
to me, admirably illustrated by table-turning. Accord-

ing to the latest philosophic view, the connection itself

defies human comprehension. It is simply a case of

non possum MS inteUigere. But the connection itself may
be expressed thus : No idea or feeling v/ithout physical

disturbance, no physical disturbance without feehxig or

idea. Mind and body are as related as the tune to the

violin-string. Every state of mind tends to set up
nervous vibration, and every nervous vibration tends

to set up a state of mind. In either ease the tendency
may be, and usually is, counteracted. The average
member of a spiritualistic circle cannot prevent the

thought in his brain taking on bodily expression to the

extent of a muscular contraction stimulating the very
sensitive tips of the fingers. You cannot think of a

joke or see the humour of anything without wanting to

smile, though you may suppress your smile in obedience
to other considerations. Nor can you put your features

into smihng position without experiencing a latent sense

of amusement, though you would not know what you
were smiling at. But if six cool scientific intellects, ac-

quainted with the tricks of their own organisms and
determined to dissever thought from motion, were to

sit romid a table, they might sit till doomsday without

the "
spirit" turning up. This is what the spiritualists

moan by uus^Tupathetic persons, persons obnoxious to
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the spirits, persons with antipathetic auras, and all the

rest of the jargon. But six intellects taken at random,
being anything but cool and scientific, are not able to

prevent their ideas passing over into action in the shape
of muscular twitches

; though if even the unscientific

were to look up at the ceiling and forget all about the

table, the table would probably forget to move. Now
the majority of the replies of the table deal with mat-
ters actively present to the consciousness of at least one
of the six owners of the superimposed hands. When
the table raps out something known only to this one

person, and the startled person admits that the table is

right, an uncanny feeUng is produced ;
the table seems

at least to be a thought-reader, and on this wave of as-

tonishment the hypothesis of
''

spirits
" rides up tri-

umphantly. When the topic is one of which nobody
knows anything— c. g., whether the supposed spu'it is a

man or woman— chance, or a vague idea floating up in

the mind of one of the party, determines the reply.
But what of those replies in which some striking truth

is told of which none of the party was conscious, as for

instance in the examples I gave in my last, when the

table informed us that Mr. Jones's " Bauble Shop
" was

then playing at Eastbourne, or that **The Road to For-

tune" had been playing in the town in Avhich we were
the week before we arrived 1 To clear up this most re-

markable aspect of the whole matter we must go still

deeper into Psychology.
What we are pleased to call our Mind is made up of

two parts
— our Consciousness and— what I shall call

loosely yet sufficingly and without prejudice to Meta-

physics
— our Sub- Consciousness. The latter is im-

measurably the vaster portion. It is a tossing ocean of

thoughts which feeds the narrow little fountain of Con-
sciousness. It holds all our memories. We cannot be
conscious of all ourselves and all our past at once—
that way madness lies, or divinity. We may know ten

languages, but we can only think in the mould of one

at a time. Our thouglits and memories can only come

up into clear Consciousness by ones or twos— to be
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dealt with and then dismissed. They spirt from the

great deep of Sub-Cousciousness into the thin fountain-

stream of Consciousness, and fall back again into the

great deep. And this great deep is never still, though
we know nothing of its churning save by its tossing up
through the fountain some new mental combination of

which it had received only the elements— as when the

mathematician has the solution of a problem flashed

upon him at the moment of waking, or as the author has
the development of his plot thrust upon him when
he is playing billiards, or as the wit finds repartees
invented for him by his brilliant but imknown collab-

orator. This is what the crowd calls
"
inspiration,"

the late Mr. Stevenson ''Brownies," and the sci-

entist "unconscious cerebration." A man of talent has

a good Working Consciousness, a man of genius a good
Working Sub-Consciousness. Hence the frequent
mental instability of genius. The Infant Prodigy's
feats are done by his Sub-Consciousness. Instinct is

Racial Genius, Genius is Indi\'idual Instinct. The

highest Genius is sane. A Shakespeare or a Goethe
has both a good Working Consciousness and a good
Working Sub-Consciousness, with the former so self-

balanced that it regulates the products of the latter.

The cultivation of the WorIcing Consciousness may
either improve or impair the products of its bigger
brother. Education, the cultivation of the critical

faculty, would be fatal to some wi'iters, actors, paint-

ers, and musicians
;

it would but spoil the Working
Sub-Consciousness. Others — moi-e sanely balanced—
would gain in art more than they lost in nature.

No\^, what are the elements with which om* Sub-

Consciousness works ? — what does this ocean contain ?

It would be easier to discover what it does not contain.

Wrecks and argosies and dead faces, mermaidens and
subterranean palaces, and the traces of vanished gen-
erations

;
these are b\it a millionth part of its treasures :

the Sub- Consciousness were perhaps better likened to

the property-room and scene-dock of the Great Cosmic

Theatre, holding infinite wardi-obes and scenes ready-
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painted, parks and seas and liljraries, and ruined cot-

tages and wliitewaslied attics, to say naught of au army
of supers ready to put on all the faces we have ever

seen. In our Sub-Consciousness, moreover, are stored

up all the voices and sounds and scents we have ever

perceived, and to all these reminiscences of our own
sensations are perhaps added the shadows of our ances-

tors' sensations— episodes that perchance we re-experi-
ence only in dreamland— so that part of the vivid vi-

sion of genius, of the poet's eye bodying forth the shapes
of things unknown, may be inherited Memory. And
thus Imagination, when it is not a mere fresh combina-

tion of elements experienced, may be only a peculiar

variety of atavism.

From this boundless reservoir, then, which holds our

heredity and our experience, go forth the battahons of

dreams— the infinitely possible permutations and com-
binations of its elements, wrought by the Working Sub-

(Jonsciousness when the poor Working Consciousness

cannot get sound asleep, but must watch perforce with

half au eye the procession of thoughts and images over

which it has lost control. For it is the duly of Conscious-

ness to control the stream sent up by Sub-Conscious-
ness. V/hen it is awake but imable to do this, Ave have

Insanity : when asleep, Dreams. In Somnambulism the

Working Sub-Consciousness is seen in an accentuated

phase. It does all the work of its little brother, even to

exercising its owner's muscles. To be "
possessed" by

a popular song is a species of insanity
— Consciousness

ridden by a singing Sub-Consciousness.
Between our Consciousness and our Sub-Conscious-

ness there is more or less easy communication. It is

not perfect. You cannot draw up what you will from
the ocean : you cannot always directly remember a name
or a date that you know— you can only set an indirect

train of thought at work. Per contra, it is not easy to

transfer certain conscious states to the storehouse of

Sub-Consciousness— to learn a page of prose, or de-

posit the memory of a piece of music, wluch you arc

forced to play slowly and thoughtfully before the digi-
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tal dexterity is added to the treasures of youi' Sub-Con-
sciousness. Under exceptional conditions, exceptional
flotsam and jetsam are tos?ed up into Consciousness, as

in the case of that servant girl who spoke Latin, Greek,
and Hebrew in her dehrium, having unconsciously ab-

sorbed the same from overhearing the studies of her

learned master many years before.

Now, just as a conscious thought has an accompani-
ment of physical motion, so has a sub-conscious thought.

Thus, then, a thought which does not pass through the

thru fountain-stream of Consciousness may yet produce
the same musctdar twitches as if it were clearly present
tt) the presiding Ego. In the case of the " Road to

Fortune," the name must have really sunk into my
brain, although I was unaware of it, and probably
could not have consciously recalled it to save my life.

The stage-manager subsequently reminded me that he

had in my presence regretted that the '' Road to For-

tune " had done such good business, since there would

probably be a reaction. I have only a recollection of

his telling me that the success of the preceding piece

would hurt his— my Consciousness had grasped at the

intellectual side of his remark, my Sub-Consciousness

had absorbed the iri'elevant fact of the name of the

piece. In examining the "
Era," to verify this item,

Lady Macbeth's eye must have unconsciously noted

that "The Bauble Shop" was at Eastbourne; but the

information was not registered in her Consciousness, for

there is a struggle of thoughts to catch the thinker's I

— that is to say the Central Consciousness— and only
the fittest can survive. We are indeed wiser than we
know. Our Sub-Consciousness knows all we know, and
all we have forgotten, and all that our mental sponge
sucked in without spirting it through Consciousness. In

fact, attention or inattention often determines whether

a thought or a feeling shall come up into clear Con-

sciousness or not. You can feel a pain in your big
toe if you want to. Conversely, in the excitement of

battle soldiers do not always feel their wounds.

When the table prophesies or deUvers "a message
U i6i
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from the other world," the result is a compound of fluke

with expectation or with apprehension. Fears or hopes

dimly in the mind get accentuated, or transmuted, or

distoi*ted as in dreams; and when the ''spirits" are

proved wrong, as in the matter of the Chaperon's mo-

ther, the spiritualists tell you that you have got hold of

a "lying spirit." Verily a cheap explanation !

"
They

play tricks sometimes," say their apologists. The true

explanation is that your Sub-Consciousness was ignor-
ant of the reply your Consciousness asked for. Endless

as its contents seem, there are limits
;
and when it does

not know, your Sub-Consciousness will rarely confess

it. It makes a brazen guess, keeping the logical form
of the answer, because your Sub-Consciousness knows

that, but blundering deploi'ably in the matter. Some-
times it will not speak at aU, but when it does it is cock-

snre to the last degi'ee. Its humour is the humour of

the stock joke, the Old Humour— as when it will not

tell a woman's age. Its sulkiness and eccentricity and
occasional indecency are just what one would expect
from a Sub-Consciousness, whose thoughts have no cen-

tral I to keep them in order. (Compare Goethe's expla-
nation of the obscenities of Ophelia.) Sometimes, too,

there are Obstructive Associations, which account for

its inability to make up its want of mind
;
and as there

are usually several persons at table, the result is com-

plicated by their separate Sub-Consciousnesses. In brief,

table-turning is a method of inteiTOgating your Sub-
Consciousness. It is, so to speak, objective introspec-
tion. The table enables you to peep at yoiu" Sub-Con-

sciousness, to know your larger self. It is an external

medium on which you may see registered visibly and

audibly (through the vibrations you sub -consciously
communicate to it) that Sub-Consciousness which ex hy-

potkesi you cannot peep at directly. The moving table

may be considered the objectification of Sub-Conscious-

ness, or a mirror in which Sub-Consciousness is reflected

to the gaze of Consciousness (to the gi-eat benefit of the

science of Psychology, which may be revolutionised by
table-turning). By humouring your Sub-Consciousness,

by addressing it as though it were a separate identity
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utterly unconnected with you, by asking a '*

spirit" to

answer you, you help to break your Mind in two, to

detach the Sub-Consciousness from the Consciousness,
and so to get results which astonish yourself. So di-

vided is mind against itself that (as when I thought
" The Pro— " was to be '' The Professor's Love Story ")

even a conscious expectation of something different does

not turn the Sub-Consciousness from its fli^st dogged
determination

;
or it may be that somebody else's Sub-

Consciousness was in the ascendant. The '' mediums "

who excuse the "
spirits" on the ground of their men-

dacity are not necessarily frauds : they are themselves

deceived
; they do not know that if the "

spirits
"

lie, it

is because a true reply was not latent in any one of the

human Consciousnesses or Sub-Consciousnesses present.
But the conclusion of the whole matter seems to be this :

there is a germ of scientific truth which the professional

spirituahsts doctor and wrap round with complex trick-

ery in order to extract backsheesh from poor old women
of both sexes anxious for information about deceased

relatives. Circles are formed with pretentious mysticism,
and no self-respecting

'*

spirit
" will appear without being

received in state with extinguished lights and creepy

accompaniments. The unconscious revelations made

by the sitters are the sole genuine foundation of the

spiritualists' influence. Consciousness holds converse

with deceased relatives, and Sub-Consciousness, which
knows all about them, answers for them. *' I can call

spirits from the vasty deep
"
myself, and they will come

when I call them, but the ''

vasty deep
"

is the deep of

my own Sub-Consciousness. We seem to hear voices

from spirit-land ;
but as when we hold a sea-shell to our

ear and seem to hear the ocean it is only the blood in

our own veins, so— to continue Eugene Lee-Hamilton's
fine sonnet—

Lo ! in my heart I hear, as in a shell,

The miirmur of a world beyond the grave.

Distinct, distinct, though faint and far it be.

Thou fool ! this echo is a cheat as well,
—

The hum of earthly instincts,
— and we crave

A world unreal as the shell-heard sea.
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Tables might be "tui-ned" to various purposes.
Criminals might be compelled to yield up their secrets

to them in uncontrollable muscular vibrations, their

Sub-Consciousness being tapped. For students under
examination table-turning would be very useful for re-

calling forgotten knowledge. The Planchette would
be the most convenient form. For obviously the modus

operandi of the Planchette is exactly the same as the

table's. The medium's Sub-Consciousness arrives at an
answer by guesswork, reminiscence, etc., and produces
the muscular movements of writing without first pass-

ing the message through the writer's Consciousness.

Mr. Stead has, I beUeve, a familiar spirit called Julia.

This is merely a projection of his own Sub-Conscious-

ness, the Planchette being the artificial instniment for

enabling him to give pseudo-objectivity to his thought,
to detach a shred of his mind. Even so, many a dram-
atist marshals toy figures on a mimic stage. The ex-

ternal image is a help to weak imaginations. The

process of novel-wi-iting involves breaking up your
mind into bits— one for each character. And when
the characters are said to take the reins into their own
hands, it means that the bits are developing an inde-

pendent existence. If Mr. Stead is not careful, Julia

will get the upper hand of him, his Sub-Consciousness
will dominate his Consciousness, and then he will be
mad. This detachment of bits of mind is dangerous ;

the monster may overpower Frankenstein. Julia is

literally a child of Mr. Stead's brain, a psychical daugh-
ter embodied in a Planchette. Double Consciousness,
Double Identity, are well-known forms of insanity. In
a mild degree they consist with sanity. Landseer
could paint different heads simultaneously with both
hands.

Hypnotism, on this theory, would be the lulling of

the patient's Consciousness, the closing of his central

I, and the setting of his Sub-Consciousness to worlc in

accordance with suggestions. Thought-transference
seems a superfluous hypothesis here. Death is the ces-

sation of both Consciousness and Sub-Cousciousness
;
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and when a drowned man is resuscitated his Sub-Con-
sciousness can never have ceased. Do you fail to un-
derstand Sub-Consciousness? So do I— as much as

that oui* digestion operates and our blood circulates

without asking our permission. It is not unj-easonable

to suppose that Sub- Consciousness is simply the psychi-
cal side of the molecular changes that are goiug on in

our nei-vous system. There is more than "
metaphysical

conceit " in that elegy of Donne's :

Her pure and eloquent blood

Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinctly wrought
That one might almost say her body thought.

Sub-Consciousness is a greater marvel ia itself than

any that it explains, and beats the spooks hoUower
than they are. Just consider the jihenomena of di-eams,
what things we do, what sights we see. It is only the

commonness of dreams that bhnds us to the fact that

they are more marvellous than ghost-stories. Mr. Lang
thinks the theory of the sub-conscious self that uses

our muscles for its own ends is
" the most starthng

thing ever offered to the pubhc ;
and that it should be

regarded as true by a sceptic is staggering to our judicial
faculties." But why ? Oiu" noble selves— are they not

already exposed to the indignity of dreams? What
matters another insult ? We need not be greatly put
out i£ Sub-Consciousness is busy in the day-time too.

And what about Somnambulism ? What about musical

or hterary creation ? Ai*e not our ideas made for us iu

the kitchen of our Sub-Consciousness ? Oui- Conscious-

ness is only a smaU part of ourselves. What produced
De Quincey's opium dreams was certainly not Con-

sciousness. I can see visions, myself, without opium.
In certain excited states of the brain I can travel in my
chair, or bed, perfectly awake, through an endless and

variegated series of scenes— domestic interiors Avith

people talking or eating or playing cards, battle-fields

with glittering phalanxes, beautiful tossing seas, gor-

geous forests, melancholy hospitals, busy newspaper
offices, etc., etc. These are almost entirely detached
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from my will, and the cliief interest of tlie spectacle is

the unexpectedness of its episodes. The scenes and the

people have all the concreteness and detail of actuality,

although I never forget that I am observing my own
hallucinations. Just fancy what ghosts I could see in

the dark if I lost my central control and let my Sub-
Consciousness get the upper hand! Sociologists say,
the seeing of dead people in dreams gave rise to the

idea of ghosts. I would suggest that the same process
as that of di'eaming gives rise to the ghosts themselves.

Great is the Sub-Consciousness ! Who shall say what
it does not contain, either in esse or in 2)osse ! TUl we
have exhausted the Sub-Consciousness let us not talk

of spooks.
Two things alone remain to be considered. One is

how the Planchette or the table is able to read cards

placed face dowTiwards upon it
;
the second is, is tele-

pathy or thought-transference a possibility ? As to the

first point I have never yet been able to satisfy myself
whether the results are moi'e than Chance would account

for
;
for Chance has strange vagaries— themselves part

of the doctrine of Chances— and in order to decide, one
would have to make a far more extended induction

than I have had time for. But if the mathematical

probabilities are really exceeded, one would be driven

to the suspicion that there resides in the Sub-Con-
sciousness a sense of which we are unaware, perhaps
an extra way of perceiving by the tips of the fingers,

which may be either a new embryonic sense, not yet

developed by the struggle for existence, or the rudi-

mentary sui'vival of an old sense eliminated in the

stmggle, perhaps a relic from those primeval homoge-
neous organisms in which every part of the body did

every kind of work. After all, the senses are all de-

velopments of the sense of touch. This suspicion is

strengthened by tlie fact that the correct card is often

given at the first trial, and not after, as if this unused
sense were soon exhausted. By the way, though the
"

s])irits
"
mostly failed to tell a card placed face down,

and unknown to any one in the room, they were iuva-
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riably successful when it was placed face up : a sufifi-

cieut proof— is it not ?— that there could be nothing
in the replies which was not already in some one's

mind.

With regard to the question of telepathy, though I

am tempted to believe in it, I have not yet met with

any convincing instance of it. Thought-reading a la

Stuart Cumberland ahnost any one could do who prac-
tised it. The thought-reader merely takes the place of

the table as a receiver of muscular vibrations. What
tempts me to believe in the transfer of thought without

physical connection is that, given telepathy, aU the mys-
terious phenomena that have persisted in popular belief

through the centuries could be swept away at one fell

swoop. By telepathy, working mainly through the Sub-

Consciousness, I will explain you Clairvoyance (that is,

not the mere seeing of pictures, which is a phenomenon
akin to di-eaming, but the vision of other people's Sub-

Consciousnesses), ghosts, witchcraft, possession, wraiths,

Mahatmas, astral bodies, etc
,
etc. But it is rather ab-

surd to call in a new mystery to explain what may not

even be facts. And so, tUl I am convmced either of

ghosts or of telepathy, I must accord an impartial in-

credulousness to both. Credat Christianus, F. W. Myers
or W. T. Stead ! For I gather that the Psychical So-

ciety asserts that they must exist. But as yet
—

je n'en

vols pas la necessity. If it is indeed possible to telegraph
without fees and to put a psychical girdle round the

earth in twenty seconds, by all means let the noses of

those extortionate cable companies be put out of joint.

To me it is just as wonderful that mind can communi-
cate with mind by letter or even by speech. One more

puzzle adds no Hght to our darkness. And as for ghosts,
I have more than a lurking sympathy with the farrier

in ^'
Silas Mamer."

" '
If ghos'es want me to believe in 'em, let 'em leave

off skulking i' the dark and i' lone places
— let 'em

come where there 's company and candles !
'

" ' As if ghos'es 'u'd want to be beheved in by any-

body so ignorant !
' said Mr. Macey, in deep disgust at
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the farrier's crass incompetence to apprehend the con-
ditions of ghostly phenomena."
And supposing "ghos'es" do exist— the moment the

Supernatural is attested and classified it becomes as nat-
ural as anything else. Such spooks would add nothing to
the dignity and sanctity of the scheme of creation, and
are no friends to religion. The world would only be made
to look more ridiculous if our deceased friends really
rapped tables and pulled off bedclothes, as Miss Florence
Marryat's do. Mrs. Besant (who up to the moment of

going to press is still a Theosophist), in her latest read-

ing of the riddle of this painful earth, does but explain
olscurum per obscuriiis. Where is the point of a pro-
gression through stages, if there is no continuous con-
sciousness ? What does it matter if I am not myself, but
somebody else in his fifth plane or her nineteenth incar-
nation ? Decidedly it is better to bear the reUgions we
have, than fly to others that we know not of. If Mr.
F. W. Myers hears that some ill-trained observers have
seen ghosts, he becomes Dantesque and dithyrambic
about " the love that rules the world and aU the stars."
For my part, I fail to draw the moral. I am content to
look nearer home— at coal-heavers and costermongers,
poets and engineers— and to found my theory of life on
less deniable data. A fig for your ghosts ! What! Here
have I been Hviiig and working and thinking nigh half
a lifetime, and only now these gentry should deign to

give me cognisance of their existence. Dame Nature
would have indeed treated me scurvily had she reduced
me to such absurd oracles. The phenomena seem so
rare and so irregnilar, the vast majority of mankind
having to go thi-ough life only afraid of ghosts, but
never seeing them, that no general law of posthumous
existence could be based on these obscure and erratic
accidents. There may be only a sur\dval of the fittest.

It is not in the aberrations, but in the constant factors
of human life that we must seek for light, and the atti-

tude of these smeUers after immortahty is precisely that
of the medijEvals who sought for the workings of divin-

ity in eccentric variations from its own habits, till mira-
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cles became so comiaouplace that, as Charles Reade de-

liciously sums it up, a man iu " The Cloister and the

Hearth " could reply to Ms fellow, who was anxious to

know why the market-place was black with, gi'oups,
" Ye born fool ! it is only a miracle." If I am to seek

for " intimations of immortality," let me find them not

iu the haphazard freaks of disembodied intelligence,

but where Wordsworth found them, and where Mr.

Myers was once content to find them, in

Those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,

Fallings from us, vanishings !

Blank misgivings of a creature

Moving about in worlds not realised,

High instincts before which our mortal nature

Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised.

If Moses came to London he would be very disgusted

with Mr. Stead and the correspondents of "Borderland"

who collect
"
facts " for him. For that supremely sane

and sage legislator made one clean sweep of aU the fes-

tering superstitious that fascinate the siUy and the sen-

timental to-day as much as they did three thousand

years ago. Mr. Stead is a Puritan, and the Old Testa-

ment should be his impregnable rock. Yet Deuteron-

omy is most definite about " Julia."
" There shall not

be found with thee ... a consulter with a familiar

spu'it. For whosoever doeth these things is an abomi-

nation unto the Lord." His organisation of research

is a delusion ;
science is not to be thus syndicated. The

ordinary observer has no idea of scientific sifting, and
in ten minutes I exposed a gentleman who impressed
a large London club as " the most wonderful thought-
reader in Europe."

" Natui'e has many methods of producing the same

effect," says Henry James's greater brother. " She may
make our ears ring by the sound of a bell, or by a dose

of quinine ;
make us see yellow by spreading a field of

buttercups before oui* eyes, or by mixing a little Santo-

nine powder with our food." Probably not ten per cent.
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of the correspondents of '* Borderland" are aware of the

existence of such "subjective sensations," or realize,

despite their nightly experience of dreams, that it does

not take an actual external object to give you the sen-

sation of something outside yourself. And passing

optical illusions may have all the substantiahty of ghosts.
When Benvenuto Celhni v/ent to consult a wizard, as

he relates in his "Memoirs," countless spirits were raised

for his behoof, dancing amid the voluminous smoke of

a kindled fire. He actually saiv them : it was a splendid
case for "Borderland." Yet the probabilities are that

the cunning magician merely projected magic-lantern

pictures on the background of the vapour. My brother

woke up one morning, and accidentally du'eeting his

eyes to the ceihng, beheld there a coiaple of monsters—
uncouth, amorphous creatures with ramifying conforma-

tions and deep pm-ple veins. After a few moments they

passed away ;
but the next morning, lo ! they were there

again, and the next, and the next, till at last, in alarm,
off he goes to a specialist in eyes and unfolds his tale

of woe. Is he, perhaps, going blind "?

" So you 've dis-

covered them at last !
"

laughs the eminent ocuhst.
" These things are Puxkinje's Figures ^— the shadows of

the network of blood-vessels of the retina miei'OscopicaUy

magnified on the ceihng : everj'^body ought to see them
— it 's a sign the eye is a good working lens. But they
don't notice them except by accident, when the hght
slants sideways, and when there 's a speciallj^ good back-

ground for them to be projected and magnified upon."

And, taking him into his mystic chamber, and recon-

stituting the conditions, "Look!" says he, "there are

your old friends again !
" And there they were, sure

enough, in all their amorphous horror. It is, in fact,

not so mu^ch the actual external object that determines

om' perception, as attention or inattention; and with wise
imconsciousness we ignore all that it is not necessary
for us to see at the moment. If our organism were al-

ways in pei'fect health, if our senses were not deceivers

ever, if we did not dream as solid a world as that which

we inhabit by day, then, indeed, a single appearance of
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a ghost woiild settle tlie question ;
but as things are, our

own eyes are just what we must n't believe.

As Helmholtz pointed out, we ought to see everything

double, except the few objects in the centre of vision
;

and as a matter of fact we do get double images, but

the prejudiced intelligence perceives them as one. The

di'unken man is thus your only true seer. Genius, which

has always been suspected of aflinity with drunkenness,
is reaUy a faculty for seeing abnormally— that is to say,

veraciously. Andrew Lang, who thinks that all children

have genius, is thus partially justified ;
for till they have

been taught to see conventionally, they see with fresh

insight. Hence the awkwardness of then- questions.

Mr. Bernard Shaw recently wrote an article on " How
to Become a Genius," but he omitted to supply the re-

cipe. It is simply this : see what you do see, and not

what everybody teUs you you see. To think what every-

body says is to be a Phihstine, and to say what

everybody thinks is to be a genius. Every healthy eye

seesPm-ldnje's Figm-es when the conditions are present;

but only a rare eye perceives them consciously. That

is the eye of genius, but the Philistines cry,
'' Disease!

Deereneration !

"
^o'-

XVIII

SOCIETIES TO FOUND

I
HAVE noted in my Saucho Panza moments a num-

ber of deficiencies in the commouvv-eal which can

only be remedied — in our modern manner— by socie-

ties. Let me start with a few of the most needed.

1. SOCIETY FOR PROVIDING NEW OATHS

The present cm-rency is badly worn and was always

nasty. Swear-words are a necessity. They are the

safety-valves of the soul. Why not have them nice and

innocent— the kind of oath a girl can use to her mother?
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It is unfair men should monopolise the bad language.
I wonder the Women's Rights women have not sworn

about it. I have ah-eady suggested that Welhngton's

"twopenny damn" be replaced by "I don't care a

double-blank domino." This gives a compound or two-

penny sensation of the unspeakable, combined with ab-

solute innocuity, like a vegetarian chop or a temperance

champagne. A milder form (the penny plain) would

be '* a blank cheque." The society ought to offer prizes

for the best suggestions.

2. SOCIETY FOR PROMOTING READING AMONG
REVIEWERS

It is a notorious fact that critics are the most iU-read

class in the community. There are few occupations so

laborious, exhaustive, and inadequately remunerated, as

reviewing; and who can wonder if the wretched reviewer

never finds time to read a book from one week's end to

the other. It is a cruel anomaly that men, some of

whom may have souls as much as we have, should be

shut out from aU the pleasures of literatm'e, and all the

possibilities of self-culture that books contain. The

poor critic goes to his gi'ave, picking up a smattering of

cant phrases that are in the au-— "Zolaism,"— 'Tbsen-

ites,"
**

Decadents," ''Symbolism," "the new humour,"
" the strong-man poetry," and what not—but to become

acquainted at first hand with the meaning or meaning-
lessness of these phrases is denied him by the hard con-

ditions of his life. Pubhshers would greatly help the

proposed society by sending out books cut.

3. SOCIETY FOR THE SUPPRESSION OP CELEBRITIES

"Mankind's available stock of admu-ation is not large

enough for all the demands made upon it," wrote Pro-

fessor Bain, with the one flash of humovir I have noticed

in his big treatises. If, as Wordsworth contends,

We live by Admiration, Hope, and Love,

172



SOCIETIES TO FOUND

a certain number of objects of admiration is indispen-

sable. But the surplusage of celebrities in this age is

simply overwhelming. Celebrity is cheap to-day. You

may arrive at it by a million avenues. It is almost im-

possible to keep your name out of the papers. Culture

is so cathohc that celebrities who in the old days would

have been monopolised by esoteric cliques are common

property. The palaeographer and the coleopterist claim

a share of our admiration equally with the serpentine

dancer and the record-breaking cyclist, and the judi-

cious editor prints theu'
** interviews" at equal length.

We have an impartial acquaintance with the tastes and

views of cardinals and comic singers ;
and the future of

the papacy is given almost as much space as Little Tich's

talent for water-colour, and his fondness for the 'cello

and his baby. Moreover, that coil of cable which makes

the whole world kin has burdened us with the celebrities

of the universe. When to these are added the celebrities

of the past, of every period, country, and variety, the

brain reels. Too many cooks spoil the broth, and too

many celebrities numb om- faculty of wonder. The

vivid feehng that is possible when heroes are few fades

into a faint reflection of emotion. The celebrity's name
calls up not admu-ation, but only a shadowy conscious-

ness that admu-ation is dvie. We never pause to get the

emotion. I am afraid the first proceeding of the society

will have to be the suppression of the illustrated week-

hes, which manufacture celebrities artificially to fiU up
their pages, and, in order to have pretty pictures, give

every actress that makes a httle hit a prominence which

Shakespeare did not deserve. If there is no celebrity

of the week it is necessary to create one, is the editorial

motto. If a man is a celebrity you interview him, and

if you interview him he is a celebrity.

You will not beheve me (though I don't care a double-

blank domino if you don't, for it is true) when I tell you
that an opposition society ah-eady exists — a society for

the manufacture of celebrities. Self-puffery has always

gone on in a sporadic fashion, most people sending their

own puffs to the papers, and rolling theii* own logs, on
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the principle that if yoii want a thing done well you
must do it yourself. But the idea of the society is the

organisation of self-puffery. It is done through an as-

sociation which undertakes (for a fee) to insert anything

you choose to send it about yourself in a hundred native

papers, and a hundred Colonial, Indian, and American

papers, as well as to get special articles written thereon,

and to organise press receptions, luncheons, journeys,

dinners, etc., etc. tempora ! mores ! What an ex-

posure of the lower journalism ! Oh the crush of celeb-

rities there will be when the society has been at work

a few years !

4. THE CHARITY OF CHARITIES

The begging-letters and circulars are enough to hght

your fires the whole year, and it is a pity they are not

sent to the poor, to whom they would be of more value.

StiU, not to have the worry of receiving and discrimi-

nating among these appeals is another of the many
compensations of poverty. There are a thousand varie-

ties of Charity (some beginning at a Home and others

going abroad), and the most munificent can support

only a few, and perhaps will select the wi-ong few. And
most of these Charities are struggling along painfully,

their resources taxed to the utmost by the severe win-

ter and the coal strike
; many can scarcely make both

ends meet. There is nothing to prevent the weaker

dying of want, and oiu- Charities suffering from a heavy

mortahty. And of course it will be the best and most

retiring Charities that will starve to death rather than

beg of the first comer, while the brazen Charities will

perambulate the streets with strident clamour, rattling

full raouey-boxes.
Do we not therefore need another Charity'? Nay,

blaspheme not, nor clench thy purse-strings. One other

Charity
—

just one more— is a social necessity. I would

call it
" The Charity of Charities." 'T is a central bu-

reavi of beneficence, to which each doubting philanthro-

pist shoTild send such sums as he knows not how to
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dispense. The bureau should inquire into the circum-

stances of each Charity, and grant or refuse reUef

strictly in accordance with its needs or merits. The

Charity Organisation Society is another affair altoge-

ther. Perhaps people are afraid of pauperising the

Charities assisted, but there is no reason why these

should not continue to be self-supporting as far as pos-

sible. Such as could not manage to exist in this coun-

try could be assisted to emigrate, wliile every help would

be given to exiled or persecuted Charities to gain a

sphere of activity in this country. Fortunately, there

are always large-minded men among us who will receive

any Charity, however despised, with open arms ! There

would be visitation committees to call at the oifices of

the Charities, to see that they were not pleading poverty
when the officials were drawing big salaries

;
a loan so-

ciety to help them over bad times, so as not to destroy
their self-respect by doles in aid

;
while a cookery school

for accounts and a sanatorium for those that failed to

keep their balance might also be annexes of this grand
institution.

XIX

INDECEiVCY ON THE ENGLISH STAGE

[This protest was dated Jan. 1, 1891. Things are rather better now."]

I
AM not a young person. Nothing ever brings a

blush to my cheek except the rouge-pencil or the ex-

posure of my stealthy deeds of good. I can read the

Elizabethan dramatists or Rabelais with equanimity,
and the only thing that mars my enjoyment of Juvenal

is the occasional obscurity of the Latin. I like the un-

moral passages in " Mademoiselle de Maupin," even if

I do not go so far as Swinburne and call it
'' the holy

book of beauty." Ibsen refreshes me hke a tonic, and
I even believe in Zola. And yet, if I were State censor

of the English stage
— which fortunately I am not— I
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should suppress half of out- plays for their indecency.

The other half I should suppress for their fatuity. But

that is another story.

That vice loses half its evil by losing all its grossness,

is a maxim for which the world cannot be too thankful to

Burke
;
for though the point of view be not true, an im-

portant aspect of the truth is undoubtedly exhibited.

Now, what we get on the English stage is the grossness

without the vice— or, to put it moi-e acciu-ately, the

vulgarity without the open presentation of the vice.

You may mean anything, so long as you say something

else. Almost every farcical comedy or comic opera
—

to leave the music-hall alone— is vitiated by a vein of

vulgar indecency which is simply despicable. The aim

of the artist is not to conceal art— there is none to con-

ceal— but to conceal his indecencies decently, and yet

in the most readily discoverable manner. The success-

ful stage-piece is too often but a symphony in blue.

What the English, with then- fashion of spoiling French

importations, incorrectly term doubles entenclres, are al-

most indispensable items in the fare of some London

theatres of good repute. And the references to things

sexual are usually as stupid as they are superfluous to

the development of the plot or the characters. There is

not the shadow of an excuse for then* introduction.

They are simply silly accretions on the play, quite un-

implicated with the spirit of the scene, and losing all

meaning in their effort to have two. One can enjoy the

sparkle of wit and the rich halo of comedy playing

around situations unaffectedly "improper"; even the

farces of the Palais Royal amuse with the broad foolery

of their esprit gaulois ; but the English endeavour to

make the best of both worlds, the English author who

combines the prude and the pimp— for these one can

have nothing but contempt. And the measure of one's

longing for a sane and virile view and presentation of

life will be the measure of one's abhorrence of immoral-

ity which has not even the decency to be indecent.

The French dramatist gives us characters living in

"a state of sin" (one of the United States not recognised
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at the Court of St. James's). The English dramatist

conveys the plot, conveys the situations which spring

out of the " state of sin," but leaves out the basis on

which the whole rests. Thus, instead of situations in-

telligibly indecent, we get situations unintelligibly inde-

cent. Eros, like an Indian conjuror, is left suspended .

from nothing. As the Enghsh playgoer does not ask

for intelligible situations, he is satisfied with the resi-

duum. The di-amatist's uneasy striving to accotmt for

the behaviour of his personages only renders the latent

character of the residuum more glaring.

The truth is, that everything depends on treatment

and atmosphere. Lord Houghton has treated the difiB.-

eult theme of a mother's and daughter's love for the

same man with tenderness and gi-ace ;
a foreign writer

would lay bare and anatomise with more of scalpel and

less of sentiment. The former satisfies our aesthetic in-

stincts
;
the latter would, in addition, appeal to our in-

tellectual cm-iosity. To the English dramatist the whole

story would be tabu; but if the Continental man had got
some striking situations out of it, the Briton's soul would

hanker after those situations. So he would make the

mother a maiden aunt, and give us the familiar spectacle

of the aged spinster languishing for matrimony, as in-

carnated for the nonce in the person of her niece's lover.

Miss Sophie Larkin would play the part, and it would be

intended to be a comic one. There is more suggestiveness

in the conventional stage figure of the amorous old maid

than in all Congreve's comedies. And yet what figure is

more certain to please, in the whole gallery of puppets ?

Scenes and characters of this sort you may have by the

dozen; but to build a moral play upon an '' immoral"

basis is to court damnation. To construct a noble piece

of work on the basis of ''

improper" relations between

your chief characters is to show the cloven hoof. Once

the initial scheme granted, the rest may be as bracing

as an Alpiue breeze
;
but the critics will scent brimstone.

But to build an immoral play upon a *' moral" basis—
that way gladness Ues. Critics, who would rage at the

delineation of a character remotely resembling a human
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being's, will pat you on the back with a good-humoui-ed

smile, and at most a laughing word of reprobation for

your azure audacities. Ladies, who, whether they are

married or unmarried, are in England presumed to be

agnostics in sexual matters, will roar themselves hoarse

over farces whose stories could only be told to the ultra-

marines, riisen may not untie a shoe-latchet in the in-

terest of truth, while Enghsh bm-lesque managers may

put an army of girls into tights. One dramatist may
steal a horse-laugh by a tawdiy vulgarity, whUe another

may not look over an ankle. It is the same with litera-

ture. We look askance at " The Kreutzer Sonata," but

tolerate the vulgar anecdotal indecencies of the sporting

jom-ual. The artist's eye may not see life steadily, and

see it whole ;
but it is licensed to wink and ogle at will

from behind its bhnker. If the artist's "immoraUty"
is the artistic embodiment of a frank Paganism, or is

inspired by an ethical or a scientific purpose, he is a

filthy-minded feUow. Seriousness is the impardonable
sra. Coarseness can be condoned, if it is only flippant

and frivolous enough. In short, the only excuse for

indecency is to have none.

Unfortunately, practical considerations are so involved

with artistic that it may be imprudent to accord the ar-

tist as wide a charter as he would wish. The ideals of

sincerity and honesty may in the present social enwon-
ment be so potential for harm that it is for the common
interest that they should not be gi-atified. This may be

so, though I do not believe it. But whether it be so or

not, of one thing I am certain,
— and that is that the

half-hearted dallying with things sexual is wholly an

evil
;
that the prurient sniffing and sniggering rovmd the

subject is more fraught with peril to a community, more

debasing to the emotional cmrency, more blighting to

the higher sexual feelings of the race, than the most

shameless public repudiation of all moral restraints.

Evil cm-es itself Ln the sunlight ;
it gi-ows and flourishes

in the darkness. Vice looks fascinating in the gloam-

ing; the morning shows up the tawdriness and the paint.
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XX

LOVE IN LIFE AND LITERATURE

10
VE ! Love ! Love ! The air is full of it as I write,

i though the autumn leaves are falhng. Shake-

speare's immortal love-poem is playing amid the cynicism
of modern London, Hke that famous fountain of Dick-
ens's in the Temple gardens. The ''

largest circidation"

has barely ceased to flutter the middle-class breakfast-

table with discussions on " the Age of Love," and httle

Billee and Trilby— America's ''Romeo and Juliet"—
loom large at the Haymarket. Mr. T. P. O'Connor, for-

getting even Napoleon, his King Charles's head, is ruling

high at the hbraries with rechauffes of " Some Old Love

Stories," and the "
way of a man with a maid "

is still

the unfailing topic of books and plays. One wovdd al-

most think that Coleridge was to be taken " at the foot

of the letter "—
All tlaouglits, all passions, all deligfhts

"WTiatever stirs this mortal frame,
All are but ministers of Love,
And feed his sacred flame.

But alas ! suffer me to be as sceptical as Stevenson in
"
Virginibus Puerisque." In how many lives does Love

really play a dominant part ? The average taxpayer is

no more capable of a "
grand passion

" than of a grand
opera.

" Man's love is of man's life a thing apart." Ay,
my Lord Byron, but 't is not " woman\s whole existence,''
neither. Focussed in books or plays to a factitious unity,
the rays are sadly scattered in life. Natheless Love re-

mains an interest, an ideal, to all but the hopeless Grad-

grinds. Many a sedate citizen's pulse will leap with
Romeo's when Forbes-Robertson's eye first lights upon
the Southern child " whose beauty hangs upon the cheek
of night like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear." Many a
fashionable maid, with an eye for an estabUshment, will

shed tears when Mrs. Patrick Campbell, martyi- to im-

chaffering love, makes her quietus with a bare dagger.
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For the traces left by Love in life are so numerous
and diverse that even the cynic

—^ which is often bad

language for the unprejudiced observer— cannot quite
doubt it away. There seems to be no other way of ac-

counting for the facts. When you start learning a new

language you always find yom-self confronted with the

verb '' to love"— invariably the normal type of the first

conjugation. In every language on earth the student

may be heard declaring, with more zeal than discretion,

that he and you and they and every other person, sin-

gular or plural, have loved, and do love, and will love.
'* To love" is the model verb, expressing the archetype
of activity. Once you can love grammatically there is

a world of things you may do without stumbling. For,

strange to say,
" to love," which in real life is associated

with so much that is bizarre and violent, is always

''regular" in gi'ammar. Ancient and modern tongues
teU the same tale — from Hebrew to street-Arabic, from

Greek to the elephantine language that was ''made in

Germany." Not only is "to love " deficient in no lan-

guage (as home is deficient in French, and Geist in Eng-

ghsh), but it is never even " defective." No mood or

tense is ever wanting— a proof of how it has been con-

jugated in every mood and tense of life, hi association

with every variety of proper and improper noun, and

every pronoun at aU personal. Not merely have people
loved unconditionally in every language, but there is

none in which they would not have loved, or might not

have loved, had circumstances permitted ;
none in which

they have not been loved, or (for hope springs eternal

in the human breast) have been about to be loved. Even
woman has an Active Voice in the matter

; indeed,
" to

love "
is so perfect that, compared with it,

" to marry
"

is qmte irregular. For, while " to love " is sufficient for

both sexes, directly you get to marriage you find in some

languages that division has crept in, and that there is

one word for the use of ladies and another for gentlemen

only. Turning from the evidence enshrined in language
to the records of history, the same truth meets us at any
date we appoint. Everyrv^here

" 'T is love that makes
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the world go round." It is dizzjdng to think what would

have happened if Eve had not accepted Adam. What
could have attracted her if it was not love ? Sm-ely not

his money, nor his family. For these she could n't have

cared a fig-leaf. Unfortunately, the daughters of Eve
have not always taken after their mother. The statis-

tics of crime and insanity testify eloquently to the reahty
of love, arithmetic teaching the same lesson as histoiy

and grammar. Consider, too, the pUes of love at Mudie's !

A million story-tellers in aU periods and at all places

cannot have all told stories, though they have aU, alas !

told the same story. They must have had mole-hills for

theii' mountains, if not straw for then- bricks. There

are those who, ^dth Bacon, consider love a variety of

insanity ;
but it is more often merely a form of misun-

derstanding. When the misunderstanding is mutual, it

may even lead to man-iage. As a rule Beauty begets
man's love. Power woman's. At least, so women tell

me. But then, I am not beautiful. It must be said for

the man that every lover is a species of Platonist— he

identifies the Beautiful with the Good and the Tnie.

The woman's admiration has less of the ethical quality ;

she is dazzled, and too often feels,
"
If he be but time

to me, what care I how false he be."
'' The Stage is more beholding to Love than the Kfe

of man," says Bacon. The "
Daily Telegraph

"
is perhaps

even more "beholding" to it. The ingenuity with

which this great organ raises the cloyless topic every

silly season under another name, is beyond aU praise.

No conclusion will ever be an'ived at, of course, because
*• Love " means a different thing with each correspon-

dent, and it is difficult to lay down general truths

about a relation that varies with each of the count-

less couples that have ever experienced it, or have

fancied they experienced it. The set theme of a news-

paper correspondence always reminds me of a nerv^ous

old lady crossing the roadway : she lams this way and

that way, gets splashed by every passing wheel, jumps
back, jumps forward again, finds temporary harbour on

a crossing-stage imder a lamp, darts sideways, and ends
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by arriving in another street altogether. So that the

heading of a correspondence is scant guide as to what is

being discussed under it; and no one would be sur-

prised to find a recipe against baldness under the title of

"The Age of Love." But then "The Age of Love"
is an absurd and answerless question. Experience
shows that all ages fall in love— and out again ;

so

that, to quote the pithy Bacon again,
" a man may

have a quarrel to marry when he wiU." Octogenari-
ans elope, and Mr. Gilbert's elderly baby died a hlase old

roue of five.

Romeo's passionwas a second, not a first, love : he had

already loved Rosaline. Juhet's first— and only— love

came to her only eleven years after she had been weaned,
"come Lammas." Save that the "Age of Love" may
be said to be " Youth"— for Love aye rejuvenates^
there is nothing to be said. Wherefore the German

gentleman who protested against the cliches of novel-

writers in the matter of the eternity of passion was weU
within the wilderness of the subject. The cliche meta-

phor, by the way, is itself becoming a cliche, so stere-

otyped do we grow in protesting against the stereotyped.
Germans are, perhaps, not the best authorities on pas-
sion : they are too sentimental for love and too domestic

for romance. StiU, our German is justified in his com-

plaint : the love-scenes in our novels and di'amas corre-

spond very httle to human nature. In works of pui-e

romance this is no drawback to artistic beauty ;
but in

much modern work purporting to min'or contemporary
Ufe, the love-making has neither the beauty that springs
from idealisation, nor that which springs from reality.

Property-speeches and stock-sentiments still do duty
for what really takes place in modern love-making. We
have played with the traditional puppets so long that

we have come to believe they are alive. They may have
been alive once— when life was more elemental

; they
still exist, perchance, in those primitive conditions which
are really the past surviving into the present. But in no
field of human life is there greater need of fresh obser-

vation than in this of love. The ever-increasing sub-

182



LOyE IN LIFE AND LITERATURE

tlety and complexity of modern love have not yet found

adequate registration and interpretation in art. Ai-t al-

ways seems to me a magic miiTor in which the shapes of

the past are held long after they have passed away.
The author of to-day looks not into his heart— but into

the mirror— and wi'ites. Primitive Love found its poet
in Longus the Greek, with his

''

Daphnis and Chloe "
;

but who has given us Modern Love ? Not Meredith him-

self, despite his sonnets
; though

" The Egoist
"

is a ter-

rible analysis of a modern lover, as saddening as the

"Modern Lover" of George Moore. The poets are ill

guides to love. Their passions are half-fantastic, if not
of imagination all compact. SheUey's

"
Epipsychidion

"

was the expression of a passing mood
; Tennyson's

" Come into the Garden, Maud," a l;yTic exaltation that

must have died down when Maiid appeared, and could

in any case scarce have sur-v-ived its fiftieth rewrituig ;

Eossetti's intei-pretation of " The House of Life" is as

purely individual as Patmore's "
Angel in the House "

;

Swinbui'ue sings of phantasms ;
we can no more take

oiu' poets for types of modem lovers than we can accept
Dante or Petrarch as representatives of the mediaeval

lover. These poets used their goddesses as mystic in-

spu-ers. Dante was not in love with Beatrice, the daugh-
ter of Portinari, but with his own imagination : she mar-
ried Simone as he Gemma, and thus he was still able to

worship her. The devotion of Petrarch to Laura did

not prevent his having children by another lady. If we
turn to modern prose-wi-iters, we fail to find any really
subtle treatment of Modem Love. Henry James him-

self shrinks from analysing it, even allusively and in-

sinuatingly. Zola's handling of the love-theme is as

primary as Pierre Loti's, for Zola has the eye for masses,
not for individual subtleties. Tolstoi, informed by
something of the rage of the old ascetics, is too icono-

clast; Maupassant's stories sometimes suggest a cyni-
cism as profound as Chamfort's or that old French poet's
who wrote :

Femme, plaisir de demye heure,
Et ennuy qui sans fin demeure.
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Ibsen is as idealistic as Strindberg is materialist.

Shall we seek light in the modern lady-novelist, with
her demand for phases of passion suited to every stage
of existence ? Shall we fall in with the agnosticism of

John Davidson, and admit that no man has ever under-
stood a woman, a man, or hunself, and vice versa ? 'T is

seemingly the opinion of Nordau that, after the fii'st

flush of youth, we do but play
'' The Comedy of Senti-

ment," feigning and making believe to recapture

That first Ijric rapture.

And his friend Auguste Dietrich writes :

Se faire vivement desirer et paraitre refuser alors ce qu'elle
brfile d'accorder . . . voilh la comedie que de tout temps ont

jou^e les femmes.

Not quite a fair analysis, this : like all cynicism, it is

crude. Juliet for one did not play this comedy, though
she was aware of the role.

Or, if thou think'st I am too quickly won,
I'll frown and be perverse and say thee nay,
So thou wilt woo.

Nor is it always comedy, evenwhen played. Darwdn, in

his
" Descent of Man," recognizes a real innate coyness,

and that not merely of the female sex, which has been
a great factor in improving the race. And, since we are

come to the scientific standpoint, let it be admitted that

marriage is a racial safeguard which does not exhaust
the possibilities of romantic passion. Nature, as Scho-

penhauer would say, has over-baited the hook. Our ca-

pacities for romance are far in excess of the needs of the

race: we have a surplus of emotion, and Satan finds

mischievous vent for it. We are confronted with a
curious dualism of soul and body, with two streams of

tendency that will not always run parallel : hinc illce lach-

rymcB. This it is that makes M. Bourget's "Cruel

Enigme." Perhaps the ancients were wiser, with whom
the woman had no right of choice, passing without will
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from father to husband. When the Romans evolved

their concept of the mamage-contract between man and
woman instead of between father and son-in-law, the

trouble began. Emancipated woman developed soul

and sentiment, and when Roman Law conquered the

world, it spread everywhere the seeds of romance. Ro-

mance— the very etymology carries its history, for 't is

only natural that the first love-stories should have been

written in the language of Rome. Nor is it inapt that

the typical lover should recall Rome by his name :

O, Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo ?

Romantic Love is the rose Evolution has grown on

earthly soil. Floreat ! Strange that Nordau, in his '' Con-

ventional Lies of Civilisation," should echo this aspu-ation
and gush over the Goethean Wahlverivandtschaft— the

elective affinity of souls— almost with the rapture of a

Platonist, conceiving love'as the soul finding its pre-natal
half. Surely, to his way of thinking, scientific selection

were better for the race than such natural selection, es-

pecially as natural selection cannot operate in our com-

plicated ci\alisation, where at every tm-n the poetry of Ufe

dashes itself against the dead wall of prose. The miracle

has happened. Edwin loves Angelina, and by a strange
coincidence Angelina also loves Edwin. But then come
the countless questions of income, position, family.
Adam and Eve were the only couple that started free

from relatives. Else, perhaps, had their garden not been
" Paradise." All later lovers have had to consult other

people's tastes as well as their own, and there has prob-

ably never been a marriage that has pleased all parties

unconcerned. And even when the course of tme love

runs smooth, do the lovers marry whom they were in love

with ? Alas ! marriage is a parlous business : one loves

one's ideal, but the beloved is always real. The wiser

sort take a leaf out of Dante's book or Petrarch's, and

retain their illusions.
'^ The poets call it love— we doc-

tors give it another name," says a kindly old character

in one of Echegaray's comedies :

" How is it cured ?

This very day with the aid of the priest ;
and so excel-

185



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

lent a speciiic is this, that after a month's appliance,
neither of the wedded pair retains a vestige of remem-
brance of the fatal sickness."

There is a kind of scientific selection in the intermar-

riage of persons of quality, which is at the bottom of

then- supposed superciliousness and disdain of trade,

though blood does not infallibly produce breeding.
There is the same tribal instinct in the aversion of Jews
from exogamy, and it is this sort of scientific selection

which is subconsciously going on when parents and

guardians, sisters, cousins, and aunts, interfere with the
"

elective afiinities." Money, too, is really a secm-ity
for the due rearing of offspring. It is to be hoped there

is a tear beneath the sneers of Sudermanu's comedy,
" Die Schmetterhngschlacht," for the soiTows of money-
less mothers with unmaiTiageable gii-ls.

Doan't thou marry for munny, but goa wheer munny is,

said Tennyson's Northern Farmer— a sentiment which

was anticipated or plagiarised by Wendell Holmes as
" Don't marry for money, but take care the girl you love

has money." Few people may marry directly for money,
or even for position, but few maiTiages are uncompli-
cated by considerations of money and position. Little

wonder if

Love, light as air, at sight of human ties

Spreads his light wings and in a moment flies.

Lovers may thrust such thoughts into the background,
but is not this wilful blindness as much " The Comedy
of Sentiment" as that which suppUes the theme of

Nordau's novel? It weighed upon Walter Bagehot
that " immortal soids" should have to think of tare and
tret and the price of butter

;
but " sich is life

"— prose
and poetry intertangled. The cloud may have a silver

lining, but clouds are not all silver. Wherefore Nordau's

glorification of the love-match is curiously unscientific
;

it belongs to silver-cloudland
;

it might work among the

bii-ds of Ns^jXo-xoxxuY^a. Loveless marriages may beget
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happiness, if not ecstacy ;
and loA^G-matches may be

neither foi* the interest of the individuals nor of the

race. They serve, however, to feed Art, and one real

love-match will justify a hundi-ed novels and plays, just

as one good ghost will supply a hundred ghost-stories.

Considering how many dead people there are, the per-

centage of those permitted to play ghost is so infinitesi-

mal as to be incredible a priori ; nevertheless, how we
snatch at the possibihty of ghosts ! Even so we like

to connect love and marriage, two things naturally di-

vorced, and to fancy that wedding-bells are rung by
Cupid. But, after all, what is love ? In lawn-tennis it

counts for nothing. In the dictionary it figures, inter

alia, as *' a kind of light silken stuil." And, as Dumas
fils sagely sums it up in " Le Demi-Monde "

:

'' Dans le

mariage, quand I'amoui- existe, I'habitude le tue, et

quand il n'existe pas elle le fait naitre."

XXI

DEATH AND MARRIAGE

IT
was with melancholy amusement that I read in the

scientific journals that sewer-gas Avas comparatively
innocuous. After the hundreds of sanitary tracts in

which the deadliness of sewer-gas has been an axiom of

faith, after the thousand-and-one deaths from it in the

contemporary novel, it is grimly diverting to learn that

sewer-gas may be welcomed without fear to our hearths

and homes. The same process appears to be overtak-

ing science with which we are familiar in the sphere of

history
— all the bad gases are getting purified and the

good spirits vilified. The invincible solids are being

liquefied, and the aery nothings are being given soUd

habitations. The Professor tells me that liquid oxygen
is obtainable only under great pressure, and at a colos-

sal cost. I beg respectfully to suggest to the million-

aii'es the advisability of laying in quarts of it for theii'
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dinner-parties. This sparkling beverage— essence of

oxygen, mark you— would not need to be iced, for the
North Pole is as a red-hot poker compared with it.

Such a beverage would make a sensation and provide
paragraphs for the society joumals and the '^Times''

obituary. It is tnie the guests would not hke it, but
they woidd be anxious to quaff it. Have you never
noticed the innocent joy which the pop and froth of

cheap champagne gives to suburban souls ? There is a

magic halo about champagne— an aroma of aristocracy— which sanctifies it for people who would be happier
with lemonade. Wherefore I doubt not there would be
a public to adventure on liquid oxygen, though it were
congealed in the attempt. The imbibition thereof might
indeed replace suicide and cremation— it would both
kill and cure, and our frozen bodies might be preserved
in family ice-safes for the edification of scientific pos-
terity. I should not marvel if liquid air or oxygen be-
came an article of the euthanasian creed. As for sewer-

gas, we may yet live to see it manufactui-ed artificially
for the improvement of the public health, and conveyed
to our overcrowded drawing-rooms with all the para-
phernaUa of pipes and the mendacious meter. Science
has turned so many somersaults even in my short life-

time that I am prepared for anything. I have even
serious doubts as to the stabihty of Darwinism, I have
seen so many immortal ti-uths die young, I verily be-
lieve that the cocksnreness of our century is destined
to be the amusement of the next, which may not im-

possibly beheve that the ape is descended from man by
retrogression.

Our little systems have then* day.
They have their day— and come again.

The science of medicine in particular seems to be al-

ways in a critical condition, and the bacillus bobs up
and down in a manner that is

''

painful and free." Like
Hamlet's father's ghost, it eludes oui* question : we know
not if it is

" a spirit of health or goblin damned," angel
or demon or delusion. The microbe of to-day is the
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myth of to-moiTow. Surgery is the only department of

medicine which has made real advances in om* century.
The rest is guesswork and experiment on vile bodies. I

do not know why the Peculiar People should be perse-
cuted for refusing vivi-injection. Tolstoi, a friend of

his told me, breathes fire and fury against the doctors,
and will have none of their di-ugs or their doctrines, and
he is not alone in beUeving that every tombstone is a
monument to some doctor's skill,

" When doctors dis-

agree," says the proverb. But do they ever agree— un-
less they consult ? I went to an eminent oculist once,
who anointed my eyes with cocaine in order to make
the pupils dilate. But my puj^ils refused to obey. He
was dumfoundered, and said that such a refusal Avas

unheard of : it contradicted aU experience and aU the

books. I felt quite conscience-stricken. He tried again
and again, but my pupils remained obdurately small. I

apologised for my originality, and he peered at my eyes

minutely, evidently expecting to find the new humour.
So I suggested he might try Horror, which I understood
from the noveUsts made the pupils dilate

;
but he repUed

that that would not be professional. He told me, how-

ever, a fact which I thought well worth his fee. An
erudite scientist had devoted a monograph to cocaine,
but failed to discover the one fact about it which was
worth knowing, and which had raised cocaine to the first

rank— to wit, that appUed externally it was an anaes-

thetic, so that if you put a drop on your tongue you might
bite yom- tongue without hm'ting yom-self . Doubtless

the poor man was ready enough to bite his tongue when
his book was spoilt by the discovery. But I cannot help

thinking that his case was typical of science— wliich is

appaUingly exhaustive and self-satisfied, but seems just

to miss the one essential thing.
Have you heard the legend of the Marriage of the

Angel of Death with a mortal woman ? He was aweary
of his cheerless professional roimd, and longed for do-

mestic joys to brighten his scanty leisure. It did not

strike him to '* domesticate the Recording Angel
"

;
but

one day, being sent to despatch a beautiful woman, he
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fell in love with her instead, and niaiiied her. But dire

was the punishment of his disobedience. The beautiful

woman turned out a shrew, who made Death's life not

worth hving, and as he had refused to kill her when her

hour sounded, she was now immortal. In despair he

deserted her and her child, and would never go near

her, so that her neighbourhood was always healthy, and

she unconsciously made the fortune of several insanitary

watering-places. In course of time Death's son grew

up, and with that curious filial perversity (which has

been especially remarked in the children of clergj-men)

he became a physician. And his fame as a physician

spread far and wide, inasmuch as he knew the secret of

Death, that uxorious and henpecked Angel having re-

vealed it to his wife in a weak moment. If the Angel
stood at the foot of the bed, he was only teiTifying the

patient ; if, however, he took up liis position at the head

of the bed, he was in deadly earnest, and hope was vain.

Inheriting sufficient of his father's natm-e to see him

when he was in\dsible to others, the physician was

naturally able to prophesy with undeviating accm-acy,

though the cunning rascal made great play with stetho-

scopes and syringes and what not, and felt pulses and

thumped chests before he gave judgment, and was soli-

citous in administering drugs when he foresaw the pa-

tient was destined to recover. Now, it befell one day
that the Princess of Paphlagonia (of whom I have told

elsewhere) feU grievously sick, and none of the physi-

cians could do aught to reheve her. So the king issued

a proclamation that whosoever could cure her could have

her to wife. Now, the fame of the beauty of the prin-

cess had travelled as far as the renown of the mighty

physician, so that desii-e was kindled in his heart to try

for the grand prize. And so Death's son set out and

travelled over land and sea, comforting the sick every-

where as he passed by, and curing all those that were

fated not to die. And at last he arrived in the capital

of Paphlagonia, and was received with great joy by the

king and all his court, and ushered into the sick-cham-

ber. A great warmth gathered at his heart as his eyes

190



DEATH AND MARRIAGE

fell upon tlie marvellous fairness of the princess ;
but

the next moment his heart was turned to ice, for lo ! he

perceived the Angel of Death standing at the head of

the bed. After a moment of agony the physician com-
manded all present to leave the chamber

;
then for the

first tune he broke the sdence his mother had imposed

upon him. "
Father," he said,

" have you no pity upon
me— you who once loved a woman yourself?" Then
Death answered, in a hollow voice :

"
I must do my duty.

I disobeyed once, and my punishment was greater than

I eould bear." ''

Father," pleaded the physician again,
" will you not move to the foot of the bed?" *'

Nay, I

cannot," answered Death harshly :
*'

I was commanded
to stay here, and here I must stay."

" And thou wilt

stay there whatever I say or do ?
" asked the physician

plaintively. ''Yea," answered Death stoutly. Then,
wrought up to desperation, the physician called the at-

tendants in again and bade them turn the bed round, so

that Death was left standing at the foot. But the An-

gel, seeing himself outwitted, rushed back to the head.

The physician thereupon dismissed the attendants and

upbraided him with his broken promise, but Death stood

firm. At last the physician lost his temper and all his

good bedside manner, and cried furiously :

"
If you 're

not gone instantly, I '11 send for mother !
" And the

Angel of Death vanished in the twinkling of the bed-

post.
TiU we can marry off Azrael to a termagant, I do not

believe wo shall ever really turn the tables upon him.

Nothing is more surprising to a reader of advertisement

columns than that people still continue to die. An army
of alchemists has discovered the Elixir of Life, and re-

tails it at one-and-three-halfpence a phial. Paracelsus

has turned pill-maker, and prospers exceedingly, and
sells out to a joint-stock company. But the great pro-
cession gi'avewards goes on, the ''thin black Unes"

creeping along all day long, and there is no falling off

in the consumption of sherry and biscuits. The scythe
of the Black Angel shines— opusfervet

— and it is always
the mowing season. Sometimes he stands at the foot of
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the bed, and then there is triumph for the pharmacopoeia ;

sometimes he stands at the head, and then the bed be-

comes a grave and he a tombstone. Alas ! his marriage
is but a pleasant myth, and his infallible son a dream.

Azrael is still a bachelor, and science is not shrew enough
to drive him away. Perhaps 't is as well the leeches can-

not avert him
; perhaps 't is a blessing that they blunder,

and the kindly grass grows over their mistakes. As it

is, too many people are an unconscionable long time in

dying. Their habit of procrastination is with them to

the last. They hnger on— a misery to themselves, and
a thorn to those anxious to moui'n their loss. They do

not know how to retire gi-acefully. The art of leaving
a world should be taught as a branch of deportment.
An American philanthropist who died recently was in

the habit of girding at the arrangements of the universe,

which did not seem to him organised after the fashion

of a bureau of beneficence. He was wont to regret that

he had not been present at the creation, so as to give

a few hints.
''

Well, what would you have advised ?
" a

friend once challenged him to say.
''

I would have

advised," he retorted, "that health be made catching

instead of disease." At first heariag, this soxmds tak-

ing, but its plausibility diminishes vmder investigation.

Health is the normal state of an organism, the perfect

working of its parts,
— it is not somethiag superadded,

as disease is. You might as well expect one watch to

catch the right time from another. The philanthropist

would have been more within the bounds of the reason-

able if he had demanded that disease should be more

egotistic and less epidemic. Every organism ought to

consume its own smoke, and not communicate its mis-

fortunes to its neighbours. And this it does satisfac-

torily enough in organic disease
;

it is only when those

impish germs, microbes and bacilli, mix themselves up
with the matter that we get pathological socialism. I

confess that the whole germ business seems to me an

illogical element in the scheme of destruction, though
't is of a piece with the structure of things. And yet

there is a sense in which health is catching. There is
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a contagion of confidence as well as of panic, and the

snrest way to escape epidemics is to disbelieve them.

Radiant people radiate health. The mind is a big factor

in things hygienic. 'T is a poor medicine that takes no

account of the soul. We are not earthen receptacles for

di'ugs, but breathiag clay vivified by thoughts and pas-
sions. And in the universe of morals, at any rate, health

is catching just as much as disease. We are ennobled

by noble souls, and uj)hfted by righteousness. We pat-

tern ourselves unconsciously upon oiu' friends. Char-

acter is contagious, and emotion epidemic, and good-
humour has its germs; copy-book maxims are null and
void : packets of propositions leave us cold. Morality
can only be taught by object-lessons ,• they err egre-

giously who would teach it hy the card. A fine char-

acter in a play or a novel outweighs a sermon
;
and in

real life the preacher pales before the practiser. It is a

great day when a man discovers for himself that honesty
is the best policy. Morality is a matter of feeling and

will, not of intellect. Handbooks of ethics may edify
the intellect, and " Cicero de Officiis" be the favourite

reading of rogues. I knew a ujiiversity student who at

his examination cribbed Kant's panegyric of the moral

law from a concealed text-book.

The legend of Death's marriage recalls to me that of

John L. SuUivan's. It is said that the famous bruiser

was in like grievous phght. His wife beat him, and he

had to sue for a divorce on the ground of cruelty ! There
is something deliciously pathetic about the insignifi-

cance of a great man to his wife— his valet feels small

at least on pay-day.
" The Schoolmaster Abroad" is a

rampant divinity with a ferocious ferule
;
at home he is

a meek person in slippers. The policeman who stands

majestically at the cross-roads waving the white glove
of authority nods in the chimney-comer without a hel-

met. Bishop Proudie was not much of a hero to Mrs.

Proudie, and even a beadle is, I fear, but moderately

imposing in the domestic sanctum. That a prophet is

not without honoui- save in his own country, we know
;

but even if he travel abroad, he must leave his wife
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behind Mm,— else will he never continuously contem-

plate his own greatness. This is why so many gi'eat

men remain bachelors. It perhaps also explains why
the others are so imhappy in their marriages. Perliaps
there ought to be a training-school for the supply of

great men's wives.

XXII

THE CHOICE OP PARENTS

"
'VT'ES," said Marindin quietly,

"
they may say they

JL write for Posterity, but what hving author besides

myself does write for Posterity ?
"

This sounded so unlike Marindin's modesty that I

wondered if the port and the paradoxes of our Clu-ist-

mas dinner had got into his head at last. The veteran

man of letters had talked brilliantly viore siio of many
things, most of all perhaps of his dead friend, Charles

Dickens. Who seemed more surely to have been writ-

ing Christmas stories for Posterity "? we had asked oiu*-

selves musingly, as we discussed the change of temper
since the days when Dickens or Father Christmas might
have stood for the Tinie-Spiiit. Many good things had
Marindin said of Ibsen and Nietzsche and the modern

apostles of self-development who sneered at the Gospel
of self-sacrifice, and at all the amiable vii'tues our in-

fancy had drawn from " The Fail-child Family
" with its

engaging references to Jeremiali xvii. 9. But now he
was breaking out in a new way, and I missed the reas-

suring twinkle in his eye.
"

I think I may without arrogance claim to be the

one author who really has considerable influence with

Posterity," he went on, drawing serenely at his cigar
and adjusting his right leg more comfortably across the

arm of his easy-chair.
"
Is there any one else whom

Posterity listens to ?
"

I shifted uneasily in my own arm-chair. '' What do

you mean ?
" I inquired baldly.
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" Don't you know 1 write for the unborn ? " he

counter-queried.
"But they don't read you— yet," I said, trjnng to

smile.
" My dear fellow ! Why, I 'm the best-read man in

Ante-land. The unborn swear by me ! My pubUshers,
Fore and Futurus, are simply rolling in promissoiy
notes."

" You 'v^e become a Theosophist !
" I cried in alarm,

for that familiar twinkle in his eye had been replaced

by a strange exaltation.

"And what if I have?"

"Theosophy!" I cried scornfully
— "Theology for

Atheists ! The main contemporary form of the Higher
FooKshness."

"The Higher Foolishness!" echoed Marindin in-

dignantly.
"
Yes, the Foolishness of the fool with brains. The

brainless fool fulfils himself in low ways— in alcoholic

saturnaUa, in salvation carnivals, in freethought hys-

terics, in political bombs. The Higher Foolishness ex-

presses itself in aben-ations of poetry and art, in table-

rapping and theosophy, in vegetarianism, and in mystic

calculations about the Beast."

"It is you who are the fool," he replied shortly.
"
Theosophy is ti-ue— that is, my form of it. Birth is

but the name for the entry upon this particular form of

existence.

" Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting.

The soul that rises with us, our life's star,

Hath had elsewhere its setting,

And Cometh from afar.

The unborn pre-exist, even as the dead persist ;
and

instead of addi-essing Posterity posthumously and cu-.

cuitously, I have anticipated its verdict. I have wiitten

for the unborn, direct. I have been the apostle of the

New Ethics among the pre-natal populations, the pro-

phet of indi\idualism among the unborn."
" What ! You have propagated the teaching that free
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choice must be the battle-cry of the future, that the

only genuine morahty is that which is the spontaneous

outcome of an emancipated individuahty !
"

"
Precisely."

" But what has free choice to do with the unborn ? "

" What has it to do f Great heavens ! Everything.

The battle-cry of the futui-e will be Free Bu-th."
" Free Bh-th !" I echoed.
<' Yes— this is what I have been preaching to the un-

born—the choice of their parents before consenting

to be born ! Compulsory birth must be swept away.
What! would you sweep away all checks upon the

individuality of the individual— once he is born
;
would

you tear asunder all the swaddling-bands of oiu- baby
civilisation

;
would you replace the rules of the nursery

by the orderly anarchy of manhood and womanhood,
and yet retain such an incoherent anachronism as com-

pulsory birth— a disability which often cripples a man

upon the very threshold of his career*? Without tliis

initial reform the individualism of yom- Ibsens and

Auberon Herberts becomes a mere simulacrum, a hollow

mockery. If you are to develop your individuahty, it

must be your own individuality that you develop, not an

individuality thrust upon you by a couple of outsiders."

''And you have preached this with success*?"
" With unheard-of success."
"
Unheard-of, indeed !

" I muttered sarcastically.
" In your plane of existence !

" he retorted.
" In Ante-

land the movement has spread widely ; scarcely a soul

but has become convinced of the evils of compulsion in

this most personal matter, and of the necessity of hav-

ing a voice in its own incarnation. And it is I, moi qui

vous parle, who have sown the seeds of the revolt against

our present social arrangements. Too long had parents

presumed upon the ignorance and helplessness of the

unborn and upon their failure to combine. But now
the great wave of emancipation which is hftiag us all

off our feet has reached the coming race. And soon the

old ideal will be nothing but a strangled snake by the

cradle of Hercules."
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"
Why, I never heard of such a thing in all my born

days !

"
I cried helplessly.

" Of course not
; you are more ignorant than the babe

unboni. You trouble yourseK about the next world, but

as to what may be going on in the last world, that never

enters your head. But for the tyi'anny of outward social

forms you and I might have deferred our birth till a

serener century. Henceforth the di'eamer of dreams

will have only himself to blame if he is born out of his

due time and called upon to set the crooked straight.

Job himself would have escaped his misfortunes if he

had only had the jjatience to wait. In future any one

who is born in a hirny will be a born idiot."
'' What ! Will the unborn choose the time of birth as

well as their parents %
"

" One is implicated in the other. Suppose the soid

wished to be the son of an American Duke, naturally it

would have to wait till aristocracy was developed across

the Atlantic, say some time in the next centm-y."
" I see. And is there a public opinion in Ante-land

that regulates private action ?
"

"
Yes, but I have now educated it to the higher ethics.

It used to be the respectable thing to be born of stran-

gers without one's own consent, though at the bottom

of their souls many persons believed this to be sheer

immoraUty, and cursed the day they were led to the

cradle, and became the mere playthings of the parents
who acquired them—pretty toys to be dandled and ca-

ressed, just a larger variety of doU. But all this is

almost over. Henceforth birth will be considered im-

moral unless it is spontaneous
— the outcome of an

intelhgent selection of parents, based on love."

''On love?"
'' Yes

;
should not a child love its father and mother 1

and how can we expect it to love people it has never

seen, to whom it is tied in the most brutal way, without

a voice in the control of its destinies at the absolutely

most important turning-point of its whole existence ?
"

"
True, a child should love its parents," I conceded.

" But is not the quiet, sober affection that springs up
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after birtli, an affectiou founded on mutual association

and mutual esteem, better than aU the tempestuous
ardours of pre-natal passion that may not survive the

christening ?
"

''Ah, that is the good old orthodox cant!" cried

Marindiu, puffing out a great cloud of smoke. " What
certainty is there this post-natal love woidd spring up ?

And, at any rate, a man would no longer be able to

blame Providence if he found himself tied for life to a

couple for whom he had nothing but loathing and con-

tempt. Even the adherents of the old conception of

compulsory childship begin to see that the stringency
of the fiUal tie needs relaxation. Already it is recognised
that in cases of cruelty the child may be divorced from
the parent. But there is a hopeless incompatibility
of temper and temperament which is not necessarily
attended with cruelty. Di'unkeuness, lunacy, and crim-

inality should also be regarded as vahd grounds for

divorce, the parent being no longer allowed to bear the

name of the child it has dishonoured."
" But who shall say," I asked sceptically,

" that the

new self-appointed generation will be happier than the

old ? What gu^arantee is there that the choice of parents
will be made with taste and discretion ?

"

Marindin shrugged his shoidders impatiently.
" Come and interview the unborn," he said, and fixed

his imsmiling eye on mine, as though to hypnotise me.
What happened then I shaU never be able to explain. I

was translated into another scale of being, into the last

world in factj and just as it is impossible to describe

a symphony to a deaf mute or a simset to a man born

blind, so it is impossible for me to put down in terms of

our present consciousness the experiences I went through
in that earlier pre-natal stage of existence. What I per-
ceived in Ante-land must needs be expressed thi-ough
the language of this world, to which in effect it bears as

true and constant a relation as the vibration of a violin

string to its music. I soon gathered that, as Marindin
had claimed, his doctrines had made considerable incur-

sions in the last world, and, what was more surprising,
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in this. There seemed to be quite a considerable sect of

parents spread all thi-ough Europe and America, pledged
to respect the rights of the unborn, and it was in co-

operation with this enhghtened minority— destined, no

doubt, in time to become the Universal Church— that

the unborn worked. The sect embraced many couples
of wealth and position, and, as was to be expected, at

the start there had been a rush among the unborn for

millionau'e parents. But it was soon discovered that

birth for money was a mistake, that it too often led to a

spendthrift youth and a bankrupt age, and that there

was not seldom a legacy duty to pay in the shape of

hereditary diseases, sometimes amounting to as much as

two pains in the pound ;
the gold rush was therefore

abating. Birth for beauty had also been popular till ex-

perience demonstrated the insubstantiahty of good looks

as a panoply throughout life. Gradually the real condi-

tions of earthly happiness were coming to be understood.

Unborn preachers in their unbuilt churches tried in their

unspoken sermons to lead souls to the higher bodies or

to save souls fi-om precipitate incarnation. Marindin's

own unwritten books sustained Paley's thesis of the es-

sentially equal distribution of happiness among aU classes,

and left it for the individual soul to decide between the

realities of toil and the um-ealities of prosperity. Marin-

din took the opportunity of our presence in Ante-land

to pay a visit to his publishers, Fore and Futuiais, of

whose honesty and generosity he spoke in glowing terms.

Fore received us
;
he seemed to be a thorough gentle-

man, this imborn publisher. He showed us the design
for a cover to a new " Guide to the Selection of Parents,"
which he was about to biing out, and wliich he hoped
would become the standard work on the subject. I gath-
ered that these " Guides " were very popular as birthday

presents, enabling, as they did, those just about to be

bom to think once more before making the final plunge.
The feature of the Fore and Futm-us " Guide" was the

appendix of contributions from souls ah'eady born,
whose mistakes might serve to benefit those stUl vmat-

tached.
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" But how can there be a guide to such a Mghtfui

labyrinth?" I inquired curiously.
"
Japhet in search

of a father had a Hght task before him compared with

the selection of one. And it is not only the selection of

a father, but of a mother ! To take the outside variations

only : the father may be handsome, good-looking, plain
or ugly ;

the mother may be beautiful, pretty, plain or

ugly. Any of these types of fathers may be paired with

any of these types of mothers, which makes sixteen

complications. Then there is complexion— fair or dark
— which makes sixty-four, for you know how, by al-

gebraic calculations, every new possibihty mvdtiplies
into all the others. If one turns to mental and moral

characteristics, one's brain swims to think of the new
complications incalcidably numerous and all multi-

plying into the old physical combinations. Multi-

ply furthermore by all the combinations arising from
considerations of health, money, position, nationahty,

reUgion, order of birth— whether as first, second, or

thirteenth child— and the strongest intellect reels and
breaks down. Even now I have not enumerated all the

possibilities ;
for the total would have to be doubled for

the contingency of sex, since I presume birth would not

be absolutely free, unless it included the right of choos-

ing one's sex.
" To take a concrete instance of the embarrassment

which Free Bu'th would bring, and of the invidious dis-

tinctions that would have to be made : which is the bet-

ter lot?—-to be the third daughter of a nineteenth-

century, healthy, ugly, penniless, clever, middle-aged,

moral, free-thinking German Baron by a beautiful, rich,

stupid, plebeian Spanish dancer, with one child by a

previous marriage, and a tendency to consumption ;
or

the second son of a twentieth-century American Dul^e,

unhealthy, uncultured, handsome, chaste, Eituahst, el-

derly and poor, by an English heu'ess, ugly, low-born^
Low Chui'ch, iU-bred, intellectual, with a silly and only
semi-detached mother ? But this would be a problem of

um'eal simpUcity, bearing as much relation to actuality
as the first law of motion to the flight of a bird, for your
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choice would lie not between one pair and another, but

among all possible pairs."
"All existing pairs possible to you," corrected Marin-

din.
"
People manage to choose husbands and wives,

though according to your computation the whole of the

opposite sex would have to be examined and selected

from. In practice the choice is narrowed down to a few
individuals. So with the choice of parents

—^most are

ah'eady snapped up, monopolised or mortgaged, or con-

tracted for, and you have either to choose from the

leavings or postpone youx birth, and bide your time a

centmy or two. But the problem is greatly simplified

by the P. C."
*' What is the P. C. ?

" I murmured.
" The Parental Certificate, of course. Throughout

the terrestrial branch of our sect no one is ehgible for

parentage who does not possess it. It is given only to

those who have passed the P. D. or Parents' Degree ex-

amination, and supplements the old P. L. or Parents'

Licence, which was openly bought and sold."

"And the qualifications ?
"

"
Oh, very elementary. The candidate is required to

pass an exam, (both written and oral) in the training of

the young, and to be certified of sound mind in sound

body. The P. L. itself has been transformed into a

Ucence to keep one, two or more children, according to

means."
" You see our ' Guide ' deals merely with the great

typical pairs," explained the pubhsher. "What Aris-

totle did for Logic our author has done for Birth. He
only pretends to give general categories. Aristotle

could not guarantee a man shaU properly reason, nor
can any Ludividual be infallibly inspired to the wisest

choice of parentage. Of course the photographs of

parents are of great service to the unborn who are

thinking of settling down."
" How do they get to see themf"
"
Oh, as soon as a couple passes the P. D. and re-

ceives the P. C. they appear in the illustrated papers—
especially the ladies' papers.

' Graduates of the Week '
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is the heading. And then there is the P. T.— the Pa-

thological Tree."

I looked at the pubhsher in pei-plexity.
'' Gracious ! I forget this is your first visit to Ante-

land," he said, apologetically.
*' Look ! Here are some

P. Ts. my lawyer has just been looking over for me, the

property of parents whose advertisements for children

I have been answering. My friends are rather anxious
I shoidd incarnate."

I surveyed the parchment roll with curiosity. It was
a tree, on the model of a genealogical tree, but tracing
the hygienic record of the family.

" In our sect," said Marindin impressively,
^*

it will

become the pride of the family to have an unblemished

pedigree, and any child who gets himself born into such

a family will do so with the responsibility of caiTying
on the noble tradition of the house and hving up to the

sanitary scutcheon— sante oblige. When children begin
to be fastidious about the families they are born into,

parents will have to improve, or die childless. And, as

the love of offspring springs eternal in the human
breast, this will have an immense influence upon the

evolution of the race to higher goals. I do not know
any force of the futm*e on which we can count more

hopefully than on the refinement resulting from the

struggle for offspring and the survival of the fittest to

be parents. Undesirable families will become extinct.

The unborn will subtly mould the born to higher things.
Childlessness wiU become again what it was in the

Orient— a shame and a reproach."
*'

Yes," asserted the pubhsher, smoothing out the P.

Ts.
;

*' the old imreasoned instinct and repugnance wUl
be put on a true basis when it is seen that childlessness

is a proof of unworthiness— a brand of failure."

"As old-maidenhood is, less justly, to-day," I put in.
"
Quite so," said Marindin eagerly.

" In their anxiety
to be worthy of selection by Posterity, parents will rise

to heights of health and hohness of which our sick gen-
eration does not dream. If they do not, woe to them !

They will be remorselessly left to die out without issue.
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The change has begun ;
our sect is spreading fast. In

the course of a century or two physical and mental de-

formities will vanish from the earth." His eye flashed

prophetic fire.

" So soon ?
" I said, with a sceptical smUe.

" How could they survive ?
" Marindin inquired

scathingly.
"Is it hkely any of us would consent to be born

hunchbacks?" broke in the pubhsher; "or to enter

families with hereditary gout ? Would any sane Ante-

lander put himself under the yoke of animal instincts or

tendencies to drink? Ah, here is a bibulous grand-
father !

" and he tossed one of the P. Ts. disdainfully

aside, though I observed that the old gentleman in ques-
tion had been an EngUsh Earl.

"
But, Mr. Fore," I protested,

"
will all the imborn

attach such importance to the pathological pedigree as

you do? What power will make them train up their

parents in the way they should go ?
"

" The greatest power on earth," broke in Marindin
;

"the power of selfishness, backed by education. En-

lightened selfishness is aU that is needed to bring about

the millennium. The selfishness of to-day is so stupid.

Let the unborn care only for their own skins, and they
will improve the parents, and be well brought up them-

selves by the good parents they have selected."
" But come now, Mr. Fore," I said

;

" the new system
has been partially at work, I understand, for some time.

Do you assure me, on your word of honor as an imborn

publisher, that the fiUal franchise has been iuvariably

exercised wisely and well ?
"

" Of course not," inteiTupted Marindin.
" Have n't I

already told you there has been much fumbling and

experimentation, some souls being born for money and

some for beauty and some for position? But pioneers

must always suffer— for the benefit of those who come

after."
"
Certainly there have been rash and improvident

births," admitted the publisher.
"
Hasty births, prem-

ature bu-ths, secret births, morganatic births, illegitimate
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births, and every variety of infelicitous intrusion upon
your planet. The rash are born too early, the cautious
too late

;
some even repent on the very brink of birth

and elect to be stillborn. But in the majority of cases

birth is the outcome of mature deliberation
;
a contract

entered into with a full sense of the responsibilities of

the situation."
" But what do you understand by illegitimate birth *?

"

I asked.

"The selection of parents not possessing the P. C.

There are always eccentric spirits who would defy the

dearest and most sacred institutions organised by society
for its own protection. We are gi-aduaUy creating a

pubHc opinion to discountenance such breaches of the

law, and such perils to the commonweal, subversive as

they are of aU om- efforts to promote the general happi-
ness and holiness. Even in yowx unciviUsed communi-
ties," continued the publisher, "these unlicensed and
illegitimate immigrants are stamped with life-long op-
probrium and subjected to degi-ading disabiUties

;
how

much infamy should then attach to them Avhen the sin

they are born in is their own !
"

" A lesser degree of illegitimacy," added Marindin^"
is to be born into a family ah-eady containing the full

number it is licensed for. This happens particularly in

rich families, introductions into which are naturally most

sought after. It is stiU a moot point whether the birth

should be legitimatised on the death of one of the other
children."

'' But it is the indirect results that I look forward to

most," he went on after a pause.
" For example, the

solution of Nihilism in Russia."
" What has that to do with the unborn ?

" I asked,
quite puzzled.

" Don't you see that the czarship will die out '?
"

'^How sor'
" No one wiU risk being bom into the Imperial fam-

ily. I shoidd say that birth within four degTees of con-

sanguinity of the Czar woidd be so rare that it would
come to be regarded as criminal."
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"
Yes, that and many another question will be solved

quite peaceably," said the publisher. "You saw me
reject a noble grandfather ;

the growth of democratic

ideals among us must ultimately abolish hereditary aris-

tocracy. So, too, the question of second mamages and
the deceased wife's sister may be left to the taste and
ethical standards of the unborn, who can easily, if they

choose, set their faces against such unions."
" You see the centre of gravity would be shifted to

the pre-natal period," explained Marindin, ''when the

soul is more liable to noble influences. The moment the

human being is born it is definitely moulded ;
all your

training can only modify the congenital cast. But the

real potentiahties are in the unborn. While there is

not life there is hope. When you commence to educate

the child it is already too late. But if the great forces

of education are brought to bear upon the unformed,

you may bring all high qualities to birth. Think, for

instance, how this will contribute to the cause of reh-

gion. The unborn will simply eliminate the false reli-

gions by refusing to be born into them. Persuade the

imborn, touch them, convert them ! You, I am sure, Mr.

Fore," he said, tiu-ning to the worthy publisher,
" would

never consent to be born into the wrong reUgion !

"

" Not if heU-fire was the penalty of an unhappy selec-

tion," replied Mr. Fore.
" Of course not," said Marindin. '' Missionaries have

always flown in the face of psychology. Henceforward,

moreover, Jews will be converted at a period more con-

venient for baptism."
" We hope to mould politics, too," added the pub-

lisher,
"
by boycotting certain races and replenishing

others."
*'

Yes," cried Marindin
;
"it is my hope that by im-

pregnating the unborn with a specific set of prejudices,

they might be induced to settle in particular countries,

and I cannot help thinking that patiiotism would be

more intelligent when it was voluntary; self-imposed
from admiration of the ideals and history of a particular

people. Indeed this seems to me absolutely the only
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way in which reason can be brought to bear on the great

war question, for in heu of that loud eloquence of Wool-

wich infants there would be exercised the silent pres-

sure of the unborn, who could simply annihilate an un-

desirable nation, or decimate an offensive district by
refusing to be born in it. Surely this would be the most

rational way of settling the ever-menacing Franco-

Prussian quarrel."
" I observe already a certain anti-Galhc feeling in

Ante-land," put in the pubHsher. ''A growing disin-

clination to be born in France, if not a preference for

being made in Germany. Bat these things belong to

la haute politique.''''

"My own suspicion is," I ventured to suggest, "that

there is a growing disinclination to be born anywhere,
and this new privilege of free choice will simply bring
matters to a climax. Your folks, confronted by the end-

less problem of choosing theu- own country and century,
their own family and their own religion, will dilly-dally

and shilly-shally and put off bu-th so long that they will

never change their condition at all. They will come to

the conviction that it is better not to be bom
;
better to

bear the evds that they know than fly to others that

they know not of. What if the immigration of destitute

Uttle aliens into oui- planet ceased altogether ?
"

Marindin shrugged his shoulders, and there came into

his face that indescribable look of the hopeless mystic.

"Then humanity would have reached its goal: it

would come natm-ally and gently to an end. The eu-

thanasia of the race would be accomplished, and the

glorified planet, cleansed of wickedness at last, would

take up its part again in the chorus of the spheres. But

like most ideals, I fear this is but a pleasant dream.''

Then, as the pubhsher turned away to replace the P.

Ts. in a safe, he added softly: "Intelligence is never

likely to be so widely diffused in Ante-land that the

masses would fight shy of birth. There would always
be a sufficient proportion of unborn fools left who would

prefer the palpabilities of bodily form to the insubstan-

tialities of pre-natal existence. Between you and me,
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our friend the publisher is extremely anxious to be pub-
Ushed."

" And yet he seems intelligent enough," I argued.
"
Ah, well, it cannot be denied that there are some

Uves decidedly worth living, and oiu- friend Fore will

probably bring up his parents to the same profession as

himself."
" No doubt there would always be competition for the

best births,'''' I observed, smiling.
"
Yes," replied Marindin sadly ;

" the struggle for ex-

istence will always continue among the unborn."

Suddenly a thought set me a-grin.
"
Why, what dif-

ference can the choice of parents make after all *?
" I

cried. "Suppose you had picked my parents— you
would have been I, and I should be somebody else, and

somebody else would be you. And there would be the

three of us, just the same as now," and I chuckled aloud.
" You seem to have had pleasant dreams, old man,"

replied Mariudin. But his voice sounded strange and
far away.

I opened my eyes wide in astonishment, and saw him
buried in an easy-chair, ^vith a book in his hand and
two tears rolling down his cheeks.

"
I 've been reading of Tiny Tim while you snoozed,"

he said apologetically.

XXIII

PATER AND PROSE

T seems only yesterday
— and it is only yesteryear

—
since Walter Pater sat by my side in a Club garden,

and listened eloquently to my after-lunch causerie, and
now he is gone

To where, beyond the Voices, there is Peace.

207

I



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

You grasp that his eloquence was oracular, silent. He
had an air. There was in him— as in his work— a

suggestion of aloofness from the homespun world. I

suspect he had never heard Chevalier. I should not

wonder if he had never even heard of him. He was

wrapped in the atmosphere of Oxford, and though
" the

last enchantments of the Middle Ages
" in no wise threw

their glamoui- over his thought, there was a cloistral

distinction in his attitude. He reminded me of my
friend the Cambridge professor, who, when the O'Shea
business was filling eight columns daily of the papers
that deprecate honest art, innocently asked me if there

was anything new about Parnell. Pater did not prob-
ably cany detachment from the contemporary so far as

that, but he was in harmony with his hedonistic creed

in permitting only a select fraction of the cosmos to

have the entry to his consciousness. A delightful, ele-

gantly-furnished consciousness it was, with the latest

improvements, and with every justification for exclu-

siveness. But there is in men of Mr. Pater's stamp
something of what might be termed the higher Pod-

snappery. They put things aside with the wave of a

white-gloved hand : this and that do not exist, Mr.

Podsnap himself— the irony of it !
— among them.

Like Mr. Podsnap, though on so different a plane, they
take themselves and their view of life too seriously.
When I told Mr. Pater that there was a pun in his
*' Plato and Platonism," he asked anxiously for its pre-
cise locality, so that he might remove it. This I could

not remember, but I told him I did not see why he
should remove one of the best things in the book. But

my assurances that the pun was excellent did not seem
to tranquillise him. Now, why should not a philosopher
make a pun ? Shakespeare was an incomgible punster.

Why should a man's life be divided into little artificial

sections, like the labelled heads in the phrenologist's
window ? I do not want to see a man put on his Sun-

day clothes to talk about religion. But a congenital

inelasticity is fostered in the atmosphere of common-

rooms, there where solemn-footed serving-men present
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the port with sacerdotal ceremonies, and where, if the

dons are no longer (in the classic phrase of Gibbon)
" sunk in port and superstition," the port is still a su-

perstition. Tliis absence of humour, this superhuman
seriousness bred of heavy traditions peculiai'ly English,
this sobriety nourished by sacerdotal port, give the vic-

tim quite a wrong sense of values and proportions. He
mistakes University for Universe. His tastes become
the measure of a creation of which he is the centre.

Hence an abiding gi-avity that is ever on the brink of

dulness. The Englishman cannot afford to be grave,
the bore is so close at hand.

And yet, if one did not take oneself seriously, I sup-

pose nothing would ever be done. A kiudly illusion

about theu' importance in the scheme of things is Na-
tui'e's instrument for getting work out of men. " Don't

you think Flaubert took himself too seriouslyVI heard
a lady novelist ask a gentleman practitioner. Certainly
his correspondence with George Sand reveals an anchor-

ite of letters, who toi'tured the phi-ase and sacrificed

sleep to the adjective, and the brothers De Gonconrt—
themselves very serious gentlemen— have recorded how
he considered his book as good as finished because he

had invented the ''

dying falls
" of the music of his pe-

riods. But if Flaubert had sufficiently contemplated
the infinities, the immense indifference of things, if,

like the astronomer in search of a creed, he had con-

centrated his vision on the point to which the whole
solar system is drifting, French prose would have lost

some of its most wonderful pages ;
and had the late Mr.

Pater been less troubled by the rose-leaf of style and
more by the thorns of the time, English prose would
have been the poorer by harmonies and felicities unsur-

passed and unsui'passable. This is to ignore Pater the

Philosopher and Pater the Critic. Of these persons
there will be varying estimates. They have even in a

sense, through the extravagances of a disciple, been

subjected to the verdict of a British jury
— a sufficiently

ironic revenge upon the fastidious shrinker from the

Philistines
;
and though, of course, it was not theories of
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art and philosophy that were being
"
tried by jury," yet

these side-issues contributed to prejudice the twelve

good men and true. But it is only congruous with the

trend of democratic thought that everything should

come under the censorship of the crowd, and the only
wonder is that long ere this the vexed questions of our

troubled time have not been solved by plebiscite.

A leading New York paper is commended for its pa-

tronage of Uterature, because it offers large prizes for

stories, the prizes to be awarded by the votes of its readers.

If the crowd is capable of appraising literature, there is

no reason why it shoidd not take science and art simi-

larly into its hands, nor why the counting of heads should

not replace the marshalhug of arguments in philosophy
and ethics. In politics the mob has a right to be heard,
because it has a right to express its grievances. Could
an aristocracy be trusted to do jiistly by Demos, de-

mocracy would have no reason to be. But this right of

the many-headed monster to a control of the govern-
mental agencies that affect its own happiness, does not

involve the ability to decide less selfish problems ;
and

when, as rarely happens, abstract problems find them-
selves in the witness-box, then the " Palladium of Brit-

ish liberty" becomes a mockery of justice. "Legal
judgment of his peers," says Magna Charta

;
but when

an exceptional man blunders into the dock, is he ever

accorded a panel of his equals ? Things are no better

in France. When Flaubert was arraigned for his
" Ma-

dame Bovary," he did not get a box of men of letters,

though there is so much more sense of art in the citi-

zens of Paris, that even by the bom'geois jury he was

acquitted without a stain on the character of his book.

The central figure of our English episode had nothing
so creditable as an immoral book to his charge, but in-

directly the i-elations of art and morality came into

question, and he declared that he followed Pater, the

one critic he recognised, in beheving that there were no
relations between art and morality, that a book could

not be immoral, but might be something worse— badly
written. Now, this is the favourite doctrine of Chelsea,
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and doubtless something may be said for it
5
but to put

it forth as the doctrine of Pater is a hbel— almost a
criminal Ubel— on that gi-eat writer. These young men
who live for the Beautiful have only understood as much
of Pater as would justify epicui-ean existence.

Let us examine this pretension of the prophet of the

importance of being flippant, to be a disciple of Pater.

No doubt Pater was something of an Impressionist in

his philosophy of life. An eloquent expounder of the

Heracletian flux, mivTa^pel^ of the relativity of systems
of thought and conduct, and of the duty of seizing the

flying moments—''failure in life is to form habits,"
—

he did not omit, like his one-sided disciples, to consider

the quality of those moments. It was the Jdghest qual-

ity you were to give to your moments as they passed ;

to fail to do this was " on this short day of frost and sim
to .sleep before evening." (''The Renaissance.") "Marius
the Epicurean

" was not an Epicui-ean in the sense in

which the doctrines of Epicurus have been travestied

thi'ough the ages: he tui-ned away sickened from the

barbarities of the gladiatorial combats, longing for the

time when the forces of the future would create a heart

that would make it impossible to be thus pleasured. If
"
Carpe diem "

is Pater's motto, the hour is not to be

plucked ignobly ;
if style is his watchword in art, style

alone cannot make gi-eat Art, though it may make good
Art. The distinction between good Art and great Art

depends immediately not on its form but on its matter.
"
It is on the quality of the matter it informs or con-

trols, its compass, its variety, its alhance to great ends,
or the depth of the note of revolt, or the largeness of

hope in it, that the greatness of literary art depends, as
' The Divine Comedy,'

' Paradise Lost,'
' Les Misera-

bles,' the English Bible, are great art." (" Essay on

Style.") Your Chelsea manikin would never di'eam of

these things as great art : his whole soul is expressed
in ballads and canzonets, in strange esoteric contes, in

nocturnes and colour-symphonies, in the bric-a-brac of

aesthetics. Furthermore let the soi-disant disciples pon-
der this expUcit statement of the Master :

" Given the
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conditions I have tried to explain as constituting good
art,
—

then, if it be devoted further to the increase of

men's happiness, to the redemption of the oppressed, or

the enlargement of oiu' sympathies with each other, or

to such presentment of new or old truth about om-selves

and our relation to the world as may ennoble and fortify
us in our sojourn here, or immediately, as with Dante,
to the glory of God, it will also be great Art." Yes,
if Pater protested against

" the vulgarity which is dead
to form," he was no less contemptuous of *' the stupidity
which is dead to the substance." (" Postscript to Appre-
ciations.") If he fought shy of the Absolute, if he denied

"fixed principles," and repudiated "every formula less

living and flexible than life" ("Essay ou Coleridge"),
he could still sympathise passionately with Coleridge's

himger for the Eternal,

So much for the hterary art. But even in painting,
where the self-sufficiency of style is proclaimed some-
what more speciously, the purveyor of Chelsea ware will

find scant countenance in the adored Master. Nowhere
can I find him preaching

"
Ai't for Art's sake," in the

jejime sense of the empty-headed acolytes of the tes-

thetic. With him the formula was for the spectator of

art
;

it has been misapplied to the maker of art. Pater's

studies of the great pictures of the Renaissance are, if

anj^liing, rather too much taken up with their intellec-

tual content, and their latent revelation of the temper
of the time and the artist. No, these young men are

no disciples of Pater. In then- resoluteness to hve in

the Beautiful (which is not ahvays distinguishable from
the Bestial), they have forgotten the other items of the

trinity of Goethe, they have lost sight of the True and
the Whole. It is Whistler who is the prophet of the

divorce of Art from Life, of the antithesis of Art and
Natm*e. When Whistler said,

" Another foolish sim-

set," he spake the word that called into being all these
"
degenerate" paradoxes, though I am not sure but what

Mr. Sydney Grundy was before him in creating a stage -

manager who thinks meanly of the moons and the scenic

backgi'ounds of real Life. It is a good joke, this of Na-
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ture paling before Art, or reduced to plagiarising Art,— "Where, if not from tlie Impressionists, do we get
those wonderful brown fogs that come creeping down
our streets, blurring the gas lamps and changing the

houses into monstrous shadows ?
"—but as the basis of a

philosophy of Art it palls. The germ of truth in it is that

metaphysically these effects may be said not to have ex-

isted till artists taught us to see and to look for them.

But, after all, wise old Shakespeare has the last word :

Nature is made better by no mean
But Nature makes that mean : so o'er that Art,
Which you say adds to Nature, is an Art
That Nature makes.

But these things are not for the British jur^'. Pater,
the literary artist, however, one is more driven to praise
than to appraise. This exquisite care for words has

something of moral purity as well as physical daintiness

in it. There is indeed something priestly in this conse-

cration of language, in this reverent ablution of the

counters of thought, those poor counters so overcrusted

with the dirt of travel, so loosely interchangeable among
the vulgar; the figm-e of the stooping devotee shows
sublime in a garrulous world. What a heap of mischief

M. Jourdain has done by his discovery that he was talk-

ijig prose all his life ! Prose, indeed ! Moliere has

much to answer for. The rough, shuffling, slipshod,

down-at-heel, chpped, frayed talk of every-day life bears

as much relation to prose as a music-hall ditty to poetry.
The name "

prose
" must be reserved for the fine art of

language— that fine art whose other branch is poetry.
'T is a grammarians' tenn,

''

prose," and belongs not to

the herd. They do not need it, and it would never have
come into M. Jourdain's head or out of his mouth, had
he not taken a tutor. And yet the delusion is common
enough— even with those to whom Moliere is Greek—
that prose is anything which is not poetry. As well say
that poetry is anything which is not prose. Of the two
branches of the art of language, prose is the more diffi-

cult. This is not the opinion of those who know nothing
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about it. They fancy a difficulty about rhj^mes and
metres. 'T is all the other way. Rhymes are the rud-

ders of thought ; they steer the poet's bark. He cannot

get to Heaven itself without striking "seven," or mix-

ing up his meaning with foreign
" leaven." His shifts

to avoid these shifts are pathetic to a degree. He floun-

ders about twixt "given" and "levin," and has been
known to snatch desperately at " reaven." Of aU fraud-

ulent crafts commend me to the poet's. He is a paragon
of deceit and quackery, a jingling knave. 'T is a game
of touts rimes, and he calls it

"
inspiration." No wonder

Plato would have none of him in his Republic, even

though Plato's poets were guiltless of rhyme and slaves

only to metre. But the metre of verse, too, is a friend

to thought, and its enemy. It is like wheels to a cart
;

not unsagaciously is Pegasus figiu'ed with wings. He
flies away with you, and you are lulled by the regular

flap, flap of his pinions, and his goal concerns you little.

The swing and the rush of the verse compensate for

reason, and it is wonderful how far a little sense wUl fly

when tricked out with fine feathers. Even in stately,

rhymeless decasyllabics the march and music of the

verse help a limping thought along like a sore-footed

soldier striding to the band. But the pi'ose-writer has

none of these advantages. He is like an actor without

properties. His thoughts do not go along with a flutter

of flags and a blare of tromliones. Nor do they glide

upon castors. They must needs lumber on after a fash-

ion of their own, and if there is a music to their ambu-
lation it must be individual, neither in common nor in

three-eight time, but winding and quickening at wUl,
with no strait symmetry of antiphonal bars. There
is nothing to teU you the writer has made "

prose
"—as the

spacing and the capital letters invite you to look for

poetry. He has to depend only upon himself. This is

why blank verse— which approaches prose most nearly— is so much more difficult to write than rhymed verse,

though it looks so much easier and more tempting to

the amateur. Are we not justified, then, in taking the

logical step further, and saying that prose, which strips
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itself of the last rags of adventitious ornament, and

which tempts the amateui" most of all, is the highest

of all literary forms, the most difficult of all to handle

triumphantly ? May we not compare the music of it—
that music which we get in Ruskin and iu Pater— to

the larger rhj'thms to which the savage di-um-beat has

developed ? Rhji,hm is undoubtedly an instinct, but

eivihsation brings complexity. From the tom-tom to

the tune, from the tune to the symphony. In the vaster

reaches and sweeps of the rhythm of prose there is a

massive music as of Wagnerian orchestras. Anybody
can enjoy the castanet-play of rhymes ;

half yom- popu-
lar proverbs clash at the ends; "the jigging of our

rhyming mother-wits " is on everybody's lips. But for

the blank verse of "Paradise Lost" there is only "au-

dience fit, though few "
;
and as for the music of prose,

so little is it understood that critics vaguely aware of it

had to invent the term "
prose poet

" when they found

the stress of passion and imagination efferveseing into

resonant utterance. On the other hand, there are

those who do not acknowledge Pope as a poet. The

essence of the long-standing quarrel is a confusion.

From the point of view of form there is only one

kind of writer to be recognised— the artist in words.

Of him there are two varieties : the artist who uses

rhyme and metre, and the artist who— wilfully or

through impotence— dispenses with them. From the

point of view of matter there is the artist with "soul"

and the artist without "soul." " Soul" is shorthand

for that mysterious something the absence of which

urges people to deny Pope the title of poet. They feel

the intangible something is not there,
" the consecra-

tion and the poet's dream." But with the conventional

distinctions, there is no name left for Pope, if he is not

a poet. The truth is that he was an artist in words—
as masterly as the Mantuan himself, though without

that golden cadence and charm which keep Virgil a

poet by any classification. On the other hand, Carlyle,

who had such scoi-n of the rhyming crew, v/as himself

a poet to the popular imagination, though to us he will
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be an artist in prose plus soul. There are, thus, really
two classes of writers :

I. Prose-Artists,
II. Verse-Artists.

Each of these splits up into two kinds, according as the

writer has or lacks "
soul." Or, if you think " soul " the

more important differentia, we will say there are artists

with " soul" and ai'tists without "
soul," and that some

of each sort work in prose and some in verse. But the

classification is a crass one, and the English language

unfortunately does not possess words to express the dis-

tinctions, while the ambiguous associations of the word
"
prose" increase the difficulty of inventing them. We

do not even possess any equivalent of the French ''

pro-

sateur," though I see no reason why
"
prosator

" should

not be used. Without neologisms, and avoiding the

ambiguous adjective "prosaic," and using ''poetic" to

express
'' soulfulness " and not the handling of metres,

we get

1. Poetic Verse-Artists. (Poets.)

2. Non-Poetic Verse-Artists. (Verse-Writers.)
3. Poetic Prose-Artists. (Prose Poets.)

4. Non-Poetic Prose-Artists. (Prose Writers.)

Keats is a verse poet. Pope a verse Avriter, Ruskin a

jjrose poet, and HaUam a prose writer.

The two great writers of our day who have sinned

most against the laws of writing are Browning and

Meredith, the one in verse, the other in prose. I speak
not merely of obscurities, to perpetrate which is in every
sense to stand in one's own light, but of sheer fatuities,

tweakings-of-the-nose to our reverend mother-tongue,
as either might have expressed it. But what I am most
concerned to suggest here is that the distinction between

prose and poetry (using prose to mean artistically

wrought language) will not survive investigation. The

popular instinct has long ago seen that the vital thing
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is the matter— that it is profanity to call that "po-

etry
" which is only verse

;
it remains to be recog-

nised that even the distinction of form rests only on

the non-recognition of the rhythm of "prose,"— a

rhythm that is not metre in so far as metre has the

sense of regular measure, but may for all that have

laws of its own, which await the discoverer and the

systematiser.
The affinity of prose-rhythms is, I have hinted, with

the higher developments of music, which, compared
with the simple tunes of the street, are as apparently
lawless and unlicensed as is prose compared to verse.

And as it is not poets who follow laws, but precede
them— as trochee and iambic, alcaic and hexameter,

are the inventions of grammarians following on the trail

of genius
— so it behoves the Aristotle who would dis-

cover the laws of the rhythm of prose to study the

masters of the art, masters by instinct and a fault-

less ear and the grace of God, and endeavour by

patient induction to wrest from their sentences the

secrets of their harmonies. Who %fill ^mte the pro-

sody of prose 1

It is sad to have to declare that the bulk of contem-

porary writers lie outside all these classifications. They
are artists neither in prose nor verse, and though they

may have "
soul," they cannot make it %isible. For

" soul" may be expressed equally through painting and

sculpture and music and acting, and its dimly discerned

presence can scarcely convei-t slipshod writing into

hterature. No one would accept as art a pictui-e in

wliich a gleam of imagination struggled against the

draughtsmanship of the schoolboy to whom arms are

toasting-forks, or applaud an actor who might be brim-

ming over with sensibihty but could command neither

his voice nor his face. No one has any business to

come before the public who has not studied the medium

through which he proposes to exhibit his
" soul "

: un-

fortunately this is the age and England is the country

of the amateur, and in every department we are del-

uged with the crude. The fault lies less with the ama-

217



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

teur than with the public before which he presents

himself, and which, incompetent to distinguish art from

amateurishness, is as Ukely to bless the one as the other.

Of all forms of art hterature suffers most
;
for the pity

is, and pity 't is 't is true, everybody learns to talk and
write at an early age. This makes the transition to

literature so fatally easy. Facilis descensus Averni ! To

paint, one must at least know how to mix colours and
handle a brush

;
to compose, one must be familiar with

the meaning of strayed spiders' legs on curious parallel

bars, and there are strange disconcerting rumours of

"orchestration." But to produce literature you have

simply to dip pen in ink or open your mouth and see

what God will give you. Hence particularly the flood

of novels, hence the low position of the novel
; although,

as Theodore Watts has pointed out, it is practically the

modern Epic. I have met distinguished students of

Greek texts who have never conceived of the novel as

a work of art, or as anything beyond the amusement
of an idle hour— something for the women and the

children. One such told me he would not read '' The
Mill on the Floss " because it ended unhappily. I must

conclude he has only read ^schylus for his examina-

tions. Acting stands next to literature in its seductive-

ness. The actor's instrument is his body, and every-

body has a body. If, in addition to a '^

body," the

ereatui-e conceives himself to possess a *'

soul," the odds

are there will be laughter for the "
gods." I tremble

for the time when the popular educationist shall have

had his way and every child be seised of the rudiments

of drawing. We shall see sights then. At present,

despite the horrors of the galleries and the widespread

ignorance of art, painting cannot compete with Htera-

ture as a misunderstood art. For the public
— which

is the only ci-itic that counts in the long run— does not

demand grammar, much less style ;
and the novel of the

season may bristle with passages that could be set for

correction at examinations in English. It is a little

thing, but it seems to me significant, that tlie announce-

ment of terms of the local branch of Mudie's, in the
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little town at wMcli I am writing these lines, runs

thus :

The subscription for one set entitles the subscriber to one com-

plete work at a time, whether in one, two, or three volumes, and

can be exchanged as often as desired.

XXIV

THE INFLUENCE OF NAMES

FAR-FETCHED
as the idea seems that names and

characters have any interconnection, yet no great

writer but has felt that one name, and one alone, would

suit each particular creation. The tortures and travels

that Balzac went through till he found " Z. Marcas"

are well known. So is the agony of Flaubert on hear-

ing that Zola was anticipating him in the name of Bou-

vard, which it had cost Flaubei-t six years' search to

find. Zola's magnanimity in parting with it deserves a

fmiteuil Somebody in the provinces told me that his

minister had preached upon the subject of names, lay-

ing it down that in every name larked a subtle virtue,
—

or vice
;
the former the bearer of the name was in duty

bound to ciQtivate, the latter to root out. Fantastic as

this speculation be, even for a minister, no one doubts

that people's names may have an influence upon their

lives; and, in the case of the Christian name at least,

children ought to be protected by the State against the

bad taste and the cruelty of their parents. More cer-

tainly than the stars our names control our destinies,

for they are no meaningless collocation of syllables, but

have deep-rooted relations with the history and manner
of life of our ancestors. The Smiths were once smiths,

the Browns dark in complexion; and so, if we could

only trace it, every name wotdd reveal some inner sig-

nificance, from Adam (red earth) downwards. Why do

publishers tend to ''n" ia their names? Some of the

chief Loudon publishers run to a final
" u" — Macmil-
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Ian, Longman, Chapman; Hodder & Stougiiton ;
Hutch-

inson «& Co.
J Sampson Low, Marston & Co.

j Lawrence
& Bixllen

;
Fisher IJnwiu

;
Heinemanu. The last, indeed,

is notliing but " n "
sounds; such a name could not es-

cape taking to publishing. I find also in the publishers'
lists T. Nelson & Co.

; Eden, Remington & Co.
; Henry

Sotheran
;
John Lane

; Effingham Wilson
;
Innes & Co.

(as fatal as Heinemanu) ; George Allen & Co.
; Osgood,

Mcllvaine & Co.
; Gardner, Darton & Co. Sometimes

the " n" is prominent at the beginning or in the middle,
as in Hem-y & Co.

;
Ward & Downey ;

Constable & Co.;

Digby, Long & Co.
;
Arnold

;
G. P. Putnam's Sons

;

Kegan Paul, Trench, Triibner & Co. (wherein each

partner boasts his separate "n") ; Oliphant, Anderson
& Ferrier (wherein there are at least three *' n "s) ;

John
C. Nimmo

;
Edward Stanford

; Gibbings & Co.
;
Chatto

& Windus
;
Nisbet & Co. When the " n "

is not in the

surname, at least the Christian contains the indispensa-
ble letter, as John ]Murray, Elkin Matthew.
Even when it can find refuge nowhere else the

"n" creeps into the ''and" of the firm or into the
" Sons." The very Clarendon Press has the trade-

mark. Who is the stock publisher of the eigliteenth

century'? Tonson! Who were the first publishers of

Shakespeare ? Condell & Heminge.
And while publisliers run mysteriously to ''u," au-

thors run with equal persistency to "r"— in their sur-

names for the most part, but at least somehow or some-
where.

Who are our professors of fiction to-day? Hardy,
]\Ieredith, Blackmore, Barrie, Eudyard Kipling, Walter
Besant (and James Rice), George Moore, Frankfort

Moore, Olive Schreiner, George Fleming, Henry James,
Hamlin Garland, Henry B. Fuller, Harold Frederic,
Frank Harris, Marion Crawford, Arthur Conan Doyle,
Rider Haggard, Miss Braddou, Sarah Grand, Mrs. PaiT,

George Egerton, Rhoda Broughtou, H. D. Traill, Je-

rome K. Jerome, Barry Pain, W. E. Norris, Crockett,
Ian ]\Iaclaren, Robert Barr, Ashby Sten-y, Morley Rob-

erts, Mabel Robinson, F. W. Robinson, John Strange
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Winter, Du Mauvier (late but not least to follow his

lucky "r"), Helen Mathers, Henry Seton Merriman,

etc., etc.

Who were the ^ants of the last generation '? Thack-

eray, Charles Dickens, Charles Reade, George Eliot,

Biilwer Lytton, Charlotte Bronte, Trollope, Disraeh.

Who are our prophets and thinkers ? Carlyle, Ruskin,

Emerson, Darwin, John Stuart Mill, Herbert Spencer,

Froude, Freeman.
Who are the poets of the Victorian era? Robert

Browning, Alfred Tennyson, Algernon Charles Swin-

burne ("r" -ed throughout), D. Gabriel Rossetti, Chris-

tina Rossetti, Matthew Arnold, Wilham Morris, Robert

Buchanan, Ajidrew Lang, Robert Bridges, Lewis Mor-

ris, Edwin Arnold, Alfred Austin, Norman Gale, Rich-

ard Le Gallienne, Phihp Boui-ke Marston, Mary F.

Robinson, Theodore Watts, etc., etc.

Wlio are the di-amatists of to-day? Grundy, Pinero,

Henry Arthur Jones, W. S. Gilbert, Haddon Chambers,

Comyns Can-, Carton, Raleigh, George R. Sims (mark
the virtue of that long-mysterious

" r "
).

And who in the past have done anything for our

prose di-amatic literature ? Sheridan and Oliver Gold-

smith, and, earlier still, Congreve, Wycherley, Far-

quhar, and Vanbrugh. Nay, which are the mighty
names in our hterature? Chaucer, Spenser, Marlowe,

Shakespeare, Herriek, Dryden, Alexander Pope, Butler,

Sterne, Byron, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Walter Scott,

Robert Burns.

You may even look at the greatest names in the

world's literature. Homer, Virgil (Maro), Horace,

Firdusi, Omar Khayyam, Cervantes, Calderon, Pe-

trarch, Rabelais, Dante Aligliieri, Schiller, Voltaire,

Rousseau, Moliere, Corneille, Racine, Honore de

Balzac, Flaubert, Victor Hugo, Verlaine, Heinrich

Heine.

Of course there are not a few minus the "r," as

Milton, Keats, Goethe, Swift, etc., etc.

There seems indeed to be a sub-species of
" sons"—

Ben Jonson, Dr. Johnson, William Watson, John Da-
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vidson, Austin Dobson. Nevertheless there is an over-

whelming preponderance of ''r" sounds in the names
of the world's authors. What is the underlying reason ?

Is there a certain rugged virility in the letter, which
made it somehow expressive of the nature of the ori-

ginal owners? "N" is certainly suave and plausible
in comparison, and might Avell produce a posterity of

publishers. What adds some coloui* to the suspicion is

that, when writers have chosen noms de guerre, they have

frequently
— though aU unconsciously— taken names

in '*
r." This explains why all the lady novelists run to

"
George." Publisher versus author may now be ex-

pressed s;yTQbolically as
^,
N over R, the N of money

over the R of art.

With om- artists I find a less strong tendencj^ to
"

I's
"

as well as to ''r's," and it is therefore only appropriate
that a Leighton should long preside over the Royal
Academy, a Millais be its chief ornament, and finally
its head, and a Whistler its chief omission

;
that Con-

stable and Walker should be the glory of Enghsh art,
that Reynolds should be our national portrait-painter
and Landseer our animal-painter, and Wilkie our do-
mestic painter. Turner made up for his surname by
the superfluity of '^ Vs " in his Wilham Mallord, Raphael
starts as an R. A., while Michael Angelo, with his pre-
dominance in "

I's," is rightly king of art. The absence
of '^1" in Hogarth's name and the strong presence of
"r" of course denotes that the satirist was more of a

literary man than an artist. The "
r " in Whistler, on

the other hand, clearly indicates the literary faculty of
the author of " The Gentle Art of Making Enemies."
And if Du Maurier's real future was hinted in his or-

thography, Leech and Tenniel and Phil May and Linley
Samboume have vindicated their "

I's." So have Lvike

Fildes, Alma Tadema, H. T. Wells, G. D. Leslie, John
Collier, Val Prinsep, Solomon J. Solomon, Frank Bram-
ley, Phil Morris, Calderon, Leader, Nettleship, Sey-
mour Lucas, Waterlow, William Strutt, Albert Moore,
W. W. Ouless, C. W. Wyllie, Sir John GUbert, Louise

Jopling, Onslow Ford, and even W. C. Horsley. Thei-e
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are only three foreign Academicians at the time of

writing, but they all boast the "1."

With musicians there is a tendency to "m's" and
"
n's," which sounds harmonious enough. Mendels-

sohn, Massenet, Maseagni, Mackenzie, Schumann,
have both letters; Mozart bu.t one. Haydn, Beetho-

ven, Chopin, Saint-Saens, Sullivan, Charles Salaman,
Edward Solomon, Frederic Cowen, run "n"-wai'ds

with the unanimity of publishers, while Gounod, Stan-

ford, Audran, Sebastian Bach, Donizetti, work in the

"n" otherwise, and Wagner has the librettist's ''r" in

addition. Would you play the piano 1 You must have

the *' n" of the piano, like Pachmanu, Rubinstein, Ro-

senthal, Hofmann, Frederick Dawson, Madame Schu-

mann, Fanny Davies, Agnes Zimmennann, Leonard

Berwick, Nathalie Janotha, Sapellnikoff , Sophie Menter.

Even for other instruments, including the human voice

divine, the "n"is advisable. Paganini, Jenny Lind,
Norman Neruda, Chiistine Nilsson— all patronized it

largely. Adelina Patti, Johannes Wolf, and many
others make a *' Chiistian " use of it. If, on the other

hand, you wish to manufacture pianos your chance of

founding a first-class firm will be largely enhanced if

your name begins with "
b."

Actors, like authors, roll their ''r's"; and if their

names are pseudonyms, so mu.ch the greater proof that

some occult instinct makes them elect for that virile

letter. Who are our leading actors and actor-man-

agers? The double-r's: Henry Irving, Herbert Beer-

bohm Tree (two pairs), Forbes-Robertson, George
Alexander, Arthur Roberts, Edward S. Willard, Ed-
ward Terry, Charles Bi-ookfield, Wilson Ban-ett, Fred

Terry, Fred Kerr, Charles Warner W. Tei-riss, George
Grossmith, Charles Hawtrey, Arthur Bourchier (two

pairs). Scarcely any leading actor lacks one "r,"as
Charles Wyndham, Cyril Maude, Louis Waller, etc., etc.

Those without any
"

r's
" may console themselves with

the memory of Edmund Kean, though Garriek — a

name almost wholly compact of "r"— is the patron
samt of the stage.
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The ladies follow the gentlemen. From Ellen Terry
and Winifi-ed Emery to Ada Rehan and Mrs. Patrick

Campbell, from Rose Leelercq and Marie Bancroft to

Marion Terry and Irene Vanbrugh, few dare dispense

with the "r."

Bnt I have said enough. I have opened up new per-

spectives for the cui-ious and the philosophic, which

they may follow up for themselves. Here is a fresh

field for faddists and mystagogues. Ah-eady I have

proved as much as many systems of medieval philos-

ophy which strove to extract the essence of things from

the study of words and letters. Ah-eady I have col-

lected more evidence than the sectarians of the Shake-

speare-Bacon. Bacon wi-ite Shakespeare, indeed ! A
man without an ''r" to his name, pointed out by his

"n" for a pubhsher, and, indeed, not without some of

the characteristics of the class. Seriously, the truth is

that 1, m, n, and r are the leading letters in name-mak-

ing ;
but still there does seem to be more in the coinci-

dence to which I have drawn attention than mere acci-

dent explains.

XXV

AUTHORS AND PUBLISHERS

I
T is done. The publishers have formed a League.
The poor sweated victims of the author's greed have

at last tui-ned upon the oppressor. Mr. Gosse, on a

memorable occasion, confusedly blending the tones of

the prophet of righteousness with the accents of the po-

litical economist, admonished the gi-eedy author that he

was killing the goose with the golden eggs. And now
the goose has resolved to be a goose no longer. The

Authors' Society, a sort of trade union, has been an-

swered by the creation of a Publishers' Union, with all

the dehglitful potentialities of a literary lock-out. It

is time, therefore, for a person without prejudice to say
a word to both sides.
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With the spirit which prompted the creation of the

Authors' Society, Literatm'e has nothing to do. To
define Literature exactly is not easy. To say at what

point words become or cease to be hterature is a prob-
lem similar in kind to the sophistical Greek puzzle of

saying at what point the few become many. Perhaps
we shall find a solution by looking at the genesis and
histon' of written words. Literature, we find, began
as rehgion. The earUest books of every nation are

sacred books. Herbert Spencer dwells on the venera-

tion which the average person feels for the printed

word, his almost touching belief in books and newspa-

pers. "I read it in a book" is equivalent to saying
"
It is certainly true." The gi-eat philosopher has failed

to see that this instinct is a sui-vival from the times

when the only books were holy books. The first book

pubhshed in Europe, as soon as printing was invented,

was the Latin Bible— the Mazarin Bible as it is called ;

and it is the Bible which is responsible for the belief in

print. Despite the degradation of the printed word to-

day, there is something fine in this tenacious popular

instinct, as there is something ignoble in all Literature

which palters with it. The Literatm-e of every country
is still sacred. The books of its sages and seers should

still be holy books to it. The true man of letters always
was and must always be a lay priest, even though he

seem neither to preach nor to be reUgious in the popu-
lar sense of those terms. The quahties to be sought
for in Literature are therefore inspiration and sincer-

ity. The man of letters is born, not made. His place is

in the Temple, and it is not his fault that the money-
changers have set up their stalls there. But, in addition

to these few chosen spirits, born in every age to be its

teachers, there is an overwhelming multitude of writers

called into being by the conditions of the time. These

are the artists whom Stevenson Hkened to the "
Daugh-

ters of Joy." They are cunning draftsmen, turning out

what the public demands, without any priestly con-

scioiisness, and sometimes even without conscience,
mere tradesmen with— at bottom— the souls of trades-
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men. Their work has charm, but lacks significance.

They write essays which are merely amusing, histories

which are only facts, and stories which are only lies.

The capacity of the world for reading the uninspired
is truly astonishing, and the hundred worst books may
be foimd in every bookseller's window. Would that it

were of books that Occam had written :

" Non su.nt

multiplicandi praeter necessitatem "
! The men who

produce these unnecessary books perform a necessary

function, as things are. Why should they be less well

treated than bootmakers or tailors, butchers or bakers

or candlestick makers ? Why shoidd they not get as

much as possible for their labours ? Why should they

not, hke every other kind of working-man, found a

Labour Union ? Indeed, instead of censuring these

authors for trying to obtain a fair wage, I feel rather

inclined to reproach them for not having more closely
imitated the methods of Trades-Unionism, for not hav-

ing welded the whole writing body into a strong associ-

tion for the enforcement of fair prices and the sup-

pression of sweating, which is more monstrous and

wide-spread in the literary than in any other profession
whatever. Such an organisation would be met by
many difficulties, for writing differs from other species
of skilled labour by the immense differences of indi^d-

dual talent, while from professions in which there are

pai'allel variations of skill, e. g., law and medicine, it

differs by the fact that there is no initial qualification

(by examination) attesting a minimum amount of skill.

Not even grammar is necessary for authorship, or even
for successful authorship. Besides which, writing is

done by innumerable persons in their spare time— Lit-

erature is a world of inky-fingered blacklegs. Thus,

writing admits neither of the union-fixed minimum

wage of the manual labourer, nor of the etiquette-fixed
fee of the professional ;

so that the methods of the trade

union are only partially applicable to the ink-horny-
handed sons of toil. But even the possible has not yet
been achieved, so that the current idea of an oi'ganiza-
tion of the writing classes, against which j^ublishers
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have had to gird up their loius to fight, has very little

foundation. There is nothing but a registered disor-

ganisation. What the publishers are really afraid of is

not a Society, but a man, and that man a middle- man,
no other than that tenible bogey, the agent, who drinks

champagne out of their skulls.

So much for the author-craftsman. But what of the

author-priest? Do the commercial conditions apply to

him ? Certainly they do — with this important modifi-

cation, that, while with the author-craftsman the com-
mercial conditions may justly regulate the matter and
manner of his work, with the author-priest the com-
mercial conditions do not begin until he has completed
his work. The state of the market, the condition of the

public mind— these will have no influence on the work
itself. Not a comma nor a syllable will he alter for all

the gold of Afrie. But, the manuscript once finished,

the commercial considerations begin. The prophet
has written his message, but the world has yet to hear
it. Now, we cannot easily conceive Isaiah or Jeremiah

hawking round his prophecies at the houses of pub-
lishers, or permitting a smart Yankee to syndicate them

through the world, or even allowing popular magazines
to diibble them out by monthly instalments. But the

modern prophet has no housetop, and it is as difficult

to imagine him moving his nation by voice alone as ar-

ranging Avith a local brother-seer to trumpet forth the

great tidings simultaneously at New York in order to

obtain the American copyright. Even if he should try
to teach the people by word of mouth, there will be
bare benches unless he charges for admission, as all

lecturers will tell you. People value at nothing what

they can get for nothing ; and, as Stevenson suggested,
''

if we were charged so much a head for sunsets, or if

God sent round a drum before the hawthorns came in

flower, what a work should we not make aboiit their

beauty !
"

No, the prophet cannot escape the commer-
cial question. For, in order that his message may
reach his age, it must be published, and publication
cannot be achieved without expense.
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Tolstoihimself ,
who gives his books freely to the world,

cannot really save the public the expense of buying
them. All he sacrifices is that comparatively small

proportion of the returns which is claimed by the au-

thor in royalties ;
he cannot eliminate the profits of the

publisher, the bookseller, etc., etc. For between the

message and its hearers come a great number of inter-

mediaries, many of them inevitable. "We will assume

for the purposes of om- analysis that oui- prophet is al-

ready popular. The hearers are waiting eagerly. Here

is the manuscript, there are the readers. Problem— to

bring them together. This is the task of the pubHsher.

Incidentally, the pubHsher employs the printer, book-

binder, etc.
;
but this part of the business, though usually

undertaken by the publisher, does not necessarily be-

long to him. He is essentially only the distributor. In

retiim for this function of distribution, whether it in-

cludes supervising mechanical production or not, the

pubUsher is entitled to his payment. How much '? Evi-

dently, exactly as much as is made by capital and per-

sonal service in business generally. The shillings of the

public are the gi-oss returns for the book. These have

to be divided between all the agents employed in pro-

ducing the book— author, printer, binder, publisher,

bookseller, etc. This is not literally what happens, but

it is arithmetically true in the long run. How much for

each ? Evidently just as much as they can each get, for

there is no right but might and nothing but tug-of-war.

There is nothing absolute in the partition of profits : in-

finite action and reaction. While the costs of the me-

chanical part are comparatively stable, the relation of

author and publisher oscillates ceaselessly ;
and while

the cautious publisher by the multiphcity of his trans-

actions may rely upon an average of profits, like all

business men plucking stabihty out of the heart of

vicissitude, the author has no such surety. Between

merit and reward there is in literature no relation.

Just as the music-hall singer may earn a larger income

than the statesman, so may the tawdry tale-teller drive

the thinker and artist out of the market.
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The artistic value of a book is therefore absolutely
unrelated to the commei'cial value

;
but such commer-

cial value as there is— to whom should it fall if not to

the author ? Like the other parties, he has a right to

all he can get. You will say it is very sordid to think

of money ; you wUl speak of divine inspu-ation ; you
would rather see him go on the rates

;
to save him from

base reward you even boiTOW his books instead of buy-

ing them
; you cannot understand why he should prefer

an honest Copyright Act to a halo. Good ! Put it that

I agTee with you. It is sordid to sell one's muse. One
should be like Mr. Harold Skimpole, and let the butcher

and the baker go howl. The thought of money sullies the

fairest manuscript. The touch of a cheque taints. Good

again ! Only, when the gi-eat poem is wi'itten, when
the gi'eat novel is done, there is money in it ! Who is to

have this money? The author? Certainly not. We
are agi-eed his soul must be kept virgin. But why tlie

publisher f (Above all, why the American publisher ?)

Why not the printer? Why not the binder or the

bookseller? Why not the deserving poor? None of

these will be defiled by the profits. Why should the

money not be used to found a Lyiug-in Hospital, or an

Asylum for Decayed Authors, or a Museum to keep
Honest Pubhshers in ? Why should not authors have

the Tiudos of paying off the National Debt ? If they are

to be the only Sociahsts in a world of individualists,

let them at least have the satisfaction of knowing theii"

money is apphed to worthy public purposes.
But I do not agree with you.

" The best work at the

best prices
"

is no unworthy motto. The Authors' So-

ciety, indeed, tries to put this non-moral principle of

valuation upon an ethical basis. It says, for instance,

that if the publisher reckons liis office expenses in the

cost of production, then the author has a right to reckon

his, even including any joiu-neys or researches he may
have had to make in order to write liis book. But this

right is not only an ethical fallacy : it is a politico-eco-

nomical one, because the economical question is only

concerned with the distribution of the work, and the
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money or the heart's blood that went to make it has

nothing to do with the question, while the publisher's
office expenses are of the essence of the question. Some
authors also claim that the publisher has no right to

make successful books pay for unsuccessful. But here

again he has every right. The pubhsher is not a piece-
worker

;
he has to keep a large organization going, in-

volving ramifications in every town. It is the existence
of this network, of this disti'ibutive mechanism, tliat

enables the successful book to be sold everywhere ;
and

the publisher, like every business man, must allow per-
centages for bad debts and unprofitable speculations.
Publishers have a right to captui'e the bulk of the profits
of authors' tu'st books, because they largely supply the
author with his public. It is surprising how even good
books have to be pressed on an unwilling world, much
as cards are forced by conjm-ers. The nimiber of peo-
ple that select their books by their own free-wiU is in-

credibly small. On the other hand, when a popular
author brings a publisher a book, it is he who improves
the publisher's distributing agency, by bringing him
new clients, and even sometimes strengthening his po-
sition with booksellers and hbraries, by enabling him,
armed with a book universally in demand, to fight

against deductions and discounts throughout his busi-

ness generally. And, just as the publisher may rightly

depress the profits of an imknown author, so the popu-
lar author has a moral right to larger royalties

— which

right, however, would avail him nothing were it not
backed by might. It is in the competition of rival pub-
lishers that his streng-th lies.

And here comes in the question of the agent. Publish-
ers may rave as they wiU, but authors have every right
to employ agents to save them from the unpleasant task
of chaffering and of speaking highly of themselves.
And it is the author who pays the agent, not the pub-
lishers, their whinings notwithstanding. The agent may
indeed squeeze out larger sums than publishers hke to

disgorge, but how can he obtain more than the market-
value *? Political economy is dead against the possibii-
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ity. He cannot, in fact, obtain more than tlie author

may and frequently does obtain for himself. If a com-

peting publisher offers a larger sum than will pay him
in coin, at any rate he will not offer more than will pay
him in reputation, or in the extension of his clientele on

the lines indicated above. It is still only the market-

value. If the reputation honourably built up by the la-

bours of years comes to have a monetary value outside

the monetary value of the particular book— a sort of

goodwill value, in fact,—why should the author or his

agent be abused for obtaining it ? Will not the pub-
lisher in his turn grind down the unknown man to the

lowest possible penny ? The prostration of the pub-
lisher before the celebrity is only equalled by his inso-

lence toward the obscure. Is there any author who has

not suffered in his beginnings from the gTeed of publish-
ers? Far from making money at the start, how many
authors have got a hearing without having had to pay
for it out of their own pockets!

" The wrongs of pub-
lishers" is a good red-herring to draw across the track,

a smart counter-cry. But pubhshers have still the game
in their hands all along the line. Not a few still keep
their accounts secret, stiU recklessly supply themselves

with that opportunity which, the proverb says, makes
even honest men thieves. As for America—what goes
on across that week of ocean who dares conjecture"?

And now, what with rumors of wars and free silver—
ah me !

In forming a Masters' Union, the publishers have at

last abandoned the pretence of being swayed by any
but pecuniary considerations in the exercise of their

high fimction. There is something refreshing in this

clearing of the au', in this abandomnent of the Joseph
Sui'face manner. And yet, I confess, my heart shelters

a regret for the old style of publisher, as for the old

style of author. Something of picturesque cUngs even

to Jacob Tonson, with '* his two left legs." The pub-
lisher as the patron of genius, the nurser of 3'oung tal-

ent, the re-inspirer of old, the scholar and gentleman,
at once the friend and the banker of his authors, makes
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a pleasing figure. It was perhaps more ideal than real,

for even of MiuTay we read in *'Lord Beaconsfield's

Letters "
:
"
Washington Irving demanded a large price.

Murray mui'mured. Irving talked of posterity and the

badness of the public taste, and Murray said that au-

thors who wrote for posterity must publish on their own
account." Still, if the pubhsher would live x\^ to this

ideal, his would remain an honorable profession, instead

of sinking to a trade. He would rank with the rare the-

atrical manager to whom art is dearer than profit
— if

such a one still survive. But the trail of business is over
the age : the theatrical manager is a shameless trades-

man, and more and more the pubhsher Avill become the

mere distributer, if indeed he be not eliminated by a me-
chanical organisation. The popular author needs only
a central store to supply the trade with his printed writ-

ings, the cost of production of which is covered by the

first day's sales. This is, of course, to ignore the pub-
lisher in his aspect of initiator of series, art books and

encyelopgedias. But to originate is to depart from pub-
lishing pi'oper and to become entitled to the profits of

the inventor; nay, almost to step over into the province
of authorship and the dignity thereof.

But if we can forgive the publisher for succumbing
to the business spirit of the age, we cannot as readily

acquiesce in the huckstering spmt that has crept over

literature. The " battle of the books " has become oue
of account-books, and the literary columns of the news-

papers bristle with pecuniary paragraphs. Even the
'^ chatter about Shelley

" was better than the contempo-

rary gossip about the takings of authors, for the most

part vastly exaggerated. A paragraph which must have
inflated him with pride led to a friend of mine being
haled up before the Income Tax Commissioners. *' How
long have you been an author ?

" he was asked in ad-

dition.
*' Six years," he replied. "And you have only

paid income tax for five !
" was the horrified exclama-

tion. Here is the nemesis of all this foolish fuss about
L. S. D. The British mind now supposes authorship
to be a trade, like any other. You go into it, and you
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at once begin to make a regular iucome ; and, once suc-

cessful, you go on steadily earning large sums, auto-

matically. The thing works itself. You are never ill

or uninspired ; you are never to let your mind Ue fal-

low, never to travel and gather new inspiration, never

to shut up shop and loaf. You simply go on making so

much a year— for do not the papers say so ? And that

you should cherish the immoral sentiments contained in

the following stanzas, as at least two authors of my
acquaintance do, is simply incredible to the envious

Phihstine.

THE AUTHOR TO THE SYNDICATOR.

Thou lord of bloated syndicates,
Thou master of the mint,

Who payest at the highest rates

And takest without stint.

Go hack, go back to wild New York,
Go back across the sea ; \

Go, corners make in beans and pork.
No corners make in me.

For thou art 'cute and thou art smart,
No dead flies hang on thee ;

Thou carest not one jot for Art,
But only L. S. D.

Go back, go back, etc.

Thy aims are low, thy profits high ;

Thy mind is only bent.
Whatever live, w'hatever die.

To scoop in cent, per cent.

Go hack, go back, etc.

To thee the greatest authors are

Those who most greatly sell ;

But he whose soul is as a Star—
Why, he may go to H-U !

Go back, go back to wild New York,
Go back across the sea ;

Go, corners make in beans and pork,
No coi'uers make in me.

An authoi"'s income must be indeed difficult to ad-

judge. Pie is the manufacturer of a patent article —
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wliicli only lie can tnrn out. Bxit he is also the vendor

thereof, and his transactions involve sales of serial- as

well as of book-rights synchronised in two or more coun-

tries— a tedious and deUcate task. And a great part

of his business— " the tributes that take up his time,"

the MSS. he has to read, etc., etc.— must be conducted

enth'ely without profit, or rather miist be run at a loss.

Who can determine what are the working expenses of

so complex an industrial enterprise? An artist sub-

tracts the cost of his models : may an author subtract

the cost of the experiences which supply him with his

material, and, if so, how are they to be estimated ?

Mr. Conan Doyle and Mr. Anthony Hope both write

historical novels
;
but while the former buys and studies

large quantities of books, and travels to see castles and

battlefields, the latter professedly works fi-om intuition.

Are both these men's incomes to be treated aUke ?

Goethe dehberately fell in love so as to write poems
when the passion had subsided : how much should be

deducted from his gross returns to cover the working

expenses of his love-affau-s ? And even when we do

not go abotit it in such cold blood, our art— is it not

woven of our pain and our passion, our '' emotions

recollected in tranquility
"

? Do these emotions cost us

nothing? Do they not "wear and tear" om- system,

justifying us in writing off 5 per cent, for depreciation

in oiu' machinery? Countless are the problems that

arise out of this new view of authorship as an exact

trade. Scientifically speaking, the author is a piece-

worker, whose productiveness is fitful and temporary.
However widely the fame of his business extend, he

cannot extend it
;
he cannot iacrease his output by add-

ing new clerks or new branches : every order received

means work for his own brain and his own hands. If

he keep other hands they are called ghosts, and such

ghosts are frowned upon even by the Psychical Society.

No, the more I think of it, the more it is borne in up-
on me that authors should be exempted from income tax

altogether
—

if, indeed, the income itself should not

rather be provided for them (free of duty) by a grateful
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Government. Carlyle is said to have claimed exemption
on the ground that the earnings of a wiiter are incalcu-

lable : it seems to me that it is rather the working ex-

penses which are incalculable. "
I sometimes sit and

yearn for anytliing in the shape of an income that

would come in," wrote poor sick Stevenson on a lan-

guorous summer afternoon,
— by the way, I hope his

doctors' expenses were deducted from his gross returns,

as incuri'ed in order to keep the writing machinery
going ;

or did he perchance fly to Samoa to escape the

tax altogether?— "Mine has all got to be gone and
fished for with the immortal mind of man. What I

want is the income that really comes in of itself, while

all you have to do is just to blossom and exist, and sit

on chairs." Poor R. L. S. !
— does it not make you

think of ''mighty poets in their misery dead"? Does
it not— if you are more prosaic

— bring home to you
the absurdity of taxing professional incomes as though
they were akin to those which '* come in " to the happy
folk who have but '•

to blossom and exist and sit on
chairs"? And will you not, whoever you are, rejoice

that the work done with so much art and conscience

and suffering, obtained, in Stevenson's latter days, its

highest possible money-reward through the much-
abhorred Agent *? Why do not milhonau*es hear of the

woes of authors and send them anonymous bank-notes ?

Why do not *' national testimonials "
happen in the

author's lifetime in the shape of purses of gold ? They
are more digestible than posthumous stones. Alas!

the author's path is thorny enough. And it is against
this jaded, unhappy creature that the pubUshers have
had to make a Union ! Well, well, there will soon be

no Authors' Union except the Workhouse.
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XXVI

THE PENALTIES OF FAME

THERE
is one form of persecution to which celebrity

or notoriety is subject, which Ouida has omitted in

her impassioned protest. It is interviewing carried one

step further— from the ridiculous to the sublime of

audacity. The auto-interview, one might christen it,

if the officiating pm-ist would pass the hybrid name.

You are asked to supply information about yourself by

post, prepaid. The ordinary interview, whatever may
be said against it, is at least painless j and, annoying
as it is to after-reflection to have had your brain picked

of its ideas by a stranger who gets paid for them, still

the mechanical vexations of literature are entirely taken

over by the journaHst who hangs on your lips ; though,

if I may betray the secrets of the prison-house, he often

expects you to supply the questions as well as the an-

swers. But when you are asked to write your life for

a biographical dictionary, or to communicate particu-

lars about youi-self to a newspaper, it is difficult, how-

ever equable your temperament, not to feel a modicum

of irritation. It is not only the labour of writing and

the cost of stamps that anger you. Yom- mnate mod-

esty is outraged. How is it possible for you to say all

those nice things about youi'self which you know to be

your due, and which a third person might even exag-

gerate? What business have editors to expose you to

such inner conflict ? A scholar I knew suffered agonies

from this source. He was constantly making learned

discoveries which nobody understood but liimself
,
and

so editoi's were always pestering him to write leader-

ettes about them. He got over the difficulty by leav-

ing blanks for the eulogistic adjectives, which the edi-

tors had to fill in. As thus :
" Mr. Theophilus Rogers,

the savant, has unearthed another papy-
rus in Asia Minor which throws a flood of hght on the

primitive seismolog>' of Syria." Once a careless editor
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forgot to fill in the lacuna, and tlie paper lost a lot of

subscribers by reason of its improper language, whilst

the friends of Theophilus wanted him to bring an ac-

tion for libel, unconscious that it would lie against
himself.

But perhaps the chmax of initation is reached when,
having troubled to wiite down autobiographical details,

having wrestled with your modesty and overthro-s\Ti it,

having posted your letter and prepaid it, the

editor rejects your contribution without thanks. This
hard fate overtook me— moi qui vons parle

—not very
long ago. The conductor of a penny journal, not un-
connected with literary tit-bits, honoured me with a

triple inteiTOgatory. This professional Rosa Dartle

wanted to know—
(1) The conditions under which you write your

novels.

(2) How you get your plots and characters.

(3) How you find your titles.

I was very busy. I was very modest. But the ac-

companying assurance that an anxious world was on
the qiii vive for the information appealed to my higher
self, and I took up my pen and wrote :

—
(1) The conditions under which I write my novels

can be better imagined than described.

(2) My plots and characters I get from the MSS.
submitted to me by young authors, whose
clever but crude ideas I hate to see wasted.
I always read everything sent to me, and
woidd advise young authoi*s to encom-age
younger authors to send them their efforts.

(3) As for my titles, they are the only things I work
out myself, and you will therefore excuse me
if I preserve a measure of reticence as to the

method by which I get them.
"Wliat is being interviewed like?" a young lady

once asked me, imconscious she was subjecting me to

the process. "It is being asked what you drink— and
not getting it," I explained to her. The curiosity of the

interviewer is indeed boundless. He even asks which
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is youi' favourite author, so that you are forced to ad-

vertise some other fellow. And yet there is another

side to the question, which Ouida ignores. There are

two periods in the life of successful persons— the first

when they are anxious to be interviewed, the second

when people are anxious to interview them. With
some there thus arrives a third period, in which they
are anxious not to be interviewed, but this is rare.

Doubtless there are superior persons who never craved

for fame even in their callow youth, and possibly Ouida

herself may have taken to authorship as an elaborate

means of diverting attention from herself. But the

majority of mortals, being fools by edict of Puck and

Cai'lyle, are pleased to fly through the lips of men.

Even Tennyson, whose horror of the interviewer almost

reached insanity, whose later Life was one long ''We
are observed: let us dissemble," is said to have been

disappointed when the casual pedestrian took no notice

of him at all. A lady in the Isle of Wight told me that

the great poet was wont to jiut his handkerchief over

his face if he met anybody. Naturally this would make
the most illiterate person stop and gaze and wonder
who this merry-andi'ew might be. Assuredly this is

not the fine simplicity of manners one expects from a

gi-eat man. "Earl, do you wear one of these?" asked

an American democrat of an English peer at his table,

as he produced a coronet from a cupboard and stuck

the pudding-dish upon the inverted spikes. Tennyson
seemed to be always conscious of his laurel crown.

The nobler com'se had been to deck his puddings with

the sprigs.

Kind heai'ts are more than laurel crowns,
And simple mien than Saxon song.

Ouida does a public ser\dce by insisting that it is pre-

sumptuous of the crowd to judge the conduct of men
of genius, whose life is pitched in quite a different key,
and runs very frequently in the melancholy minor mode.

The travail of soul, the workings of the mind, the ago-
nies and the raptures of genius must be so remote from
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the common ken, tliat it is unjust to apply to it the vul-

gar meteyard; and so, far be it from me to blame the

inspired singer of ''

Crossing the Bar," or to imagine
that he could have been other than he was! All the

same, it is permissible to regret that he should have
throughout his life pandered to the popular conception
of a poet. There was something of a robuster quahty
in Browning, who managed to be a seer and a mystic
in despite of afternoon teas. Ouida beats the tom-tom
far too loudly. From one point of view the post-mor-
tem revelations of great men's friends, which kindle her

ire, perform a pubhc good, even if at the expense of a

private wrong. The attempt to apotheosise human na-

ture, to invest om* kindred clay with theatrical glamour
and to drape it from the property-room, this mythical
creation of ''a magnified non -natural man," what is it

all but the perpetuation of the false psychology of the

past ? There is no durable good in this childish "" make-
believe." It is time for humanity to outgrow this puerile

self-deception about its powers and characteristics and
limitations. A great man is a man as well as great, and
he may be all the wonderful things that Carlyle claimed
without ceasing to be human and therefore erring.
And if he would go about simply and naturally, with-
out developing a self-consciousness as vast and un-

healthy as the liver of a goose intended for pAte, he
would be happier and wiser, and secure the inattention
he yearns for. Moreover, while Ouida is rightly intol-

erant of the abuse of genius by the bourgeois, the dic-

tionary scarcely affords her own genius sufficient vitu-

peration for the bourgeois. I am at a loss to understand

by what logic genius gains the right to hate the bour-

geois. It has not the excuse of the bourgeois— stu-

pidity. That the crowd hates superiority and is venom-
ously anxious to degrade it to its own level, is one of

Ouida's many delusions about life. Discounting vulgar
curiosity, a good deal of the crowd's interest in genius,
however annoying and ridiculous the shapes it takes,

springs at bottom from a sense of reverence and admi-
ration

;
and surely it is sheer priggishness, if it be not
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rank midsummer madness, on the part of genius to re-

gard itself r.s persecuted by foolish and malicious per-
sons. Methiuks the lady doth protest too much. Still

it would be unjust to deny her perfect seclusion from
the world, if she feels she needs it.

Perhaps the mildest form of persecution is that of the

autographomaniacs.
"
They send me my own books,"

one of the most popular authors in England complained
to me pathetically the other day,

'' and they ask me to

write in them. But to write in them is all that you can
do for the books of your friends. If you do this for

strangers, what is there left for youi- friends?" Al-

though far less beloved of the book-buyer than the il-

lustrious novelist, I could yet offer him the sympathy of

a minor fellow-sufferer. It is the American reader who
is the main persecutor. He is not ''

gentle," forsooth—
a very bully, rather. But why do I say

"
he," when it

is generally
" she"? "You have eluded all my wiles

hithei-to," she wrote me the other day :

'' now I ask you
straight out for your autograph." This honesty woidd
have softened me had I not just had to pay fivepence
on the letter— and for the second time that day ! Of
course her request was not accompanied by a stamped
envelope either, though, if it had been, the stamp would
have been an American

; invalid, a pictorial irony.
She has a trick, moreover, of addressing you— most

economically— care of yoxu* American publishers, who
expedite the letter with vengeful empressement, so that

you pay double at your end of the Atlantic. And
when everything else is in order, her epistle is insuflfi-

ciently stamped, and your income is frittered away in

futile fivepences. It is too much. The cixp is full. We
must no longer bow our necks beneath the oppressor's

yoke, no longer tremble at the postman's knock. We
must strike, instead — we other men of letters. For

authors, too, are luiman : manual labourers, over-

worked and underpaid, with no hope of an eight hours'

day. Their paj' must not be still fuii:her reduced by
this monstrous stamp-tax. Will not some Bums —
more poetical than John— raise the banner of revolt ?
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Perhaps William Morris may reconcile his hitherto con-

tradictory roles by placing himself at the head of the

movement. Henceforward no author is to despatch his

autogi'aph to an admirer, charm she never so cunningly.
Beshrew these admirers ! a man's personality is in his

books, not in his scrawl. Whosoever violates this pre*

scription shall be accounted a blackleg. On one con-

dition only shall autogi-aphs be sent— to wit, that they
be paid for.

I do not, indeed, propose that the author shall pocket
the money, though I see no shame in the deed : every-

thing is worth what it can fetch, and if an adventi-

tious value comes to attach to a signature, the author

were amply justified in pocketing this legitimate sup-

plement to the scanty rewards of his travail of soul

and body— just as he were justified, should locks of his

hail" come into demand, in alternating the scissors and
the hair-restorer. But as a suspicion still prevails that

authors Uve on ambrosia and nectar (carriage paid),
that the butcher, the baker, and the candlestick maker
tumble over one another in theu' eagerness to offer their

goods at the shrine of genius, it may be unwise to

shock one's admu-ers too much by pocketing their

oboli
;
and I would suggest— in all seriousness— that

a charge be made in the futm-e for all autographs:
each celebrity could fls it according to the special de-

mand, and the retui-ns should go for chaiitable pur-

poses. An ''

Autograph Fund " should be founded in

every profession admitting of notoriety. Among actors

the fund could be devoted to that excellent charity the

Dramatic andMusical Benevolent Fund
; among wi-iters,

to the support of decayed critics and neglected novel-

ists. Why not ? In days when men cannot bear to

see even Niagara wasting its energies in misdirected

roars, why should.so prolific a source of profit as auto-

gi'aphomania be neglected ? The authors' strike must
be initiated at once : the Autograph Fund demands an
instant Treasurer. I don't mind coutributiug ten sig-

natures to start it, if twelve other writers, of equal em-
inence and illegibility, will guarantee a like amount.
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What profits it to woo the thankless Muse, or to ap-

peal to the aixtograph-huntress ? In a foohsh momeut

of unpardonable sentimentahty, I suggested that she

should pay for her treasui-e by a charity contribution ;

at the very least let her refrain, I prayed, from Ameri-

can stamps. But she does not read me, alas ! though

my writings are the sole solace of her days and nights ;

there is no way of attracting her attention. Still, still

her stamps flow in. I cry Oijez, Oijez, but she is bent

over "
Trilby," and I am but the shadow of a name— of

a name that is interesting enough tacked on to my
favourite motto or a brief autobiography, and may
serve to round off her autographic alphabet. Will not

Mr. Du Maurier cry aloud to her on behalf of his bro-

ther-authors, he whose housetop is the sun, whose voice

reaches from the summits of the Rockies to the pampas
of La Plata, and echoes fi'om the ice-floes of Labrador

to the cliffs of Cape Horn ? Will he not tell her that

even as " the crimes of Clapham" are ** chaste in Mar-

taban," so the stamps of the States are the waste-paper

of the London mails. Mr. Kipling, whom I have just

quoted, is more fortunate. Breatliing the air of Brattle-

boro', Vermont, he is supplied with native stamps to

carry on his coiTCspondence withal. For Mr. Kipling
— so he has confided to me in an amusing narrative of

his autograph experiences, designed for the warning of

fellow-craftsmen to whom my project may have sounded

seductive— had actually anticipated my plan: he had

sent out two hundred cii-culars to the admiring crew

who ranked him before Shakespeare, proposing that

they should send him a donation for a charity in return

for his signature. Then the flood-gates
— not of heaven

— were opened. For weeks abuse rained in upon him,

and " thief" seems to have been the mildest rebuke he

received. To be asked for an autograph was an honour

(even with the stamps omitted). He bowed his head

beneath the deluge, praying perhaps
—

Of the two hiindred grant but two

To take a charitable view.
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But no, as one man and one woman they cast him out

of grace.
And yet he seems to persevere — for 't is indeed an

excellent way of circumventing- the wily. In the Chi-

cago Record I read that he wrote to an autograph-

beggar that he would send his aiitograph on receiving

proof that the autograph-hunter had deposited two and
a half doUars in a certain New York fresh aii* fund.

This is an ingenious variation of the original scheme, for

it puts aside the possibility of personal peculation ;
but I

doubt whether it answers. Each celebrity must solve

for himself this harassing problem : there be those who
simply stick to the stamps . . . gi-eat free spirits, these,
the Napoleons of the pen, Jenseits von Gut tind Bose,
whose names it is not for me to bewray. Others, hke

myself, stricken with the paralysis of a Pmitan con-

science, waver and vex themselves. One ought not to

encourage this craze for the external accidents of great-
ness— the appeal may be fraudulent— and yet what

right have you to the stamps ?— and after aU 't is flat-

tering to be adored from Tei*ra del Fuego ;
it argues taste

— and taste should not go unrecognized in a Philistine

world. Eureka! I have found the solution. Don't

stick to the stamps, but send them to the funds of a

charity.
These views of mine on autographs have greatly dis-

tressed the unfair sex. The ladies— God bless them—
resent a severely logical view of anything, and to dis-

turb their small sentimentaUties is to be cold-blooded

and cynical. Once, when I was] imprudent enough to

wonder if the "
yoimg person

" with the well-known

cheek, to which blushes were brought, existed any
longer in this age of neurotic novels written by ladies

for gentlemen, I received a delicious communication
fi'om an Australian damsel informing me that she had
been in love with me up till the fatal day on which she

read my cynical conception of her sex,
— which reminds

me of another well-meaning young lady who wrote
me the other day from America that her epistle was

prompted
" neither by love nor admiration." If I hint
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that popular lady novelists do not invariably produce

masterpieces of style and syntax, I atn accused of in-

flicting the " tarantulous bites of envious detractors."

I am driven — most reluctantly— to a suspicion that

has long been faintly glimmering in my bosom, a sus-

picion that ladies have no sense of humour. It is

gravely pointed out to me by incensed writei's of in-

cense-laden letters that the demand for a writer's auto-

gi'aph is a mark of veneration
;
that his letter is rever-

entially handed about on special occasions quite without

a thought of its possible commercial value and that

often— though here the argument itself becomes cun-

ningly commercial—it becomes the focus of a local

hero-worship that expresses itself outwardly in in-

creased purchases of the author's books. Now, of

com'se every author is only too aware that requests for

his autographs are manifestations of reverence, and is

only too apt to disregard the supposition of crude cu-

riosity. He knows that it is only natural that people,
forewarned by the scarcity of autographs of Shake-

speare, should be anxious to safeguard posterity against
a similar calamity. But that any author should have

humour enough to see the absurdity of the autograph

mania, this is what his fan' dientdle has not humoiu*

enough to understand. Anthony Hope— who, by the

way, told me he had received a letter from an unknown

lady, the object of which was to abuse me for my heresy
on this heart-bm-ning question— says that if to write

his name on sUps of paper adds to the sum of the

world's pleasure, he is ready to do it. This is a noble

attitude; but the good people do not always do the

most good. Ought one to pamper this interest in mere
externals'? Here are the man's books, pictures, sym-

phonies : if these have profited you, be content— you
have had enough. He has shown you his soul,

— why
should he show you his hand ? One knows into what

this sort of thing degenerates— into the exploitation of

celebrities by smart American journalists, to whom ge-
nius and notoriety are equally alike mere possibilities

of sensational copy with screaming head-lines. A. Z.
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has written the opera of the century: the public is

dying to know the cut of his trousers and the propor-
tion of milk in his cafe an lait. X. Y. has murdered his
uncle and vivisected his grandmother: how interest-

ing to ascertain his favourite novel, and whether he ap-
proves of the bicycle for ladies ! For one person who
knows anything of the artistic output of the day there
are ten who know all about the producers and how
much money they are making. Even when our inter-
est in artistic work is intellectual, we are more hkely to
read criticisms of it than to place ourselves vis-a-vis

with the work. Not the truest criticism, not the sub-
tlest misinterpretation, can give us anything like the
sensation or the stimulus that results from direct con-
tact with the work itself. As well enjoy the "

Moonlight
Sonata "

through a technical analysis of its form. But
this is a venial vice compared with taking youi- Sonata

through the medium of a paragraph about Beethoven's
shoe-buckles.

The autogi-aph craze is, I maintain, only another

aspect of this modem mania for irrelevant gossip ; just
as the tit- bits breed of papers is but the outer mani-
festation of an inner disgrace. We no longer tackle

great works and ordered trains of thought: every-
thing must be snappy and spicy; and we open our
books and papers, awaiting, hke the criminal in " The
Mikado,"

" the sensation of a short sharp shock." To
possess a man's aiitograph may as easily become a sub-
stitute for studying his work as an incentive to pur-
chasing it. The critique displaces the book itself : the

autograph may displace even the critique. All this

without reference to the trouble and expense entailed

by an aggregation of the trivial taskwork of signing
one's name, addressing envelopes, sticking on stamps,
and occasionally paying for them, and not infrequently
defraying the extra postage on iusuflficiently stamped
admiration. Henry James, in his latest story in " The
Yellow Book," says dehciously :

" Lambert's novels ap-
peared to have brought him no money : they had only
brought him, so far as I could make out, tributes that
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took up liis time." The earnings of the most popu-
lar authors are, I fear me, sadly exaggerated, and their

own. anticipations seldom realised. As the other Amer-

ican novelist— Mr. Howells—humourously puts it: "I

never get a cheque from my publisher without feeling

distinctly poorer." The average author is indeed very

much in the position of a cabman surveying a shilling.

And the even less substantial
^'
tributes," be it noted,

are not limited to aspu-ations after autographs. That

Avould be little to grumble at. But everybody knows

that the demands made upon a celebrity
— and espe-

cially upon an author— are
''

peculiar and extensive."

He is expected to be not only an author—and even,

according to the more high-minded among the unsuc-

cessful critics, to be that without fee or reward—but
also to officiate gratuitously as publisher's reader to the

universe at large
—unprinted; as author's agent, hawk-

ing unknown MSS. about among his friends the pub-

lishers, and placing imkuown young men on the staft"

of the leading jom-nals ;
as dramatic agent, introducing

plays and players to his friends the managers— who
will not produce his own works

; and, in fine, to act as

general adviser to aspirants of every species. Nay,
was not HaU Caine recently asked by a lady admirer in

poor health, about to visit the Isle of Man, to find lodg-

ings for her? Heavens! who knows what scandal

might have arisen had the author of " The Manxman "

inconsiderately tiu'ned himself into a house-agent!
The famous tale of the Nova Scotian sheep in ''The

School for Scandal "
might have been eclipsed by the

sequel. Now, the poor lady meant weU enough: she

may even have thought to show how deep her faith in

the novelist's domestic genius and financial impeccabil-

ity ! It simply did not occur to her that she was not

the only call upon Mr. Caine's time
;
and she may have

felt as resentful at his reluctance as the beggar who

stigmatises Rothschild as niggard because he cannot

wheedle a share in his bounty. It may be that I am in-

capable of envisaging this whole matter fairly, because

—to make a clean breast of it— I am one of those
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Philistine persons who shock Americans by never hav-

ing been to Stratford-on-Avon. It is true that I have
read Shakespeare— and even his commentators, which

gives me the pull over Shakespeare himself
;

it is true

that I agree with the persons who haven't read him
that he is the greatest poet the world has ever seen or

is likely to see
;

it is true that Shakespeare is part of

my hfe and thought ;
but somehow my interest in him

does not extend to his second-best bed, and I do not

greatly yearn to see the room in which Bacon was not
born. I do not even care whether Shakespeare was
written by Shakespeare or "by another man of the

same name." Do you remember that poem of Amy
Levy's, telling of how she sat listening to people chat-

tering about a dead poet they had known, his looks

and ways, and thinking to herself—
I, who had never seen your face,

Perhaps I knew you best.

It is this flaw in an otherwise well regulated mind, this

"blind spot" in my spuitual eye, that perhaps makes
me attach undue unimportance to the attraction of

autographs. There is an eminent actress who invaiiably
refuses to send her autograph ; but the eminent actor

who is her husband invariably sends a letter of apology
to the disappointed correspondent. Since I am in the

mood for confessions, let me candidly admit that my
own attitude has a somewhat similar duality. Though
I curse in these pages, I bless like Balaam when it

comes to the point. Never have I omitted to return a

suf&ciently stamped envelope with the coveted sign-
manual— never twice alike. Never have I failed to

put my name in a birthday book under a specific date—
never tvdce alike. And though I hate to answer appli-
cations for autographs, I should be still more annoyed
not to receive them. And as for sneering at the ladies,

they have, I vow, no more constant admirer. I could,

indeed, desire that when they are next angry with me
they would read me before they criticise me ; that they
would base their denunciations on my text, and my

247



[VITHOUT PREJUDICE

whole text, ratlier than on some paper's mistaken com-

ment upon another papers inaccurate extract. But

nothing that they can say of me, however harsh, shall,

I protest, abate a jot of my respect for them or myself.

XXVII.

ON FINISHING A BOOK.

BETWEEN
three and four of the morning the last

words of the book were written, and, putting down

my pen— without falhng asleep, as I should have done

had my task been to read the book, instead of to wi'ite

it— I began to muse on the emotions I ought to have

felt, and on the emotions other and greater authors had

felt. There was a time,
" in the days that were earlier,"

when the writing of a book was a rare and solemn task,

to be approached— like the writing of " Paradise Lost"
— after years of devout and arduous preparation, un-

der the "
great Taskmaster's eye." Now it is all a rush

and a fever and a fret, and the mad breathlessness of

the New York newspaper office has spread from jour-
uahsm to hterature, and noveUsts cheerfully contract to

write books in the next century, quite unregardful of

whether there will be any books in them by then. That

was a very leisiu-ely presci-iption in the Old Testament :

" When a man taketh a new \Aie he shall not go out in

the host, neither shall he be charged with any business
;

he shall be free at home one year, and shall cheer his

wife which he hath taken." Dehghtful honeymoon of

those pastoral days ! Now the honeymoon has dwindled

to a week, or in the case of actors and actresses to a

matinee (for they appear at night as usual), and few of

us possess sufficient oxen and sheep and manservants
and maidservants to strike work for a year. If only
our authors would produce but one book a year, instead

of yielding two or three harvests to make hay withal

while the sun shines! Nor do they do these things
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much better in France. From the patient parturition of

a Flaubert— the father of the Realists— we have come
down to the mechanical annual crop of his degenerate

descendant, Zola. Perhaps the age of great works—
like the age of great fohos — is over, so that none will

ever have again those fine sensations that made Gibbon
chronicle how he finished his monumental history be-

tween the hours of eleven and twelve at night in the

summer-house at Lausanne, or that dictated the stately

sentiment of Hallam's wind-up of his
" Introduction to

the Literature of Europe": ''I hereby terminate a work
which has furnished the occupation of not very few

years. ... I cannot affect to doulit that I have con-

tributed something to the general literature of my
country, something to the honourable estimation of

my own name and to the inheritance of those, if it is

for me still to cherish that hope, to whom I have to be-

queath it."

Thackeray must have felt something of this fine glow
when he finished

"
Vanity Fair," despite his genial sim-

ulation of "Come, children, let us shut up the box and
the puppets, for our play is played out." Dickens, who
had not humour enough for such self-mockery, took his

endings very seriously indeed, and even in the middle

of his books had all the emotions of parting when some
favourite character had to quit the stage, some poor

Dombey or Little Nell. You remember what he wrote in

the preface to "David Coppei'field" of "how soitow-

fully the pen is laid down at the close of a two-years'

imaginative task, or how an author feels as if he were

dismissing some portion of himself into the shadowy
world, when a crowd of the creatures of his brain are

going from him for ever." And contrast his superfluously
solemn asseveration,

" No one can ever believe this

narrative in the reading more than I believed it in the
.

writing," with the whimsical melancholy of the " Van-

ity Fair" preface, the references to the Becky doll and
the Amelia puppet. One feels that Thackeray was the

greater Master, in that he took liimself less seriously,

and had the finer sense of proportion. But that he
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lived with his characters quite as much as liis great con-

temporary may be seen from that charming Roaud-
about Paper

" De Finibus," where he describes the lone-

hness of his study after all those people had gone who
had been boarding and lodging with him for twenty
months. They had plagued him and bored him at all

sorts of uncomfortable houi's, and yet now he would be

almost glad if one of them would walk in and chat with

him as of yore— ''an odd, pleasant, humourous, mel-

ancholy feeling." In how much more solenm a mood
Dickens finishes

" Our Mutual Friend," congratulating
himself on having been saved—with Mr. and Mrs.

Boffin and the Lammles, with Bella Wilfer and Rogue
Riderhood— from a destructive railway accident, so

that he cannot help thinking of the time when the

words with which he closes the book will be written

against his life—" The End." Thackeray needed no

railway accident to I'emind him of " The End," and two
lines before the close of *'

Vanity Fair" we find him

writing—in the prime of his hfe, "Ah, vanitas vanita-

tum! Which of us is happy in this world? Which of

us has his desire, or, having it, is satisfied?" That

thought occurred to Gibbon, too, for he had not taken

many turus under the silver moon in that coveted walk

of acacias, enjoying the spectacle of the lake and the

mountains, and the recovery of his freedom and the

establishment of his fame, before a sober melancholy
was spread over his mind by the idea that he " had
taken an everlasting leave of an old and agreeable com-

panion, and that whatsoever might be the future fate

of his histoiy, the life of the historian must be short

and precarious." When George Eliot put the last

stroke to
"
Romola," the book which "

ploughed into

her more than any of her books," wliich she "
began as

a young woman and finished as an old woman," she

exclaimed in her diary
— '' Ehenezer !

^^

unpredicta-
ble ejaculation ! Ebenezer ! 'T is true the erudite Miss

Evans had Hebrew and knew that it meant " a stone of

help." ^.nd in the evening she went to hear " La Gazza

Ladra." Let us hope that some false persuasion of the
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immortality of •' Romola " counteracted that bodily ma-
laise and siiffei-ing of which she complained to Sara
Hennell. Such pleasant persuasion buoyed up Field-

ing, as he wrote the beginning of the end of " Tom
Jones,"

— that almost endless epic,
— for with a last

fling at the critics he cries:
" All these works, however,

I am well con\'inced, will be dead long before this page
shall offer itself to thy perusal ;

for however short the

period may be of my own performances, they will most

probably outlive their own infirm author, and the

weakly productions of his abusive cotemporaries."
But it is rather the tradition of TroUope that rules

to-day— TroUope, that canny craftsman who wrote

every day for a stated number of hours, and who, if he
finished a novel twenty minutes befoi-e the end of his

term, would take up a clean sheet of paper and com-
mence another. Did I say the canny TroUope? Nay,
this is rather uncanny, unearthly, unhuman. What!
You have lived with yovir characters day and night for

months and months, have thought their thoughts and
been racked by their passions, and you can calmly wind

up their affairs and turn mstanter to a new circle of ac-

quaintances ? 'T is the very coquetry of composition, the

heartless flirtation of fiction-mongering. Thackeray,
indeed, confesses to hking to begin another piece of

work after one piece is out of hand, were it only to

wi-ite half a dozen lines
;
but " that is something towards

Number the Next," not towards Book the Next, for these

old giants wi'ote from hand to mouth. I have always
figured to myself TroUope's novels as all wi-itten on a

long endless scroU of paper rolled on an iron axis, nailed

up in his study. The publishei's approach to buy so

many yards of fiction, and shopman Anthony, scissors

in hand, unrolls the scroll and snips it off at the desired

point. This counter-jumping conception of the Muses

prevaUs with the customers to-day, with the editors

who buy fiction at so much a thousand words. Carlyle—Heaven preserve me from finisliiug a book as he did
his " French Revolution," to lose it and write it all over

again !
— had the truer idea when he suggested that au-
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thors sliould be paid by what they do not write. But it

was reserved for the Hbraries to reach the lowest con-

ception of literature. Their clients enjoy the privilege
of having so many books at a time, a book being a
book just as an orange is an orange. If the book the

reader wants is not there, why, there is another book
for him to take

; by which beautiful system the good
writer reaps very httle advantage over the mediocre,
for indifferent books are forced upon the public as the

conjuror forces cards on people who think they are

choosing them. It is a wonder the libraries do not

purvey their literature by the pound.
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PART II.

HERE, THERE, AND SOMEWHERE ELSE

PHILOSOPHIC EXCURSIONS.

[The following pages are not intended as a substitute for Bae-
deker or Murray. Nor can I solicit your interest on the ground
of new places and strange discoveries. To the philosophic tour-

ist all places are equally good to soUloquise ia
;
and in inviting

you to accompany my excursions I need scarcely explain that the
route is not according to Bradshaw but to the A. B. C, and that

you may break the journey at any point.]

ABERDEEN

CRITICS
of London allow too little for tlie charm of

irregularity and historical association— for odd
bits and queer views coming unexpectedly round the

corner to meet one, for strange ancient gardens and

fragments of field in the backways of Holborn, for

quaint waterside alleys and old-world churches in out-

of-the-way turnings— for everything, in fact, that has

the charm of natural growth. If I had my way, I would
not give up Booksellers' Row for a thousand improve-
ments in the Strand. Where shall you find a more pi-

quant peace than in the shady quadrangles that branch
out of the bustle of Fleet Street, and flash a memory of

Oxford spires or Cambridge gardens on the inner eye ?

What spot in the world has inspired a nobler sonnet than

Wordsworth's on Westminster Bridge ? Who would ex-

change our happy incongruity for the mechanical regu-

larity of the mushroom cities of the States ? Paris has,
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no doubt, made herself beautiful
;
but slie could have

afforded not to be, much better than she can afford to

be. The theoi*ist holds up Glasgow as a model city
— a

pioneer—and the splendour of its municipal buildings
is as the justice of Aristides. But if an ugly woman
does not dress well, who should ? With all its civic spirit,

Glasgow remains grey, prosaic, intolerable— the cham-

pion platitude of commercial civihsation. Aberdeen
would have been a far finer example of the schematic

city of which theorists dream. There is something he-

roic about the spaciousness of its streets, the loftiness

of the buildings, and the omnipresence of granite
— a

TjTt£ean spu'it, which finds its supreme embodiment in

the noble statue of Wallace poised on rough craglets of

unpoHshed granite, and of General Gordon with his

martial cloak around him. If Edinburgh be the Athens
of Scotland, Aberdeen is its Sparta. And yet after a

while Aberdeen becomes a weariness and an abomina-
tion. For you discover that it is one endless series of

geometrical diagrams. The pavements run in parallel

lines, the houses are rectilineal, the gardens are squares
or oblongs ;

if by chance the land sprawls in hillocks

and hollows, nevertheless is it partitioned in rigid lines.

The architecture is equally austere. The very curves

demonstrate the theorem that a curve is made up of

little straight hues, the arches are stiff and unbending,
and wherever a public building demands an ornament,
a fir-shaped cone of straight Unes rises in stoic severity.
In vain one seeks for a refuge from Euchd— for an odd

turning or a ci'ooked by-way. To match the straight-
ness of their streets and the granite of their structures

the Aberdonians are hard-headed, close-fisted, and logi-

cal (there is a proverb that no Jew can settle among
them), and when they die they are laid out neatly in a

rectangular cemetery with parallel rows of graves. Even
when they stand about gossiping they faU natirrally into

geometric figures : if two disconnected men are smok-

ing silently in the roadway, they trisect it
;
and i£ an-

other man arrives he converts the company into an

equilateral triangle. I am convinced the moon shrinks
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from appearing in Union Street except it is in perfect
quarters, and hides timidly behind a cloud xiuless its

arcs are presentable. Professor Bain was born in Aber-
deen. This accounts for much in our British meta-

physics. Aberdeen px'oduced the man who vivisected

Shelley's
"
Skylark," and explained away the human

mind and all that is therein
;
Aberdeen educated him,

gi-aduated him, married him, gave him the chair of

Logic in her University, and finally made him Lord
Rector. Bain thinks entirely in straight lines. He is

the apotheosis of the Aberdoniau. Which is a warning
against regular cities.

According to the Eev. W. A. Cornaby in " The Con-

temporary Eeview," the straight line is an abomination
to the Chinese

; they avoid it by curves and zigzags,
and they think in curves and zigzags. Hence it seems
the Chinese suffer from a spurious ideahsm, just as my
Aberdonians suffer from a spui-ious materialism. If

only the maidens of Aberdeen would marry the man-
darins of the too Flowery Land, what a perfect race
we might expect !

ANTWERP

THIS
is the era of Exhibitions. An epidemic of Ex-

hibitions traverses the world, breaking out now at

Paris, now at Chicago, now at Antwerp. To visit them
is our modern Pilgrimage ; they force us to make the
Grand Tour, as our little wars teach us geogi-aphy.
They are supposed to give a fiUip to the prosperity of
their town, and to nom-ish the pride and pocket of the
citizens. What other function they fulfil is dubious.
Time was when "the long laborious miles" of the Crys-
tal Palace were acclaimed as the dawn of the Golden
Age, when swords should be tm-ned into the most im-

proved substitute for priming-hooks, and each man

find his own in all men's good,
And all men work in noble brotherhood.
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Unhappily, that millennial vision is still far away,—

Far, how far, no tongue can say,

as the canny Tennyson did not forget, even in his rapt

prophetic strain. And we have grown chiller. We no

longer raise the song of praise because manufacturers

of all nations send specimens of then* work to a common
centre in quest of medals. The world is ah-eady fed-

erated by the chains of commerce
;
international barter

is an inseparable part of the movement of hfe, and in-

finite intertangled threads of union stretch across the

seas from shipping office to sliipping office. Wherefore
the millennium is as likely to arrive vv't Bayi-euth or

Lourdes, or any other centre of Pilgrimage, as by way
of an International Exhibition. No, we must take our

Exhibitions more humbly: they are amusing and in-

structive; they earn dividends or lose capital; they
stimulate orders for the goods on view, and they end
in a shower of medals. In France, according to Mark

Twain, few men escape the Leg-ion of Honor. Is there

any artificial product that has escaped a medal at some
Exhibition or the other? I cannot recall eating or

drinking anytliing undecorated. They grow on every

bush, those medals, copious as the Queen's Arms over

the shop-windows of the High Street. No store, how-
ever lowly, but the Queen deals there

;
no article, how-

ever poor, but has earned golden opinions, or at least

silver and bronze. For the industrial or Gradgrind
mind an Exhibition is doubtless a riot, an orgy ;

for the

exhibitors it is a sensational battle-field
;
for the average

spectator it is as exciting as a walk through Whiteley's,
or a stroll down Oxford Street. From the Antwerp
Exhibition proper I bear away nothing but an impres-
sion of a wonderful paper-making machine, at one end
of which the paper enters as liquid pulp, to issue at the

other as a solid sheet. A pity the process was not car-

ried one step farther, to the printed newspaper stage—
so that what went in as rags should come out as men-

dacity. Such success as the Antwerp Exhibition has
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won is a success of side-shows; a panorama of camels

and dauciug-girls defiles before my eyes, my ears are

yet ringing with the barbarous music and incantations

of the Orient. Old Antwerp rises picturesque, with its

burghers and warriors; the glorious picture galleries

stretch away, overladen with artistic treasure
;

the

mimic elephant mounts, mammoth-hke, to the skies
;

the grounds and the facades of the buildings gleam
fairy-like in the soft night air, with a million illumina-

tions
;
and lo ! there in the German restaurant the beau-

tiful daughters of the Fatherland smile, in coifs and
tuckers and short skii'ts, Katti and Luisa and Nina,
dulciferous names that trip off the tongue as the gentle
creatures trip from table to table with flasks of Rhenish
wine

;
the mellifluous voice of Sarah cries cigarettes at

her booth in the Rue du Cairo— Saralij the Egyptian
Jewess, whose ancestors went back to the land of Pha-
raoh in defiance of Rabbinic decree— Sarah, with the

charm of her eighteen summers and her graceful vir-

ginal figure and her sweet unconscious coquetry, as dif-

ferent from the barmaid's as Rosalind's from Audrey's;
and Sarah's brother, briskest of business boys, resurges
with his polyglot solicitations to buy nougat : a mannish
swashbuckler without, a cherubic infant within : I see

the Congo negroes, mere frauds from the States, in

your opinion, daintiest of American friends, w'ho came
all the way from Paris to meet me. But soft ! what
has all this to do with the Industrial Exhibition?

Bien, absolument rien. Give us these things anywhere,
give us lights and gardens and music, give us dances
and damsels, give us Congo encampments and "ballons

dirigeahles,^^ and thither will we troop to make us

merry. Ah^ but the incurable conscientiousness of the

human race insists on pills with, its jam. Or is it that

it has never yet dawned upon humanity that jam may
be taken without pills *? There was a time— it lasted

seventy thousand ages according to the Chinese manu-

script which Elia saw— when mankind ate their meat
raw. Then, one day, as every schoolboy knows, Bo-bo

carelessly set Ms father's cottage on fire, and, bmning
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the litter of new-farrowed pigs it held, accidentally in-

vented crackling. So delicious was burnt pig discovered

to be that everybody fell to setting his house on tire to

obtain it.
** Thus this custom of fh'ing houses contin-

ued, till in process of time a sage arose, like our Locke,
who made a discovery that the flesh of swine, or indeed

of any other animal, might be cooked {burnt, as they
called it) without the necessity of consuming a whole

house to dress it. . . . By such slow degrees do the

most useful and seemingly the most obvious arts make
their way among mankind." For seventy thousand

ages mankind did without al fresco entertainments.

Then some one invented Exhibitions, and mankmd
found it delicious to promenade the grounds amid

twinkling lights and joyous music. But no Locke has

yet discovered that musical promenades may be had
without elevating a whole Exhibition in the back-

ground. At Earl's Court they stUl keep up a pretence
of Industrial Exhibition, though we have long since lost

interest in the pretext, and no longer inquire whether
the painted scenery that walls in the gi'ounds is called

the Alps or the Apennines or the Champs-Elysees. And
yet methinks mankind did discover the open-air enter-

tainment, as perchance roast pig was known and for-

gotten again long centuries before Bo-bo. For what
was Ranelagh, what Vauxhall? Were not the gardens
of VauxhaU '' made illustrious by a thousand lights

finely disposed," or, as Thackeray puts it, by a '' hun-

dred thousand extra lamps, which were always Ughted
"

?

Were not "concerts of musick "
given nightly by fid-

dlers in cocked hats, ensconced in a "
gilded cockle-

shell," and was not the price of admission a shilling !

"VauxhaU must ever be an estate to its proprietor,"
wrote Boswell, "as it is peculiarly adapted to the taste

of the English nation
;
there being a mixture of curious

show— gay exhibition— inusic, vocal and instrumental,
not too refined for the general ear; and, though last

not least, good eating and drinking for those who choose

to purchase that regale." But Boswell prophesied ill.

Public gardens were always distasteful to English Puri-

260



ANTWERP

tanism, because they lent themselves to rendezvous;
and though BosweU, in protesting against the rise of

price to two shillings, certifies to the elegance and inno-

cence of the entertainment, and though Mr. Osborne and
Miss Amelia walked unhai-med in its groves and glades,
and it was not Eebeeca Sharp's fault that Jos. Sedley

got drunk on the bowl of rack punch, stUl Vauxhall,
like Ranelagh and Cremorne, has come down to us with

tainted reputation. It died in the odour of brimstone,
and only in the magical iuk-i>ool of literatm-e can we
still behold the beruffled gallants in the boxes junketing
with low-bodiced ladies of quality whose patches show

piquantly on their damask cheeks. Rosherville remains
in ignoble respectability, the place to spend an h-less

day, our one uninstructive institution, for even " Con-

stantinople
" and " Venice " have a specious background

of geographical and even of industrial information :

Rosherville, which only once flowered into poetry, and
then under another name,— when Mr. Anstey's barber

wedded the Tinted Venus with a ring.

And in the magical ink-pool I see you and me still

sitting, O Transatlantic Parisieune, as we sat that

sunny afternoon— three hundi'ed years ago— in an-

cient Antwerp, in oud Antwerpen, niched in the window-
seat of that quaint hostelry wliich gives on the great

mai'ket-place, and watching the festive procession. Do

you remember the gorgeous costumes of our fellow-

burghers, and the trappings of their- prancing chargers
in those days when Hfe was not plain, but coloured,

and existence was one vast fancy-dress ball ^ How
glad we were to welcome the Archduke Matthias of

Austria, our sovereign elect, or was it Francois Sonnius,
our first Bishop, coming to be installed in our glorious

Cathedral, amid the joyous carillons of its bells ! Can

you not still see the Angels hovering over the Virgin,
and the Golden Calf, flower-wi-eathed, and the Flight
into Egypt, on that naive donkey, and " the Flying

Dutchman," tugged by a horse, and the gilded galley

rowed in make-believe by little children in their Sun-

day clothes, catching crabs in ah-, and the incongruous
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camels bestridden by Arab sheikhs with African pages,
and the Persians on ponies, and the Crusaders in their

fine fooUsh coats-of-mail, and the gay courtiers, with

clanking" swords, and the halberdiers, and the parti-

coloured arquebusiers, and the archers in green and

red, and the spearsmen in sugarloaf hats, and the cher-

ubs riding on dolphins ? Can you not hear the beating
of the drum, and the Ave Maria of the white-robed

chorus-boys, and the irrelevant strains of the Danish
national anthem, and the japes of the jester with his

cap and bells? Wliat hapj^y times for butchers and
bakers and candlestick-makers when, instead of work-

ing, they could go in processions, bearing aloft the in-

signia of their guilds, and when middle-class girls,

ignorant of the New Womanhood, could loll on tri-

umphal cars with roses in their hair ! Do you remem-
ber how the topmost divinity smiled to me from her

perilous perch, too high to rouse your jealousy, and how
the little cherub that sat up aloft besprinkled us mis-

chievously with eau de cologne? Ah, shc^U we ever

again be as happy as we were three hundred years ago ?

will the wine be ever as red, the potato salad as appe-

tising, or the cheese (did they really enjoy Gorgonzola
and Camembert in the sixteenth century ?) as delicious

as in that ancient Flemish hostelry with its Lutheran
motto :

Wie nikt mint Wijn, Wijf en Sangli,

Blijft een Geek sijn Leven langh !

Was it from its inscribed beams that Shelley borrowed
his famous lyric

" Love's Philosophy
"
? for did we not

read :

Den Hemel drinckt, en d'Aerde drinckt :

Waerom souden \vij niet drinckt ?

(" Heaven drinks, and earth drinks : why should n't we
drink ? ") At any rate it pleased us to recall the delect-

able lines :

And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea

;

What are all these kissings worth
If thou kiss not me ?
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But what does it matter what one did. three hundred

years ago ?

Or, what does it matter what one did that dim Arab-
ian night when we set out with the cavalcade of camels

in tlie marriage procession, and the bride cowered
veiled in her corner of the coach, and the pltimj:* mother
smiled archly at us, and the brother and the bride-

groom, mounted on Arab steeds, smacked each other's

faces in ceremonial solemnity, exactly like
" the two

Macs " in the music-hall '1 Was it then, or in the nine-

teenth centmy, that we rode the camel together, I on
the hindmost peak ?

"
Oh, the oont, oh, the oont, oh,

the gawdforsaken oont !
" as the poet of the bari'ack-

room sings. He seems to double up Hke a garden-chair
to receive one

j
then his knees unfold and the rider

shoots up ;
then the camel rises to his full height, and

one ducks instinctively for fear of striking the stars.

^'Salaam Alcikhoom,''^ I cried to the di-ivers, airing my
Arabic, which I make by mispronoimcing Hebrew ;

and

they answered effusively,
" Yankee Doodle ! Chicago !

"

Alas for the glamour of the Orient! They had all

come from tlie greater fair, perhaps spent their lives in

traveling from fair to fair, mercenaries of some latter-

day Barnum.
There was a fine stalwart Egyptian, who stood

beating a gong to summon the faithful to improper
dances. I gave him a cup of coffee, and he held

it on high, and with gi*atitude effusing from every

pore of his dusky face, cried,
" Columbus !

" Then he

mounted a flight of stairs and shouted beamingly,
'' 1492 !

"

He took a sip, and then his wife called him chid-

ingly, and he fled to her. But he returned to di-ain

the cup in my presence, crjy-ing betwoen each sip
" Co-

lumbus" or ''1492." Never before have I bought so

much gi-atitude for ten centimes. Henceforward I

found " Columbus" a watchword, and " 1492 " a magic

tahsman, causing dusky eyes to kindle and tm-baued

heads to nod beamingly.
The town-barber of Alt Antwerpen, who was wont to

263



WITHOUT PREJUDICE

shave me in the sixteenth century, had a beautiful

motto :
—

I am Hair-dresser, Barber, and Sm'geon,
I shave with soap and much delight,

Although there are barbers who do it

As though they were in a fright.

But it is surpassed by a hundred delightful things in
" The Visitor's Handybook," which the touts in New
Antwerp, ignorant of its treasm-es, press upon the tra-

veller gratis. It opens auspiciously: "The opening

pages of our little guide we have devoted to a short

review of the city of Antwerp, the streets of wliich still

contain elegant specimens of those quaint and hand-

some edifices of the Netherlands are truly' famous, and

which in Antwerp, perhaps more than in any other city,

seem to abound." Here are some more gems :

*' Vis-

itors will be naturally anxious to secure a comfortable

apartment, in selecting which the following list will be

found of service :
— see advertisements, all of which can

be strongly recommended."
''

Facing you is the King's
Palace

5
not a very attractive one

; however, as a rule,

not open to the public, but admission may sometimes

be obtained although at great trouble dm-ing the ab-

sence of the King."
"
It was formally inaugm'ated by

the presence of the Queen, Princess Beatrice, and a nu-

merous compagny representing the European Benches

and Pairs."
" A wonderfully painted ceihng, in which

the attendant can point out some marvellous effects."

*'The Visitor's Handybook" is in its thirteenth free

edition, and is worth double the price. Antwerp is

very strong linguistically. The quatre langues
— Flem-

ish, French, English, and Grerman— make a universal

confusion of tongues, and the whole town is nothing
but a huge open Flemish-French dictionary, every shop-

sign or street-name being translated. A few sturdy

burgliers stick to the old tongue, and sometimes Eng-
lish rules the roast.

" The Welsh Harp
"
(which is Ant-

werp way) is a sailor's cabaret near the quay. There

is even a trace of Irish influence in the etymology of
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Antwerp as given in the official handbook
;
for Anti-

gen, the giant who used to cut off the hand of any
shipman that refused him tribute, and whose throwing
it {Hmidwerpen) into the river gave the name to the

city, is stated beforehand to have Hved in the castle of

Antwerp. They are not destitute of wit, the Belgians,
if I may judge by some specimens I heard. It is a local

joke to refer to the famous "
rfm^e«We

"
balloon, which

burst in the latter days of the Exhibition, as the ''
de'chir-

ahW'' balloon. *'

They pooh-pooh the past nowadays,"
said a tram-conductor to me,

'' but when I look at the

Cathedral and Rubens' ' Descent from the Cross ' I think

our forefathers were assez malinsJ'' A seedy vendor of

lottery-tickets declared that every one of them would
draw a prize.

'*

Wherefore, then, my friend," quoth I,
" do you not keep them 1

" '^ Je ne suis pas egdiste,'''' he

said, with a shrug. To defend myself against liis mas-
terful soUeitousness, I stated solemnly that lotteries

were illegal in England, and that if I retm-ned thither

with a lottery-ticket the British Government would
throw me into prison. But he was not daunted : "^^-
pwjez-vous sur moi,^^ he replied reassuringly.

BROADSTAIRS AND RAMSGATE

ASTORY is current in the Clubs that Mr. Henry James

innocently went to Ramsgate, in order to possess
his soul in peace. 'T was the height of the rougher
Ramsgate season, and there is something uTesistibly

incongruous in the juxtaposition of the rarefied Ameri-
can novelist and the roaring sands of Albion. In the

which juxtaposition the story leaves him; and we are

ignorant of whether he turned tail and fled back to

quieter London, or whether he stayed on to collect un-

expected material. Our aualj'tical cousin's stipphng
methods are, it is to be feared, but poorly adapted for

the painting of holiday crowds, which require the scene-

painter's brush, and lend themselves reluctantly to nu-
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anees. The colours have not that dubiety so dear to

the artist of the iDenumhra ;
the sands are as yellow as

the benches are red; and the niggers are quite as black

as they are burnt-corked. The love-making, too, is de-

void of subtlety. When you see— as I saw last Bank
Holiday on Ramsgate beach— Edwin and Angelina
asleep in each other's arms, the situation strikes you as

too simple for analysis. It is like the loves of the ele-

ments, or the propensity of carbon to combine with

oxygen. An even more idyllic couple I came u^pon

prone amid the poppies on the cliff hard by, absorbing
the peace and the sunshine, steeping themselves in the

calm of Natui'e after the iinest "Wordsworthian manner.
But presently there is the roll of a drum, and the scream
of a fife in distress rises from below, and Angelina pricks

up her ears.
"
I wish they 'd come up 'ere," she mui*-

miirs wistfully ;

*'
I 'd jump up like steam

;
I could just

do a dance."

Yet all the same their seclusion among the wild flow-

ers on the edge of the cliff showed a glimmering of soul.

Not theirs the hankering for that strip of sand near the

stone pier, which a worthy dame of my acquaintance
once compared to a successful fly-paper. Scientific in-

vestigation shows the congestion at this particular spot
to be due to the file of bathing-machines which blocks

the view of the sea from half the -beach. To the bulk

of tiie visitors this yellow patch is Ramsgate, just as a

small, cocoanut-bearing area of Hampstead woodland
is the Heath, most of whose glorious acres have never

felt the tread of a donkey or a cheap tripper. Not that

there are many other attractions in Ramsgate, which is

administered by councillors more sleepy than sage.

Having Hterally defaced their town by a railway-sta-

tion, built a harbom- which will not hold water, con-

structed a promenade pier in the least accessible quarter,
and provided a band which plays mainly

"
intervals,"

they naturally refuse to venture on further improve-

ments, such as refuges on the parade, or trees in the

shadeless streets, and, in the excess of their zeal, have

even, so I hear, decUned the railway company's offer to

266



BROADSTAIRS AND RAMSGATE

give them a lift (from sands to cliff), and Mr. Sebag
Montefiore's offer to allow the public gardens to be

continued right through his estate on towards Dumpton.
Even so, these worthy burghers have more of my regard
than their brethren of Margate, who have sacrificed

their trust to the Moloeh of advertisement. Stand on

Margate Parade and look seaward, and the main im-

pression is PLUs. Sail towards Margate Pier and look

landward, and the main impression is Disinfectant

Powder.

Baby Broadstairs has known better how to guard its

dignity and its beauty j
so that Dickens might still look

from Bleak House on as dainty a scene as in the days
when he loimged on the dear old, black, weather-beaten

pier. I spent a week at Broadstairs in the height of

a Dynamite Mystery. We were very proud of the

Mystery, we of Broadstairs, and of the space we filled

in the piipers. Ramsgate, -with its contemporaneous
murder sensation, we tua-ued ujj our noses at, tUl Rams-

gate had a wreck and redressed the balance. For the

rest, we made sand-pies, and bathed and sailed, and

listened to a band that went wheezy on Bank Holiday.
Broadstairs boasts of one drunkard, who does odd jobs

as well. He is tall, venerable, and melancholy, and

has the air of a temperance orator.
" Joe 's one of the

best chaps on the pier when he 's sober," said his mate

to me sorrowfully ;

" but when he 's drunk he makes a

fool of himself." This was not quite true
;
for Joe was

not always foolish. Why, when two gentlemen came
down from London in a gipsy caravau to teach us The-

osophy, and all Broadstau-s fluttered towards their oil-

lamp, leaving the band to tootle to the sad sea waves, I

could not get him to mount the Cheap Jack rostrum in

opposition! The most I could spur him to was an in-

dignant defence of London against the lecturer's de-

nunciation of it as an immoral city, a pit of unrighteous-
ness.

'"T ain't true !

" he thundered raucously.
' ' Many 's

the gent from Lunnon as has behaved most liberal to

me." One day there was an attempt to disturb Joe's

monopoly as drunkard, and I am afraid I had a hand
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in it. A human carieatui-e in broken boots addressed

me as I lay on the beach (writing witli a stylographie

pen and blotting the sheets with the sand), and besought
me to buy sprigs of lavender. He proved to me by
ocular demonstration that he had no money in his

pockets ; whereupon I proved to him by parity of reas-

oning that I had none in mine either. However, I re-

membered me of a j^enny postage-stamp (unlicked), and

tendered it diffidently, and he received it with dispro-

portionate benedictions. Later in the day he reappeared
under my window, hurling up maudlin abuse. He had

got drunk on my postage-stamp !

I told him to get along with him, which he did. For

some time he staggered about Broadstairs in search of

its policeman. He came across him at last, and was

straightway clapped into an open victoria and driven

across the sunny fields to Ramsgate. Meantime, Broad-

stairs was left unprotected—^ perhaps Joe kept an eye
on it.

Broadstairs has also a jolly old waterman, who pad-
dles about apparently to pick up exhausted bathers.

One morning as I was swimming past his boat he warned
me back. ''

Any danger?" I .asked.
"
Ladies," he re-

plied, ambiguously enough. It thus transpired that his

function is to preserve a scientific frontier between the

sexes. Considering that the ladies one meets at sea are

much more clothed than the ladies whose diaphanous

drapery one engirdles in ball-rooms, this prudery is

amusing. It is consoling to remember that the Conti-

nental practice prevails in many a quaint nook along
our coasts, and that tlie ladies are sensible enoiigh to

walk to and from their bathing tents, clothed and un-

ashamed. Strange to say, Broadstairs has placed its

ladies' machines nearest the pier, for the benefit of

loungers armed with glasses ;
and I must not forget to

mention that the boatman himself holds a daily lecee of

mermaidens, who make direct for his boat and gambol
around the prow. If anything needs reforming in our

marine manners, it is rather the male costume. Why
we men are allowed to go about like savages, clothed
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only in skins (and those oiir own), is to me one of tlie

puzzles of popular ethics. What is sauce for the gan-
der is sauce for the goose. At Folkestone, where the

machine-people are dreadfully set against ladies and

gentlemen using the same water, promiscuous bathing
flourishes more nakedly than anywhere on the Conti-

nent; and the gentlemen have neither tents nor cos-

tumes. In Margate and Deal the machines are of either

sex, and the gentlemen are clad in coloured pocket-
handkerchiefs. At Birchington I bathed from a boat

which was besieged by a bevy of wandering water-

nymphs, begging me to let them dive from it. And
they dived divinely !

Though the profanum vulgns takes possession of our

strands, and Edwin and Angehna are common objects

of the sea-shore, yet I cannot help thinking that there is

many a vulgar British beach that would ravish us did

we light upon it in other lands. Oh, how picturesque !

What a gay gi'ouping of colour ! What an enchanting

medley of pink parasols and golden sand and chintz

tents and white bathing-machines, and blue skies and

black minstrels and green waters, and creamy flannels

and gauzy dresses ! And— del ! what cherubic childi'en !

and— corpo di Bacco .'
— what pretty women ! What

frank abandon to the airy influences of the scene ! What

vxnconventionality ! What unrestraint ! See how that

staid old signor allows himself to be bui-ied and exca-

vated by the bambino. Watch that charming maman

unblushingly bathing bebe. Note that portly matrona

careering upon the asino ! What cares she for her dig-

nity ? Listen to the babel—"
Mv.-q tciuxy], tux-r] Ttwv.Y] !

"

" Drei shies a pfennig !
" " Your photograph, senorita f

"

Look ! the coquettish confadina is slapping the face of

the roguish vetturino ! How the good-natured crowd,

easily pleased, gathers round the Ethiopian troubadoui-,

trolling in unison his amorous catches !
—

Daisy, Daisy, donne-moi ta riponse.

And hark ! Do you not hear in the distance the squeak
of PuncincUo ? Ah ! why have we none of this happy
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carelessness in England '?—we who take our pleasures

moult tristenient— why have we not this lightheartedness,

tliis camaraderie of enjoyment? Why cannot we throw

aside our insular stiffness, oiu- British hauteui-, and be

natural ?

I journeyed to Broad stairs, late at night, riding in

a three-horsed brake with many a jocund passenger.

And then something happened. Something ineffably

trivial, and yet a matter of life and death. We were

bowling merrily along the country lanes in the fragrant

air. It was a dark, starless night, but so warm that

the easterly sea-breeze fanned us like a zephyi-. And

through the gloom a flash-light leaped and waned,
flickered and died and gleamed again with electric bril-

liance—'Hhe Winnaker (?) hght from France," a gaiTU-

lous inhabitant assured us
;
a rare phenomenon to be

seen only once in a decade, when an east wind clarifies

the atmosphere, and allows the rays to pierce through
two dozen miles of strait. It seemed like La Belle

France winking amicably to us across the waters. And
a little to the left twinkled "The Green Man"— no

friendly pubhc-house, but a danger-signal from behind

the Goodwin Sands, likewise visible but by miracle.

And as we marvelled at these jewels of the night, that

shamed the absentee stars, the brake stood still with a

jolt and a shock that threw om- gay company into mo-

mentary alarm. But it was nothing. Only a horse fal-

len down dead ! One of our overwoi'ked wheelers had

suddenly sunk upon the earth, a carcase. Dust to dust !

Who shall teU of the daylong agony of the dumb beast

as he plodded pertinaciously through the heat, minister-

ing to the pleasures of his masters ? Had he been a

man, how we should have praised him, belauded the

beauty of his end, telUng one another sanctimoniously

that he had died in harness. As it was we merely

stripped him of his harness and deposited it m the

brake ! We unhitched the leader and put him between

the shafts, side by side with the other horse, both in-

cm-ious and indifferent, wasting nor glance nor nasal

rub upon then- defunct comrade. We men feign better.
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And then we drew him to the edge of the track, a rigid,

himbering mass ;
and the garrulous inhabitant discussed

the vahie of the carcase, and the driver ci'acked his

whip, and the hving horses stirred their haunches, and
in a moment we were si^anking along, leaving our fel-

low-creatui-e to darkness and soKtude. Only the flash-

liglit from France glimmered upon the poor dead beast,

coming all the way to cheer him
; only the green eye

from beyond the Goodwins blinked upon his unliea\ang
flanks.

And from far ahead came back to liis deaf ears with

ever-diminishing intensity our noisy madrigal— most

music-hall, most melancholy — his only dirge :

Mary Jane was a farmer's daughter,
Mary Jane did what she oughter.
She fell in love but all in vain.

O poor Mary ! O poor Jane!

BUDAPEST

THE
Millennial Exhil)ition of Budapest— forwhich the

Dii-ectors gave me a season ticket as soon as they
heard I was leaving— professes to celebrate the foun-
dation of Hungary ;

but 896 is a very long time ago,
and the event does not seem to have been reported in

the newspapers of the period. However, as a Hun-
garian explained to me, when you are counting by
thousands you are not particular to a year or two, so

perhaps it was not precisely ten centuries ago that the

foundation of Hungary was inaugurated by a national

assembly that created "the Constitution of Pusztaszer."

After all, have not those irrepressible German savants

discovered that Christ was born in the year 6 b. c. 1 At
any rate, there is no doubt that the Magyars did steal a

country some time or other in the remote past, or in

more political language, did obtain a footing in Europe
by ousting the Slav tribes that peopled the great plain
bounded by the Carpathians and the Danube and the
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Tisza. They came from Central Asia, on a late wave
of that big ''Westward ho!" movement of the Eastern

peoples, a race of shepherds changed into an army of

mounted archers, and pitched their tents first in Galicia,

uniting their seven tribes under the great chief Arpad ;

but, harassed continually by local tribes with unpro-
nounceable names, they moved farther westwards to

their present quarters, where, after a vain but spuited

attempt to annex Europe generally, they settled down
to comfort and civilisation, ceased to offer white horses

to idols, and embraced Christianity.
It seems that land-thieves are called conquerors ;

and
after a thousand years of possession of their stolen

goods, the glamour of a divine sanctity gets over the

past, and high-minded natives live and die for the

country which seems to have been theirs from time im-

memorial, and in which their hohest feelings are en-

rooted. What makes national robberies moral is the

fact that there is honour among the thieves. The mo-

rality of crowds is, in fact, as different from that of

individuals as ''the psychology of crowds" which has

just engaged the attention of an ingenious scientist.

Into the original conquerors of a country a miscellan-

eous assortment of other races always gets absorbed,
as the Franks by the Gauls, the Tm-kish Bulgarians by
the Slavs. The Hungarians absorbed into themselves

Italians, Germans, and Czechs, and the modern Hun-

garian is, according to Ai-minius Vambery, a typical

product of the fusion of Europe and Asia, Tm-anian

and Aryan. And that is the sort of way in which after

a few centuries we get the chauvinistic cries :

' '

Germany
for the Germans," "Poland for the Polish," "Hungary
for the Hungarians." In truth, no nation has a right

to anything it cannot hold by might. And who shall

determine what a nation is? Who are the Americans?

Who are the English? "Norman and Saxon and Dane
are we." And once upon a time some of us threw up
our country and sailed away in the 3Imjfloiver. For

patriotism is not the only bond of brotherhood. Men

may be the sons of an idea as well as of a soil. There
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was a Hungarian girl selling silver at a stall, wlio had

spent four years in Chicago. Never have I heard bet-

ter American, except it be from a Budapest man who
had come back to revisit his native town, and was dis-

gusted with its smallness and slowness. Per contra, I

met an American gu'l in Switzerland who had hved
much in Germany, and whose English had such a Teu-

tonic intonation that it was difficult to reahse she was not

speaking German. And language is but typical of the

rest. All other national characteristics are imbibed as

subtly. What makes a nation is a certain common
spirit,

—
Volksgeist, as the German psychologists have

christened it,
—and this spmt exercises a hypnotic effect

over all that comes within its range, moulding and

transforming. There is action and reaction. The na-

tion makes the national sphit, and the national spirit

makes the nation. The flag, the constitution, the na-

tional anthems, the national prejudices, the language,
the proverbs— these are the product of the people they

produce.
I am inchned to allow moi'e importance to education

and environment than to actual birth in a country, and
to beheve that for a "

native," birth is only an etymo-

logical necessity. Natives are made as well as born.

The "born" native has merely the advantage of prior

arrival, and if the "foreign" immigrant is only of a

plastic age he may come to love the step-mother-coun-

try more than one of her own sons, educated abroad.

This consideration would solve every Uitlander question:
is the national spirit strong enough to suck in the for-

eigners'? Can the nation digest them, to vary the meta-

phor— assimilate them to its own substance ? I once

proposed to a biologist
— who fl-ovited it— that a defini-

tion of Life might be " the power of converting foreign

elements, taken in as food, to' one's own substance."

Thus, a plant sucks up chemical elements and makes
flowers

;
a man turns them to flesh. Here is a piece of

meat : eaten by a dog it runs to tail and teeth, for a cat

it makes fur and whiskers, for a bird feathers, for a

woman a lovable face. And so the test of life in a na-
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tion would be its power of trcansforming its immigrants

into patriots. Only a dead nation is afraid of foreigners-

The figure lias its limits, however : one cannot gulp

down too large a piece of meat. And there are things

inedible— substances which no stomach can digest.

The Americans will never make Yankees of their

Chinese. On the other hand, nowhere have I found

more ardent patriots than among the Jews. Enghsh-
men in England, Americans in America, Italians in

Italy, Frenchmen in France, and only not Russians in

Eussia because they are not allowed to be, they are

rabid Hungarians in Hungary; and if I have caught

any enthusiasm for Hungary it is from the lips of a

young and briUiant Jew, Vidor Emil, who piloted me
about Budapest, and who, under Marmorek Oszkar, an-

other yomig Jew, built
" Old Buda," perhaps the most

interesting feature of the Millennial Exhibition. This

Jewish patriotism, which loves at once Israel and some

other nation, may appear curious and contradictory ;
but

human nature is nothing if not curious and contradic-

tory, and this dual affection has been aptly compared to

that of a mother for her different children. And besides,

in a contest the love of Israel goes down before the more

local patriotism. French and German Jews fought

each other in the Franco-German war, and probably
it is only persecution that accentuates the conscious-

ness of Jewish brotherhood. Wherever the Jews have

perfect equality and have been tempted out of the

Ghetto, there the beginnings of disintegration are man-

ifest. And who shall say how much Jewish blood

dilutes the nations of the Occident, for all their chau-

vinistic talk !

Mr. Du Maui'ier, in his unmentionable novel, sus-

pects, hke Lowell, that a drop of it has Im-ked in every

artistic temperament. And, in sober truth, the drain

from Israel throughout the centuries has been immense.

In every age, in every country, Jews have been sucked

up into the more brilliant life around them, exchanging

contempt and danger for consideration and peace. I

know an English gentleman who goes about in fear and
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trembling lest it transpii'e that he is of the race of the

apostles, and he be ch-iven out of decent Christian soci-

ety. CJiei'chez le Jii if is, indeed, no empty cry, whenever a
new artistic or joui'ualistic planet swims into oui" ken.

That the Jew rules over the Continental press is not

quite so untrue as most anti-Semitic cries.
" Have you

any Cliristians on your staff ?
" I said to the editor of

the great Budapest newspaper,
" Pesther Lloyd," a fine

figure of a man, long-bearded and benevolent, like an
ancient sage. He pondered.

'' I think we have one,"
he said. On the other hand, there are many German
and Austrian papers on which there is only one Jew.
And in any case the real meaning of the cry is ludi-

crously untrue.

For the Jew by no means uses his power to helj) Jews

indiscriminately : there is no secret brotherhood of the

synagogue. The Jewish journalists have probablynever

been in a synagogue, except perhaps as children
; they

are divorced in thought and temper from the body
proper. And the only sense in which their pen can be
said to have a Jewish bias is in. that complimentary
sense which makes the Jew synonymous with the champ-
ion of sweetness and light, of Uberty and reason. In

this sense it is true that the Jew is Avieldiug an insidious

influence throughout Europe, like the old apostles among
the heathen.
" Oh yes, the Jews are very well off in Hungary,''

said one of the staff of the " Pesther Lloyd."
" There are

150,000 Jews in Budapest ; they enter all the profes-

sions, and supply two members to the House of Mag-
nates, and nine to the Chamber of Deputies, and there

are two State Councillors
;
and you know with us every

member of Parliament ' thous '

every other in private
as an equal. For the laws, liberal as they ai'e, are not

so liberal as the spirit of society. I, mere journalist as

I am, have the most friendly talks with the Prime Min-

ister, and am a member of the swellest political clubs.

We are a good deal like England, by the way : our mid-

dle-classes produce our leaders, our aristoci-acy lacks

eloquence and talent, and has only a court influence.
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Our House of Commons is the most fashionable club.

We have no censor, whereas Austria has an oppressive

censorship as well as anti-Semitism. In fact, the influ-

ence of Vienna has caused a decline in oiu' own tolerant

spirit, and at the best of times a Jew needed to have
three times the talent of a Ckristian to make equal pro-

gress in any career." A consideration which sufficiently

accounts for the superic "ity of the Jewish remnant.

Intolerance and persecution are furnaces which, when

they do not destroy, temper and anneal and strengthen.
It is as with the bare-footed, half-clad, underfed chil-

dren of the slums : those that do survive are strong in-

deed. Let my patriotic cicerone, the Jewish architect,

testify. First in aU his examinations, a violinist, a

bicyclist, a gymnast, he was to be gazetted a premier
lieutenant as soon as he had completed his military
service. He was a linguist, too (as every travelled

Hungarian must be, for Hungarian wiU carry him no-

where), speaking excellent English and reading our

magazines regularly. Ilumani nihil a me alienum puto

might have been his motto. Kossuth himself is said to

have had a Jewish grandmother. The Jews are largely

responsible for the prosperity of Budapest, as they were

for that of Vienna, which now turns round upon them.

Fancy a country quarrelling with its coal and iron !

And the true wealth of a country is even more in its popu-
lation than in its dead products. I found the Viennese

comic papers full of the old anti-Semitic jokes, hashed

up, I have little doubt, by the same journalists who are

supposed to judaize the i)ress of Europe. Even so in

Ameiica, are not the Jewish caricatures in Puck often

done by a brother of M. de Blowitz ? In something of

the same spirit, when the notorious Lueger, whose plat-

form was the extinction of the Jews of Vienna, was up
for election as Bui-gomaster of that town, a poor Jew
took a bribe of a couple of florins to vote for him.
" God will frustrate him," said the pious Jew. " Mean-
time I have his money."
The chief surprise of Hungary is its language.

Though one knows that Jokai writes in the strange
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tongiie which sticks its verlj iuto the middle of its noun,
yet one vagnely thinks of it as of Gaelic ox- Welsh—
something archaic, kept for Eisteddfods and Renais-
sances— and it is not till one arrives in Hungary that
one realises that it is a living, disconcerting reality.
The great European languages have aflftnities with one
another : Latin puts one on bowing terms with French
and Spanish, Italian and Portuguese ; English is not

entirely um-elated to Gei'man, Dutcli, and even Nor-

wegian ;
old Greek is the key to modern. But in Hun-

gary one comes face to face with an absolutely new
language, in which even guesswork is impossible.
When "

Levelezii-Lap
" means a postcard, and ** ara

egy napra
" means price per day, you feel that it is all

up. The nearest relatives of Himgarian are Turkish
and Finnish, the Asiatic ancestors of the race having
lived between Fiuns and Turks

;
and it bears traces of

their migrations, and of the gi-eat Mongol invasion of

Europe by DjLngis Khan.
With a language thus handicapped, it was a mistake

to have scarcely a word of any other tongue in an Ex-
hibition designed to attract Europe. The only scrap
of English I saw was in the '* French Theatre," in the
show of "

Living Pictures," the (London) director of

which had forgotten to alter the titles printed beneath
the frames. Even in giving the names of foreign au-
thors the Hungarians preserve their habit of placing
the Cliristian name second

;
so that I saw in the book-

sellers' windows works by Eliot George, Kock Paul,
and Black William.

Hungary is still in the flush of youth, high-spmted,
brilliant, enthusiastic, and a little out of perspective in
its national consciousness. But who would ever do any-
thing if he saw his true place in the cosmos? The
rapid rise of Budapest— unprecedented save in the

gold countries— into a capital of European importance,
has shed a buoyant optimism, refreshing enough in this

jaded century, over the inhabitants of that beautiful

city.
" We arc the Vienna of the future," cried my

cicerone,
" and already Vienna is feeling our rivalry.
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Tlie retired Jewish merchants who went there to spend
their fortunes are now coming to us

;
the anti-Semitism

of Vienna is at once the cause and the effect of bad
business. And Vicima is on the downward gi-ade ;

we
are on the upward. Vienna has never been the capital

of Austria,— which is a mere fedei-ation of races,
— as

Budapest is the capital of Hungary. The German is

proud of Vienna, yes ;
but the Czech looks to Prague,

the Pole to Cracow, the Austro-Itahan swears by
Trieste."

He also complained that there is rather a tendency
to think of Hungary as subject to Austria, instead of

an associated state
;
and that this tendency is fomented

by the Austrian papers, whose references to Hungary
insinuate this conception. The Hungarian papers,
whose tone would countei'act it, not being in German,
are not read by the rest of Europe. Hungary had al-

ways beaten Austria. She had never been defeated

save by allies of Austria. But Hungary, which is so

mettlesome and restive in her patriotism, whose great

son, Kossuth, would never even accept the compromise
with the House of Hapsbui'g, has yet no compunction
in dominating inferior races, in grinding Serbs, Croats

and Roumanians into her own pattern. The Hunga-

rians, who are in the minority, are yet moulding these

aheu nationahties to their own will. But qiie voiilez-

vous f The inhabitants of many nations have adopted

Christianity, the nations themselves never. Perhaps
the next step for the Christian missionaries is to foimd

international Christianity.

Still the Hungarians have the qualities of their de-

fects. Unlike the Turks, their neighbours, they are a

race with a future, and Budapest is from one point of

view one of the sightliest capitals of Europe. What
town has a fairer situation "? With Parisian Pestli sit-

ting stately on one bank of the Danube, and Turkish

Buda climbing up the hills in a series of hanging gar-

dens crowned by gilt domes and cupolas on the other,

the two joined by wonderful bridges, she exhibits an

unsurpassed contrast
;
and at night, when the long
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stretch of the river is a-twinkle with Ughts reflected as

shining spears, sue may even vie with Venice or the

Thames Embankment. From the Andi*assy Avenue, a

beautiful Boulevard, with its cafes and book-shops, and

pleasant interludes of flower-beds and fountains, you
may get, in a few minutes— crossing the Danube on a

great steamer, and ascending the heights of Buda by a

funicular railway
— to a spot where, seated in an avenue

of chestnut trees and looking on the villa-strewn slopes
of sleeping hUls, or watching the sun set in splendour
behind them, you may forget that you are living in a

busthng modern town, and one with an Exhibition to

boot.

You may dream of the pictm'esque days when, as

shown in Ujvary's great panorama of the sister towns
in 1680, Buda was by far ''the better half," and Pesth

was a tiny spot. You may visit the tomb of Giil Baba,
father of the roses, a shrine of pilgrimage to all good
Turks. You may find a good quarter of an hour in the

Church of St. Matthias, whose spire comes up white

amid the green as you tui'n a corner
;
a curious monu-

ment, that was three centuries a-building ;
its interior

suffused, like St. Mark's, by a golden glow, its coloured

windows original in shape, and no two pillars or capi-
tals aUke in design, yet all contributing to a quaint

unity and harmony. And it is at Buda that the chief

national buildings stand, usually flanked by chestnut

trees, and the statues in memory of the wars. Here is

the War-Ofiice of the Territorial Army (which is dis-

tinct from the joint Austro-Hungarian army) ;
here are

the Premier's Palace, the Houses of Parliament, and
the King's Palace of many windows set on a breezy

hill, and now being enlarged at a cost of thirty mQlion

florins. Fortunate Francis Joseph, to command such a

panorama from his bedroom window : his hanging gar-

dens, that slope towards the Danube, flowing with mol-

ten sparkle, spanned by the gi'eat suspension bridge and
the railway bridges, and broken by the beautiful I\Iar-

garet Island
;
the spu-es and chimneys and cupolas of

Pesth, and the mountains of Buda.
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Margaret Island is the " Pearl of tlie Danube," a

charming retreat in spring and autumn, when the heat

does not force Fashion to the mountains, and famous
for its mineral springs, hot and cold. It belongs to the

King's cousin, Prince Joseph, and is a white elephant.
The cost of gardening this beautiful island is colossal,

and though the Prince has just drained a portion which
used to be a swamp, the Danube is a standing danger.
It is scarcely surprising that he cannot find a jjurchaser
at three million florins. One of the walls of his private

garden (which produces celebrated roses) is the rem-
nant of an old cloister, A tramear runs through the

island, giving one tantaUsing vistas of glorious stretches

of woodland. Altogether Budapest would be an ideal

place for a honeymoon but for the beauty of the women,
which might make the bridegroom dissatisfied.

But the Pesth part of Budapest is a disappointment.
One expects to feel the first breath of the East, and one

gets a modern, a Western, almost an American town,
with an electric undei'ground railway and a telephonic

newspaper which reads itself out all day long to whoso-
ever will clap the cups to his ears— the old town crier

in terms of modem science. But it rounds off the day,

poetically enough, with music, so that when I sought to

hear the latest news, I was treated to Handel's '' Halle-

lujah." How much more soothing than our own " extra

special," with its fiual crop of horrors ! Music, indeed,
is ever resounding : the gipsy bands are everywhere
playing— Hungarian, not gipsy music, as Liszt imag-
ined, for they never play to 'Hhe white men." The

splendid
*' Rakoczi "

March, which Berlioz introduced

into his "
Faust," is, however, of gipsj^ origin, having

been invented, says tradition, by Cinka Panna, the faith-

ful gipsy girl of R4k6czi II., after his defeat. There are

also Betjar melodies, the songs of the brigand cavahers,
the romantic robbers who took from the rich to give to

the poor, like our Robin Hood.
The Exhibition, which I fear will be a financial fail-

ure, is only one of the many celebrations of the ]\IiUen-

uium, which include the erection of statues and an Arc
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de Triomplie, the opening of a canal, the construction
of two new bridges, of three or four great public build-

ings, the inaugm-ation of the splendid new Houses of
Parliament— situated like our own on the river-side,—
international congresses, historical corteges, and the

opening of five hundred new primary schools! This

programme is a sufficient guarantee that the Exhibition
itself is similai'ly thorough-going, that it represents
every side and department of the national life; and if

much of it does not differ from other Exhibitions, or
even from Whiteley's Stores, this can only be the more
gratifying to the Hungarians, inasmuch as it proves
that they have indeed come into step with the general
march of European civilisation. For my part I am not
s;ire that I do not prefer Arpad's Hungarians, who be-

lieved in one God and one wife, and roved about Europe
in the four-wheeled waggons they had invented. And
I am certain that in the Exhibition I preferred the beau-
tiful aquarium in the cool dim gi-otto, which has nothing
to do with Hungary, to all the splendoui's of the His-

torical Group of Buildings, to the great model steamer,
the naval and military pavilions, the very new and very
glaring native pictures, and even the wonderful models
of the town and the steamer-laden Danube. One great
lack in the Exhibition is lavatories. Even at my hotel— a place of gilded saloons— they charged two florins

(about 3s. 4f7.) for a plain bath, as if in sheer surprise.
In " Old Buda" I could only get a bucket from an old

woman in which to wash. And the next day, when I

repaired confidently in search of this bucket, there was

nothing but a tiny saucepan, the contents of which she

poured over my hands, watering a garden-plot at the

same time. After the first jet I moved my hands away
and said that would do.

"
No, no," she cried :

"
if you

wash, you must wash properly." And I had to stand

still and be poirred upon till she was satisfied.

Perhaps the most interesting exhibit is the " ethno-

graphic village," designed to represent the life of the

Hungarian provinces, though made rather ridiculous

by the i-igidity of the waxwork figvires, arranged about
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the quaiut and impossibly clean houses in their various

occupations, but having the air of "tableaux morts"
rather than of ''tableaux vivants." The best group
was al fresco, representing half-naked gipsy-Hke crea-

tiu'es with coal-black hair squatting outside tents and

mud-houses, the women smoking pipes. And this ex-

hibition of unrealities brings me on to the most origi-

nal feature of the Exhibition, which seems to have

escaped all the reporters
— to wit, the exhibition of

realities. For the committee have hit on a most in-

genious notion. The peasants of Hungary marry, and

they marry picturesquely. Why should this pictu-

resqueness be wasted, or only be reproduced artificially

in comic operas ? When a marriage is to be celebrated

in any village, let the scene be shifted to the capital :

let the wedding-party come up to the Exhibition. Free
transit is provided on the railway for the happy couple,
the wedding-guests, and all the stage-properties. And
so they come up to Budapest,— from Toroczko, Sza-

bolcs, Krasso-Szoreny, and who knows what outland-

ish places, glad of the opi^ortmiity of seeing the great

capital,
—and they gather in the Exhibition grounds,

the lads with flower-wreathed hats and streamers of

many-coloured ribbons, the lasses with gay skirts and
tall black combs, the old women with lace head-shawls,

carrying bundles of house-linen and stockings for the

bride
;
and the sheepish pair are made one, and the peas-

ants dance and then go in procession to the strains of

the Rakoczi March, and are photographed with odd

spectators (hke myself) tacked on, and they sit down to

the wedding-dinner under the trees, and the viands are

heaped high on the white table-cloths, sun-dappled v.ath

the shadows of the moving leaves. And then they
visit themselves in waxwork, and go into ecstacies over

the stolid representations of their life and their furni-

ture, and they walk about the town— a sort of grown-
up school-procession

— and go home to thrill the wide-

eyed village with tales of the wonderful city.

But the other instance of converting realities into

spectacles is not so commendable. In the supplemen-
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tary exliibition of ''Old Bucia" stands a reproduction
of an Old Buda mosqvie, built of stone, majolica and
wood, in a mixture of Tm-kish and European architec-

ture, with minaret and cupolas, and a small kiosk in
the Indian style for a sleeping fakir. Here Moslems
and Dervishes assemble to say or dance their prayers j

and for a florin you may ascend the gallery and watch
them below. The mosque opened on the holy night of

Bairam, the most solemn feast of the Mohammedan
year, and quite a crowd planked down their silver to

listen to the pious worshipj)ers. Is it not shameful? I

am happy to say I did not pay for my seat. Even in

Budapest I was a persona gratis. 'T was certaiuly a re-

markable scene, its solemnity emphasized by the thun-
der without, that drowned the voice of the mueddin
calling to prayer, and by the lightning and rain-tor-

rents that sent the pretty little al fresco waitresses scud-

ding about with their serviettes on their heads to tend
the few parties in the leafy square that dined on regard-
less of diluted wine or under the protection of umbrellas.
How the Tiu-ks further wetted themselves by complex
ablutions in the tank (meydiah) in the courtyard with-

out, how they removed their shoes and, entering the

mosque, knelt on their carpets facing towards Mecca,
and turning their backs on me, a serried array of long-
robed figures swaying and falling forward with auto-
matic regularity, and showing pairs of heels not always
clean, while the Imam chanted heart-breaking dirges

overhead, I shall not detail, for everybody has read of

Moslem services. But I do not remember to have come
across any accurate description of a service of Dancing
Dervishes- such as followed the more orthodox cere-

monial.

All the mere Mussulmans having retired, the Der-
vishes sat around cross-legged, forming an oval. Pres-

ently they began to say some phrase, presumably Turk-
ish (it sounded like es

"
Jclabbam vivurah^^), which they

repeated and repeated and repeated with the same end-

less, uniform, monotonous intonation, swaying from

right to left and from left to right, till I felt the whole

283



IVITHOUT PREJUDICE

universe was this phrase, and nothing else would hap-
pen till the end of the Avorld, and the world would never
end. At last, when I had reconciled myself to living
for ever and ever with this sound iu my ears, they broke
into a pleasant melody with rhjining stanzas and a re-

frain of Hazlee. Then they started on another word
with endless iteration, and then they repeated Allah,
Allah, Allah, swaying and swaying till the universe

began to reel. I became aware that their chief, who
was seated on a special red carpet, was counting on a

rosary, and I di-ew relief from the deductiou that an
end would come. It did, but worse remained behind

;

for the Dervishes got up and formed a ring round then-

chief, and began swaying right and left and backwards
and forwards, unrestingly, remorselessly, getting quicker
and quicker, till there was nothing in the world but

swayiugs this way and that way, back and forth.

At last the movements began to slow down and to

sweep over larger curves, and suddenly they stopped
altogether, only to recommence as the fanatics started

singing a joyoiis hymn, Alas ! thought I, one half the
world is a laughing-stock to the other half, if indeed
not rather a som'ce of tears. For now the chief, whose
fine gloomy Eastern face still haunts me, was bowing
to his men, and they were responding with strange
raucous cries compoTmded of the roars of wild beasts
and the pants of locomotives. Hu! Hu! they roared
in savage unison, Hu! Hu! monotonously, endlessly,

making strange motions. Hoarser and more bestial

grew the frightful roars, wilder and wilder grew the

movements, the head-gear falling off, faces gi'owing
black, the chief standing silent with his hand on his

breast, but in his pale face a tense look of ever-gather-
ing excitement. And then two of the Dervishes held
out a curved sword, and the roars redoubled and the
chests heaved with wilder breaths; and suddenly the

Chief, throwing off his stocking-wraps, jumped on the

blade with his naked feet and balanced himself upon it,

the muscles of his face rigid, his teeth clenched. Four
times he stood upon the bare sword-edge amid this hel-
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lish howling and this mad swaying, the perspiration

running down the foreheads of the devotees, some of

them foaming at the mouth. And then they moved
round in a eu'cle to the right, howUng He ! He ! an Ar-
menian Der\dsh in a tall brown hat varying it by Ho!
Ho! and another worsliipper singing in a high voice.

The chief bared his breast, and twirUng a heavy-
hafted dagger, plunged it into his side. When this

had been repeated three or four times, pandemonium
ceased. The Holy Man, with an air of supreme ex-

haustion and supreme ecstasy, reclad himself in his

white mantle, and the faithful ones wij)ed their brows,
and re-squatting on the ground exultantly vociferated

Allah about a hundred times, nodding their heads,
and finally changing their cry into Bou ! Bou ! After
a little singing and a shouting of Din! Din! they
pressed their foreheads to the ground with a shout

of Boil! and suddenly rose and decamped. Other

nights other services, and the hysterical worship some-
times embraces a sort of serj)entine skirt-dancing with
frenzied twirling. There was no blood from the chief's

wounds, but the performance does not seem to me to

be jugglery. It seems rather akin to hypnotism. The
AvUd cries and gyrations induce a state of anassthesia,

just as by the excitement of battle the soldier is so

wrought up that he does not feel his wounds. Even in

a sham fight a soldier told me he got to such a pitch
that he could have done or suffered anything. As for

the blood not running from the wounds, I conjecture
that the places had become insensitive by frequent

stabbing in the same spot. And this is the miracle that

testifies to the saintliness of the Dervish and to the

truth of his doctrines ! I suspect that much of " the

wisdom of the East "
is of this character : ancient dis-

co%'eries of the shady side of human psychology, the

grotesque aberrations, trances, hypnotic impression-

abUity, double personalities, ghosts, second-sight, what
not. And these being misunderstood have always been

supposed to trench on the diviue. For what is not nor-

mal is not human, and what is not human is superhu-
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man. So runs the simple logic. But hysteria can never
be a foundation for a creed, and a true reUgion must

always appeal to the common central facts of human
experience.
There was another Exhibition going on, as it always

goes on, in the town, for the People's Park has very
little verdure and consists almost entirely of side-shows
and open-air restaurants. I saw swings and merry-go-
rounds, a circus, and a marionette theatre, and heard
Punch and Judy discussing their domestic differences
in Hungarian, and Toby barking in the same uncouth

tongue. The joy with which the public greeted each
crack on the head administered by Herr Punch's stick

showed me how hopeless it was to write Uterary plays.
For the primitive emotions will always be the most

captivating. A fight must ever beat the most subtle

psychology; and indeed those writers for whom the
drama is the art of manufacturing excitement and sus-

pense must find it difficult to compete with a lottery

drawing, a prize-fight, or a hoi'se-race, where the issue

is known not even to the organiser of the excitement.
And this consideration will show why some books are

very successful, the art of which is very little. Nothing
is harder in real life than to iDut your back against the
wall on a dark stau'case and keep three armed men at

bay with yom* whirling sword. But nothing is easier

than for tlie romantic writer to dip his pen in ink and
say that his hero did that. And nothing is more stimu-

lating and exciting for the reader than to imagine the
hero doing it

;
and in his gi*atitude to the giver of all

tills beautiful breathlessness he is hkely, unless he is an

analytical person, to mistake a cheap effect for precious
art. But the bulk of humanity must always remain at

the Punch-and-Judy stage of art. If only the critics

would outgrow it ! The clowns in the circus who came
on with red noses were a further proof of the sempi-
ternal simplicity of our race

;
and I could have wished

for the heart of that urchin whom I saw tr3dug to peer
in under the canvas, and whom, with a reminiscence of

the young Gradgrinds, I was about to pay for, when he
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suddenly produced a florin and many coppers and went
in like a man. Sitting" in the front row, I had a curious

presentiment that the daring bare-backed rider would
be thrown at my feet

;
and sure enough he was, and.

as I picked him up, I saw by the perspiration what toil

his graceful feats concealed. Poor cavalier ! I am sure

his pride was more hurt than his person, and he excelled

himself in galloping round poised on one toe. When
he was recalled after his exit, he tumbled his thanks,

giving us complex somersaults in lieu of bows. I some-
times fancy he was a holier person than the Chief of

the Dancing Dervishes.

CHICAGO

THE
function and value of Uterature are curiously

illustrated by the passing away of the Great White

Elephant. The criticisms by spectators of the World's

Fair have not been so comprehensive as the Fair itself,

and I feel that I ought to supplement them by the impres-
sions it made u^pon one who did not see it. For, despite
the assurance of the official programme, that I delivered

an address in the Parliament of Religions, I was in

England, so far as I know, the whole time. The first

impression the Fair made upon me was one of subUmity—but of what Sir William Hamilton calls
'' the material

sublime," scarcely at all of *' the moral subhme," which

was supposed to be its raison cVetre. I was, of course,
aware that great spiritual facts underlay the physical

grandeurs ;
but spiritual emotion is difficult to get at a

distance One requires the actual objects to impinge on
the soul, the arehitectiiral glories and industrial splen-
dours to touch through bodily vision. One realises it

so vaguely, and fails to get the half-resthetie, half-re-

ligious, uplifting that concrete visualisation should sup-

ply. It is, perhaps, a pity that Whitman did not live

to see the spectacle, he whose inspiration came so often

fvova. synthesis, from a vision of the All. The cosmo-
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politan cataloguer, the man who made inventories al-

most epical, is the one man to whom the Fair would
have been a magnificent inspiration. Judging from the

Fair, Whitman would seem justified in claiming to be

the voice of America. The Fair was like him both in

its moral broadness and its material all-inclusiveness.

In his absence no poet has risen
"
to the height of this

great argument," so that now the insubstantial pageant
is faded, now that '' the cloud-capp'd towers, the gor-

geous palaces, the solemn temples," have dissolved,

"like the baseless fabric of a vision," they have left

not a rack of real literature behind. And to what but

literature can one look for a permanent conservator of

the eternal lesson of an ephemeral exhibition '? Truly,
as the Latin poet said, literature is more durable than

monuments and dynasties. Except as an object-lesson
in the unity and federation of mankind, the Fair had
no valuable raison d''etre, and, unfortunately, the school-

term was, short and the number of pupils comparatively
limited.

America is a long way from everywhere, even from

itself, and the moral heat dissipates in crossing the

ocean to the Old World. The Congress of Religions in

whose voluminous report the Fair has still a chance of

surviving itself, was the most patently spiritual side

of the Exposition, and was, undoubtedly, a most valu-

able index of the progress of human Catholicism. That

the sects ax*e as narrow as they are numerous, is still

largely true, and half the world is stUl ignorant of how
the other half prays, though by a happy accident of

birth all the world inherits the one true religion. The

greatest force in the universe is the vis ineriice^ and the

forces already at work must " dree their weird." To
those who are outside all the sects without even cu-cum-

seribing them, the World's Fair must bring home at

once the greatness and vanity of man's life— man who
lives like the angels and dies like the brutes— the mortal

paradox that has puzzled all thinkers from the Psalmist

to Pascal. For the unbeliever this must ever be the

ugly reverse of all glories that are merely material,
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thougli the sensuous optimist need not allow the skele-

ton at the feast to spoil his appetite.
The last impression made by the World's Fan* upon

me was one of sadness— sadness at not having seen it.

EDINBURGH

TILL
I went to Edinburgh I did not know what " The

Evergreen
" was. Newspaper criticisms had given

me vague misrepresentations of a Scottish "Yellow
Book "

calling itself a *' Northern Seasonal." But even
had I seen a coi^y myself I doubt if I should have
understood it without going to Edinburgh ;

and even
had I gone to Edinburgh I should still have been in

twilight had I not met Patrick Geddes, Professor of

Botany at the University of Dundee. For Patrick

Geddes is the key to the Northern position in life and
letters.

'' The EvergTeen
" was not established as an an-

tidote to the " Yellow Book," though it might well seem
a colour counter-symbol— the green of spring set

against the yellow of decadent leaves. It is, indeed,
an antidote, but undesigned ;

else had not yellow fig-

ured so profusely upon the cover. "The Evergi-een
" of

to-day professes to be inspu-ed by "The Evergreen"
which Allan Ramsay pubHshed in 1724, to stimulate a
retm-n to local and national tradition and hving natui-e.

Patrick Geddes and Colleagues, who pubhsh it and
other books— on a new system of giving the author aU
the profits, as certified by a chartered accoimtant— in-

herit Ramsay's old home. That is to say, they are

located in a sort of "University Settlement," known
as Ramsay Garden, a charming collection of flats, over-

looking from its castled liill the picturesque city, and
built by the many-sided Professor of Botany, and they

asph-e also to foUow in " the gentle shepherd's
" foot-

steps as workers and wi'iters, publishers and builders.

In fact, their aim is synthesis, construction, after our

long epoch of analysis, destruction. They would or-
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ganise life as a whole, expressing themselves through
educatioual and civic activities, through art and archi-

tecture, and make of Edinburgh the " Cite du Bon Ac-

cord " di'eamed of by Elisee Eeclus. They feel acutely

the ** need of fresh readings in life, of fresh groupings
in science, both now mainly from the humanist's side, as

lately from the naturalist's side." In this University
Settlement the publishing and writing department is

to represent the scriptorium of the ancient monasteries.

Of the local and national traditions this new Scottish

school is particularly concerned to foster the so-called

"Celtic renascence," and— what is more interesting
to outsiders— the revival and development of the old

Continental sympathies of Scotland. The ancient

league with France has deeply marked Scotch history,

and even moulded Scotch architecture. As Disraeli

said in his inaugural address on his institution as Lord
Rector of the University of Grlasgow,

''
it is not in Scot-

land that the name of France will ever be mentioned

without affection." So, among the endless projects of

the effervescent Professor, is one for reviving the

Scotch college in Paris— the original building happen-
ing still to survive— and for making it a centre for

Scottish students and Scottish cidture in the gay city.

Thus, while the men of " The Evergreen
" would re-

new local feehug and local colour," they
" would also

express the larger view of Edinbiu'gh as not only a

National and Imperial but a European city
— the larger

view of Scotland, again as in recent, in mediaaval, most
of all in ancient times, one of the European Powers of

Culture— as of course far smaller countries like Nor-

way are to-day." An aspiration with which aU intel-

ligent men must sympathise. The quest at once of

local colour and cosmopolitanism is not at all self-con-

tradictory. The truest cosmopolitanism goes with the

intensest local colom*, for otherwise you contribute

nothing to the human treasury and make mankind one

vast featureless monotony. Harmonious diversity is

the true cosmopolitan concept, and who will not applaud
this desii'e of Edinburgh to range itself again amongst
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the capitals of cultui-e ? Why should it take its tone

from London? That centripetal force which draws

villages to towns and towns to capitals everywhere
tends to concentrate in one city a country's culture, and
to brand as provincial that which is not of the centre.

But the centre is corrosive of originality, and if now
and then a great man does abide therein, it is because

he has the gift of solitude amid crowds, and is not ob-

noxious to the contagion of the common thought. The
Scotch School, though its effort to emancipate itself

from the intellectual thraldom of London is to be com-

mended, does not escape the dangers that lie in wait

for all schools, which upset one convention by another.

Still, a school of thought which is also a school of action

has in itself the germs of perpetual self-recuperation.

Yes, there can be little danger of sinking into barren

formulge, into ghb esthetic prattle about Renascence,
in a movement of "which one expression is the j)urifica-

tion of those plaguy, if picturesque, Closes, which are

the foul blot U]Jon the beautiful Athens of the North.

Those sunless courts, entered by needles' eyes of aper-

tures, congested with hellish, heaven-scahng barracks,

i-eeking with refuse and evil odours, inhabited promis-

cuously by poverty and prostitution, worse than the

worst slums of London itself— how could they have

been left so long to pollute the 'fairest and well-nigh the

wealthiest city in the kingdom? ''Do you wonder

Edinburgh is renowned for its medical schools ?
" asked

the Professor grimly, as he darted in and out among
those foul alleys, explaining how he was demolishing
this and reconstructing that— at once a Destroying

Angel and a Redeemer. Veritable ghettoes they

seemed, these blind allej's of gigantic habitations,

branching out from the High Street, hidden away from
the superficial passer-by faring to Holyrood. They
were the pioneers of the trans-Atlantic sky-builders,
were those old burghers, who, shut in about their cas-

tled hill by the two lochs, one of which is now the en-

chanting Princes Street, were fain to build heavenwards
as population grew. It was a stormy morning when the
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mercurial Professor of Botany, recking naught of the

rain that saturated his brown cloak, itself reluctantly

donned, led me hither and thither, through the high-

ways and byways of old Edinburgh. Everywhere a
litter of building operations, and we trod gingerly

many a decadent stair-case. Sometimes a double row
of houses had already been knocked away, revealing a
Close within a Close, eyeless house behind blind alley,
and even so the diameter of the court still but a few

yards. What human ant-heaps, what histories, farces,

tragedies played out in airless tenebrosity !

The native wiiters seem to have strangely neglected
the artistic wealth of all this poverty : pathos and hu-

mour reside, then, only in villages ! Thrums and Drum-

tochty and Galloway exhaust the human tragi-comedy.
Ah ! my friends, go to the ant-hill and be wise ! The
Professor of Botany (seeming now rather of entomology)
explained the principle upon which he was destroying
and rebuilding. One had to be cautious. He pointed
out the head of a boy carved over one of the archways,
the one survivor of a fatal subsidence many years ago,
when the ground floor of one of the gigantic houses

was converted into a shop, with plate-glass windows in

lieu of the solid stonework. '' Heave awa' !

" cried a

piping voice amid the debris :

'* I'm no dead yet."
The Professor's own destruction was conservative in

character : it was his aim to preserve the ancient note in

the architecture, and to make a clean Old Edinbui'gh
of a dirty. Air and light were to be no longer ex-

cluded
;
outside every house, as flats or storeys are called,

a balcony was to run, gi\'ing on sky and open ground.
Eminent personages like Lord Rosebery, ancestrally
connected with ancient demesnes, long perverted into

pigsties, had been induced to repui'chase them, thus re-

storing an archaic flavour of aristocratic prestige to

these despised quarters. The moral effect of grappling
with an evil that had seemed so hopeless could not fail

to be inspiring ; and, as we plodded through the pour-

ing streets,
"

I will remove this, I will reconstruct that,"
cried the enthusiastic Professor, till I almost felt I was
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walking with the Emperor of Edinburgh. But whence
come the sinews of war ? Evidently no professor's

privy purse would suffice. I gathered that the apostle
of the sanitary pictiu'esque had inspired sundry local

capitalists with his own patriotic enthusiasm. What a

miracle, this trust in a man over-brimming with ideas,

tlie brilliant biological theoriser of " The Evolution of

Sex " in the Contemporary Science Series, the patron
of fantastic artists Uke John Duncan ! Obviously it is

his architectirral faculty that has saved him. There
stand the houses he has built— visible, tangible, de-

lectable
;
concrete proofs that he is no mere visionary.

And yet we may be sxrre the more frigid society of

Edina still looks askance on this dreamer in stone and
fresco

;
for after all Edinbm-gh, as Professor Blackie said,

is an *'

East-windy, west-endy city." Cold and stately, it

sits on its height with something of the austere moiu*n-

fulness of a ruined capital. But we did not concern

ourselves about the legal and scholastic quarters, the

Professor and I. We penetrated into inhabited inter-

iors in the Closes, meeting strange female ruins on

staircases, or bonny housewives in bed-sitting-rooms,
in one of which a sick husband lay apologetically abed.

And when even the Professor was forced at last to take

refuge from the driving rain, it was in John Knox's
house that we ensconced ourselves— the grim, unlovely
house of the great Calvinist, the doorway of which fan-

atically baptised me in a positive waterfall, and in

whose dark rooms, as the buxom care-taker declared in

explaining the presence of an empty cage, no bird

could live. It is not only in its Closes, methought, that

Scotland needs regeneration. Many a spiritual blind-

alley has still to receive sunshine and air,
'' sweetness

and light." So let us welcome " The Evergreen
" and the

planters thereof, stunted and mean though its growth
be as yet ;

for not only in Scotland may they bring re-

freshment, but in that larger world where analysis and
criticism have ended in degeneration and despair.
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FIESOLE AND FLORENCE

AT Fiesole I just missed a sensation. Two friends of

xjL mine were climbing at midnight the steep hill to

the village, when from beneath a dark arch there dashed
down towards them two breathless carabinieri, their

cloaks flapping in the moonlight like the wings of the

demon-bats of pantomime. "Is it yonr way that the

miu'dered man lies !
"
they panted.

" Mm-dered man !
"

At once a hundred shadowy reminiscences stu'red in

my friends' minds: Prosper Merimee's novels, stories

of vendettas, plots of plays, morceaux cVoperas, even of

comic operas ;
and it was with a feeling in which the

latter element predominated that they answered that

they had come across no corpse. The pohce-officers
thanked them and hurried off, so my friends soon un-

derstood, as far as possible from the scene of the event
;

for, passing through the arch, the Inglesi came upon a

track of blood, black and clotted in the moonlight. But
it did not seem real to them— they still had a conscious-

ness of comic opera, a consciousness which was inten-

sified rather than lessened when they emerged upon a

group of excited villagers discussing the crime, and
learnt its cause. Two rival bands, one from a neigh-

boiu'ing village, had been performing at a local concerto,

and the two rival trumpeters had continued to blow
their own trumpets after business hours. "

Fancy
blowing Avith that little mouth !

" said one. " I'm

glad I have n't your maw {boccone) !
" retorted the

other.

From words it came to knives, and ere you could say

Jacopo Robinson a trumpeter lay weltering in his blood,
or rather in his gore, and the murderer was fljing into

the arms of the police, who incontinently turned and
fled the other way. When my friends passed by the

house of the victim, the midnight air was ringing with

the horrible curses of his bereaved sister, whose spas-
modic face was visible at a window. But the cold-

blooded artistic English felt no answering throb of
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sympathy— it was still a scene in a play to them, still a

coup de theatre— they had lost the primary human in-

stincts, corrupted by a long course of melodrama and
comic opera. To-day I myself saw a caniival proces-
sion in the village piazza— a veritable survival of the

Middle Ages; a triumphal car wreathed in flowers,
driven by masquerading mummers and surrounded by
Pierrots and peasant buffoons, a thoroughly naive and

primitive bit of religion. But it needed a perceptible
effort to shake off the sense of the operatic, to accept
the thing as genuine. Ruskin contended (in that oUa

podrida called *' Modern Painters ") that the Swiss peas-
ants do not really dance and sing happily in the market-

place ;
and hence he argued— comically enough— that

the money sjDent on the stage reproduction of their hap-
piness should be spent in really promoting their happi-
ness. With my Italian peasants I feel the opposite :

that such excellent picturesque effects should not be
wasted on mere reality, but should be turned to real

use upon the sta^ge. So, too, it is difficult to take a

roadside beggar seriously ;
he seems to ask, not for

alms, but for a frame. Happy the unlettered and the

inartistic, to whom even the picturesque person is a

person, who can think of olive oil when he sees the

olive-trees weaving their graceful patterns above the

stone walls, and can watch the sun set in lurid splen-
dom* behind the purple mountains with never a thought
of Turner or Childe Harold !

For modei-n civilised l:;eings, in incessant relations

with the reflections of life through literature and art, it

is difficidt to receive any impressions which do not re-

reflect what lies in the mirror of art. And here is an

amusing side-issue. We are presented in plays and

books, with numerous situations in which the ignorance
of one of the parties is a necessary factor in the partic-

ular dramatic situation which it is sought to evolve.

But as this person, ex hypothesis belongs to the class of

society which is familiar v/ith this particular plot ad

nauseam, is it possible that he or she should go on be-

traying the same ignorance on which the plot originally
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was based ? Even Marguerite has seen " Faust "^now-

adays !

This suggests an objection to old plots quite apart

from their oldness, for that which started by being

probable becomes improbable by age. Even if it were

ever possible for a man to be jealous of a woman be-

cause he saw her kissing a man whom, after long and

weary years of superfluous separation, he discovered to

be her brother, it should surely be impossible to-day.

If I saw any man kissing my fiancee I should know at

once it was my future brother-in-law— or at any rate

I should inqmre— which the old hero never seemed to

do. And yet I will wager that in the course of this year

at least a dozen novels and plays will be built up upon
this theme. It is, by the way, a noticeable character-

istic of people in plays never to have read nor to be in-

terested in any but the petty dramatic matter which is

interesting them— and let us hope the audience— at

the moment. It may be replied that the economy of

the stage demands that everything that is not strictly

essential should be ehminated ;
but yet it ought to be

possible, by a few words, to give the idea that the fig-

ures upon the boards are doing more than moving to

the strings of the playwright. Just so the painter of

the guK should suggest the ocean beyond ;
the painter

of the landscape, the infinity of space and atmosphere

in which it is enisled. What the pldn air school con-

tended for in painting is no less requisite in literature.

This consideration seems to account for the uneasy

sense of unreality which we feel in the modern macliine-

made Sardou play, m which the characters have the au*

of existing entirely to themselves, and for the sake of

the particular play, and do not give that large sense of

being part of the civilised humanity we know that reads

and thinks. The men make love or profess hate, repu-

diate their wives, or cut off their sons with shillings, all

with the air of its happening for the first time, and

wholly devoid of that sense of the ridiculous which they

could not help feehug if they had been accustomed

themselves to read novels and sit in stalls.
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It is, in fact, impossible for us modenis, educated in
a long literary tradition, to live our lives as naturally
and naively as the unlettered of to-day, or the people
of the preliterary geological epoch. This is brought
out *'

ostensively," as Bacon would say, in " Don Quix-
ote," or in the Russian novel "A Simple Story

"—
appar-

ently so called because it is so complex— in which Gont-
charov's hero lives in what AUce might call

" behind
the looking-glass

" of hterature. He is a country boy
who comes up to St. Petersburg, and after a course of
Russian novels is transformed into a series of imitations
of their heroes. He does nothing, feels nothing, thinks

nothing except after the pattern of these creatures of
the quill.

Well ! we are aU like that, more or less. Though we
may not be as chivah-ously inspired as the Knight of
La Mancha, nor run to the extremes of the simple Rus-
sian, we are all to some extent remoulded in imitation
of the Booklanders, and this is the truth in the " de-
cadent" paradox that natm'e copies art. There is a

drop of ink in the blood of the most natural of us
;
we

are all hybrids, crossed with Hteratm^e, and Shake-

speare is as much the author of om* being as either of
our parents. The effect of the stage in regulating the

poses and costumes of susceptible souls has not escaped
notice

;
but the effect of novels and poetry is more in-

sidious. Who ever shuddered with bitter alliterative

kisses before Swinburne, and who has failed to do so

since? What poor little cockney clerk in his first

spasms of poetry but has felt, sitting by his girl in the
music hall, that if she walked over the grave in which
he was planted, his

'' dust would hear her and beat, had
he lain for a century dead "

(though how Maud could
survive her lover for a century, Tennyson failed to ex-

plain) ? Per contra, the ingenuous spinster taking her
notions of love from Maupassant's

" Bel-Ami," or Ga-
briele d'Annunzio's '^ Trionfo della Morte," becomes a
man-hater. Yes, I fear that the artistic treatment of
life has a good deal to answer for. People do not yet
understand that the mirror of ai-t does not reflect life
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imrefracted. The great eternal theme of art is love-

makiug ;
but even artists have to give up some time to

art-maldng.
But to wind up anent our mm'derer. He is still at

large. The police liave given up the chase in despau'.

But he has never left the village, and we villagers aU
wink at one another as we discuss his whereabouts

j

and when we meet him driving his cart or come across

him cutting wood in the forest and he genially gives us

Bnoii' giorno we salute him with answering pohteness.

Only in the village band there is a temporary trumpeter,
for even the police might hear of him if he performed
in public loudly enough. But Italian justice, though
it does really savour of comic opera, is not so farcical

as it appears on the surface. It is an unwritten law

that the police shaU not pirjliare him tiU the sessions are

nigh. He is on parole, so to speak, to come up when
called' upon; if he were really to take flight, he would
be declared an outlaw, and the only reason the police

cannot find him is that they know where he is. How
sensible ! Why board and lodge him gratis for weeks ?

He has outraged the community : shall the community
reward him with free meals *? Even when he is caught
he will be treated with the same economy. Capital pun-
ishment there is none in Italy. Why waste a citizen

and a tax-payer? Especially when one has already
been destroyed ! No, he will be sentenced to a term

of imprisonment. But he wiU not serve it. He will

escape, or it will be commuted. And while he is in

gaol he AviU have a good time. He will smoke and

play cards, or, leaning out of his dungeon casement,
hold a levee of his friends. Recently the soldiers at

Bergamo mutinied because they were supplied with

worse bread than the denizens of the gaol. I trust the

ringleaders were sent to prison so as to remedy this

dietary injustice.

Please do me the justice to remark that I have been
in Italy for several paragraphs without once referring
to the Old Masters. But the fact is that I have not

been much at the Masked Balls. Does this saying seem
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cryi'ttic ? All it meaus is that tho oonfusion into wliicli

our scientific century has thi'own us is worse confounded
than usual in the universe of pictures; that the Gal-

leries appear to be made up of pictures masquerading
under wrong names. Time was when one might go
about comfortably with a Baedeker and a stock of ad-
miration and distribute it as per instructions. But these

good old times are over. The Old Masters of yesterday
are the young apprentices of to-day. It is pitiable to

think how many well-meaning enthusiasts have fallen

victims to the careless or crafty curator. Sometimes it

scarcely needs a connoisseiu- to suspect the good faith

of catalogues. I, myself, a mere babe and suckling,
came to the conclusion, after a visit to the Velasquez
Exhibition in London, that Velasquez must have been

very versatile. It is too bad that artists should be

hanged for crimes they ne'^'-er committed. 'T is to be

hoped their ghosts carefully avoid the Galleries. But
beslu-ew your paintings ! My eyes make pictm-es— not
like Coleridge's when tliey 're shut, but when they 're

open. Who would not rather lie with me in the podere
in the shade of the cypress trees, under the blue, blue

sky, and behold through a tangle of olive-boughs the
marvellous Dome of Florence, as satisfying as the sea,
or luider a starry heaven the loveliest of cities glitter-

ing like a rival fii'mament with answering constella-

tions ? And yet I recant. For if there is one piece of

art which is better than nature, 't is Botticelli's so-called
"
Spring," which, long misprised and now worm-rid-

dled, adds the last magic to the wonderful flower-city.
To her that hath shall be given.

GLASGOW
''

A^I^ v.-hat do you think of Glasgow?" said the pretty
J^ lady interviewer— I have the right to say she was

pretty because she said in print that I was n't. I re-

plied that of course Glasgow was n't pretty but—and
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here would have followed an amiable dissertation upon
the municipal superiority of Glasgow.

"
But," liastily

inteiTupted the lady interviewer, "have you seen tbe

fine vista of St. Vincent Street, the Great Western

Road, the finest tborouglifare in Europe, the charming
residential districts of Pollokshields West and Dowan-

hill, the wide view from the 'South Side Park or pic-

tiiresque Camphill?" I tried to edge in an abashed
"
No," for a monosyllable is the most one can hope to

secure of the conversation in an interview; but the

pretty lady interviewer went on reproachfully :
" Have

you seen that stately hill of the dead, the Necropolis,
from Cathedral Square f It is itself a quaint and beau-

tiful medley of architectvu-e past and present. Have

you seen beautiful Kelvingi-ove, through which flows

the classic Kehdn ? In many world-famous cities have
I been and yet seen nothing more beautiful than the

view on one side of Partick Bridge." I apologised to

Glasgow, inwardly confounding the eminent Scotch

litterateur who had assured me that Glasgow was the

most loathsome den north of Tweed, almost the only
such den,— his mahson upon Glasgow! But although
I feel personally nothing but gratitude to Glasgow and
its noisy University students, I cannot honestly award
it the apple for beauty. After aU it is the centre of the

town that one naturally gravitates to, and no charm of

suburbs can remove the general impression of commer-
cial dinginess.

No, Glasgow must bo content with its wealth and
its pubUc si^irit. If it does not stir the imagination
like Edinburgh, it satisfies the brain and the heart,
for it is grappling manfully with many social prob-

lems, with the opening of parks and hospitals, and es-

pecially with the housing of the poor, and is develop-

ing an artistic conscience to boot. It owns its gas and

water, and I had the felicity of meeting the Lord Pro-

vost at the very moment when, his ghtteriug insignia

heaving with emotion on his joyous breast, he had to

annoimce to the Town Council that the fiercely-can-
vassed step of taking over the tramways had resulted
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in a balance to the good. When the Lord Provost had
retui'iied to his chair, I was shown the Councillors them-

selves at their mahogany tables, in their beautiful Coun-

cil-chamber, and I made notes—not of the debate, as the

lynx-eyed reporter, who counted the number of times I

sucked my pencil, imagined— but of the improved ap-

pearance of George Square under snow. Seen through
the windows the square stretched away pure and beau-

tiful, the gloomy statues blanched and Prince Albert's

horse gleaming proudly with white trappings. The Mu-

nicipal Buildings deserve all the praise they have re-

ceived. The special staircase, which is used only on
state occasions, presents from point to point a marvel-

lously proportioned medley of arches and pillars and

arcades, with a dominant Corinthian note. It is really
" frozen music." And when adorned with tropical

plants and ht up with electric lights and pretty faces,

it must indeed be a superb sight. Very imposing, too,

is the vast Banqueting Hall, from whose platform, to

test the acoustic effect of the rows of wires stretched

six inches apart under the ceiling to break the sound,
I addi-essed vacancy. The j)anels of this hall still await

their artists. 'T is a rare opportunity for Glasgow to

emulate the Parisian Pantheon
; and, indeed, there is

so much art-work to be done in Glasgow that one be-

gins to understand why it is threatening to become the

capital of British Art. The best road in Scotland is no

longer that which leads to England. It was curious for

a humble author to walk these stately halls, convoyed

by courteous officers in red swaUow-tails, and to rub

shoulders with civic milUonaii-es. An awesome au- of

wealth hung over the men and the place, a crushing

suggestion of vast entei-prises, of engineering and rail-

way building and the running of steamers, a subtle

aroma of colossal fortunes, wrested from the world by
the leverage of an initial half-crown. I have often gone
to places with only half a crown in my pocket, but it

never seemed to lead to anything. So I sui-veyed these

men with blended reverence and bewilderment, won-

dering why they bothered themselves to make all that
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money, and whether they ever suspected they were but

tools in the hands of destiny, by whose marvellous al-

chemy the self-centred ambition of the individual is

transmuted to the service of the world. The genial

BaiUe Simons, who was my host— fancy living in daily

contact with a BaiUe !
— informed me that the grave

city fathers are sadly degenerating. Thirty years ago

they did not smoke in pubUc : now there is a smoking-
room in the sacred building itself

;
and at least one of

them has been seen to leave it in a white hat.

Like the king's daughter, Glasgow is all glorious with-

in, and its inner artistic aspirations make up for and are

perliajDs inversely inspired by its outer unloveliness. The

world must not judge Glasgow's taste by the recent

Puritanic rumpus over the nude. The worthy Bailies

and the Chief Constable who drew the line at Leighton
and Solomon have overlooked the interesting nudities

in then" own Galleries, The affinity of the Scotch and

the French, which has often been noted in history, and

which accounts for their swamping the English in lit-

erature, has made Style the watchword of the Glasgow
School of Art. Whistler's

"
Carlyle

"
hangs in the Cor-

poration Galleries, and it was the stylist, Lavery, who
secured the tedious commission to commemorate Her

IMajesty's opening of the Glasgow Exhibition by the

usual plethora of portraits. It would have made a more

interesting picture had Mr. Lavery pei-petuated the fact

— so pregnant a contribution to the philosophy of Ex-

hibitions— that a profit of £10,000 was derived from

the switchbacks. The picture would then have made a

nice supplement to Mr. Lavery's famous studies of
" Cro-

quet" and " Tennis." The very slabs of the Corpora-
tion staircase are infected with Impressionism, and their

natural veinings body forth, here a charge of cavalry,

there a march of infantry, and yonder a portrait of Sir

William Vernon Harcourt with a prophetic coronet.

The stones of Glasgow await their Euskin. The Ex-

hibition which I saw at the Glasgow Institute of Fine

Arts was far more interesting than the last Academy,

though it contained some of the same pictures. I was
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able to tell tlie Scotch artists an anecdote whieli no one

had heard before, for the simple reason that it was true,

and that it happened to me. It was in Perth that, puz-

zling over a grimy statue, I was accosted by a bare-

footed newsboy with his raucous cry of "Hair-r-ald,

Glasgow Hau'-r-ald !

"

''I '11 take one," quoth I, *'if you '11 tell me whose
statue that is."

'*' 'T is Rabbie Burns," replied he, on the nail.
" Thank you," said I, taking the paper.

" And what
did he do, to deserve the statue ?

"

My newsboy scratched his head. Perceiving liis em-

barrassment, a party of his friends down the street called

out in stentorian chorus :

"
Ay, 't is Rabbie Burns."

" But what did he do to deserve the statue 1
" I thun-

dered back. They hung their heads. At last my news-

boy recovered himself
;
his face brightened.

'^ Well ?
"

said I again,
*' what did he do to deserve this statue ?

"

'' He deed! " answered the inteUigent little man.
Another newsboy, whom I asked if he had ever read

Sir Walter Scott, rephed,
*'

No, he is oiver dreicJi (over

dry)."

Talking of statues, I see that Paisley is going to

erect a full-sized figure of the late Thomas Coats,
with a bronze high hat under his bronze arm. The

history of the Corporation Art G-alleries is curious.

The nucleus of the collection is the bequest of a

coach-builder, who seerns to have had a Glaswegian
Renaissance all to Idmself, for it was years after his

death before his legacy was routed out from the lumber-

rooms to which it had been consigned, and ere its many
genuine treasures were catalogued by Mr. James Paton,
the learned curator, whose magic-lantern exhibit the

other day of the coach-building connoisseur's face was
the first display of his lineaments to an ungrateful pos-

terity. The Galleries now claim to contain so many
Old Masters that no connoisseur is complete without a

knowledge of them. Except Velasquez, there is scarcely
one of the great painters who is not represented here,

even including Giorgione, of whom, parodying Hegel's
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remark about the one disciple who understood him ("and
he does n't understand me! "), it may be said that there

are only two genuine specimens of him in the world,
and that both of these are by his pupils. What Mary
Logan would say to these Rembrandts and Rubenses I

know not
;
but there is much of indisputable value in

this collection, to say nothing of Flaxman's masterpiece— the statue of Pitt,
— or the recent accessions, such as

the Whistler, or David Murray's
" Fir Faggots," or the

bust of Victor Hugo by Rodin.

Pictorially the lull of the dead was the most interest-

ing part of G lasgow I saw— a scene which, especially
in its simple severe Protestant di-aping of snow, might
well tempt the artist. At its summit John Knox looks

down upon the Cathedral, whose altars and images were
broken during the Reformation, and whose new stained

wuidows (made in Germany) testify by their preference
for Old Testament subjects to the latent Pmitanism of

Caledonia. Especially interesting is the crypt, with

its sepulchral church, whose subterranean service is re-

corded in " Rob Roy." One of the pillars of the crypt

proper is called the Rob Roy pillar, for behind it the

great outlaw is supposed to have hidden. Near it is

the shrine of St. Mungo, patron saint of Glasgow, who
has presumably risen in the hierarchy now that Glas-

gow has been made a county. Facing the shi-ine is a

window decorated with a portrait of Edward Irving,
clothed as St. John the Baptist. The cicerone said it

was greatly admired because the eyes followed you
about wherever you walked. This is not the first time

I have been asked to admire as supreme art what is

reaUy one of the commonest of optical delusions. After

the Cathedral had closed, it had to be reopened because

I had lost a glove within. After a careful search the

glove was found in the gloomy crj'pt, pointing its finger
at this miraculous picture, imable to tear itself away.
But perhaps the most characteristic thing I came across

in Glasgow was an inscription at the end of the bridge

leading to the picturesque cemetery.
" The adjoining

bridge was erected by the Merchants' House of Glas-
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gow to afford a proper entrance to their new cemetery,
combining- convenient access to the gronnds with suita-
ble decoration to the venerable Cathedral and sm-rouud-

ing scenery, to unite the tombs of many generations
vvho have gone before -^vith the resting-places destined
for generations yet unborn, where the ashes of all shall

repose imtil the rising of the just, when that which is

born a natiu*al body shall be raised a spiritual body,
when this corruptible must put on incoiTuption, when
this mortal must put on immortality, when death is

swallowed up in \'ictory." There you have Glasgow !

An auctioneer's advertisement blent with an edifying
sermon, a happy combination of commerce and Clu-is-

tianity, making the best of this world and the next.

I left Glasgow in a choking yellow fog. Five minutes
from the city the train steamed into bright sunshine,
which continued till five minutes from London, where a

sisterly yellow fog was waiting. As Tennyson sings,
I had gone "from the night to the night."

HASLEMERE

I
AM up a '* Bo ti-ee." Every schoolboy knows (that
is, of course, every Buddhistic schoolboy) that

when the Buddha made " the great renunciation," he
attained Nirvana by sitting under a '' Bo tree." My
"Bo tree" is a great oak in the heart of the woods,
mounted by a dizzy spiral staircase, at the summit of
which you enter Nirvana by means of the "House on
the Garden," a glass-house floored with boards and fur-
nished with rustic chairs, a lounge and a writing-table ;

and here, amid the tree-tops, I write to the music of
thrush and blackbird, with restful glances at the sailing
clouds or at the sunny weald, that circles for miles
around and ends to the south in the "

do^\^ls " that hide
the English Channel. Perhaps it is because my land-

scape takes in Tennyson's happy Haslemere home that

my thought runs so much on him to-day, and then rims
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back to a cold stone staii-case up wliicli I toilod iu pitcliy

blackness to see a great French poet. Taine, who pre-
ferred Alfred de Musset to Tennyson, made of a con-

trast between the two men the most telling pages in his

history of our literatiu-e, setting in graphic antithesis

the diist and flare and fever of the Boulevards against
the

Englisli home, gi'ay twiliglit poured
On dewy pastures, dewy trees.

Softer than sleep,
— all things in order stored,

A haunt of ancient peace,

where the English Laureate brooded over his chiselled

verses. How much more piquant a contrast might be

drawn between the jealously-guarded castle in which

Tennyson entrenched himself and the accessible garret
in the Rue St. Jacques where Verlaine held his court

in absolute bonhomie and deshabille.

But, alas ! there is no Nirvana on my " Bo Tree "—
at least, not to-day. The blatancy of a brass band bursts

forth on the breeze. A popular waltz silences the

cuckoos. I climb down my spiral staircase and hasten

across the wood to discover what these strange sounds

portend. In front of the ci-eeper-clad house I come

xtpon a scene of comic opera. This is the village fete

day, and here are the festive villagers come to pay al-

legiance to the lord of the manor. The majority are

Foresters, and wear green sashes, and carry banners
like to the pictorial pocket-handkerchiefs of Brobding-
nag. The music gives over, and my host addi-esses

them from between the roses of his porch, and they

laugh at his genial jokes with the unanimity of the

footlights. There are tiny tots and old women in the

backgi-ound, and yonder is the Village Beauty—a ripe

maid, i' faith, and a comely. There are other girls in

her train
5 but, oddsbobs! what have they done with

their tights? and why do they delay to announce her ap-

proaching marriage in merry melodic chorus? But I

conceal my surprise and, as the cynical Man from Town
(gadzooks!), ogle the Pride of the Village, to the dis-

gust of her rural swain, who has started blowing the
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trombone and dare not desist, though his cheeks get
redder and more explosive each instant. In the next
Act we all go down to the annual dinner, in a long
rose-wreathed tent, and the Parson says grace and the

Parson's Clerk "Amen," and the Squire (in corduroy-
knickerbockers and leggings) bestows his benediction

on aU the village, while without, the happy peasants

project sticks at eocoanuts or try their strength with

mallets, and all is virtuous and feudal. In the third

Act we are in the Vicarage Garden— a beautiful set,

with real rhododendrons. Sir Roger de Coverley takes

tea i' fackins with the Parson, and the Stalwart Farmer

passes the sugar to the Man from Town, who is gazing
out wistfully towards the Village Green, where the

Village Beauty foots it featly with the Village Idiot.

The last Act passes in the Drawing-Room of "Bo tree"

House, where the Archdeacon's Daughter touches her

tinkling guitar and warbles a plaintive ballad:—

O give my love to Nancy,
The girl that I adore—

Tell her that she '11 never see

Her soldier any more—
Tell her I died in battle

Fighting with the black,

Every inch a soldier,

Beneath the Union Jack.

Dear naive old song, fitting climax of a feudal day,
sweet with the freshness of those simple times, when
art for art's sake was a shibboleth uninvented, and

every other man was not diabolically clever! How
many mothers and sisters wept over thy primitive pa-

thos, as they knitted the Berlin wool-work! how many
masculine hearts throbbed more manfuUy at the appeal
of thy crude patriotism! To-day we analyse ruthlessly

thy metre, proclaiming it the butterwoman's rank to

market, and thy sentiment, Avhich we dub pinchbeck,
and we remember that the Union Jack is used only in

the Navy; we are deaf to thy inspiration and dumb at

thy chorus
;
we are sceptical as to thy soldier's love :
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Nancy, Ave know from realistic poets of tlie Barrack

Room, took up with anotlier yoiing man l)efore her

month was out; and as for the black, he is the object
of our devoutest solicitude. Go to ! thou art sm'ely a

Gilbertiau travesty, a deliciouslj^ droU compound of

vulgar patriotism and maudlin pathos. And yet some-
how there are tears on the smiling cheeks of the ]\[an

from Town. Let us go out and hear the nightingales
and be sentimental uuder the moon. Hark how they

precipitate their notes in a fine lyric rapture. This is

the same "
Jug, Jug, Jug," that called forth Keats' im-

mortal ode. We cannot hear the birds' music for itseK;
it comes to us through melodious chimes of poetry.
Nature has been so filtered thi'ough human emotion, so

passed and repassed through the alembic of poetic pas-

sion, that she has ceased to be natural. Little children

and fools, on whom, according to the Talmud, the gift

of prophecy devolved when the Temples fell, may stQl

see her naked, but for the lettered man she is draped
in lyric conventions. There is anthropomorphism in

literatui'e as weU as in theology : for George Eliot Na-
ture is steeped in humanity ;

she cannot see anything
for itseK. "Our delight in the sunshine on the deep-
bladed grass to-day might be no more than the faint

perception of wearied sorJs, if it were not for the sun-

shine and the grass in the far-off years which still live

in us and transform our perception into love." I won-
der if she ever wrote a pure description of sceneiy
without psychological or mythological allusions. To a
soul satiu'ated with literary preiDossessions, nightingales,
like love and most things human, are apt to disappoint
and disenchant.

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter.

The cultured American, who has no nightingales at

home— not even big ones— and who arranges to hear
an English nightingale between a performance at Ober-

Ammergau and an exploration of the Catacombs of
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Palis, often wants his money back after the songster
'^ on yon bloomy spray" has " warbled at eve when all

the woods are still." He has been expecting some-

thing hke a song of Patti accompanied on the piano by
Paderewski. It was an American poetess — Mrs. Piatt
— who informed the skylark :

The song thou sang'st to Shelley was not half

So sweet as that which Shelley sang to thee !

After all, bu-ds repeat themselves sadly— they strike

one note, like a minor poet, and hve on the reputation
of then- first success. It is amusing for a few minutes
to hear a clever bird giving imitations of the cuckoo

clock, but the joke palls. The Archdeacon's Daughter
has a wider repertoire. And so, though the nightin-

gales are still singing, conversation spiings up in the

copse as if it were a drawing-room and the singers
human. My host discourses of the litter of pigs just
ari'ived from the Great Nowhere, and dilates upon the

fact that of the 3,423,807 pigs in England no two tails

are curled ahke. Perhaps even so no two nightingales
curl then* phrase identicaUj^, and one roulade diifereth

from another in glory.

PARIS

DECIDEDLY
the Parisian atmosphere is charged

with artistic electricity. The play, the novel and
the pictui-e flourish on the same stem, and the very
advertisement posters teU their hes artistically. Paris

is the metropolis of ideas. You may catch them there

and set up as a prophet on the strength of a fortnight's

holiday. Maeterlinck says he learnt all he knows from
a man he met in a brasserie. Fancy picking up ideas in

a pothouse ! In London you could only pick up
"
h's."

The reverse of the medal is the morbidity that ideas

and brasseries engender. In the cafes of the Boule
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Miclie, wliere the decadent movements are hatched and
the fledghng Verlaines come to drown then* sorrows in

vermouth, you may see the lacMustre \'isages and tum-

bled hair of '' diabolical "
poets and the world-weary

figures of end-of-the-century youngsters pledging their

mistresses in American grog.
But the gi-eat heart of the People, that beats still to

the homely old music, and you shall find no trace of

morbidity in the melodramas of the Porte-St.-Martin or

the music-halls of the people's quarter. To-day is the

Gingerbread Fair— La Foire au Pain d^J^pices ; and
Tout Paris— that is to say, everybody who is n't any-

body— is elbowing its way towards the centre of gaiety.

Tramcars deposit their packed freights near the Bastile,

and where the women of the Revolution knitted, feed-

ing their eyes on blood, bonnetless old crones sit drink-

ing red wine in the sun. The sky is radiantly blue, and
there is a music of merry-go-rounds. They are far more

elegant than our English meny-go-rounds, these car-

rousels, hung with tapestry, and offering you circum-

ambient palanquins or even elephants. Before a toy

stage, on which a mechanical skirt-dancer disports her-

self with a tireless smile, au automatic chef-cVorchestre

conducts the revolutionary march (none other than " Ta-

ra-ra-Boom-de-ay") while grotesque figures strike stiffly

at beUs. On the pavement an old man has spread for

sale a litter of broken dolls, blind, halt and lame, when
not decapitated ;

and in the roadway the festive crowd

splits to allow the passage of a child's coffin covered

with white flowers. The air thriUs with the *'

ping" of

unsuccessful shots : I take a gun, and by aiming at a

ball dancing on a fountain jet, hit a bull's-eye two

yards to the left. I throw flat rings at a sort of nine-

pins, five shots for a halfpenny : the first four leave the

pins stolid and the public derisive. I throw the last at

random, bring down half the pins, and stalk off non-

chalantly, the pet of the fickle French populace. I buy
pancakes fried on the stall while you wait— they are

selling like hot cakes — and but for the difficulty of find-

ing one with my name picked out in pink on the gin-

310



PARIS

gerbread, I would buy a pig and hang it on my breast.

Some of the pigs have mottoes instead of names :

Another asserts

De toute la creation

C'est jnoi le plus coclion.

De la tete ^ la queue
Je suis d^licieiix.

I ignore the pigs, but I pacify local prejudice by buy-

ing two gingerbread sailors— a Eussian and a French
— shaking hands in symboHsation of the Russo-French

alliance, and I flu-ther prove myseK a patriot by tlirow-

ing bright wooden balls into the mouth of a great-faced

German, for which I receive the guerdon of a paper
rose and a Berlin wool monkey. I purchase a ticket

from a clown standing on a platform begirt by noisy

cages, and partake in a raffle for a hve turkey; but

fortunately I am spared the task of carrying it through
the Fau', and not wishing to tempt Providence again,

I content myself with trying for soap. A pack of cards

is spread round a wheel with an index : round goes the

wheel, and whoever has the card at which the index

stops gets an orange, or if he likes to save up his or-

anges exchanges them for a box of soap. You get four

cards for two sous, but I take all the pack. Roimd

goes the wheel imperturbably. It stops. Amid the

breathless anxiety of the crowd I examine my cards,

and invariably find myself the fortunate possessor of

the winning one. But, by some mysterious arithmetic,

which amuses the crowd, every time I win I have to

pay several sous. By such roundabout methods I ulti-

mately aiTive at the soap. I have my portrait taken,

allured by the ''

only a franc." My image has a de-

generate air
;
the photographer informs me it will not

stay unless he fixes it with enamel— which will be an-

other franc. By the time it is framed it has come up to

six fi-anes, and then, as I leave, the attendant begs I will

remember him ! I give him the photograph, and depart,

hoping he will remember me. At the Place de la Nation
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the fun grows thicker : there is a rain of confetti, and

evei'ybody comes out in coloured spots ;
the switchback

is busy, chairs mount and descend on ropes, and there

is a bunch of balloons
;
on a platform outside a booth

a showTnan beats a drum, the riding-master cracks his

whip, and ladies of uncertain ages and exuberant busts

smde aU day in evening di-ess
;
in the neighbouring

Cu*que the Ball of the City of Paris is whirling noisdy.

Yes, life goes on in the old, old way in the land of equal-

ity and brotherhood; and the *'red fool-fmy of the

Seine" is but a froth on tbe sui-face. The ^'

Twilight of

the Peoples" is the morbid vision of a myopic seer. With
which reflection we will leave Sanity Fair.

As I wi'ite there is an appalling, long-drawn crash,

which brings the whole Quarter to its doors and win-

dows. '* Bombs " are in everybody's mouth, and I find

myself automatically repeating a sentence out of the

Latin exercise-book of my boyhood :

'' How comes it

that thunder is sometimes heard when the sky is clear ?
"

I irrelevantly remember that " sometimes " must be

translated '' not never." In the sti-eets little groups are

gathered, gesticulating and surmising. Some say
'' The

Pantheon," others " The Luxembourg
"

;
others trust it

is only a gas explosion. I shock my group by hoping
it is a bomb, so that I may say I have heard it go off.

But I know nothing tiU I read " Paris Day by Day
" next

evening in '' The Daily Telegraph," and find that my
ambition has been gratified, and that the chief victim

of the explosion is a Decadent Poet. Has any one

been taking seriously Nordau's cry for the extinction of

the Degenerates ?

The dead have then- day in France, but it was not le

jour des morts when I bethought myself of visiting the

grave of Maupassant. I do not care for these crowded
" at homes,"— I prefer to pay my respects in solitude.

You will not think this remark flippant if you are famil-

iar with French cemeteries, if you know those great

family sepulchres, fitted up as little chapels, thi-ough

whose doors, crowned with the black cross, you may
see the great wax tapers in the candelabra at the altar,
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the stained-glass windows with the figui'e of the Ma-
donna and Child, the eikons of Christ, the praying-

stools, the vases, the busts or photographs of the de-

ceased—• worthy people who not only thought life worth

living but death worth dying, and did the one and the

other respectably and becomingly. Maupassant lies in

one art-quarter of Paris, just as Heiurich Heine lies in

the other. The cemetery is oif the Boulevard Easpail,
within bow-shot of the ateliers of Whistler and Bougue-
reau, overlooked by an imposing statue of M. Raspail
which sets forth that scientific citizen's many virtues

and services. He proclaimed Universal Franchise in

1830, he proclaimed the Repubhc in 1848, and his ped-
estal now proclaims with equal cocksureness that science

is the only religion of the future. " Give me a cell and
I wiU build you up all organised Ufe," cries the statue,

and its stony hand seems to wave theatrically as in

emulation of the bas-reliefs on its base representing

Raspail animating his camarades to victory. But alas !

tout passe, tout casse, tout lasse, and not all the residents

of the Boulevard are aware of the origin of their ad-

dress. Chateaubriand survives as a steak and Raspail
as a Boulevard.

The cemetery Montparnasse is densely populated, and
I wandered long without fijiding the author of

" Boule de

Suif." It was a wilderness of artificial flowers, gTeat
wreaths made of beads. Beads, beads, beads, black or

lavender, and even white and yellov/, blooming garishly
in all sizes on every grave and stone, in strange theatri-

cal sentimentahty; complex products of civilisation,

making death as unnatural as the feverish life of the

Boulevards. Sometimes the beaded flowers were pro-
tected by glass shades, sometimes they were supple-
mented by leaden or marble images. Over one grave
I found a little porcelain angel, his wings blue as with

the cold ;
and under him last year's angel in melancholy

supersession. Elsewhere, most terrible sight of aU in

this ghastly place, was a white porcelain urn on which
were painted a woman's and a man's hand clasped, the

graceful feminine fingers in artistic contrast with the
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senipulously-cuifed male wrist with tlie motto, "A mon

mari, Regrets eternelsJ^ Wondering liow soon slie remar-

ried, I roved gloomily among these arcades of boui'geois

beads, these fadeless flowers, these monstrous ever-

blacks, relieved to find a touch of humour, as in a co-

lossal wreath ostentatiously inscribed "J. ma helle-m^re.''^

I, peeped into the great family tombs, ii-resistibly re-

minded of "
Lo, the poor Indian," and the tribes who

provision theii" dead
;
I wondered if the old ghosts ever

turn in their gi-aves (as there is plenty of room for them
to do) when some daughter of their housemates an im-

prudent alliance. Do they hold family councils in the

chapel, I thought, and lament the growing scepticism
of their grandchildren "? Do they sigh to see themselves

so changed from the photographs in the family albiun

that confronts their hollow orbits ? Do they take them-

selves as seriously in death as they did in life ? But

they were aU scornfully incommunicative. And at last,

despairing of discovering the goal of my journeyings,
T inquired of a gTiardian in a peaked blue cap and a

blue cloak, who informed me that it was in the twenty-
sixth section of the other cemetery. Wonderfully pre-

cise, red-tape, bm-eaucratic, symmetrical people, the

French, for all then- superficial curvetings ! I repaii-ed

to the other portion of the cemetery, to lose myself again

among boundless black beads and endless chapels and
funereal urns

;
and at last I besought another blue-

cloaked guardian to show me the grave of Maupassant.
'' Par igi,''^ he said nonchalantly : and eschewing the

gravel walks he took a short cut through a lane of dead
maidens—

What 's become of all the gold
Used to liang and brush their bosoms ?—

and, descending an avenue of estimable ph'es de famille,

turned the corner of an elegant sepulchre, to which

only the most fashionable ghosts could possibly have

the entry. Dear, dear, what heart-burnings there must
be among the more snobbish shadev.'s of Montparnasse !

My guide made me pause and admu-e, and he likewise
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insisted on the tribute of my tear before an obelisk to

slaughtered soldiers and a handsome memorial to burnt

firemen.

But perceiving my imj)atience to amve at the grave
of Maupassant,

"
Mais, monsieur,'''' he protested,

''
il

ti'y a lien cfextraordinaire.'''' ^^Vrai)nentP'' said I, ^^c'est

Id Vextraordinaire.''''
^^ Eien dii tout d''extraordinaire,'''' he

repeated doggedly.
**

Sauf le cadavre,^'' I retorted.

He shook his head. " Tres pauvre la tomhe,^'' he mut-
tered: "jpas du tout riche." Another guardian, wall-

eyed, here joined him, and catching the subject of

conversation,
" Trds pauvre,'''' he corroborated compas-

sionately. But he went with us, accompanied by a

veiy lean young Frenchman with a soft felt hat, an

over-long fi-ock-coat, tweed trowsers, and a black al-

paca umbrella. He looked hke a French translation of

some character of Dickens. At last we arrived at the

gi'ave.
**

C^est Id !
" and both guardians shook then-

heads dolefully.
^' Trds pauvre!'''' sighed one. ''' Bien

du tout— rien,''' sighed the other. And, thank Heaven,

they were right. Nothing but gTeen turf and real

flowers, and a name and a date on a black cross— the

first real gTave I had come across. No beads, no taw-

dry images, nothing but the dignity of death, nothing
but "

Guy de Maupassant, G Juillet, '93," on the cross,

and "
Guy de Maupassant, 1850-93," at the foot. The

shrubs were few, and the flowers were common and
frost-bitten

;
but in that desert of boiu-geois beads, the

simple gi-een grave stood out in touching sublimity.
The great novelist seemed to be as close to the reality

of death as he had been to that of Ufe. Those other

dead seemed so falsely romanticist. It was a beautiful

simny winter afternoon. There was a feel of spring in

the air, of the Resm-rection and the Life. Beyond the

bare slim branches of the trees of the other cemetery,

gracefully etched against the sky, the sun was setting

in a beautiful bank of dusky clouds. Life was so aUve

that day, and death so dead. Outside the tomb the

poem of light and air, and inside the tomb— what?
I thought of the last words of "Une Vie," that fine
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novel, which even Tolstoi considers great, of the old

servant's summing up : "ia vie, voyez-vous, ca ii'estjamais
si bon ni si maiivais qiCon croit.^^

''

Perhaps," thought I,
"

't is the same with death," *' The Socie'te des Gens de

Leltres had to buy the ground for him," interrupted the

wall-eyed guardian compassionately. The Dickensy
Frenchman heaved a great sigh.

" Vous croyez !
''"' he

said. "Yes," asseverated the other guardian— "he
has it in pei-petuity." Ignorant of the customs of death,
I wondered if one's corpse were Hable to eviction, and
whether the statute of Hmitations ought not to apply.
" Je pensais qiiHl avait une certaine jiosition,'''' observed the

Frenchman du.biously.
"

Non,'''' repUed the waU-eyed
guardian, shaking his head,

^^

Non, il est mort sans le

sou.'''' At the mention of coin I distributed xwurhoire.
The first guardian went away. I hngered at the tomb,
alive now to its more sordid side. Only one row of bour-

geois graves, some occupied, some still a louer, sepa-
rated it from an unlovely waste piece of ground,
bounded by the gaunt brick wall of the fast-uUing

cemetery. As I began to muse thereon, I heard a cry,
and perceived my guardian peeping from round the

corner of a distant tomb, and beckoning me with im-

perative forefinger. I wanted to stay; I wanted to

have " Meditations at the grave of IMaupassant," to

ponder on the irony of death, to think of the brUHant

novelist, the lover of life, cut off in his pride, to lie

amid perspectives of black and lavender beads. But

my guardian would not let me. "
II ri'y a rien d,

voirj'"'

he cried almost angrily, and haled me off to see tbe

real treasures of his cemetery. In vain I persisted that

I must not give him trouble, that I could discover the

beauties for myself.
" monsieur !

" he said reproach-

fully. Fearing he might return nuy pourhoirc, I followed

him helplessly to inspect the pompous bead-covered

tombs of the well-to-do, shocking him by stopping to

muse at the rude mound of an anonymous corpse, re-

membered only by a httle bunch of immortelles. One of

the fashionable sepulchres stood open, and was being
dusted bv a man and a woman (on a dust from dust
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principle, apparently). Most of the dust seemed to be

little beads. My keeper exclianged a word with the

cleaners, and I profited by the occasion to escape. I

sneaked back to the grave of Maupassant, but I had

barely achieved a single Reflection, when
'''

Hola, Jiold !
"

resounded in loud tones from afar. I started guiltily,

but in a moment I reahsed that it was the cry of ex-

pulsion. The sunset was fading, and the gates were to

be locked. I'Jiastened across the cemetery, evading

my guardian's face of reproach, and in another few

moments the paths were deserted, the twilight had

fallen, and the dead were left alone with their beads.

SLAPTON SANDS

AFTER all the world is a large place. At the mo-
-/\ ment of writing I have never heard of Home Rule,
nor do I care two straws whether the House of Lords
is to be blown up on the fifth of November. What
moves my interest, what stirs my soul, what arouses the

politician that lurks in the best of us, is this question
of the crab-pots. Shall the trawlers of Brixham be
allowed to slash at our cords and to send our wicker

baskets adrift, spoiling our marine harvests and mak-

ing our larders baiTen against the winter ? They hover

about our beautiful bay— these fiends in human shape,
with brown wings outspread

— and wantonly lay waste

our fishing-pots in their reckless course, so that our

crabs walk backwards into the sea. We have had gen-
tlefolks down from London about it, men who argue
and palaver, and wear high hats and are said to have

long bills, and there is talk of a Government cutter

to protect us, towed by red tape, and the trawlers are

to cast their nets farther asea. But beware of believing
what you read in the Brixham papers,

— we have no
voice to represent us in the jpress, and so these Brixham

organs spread falsehoods about us in every corner of

the globe. A pretty pretence, forsooth, that it is the
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steamers who plough up oiu* crab-pots. Why, from
Michaelmas to Christmas, when the trawlers are away,
not a single pot is disturbed from its station, though the

fimnels smoke as usual in the eye of heaven. No, no,

ye hirelings of the press. Tm-n your mercenary quills

elsewhere, beslaver Mr. Gladstone or belabom* him, ar-

bitrate on the affairs of nations, and throw your weighty
influence into the scale of Em*opean pohtics. But do
not confuse the mind of the country on the question of

crab-pots.
We do not get the Brixhara papers here, but fi-iends

in London tell us that is what they say. It is the same
with the crabs—we have to order them from London.
All local products come via London nowadays : London
is like a central ganghou, through wliieh all sensations

must travel before being felt at the outside points where

they were really incurred. This is the case even with

Irish patriots : they are made in Ireland, but if you
want them you have to go to London clubs for them.

We have only had one funeral here since I came, and
then we got om* material from London. He had gone
up to a London hospital

—poor fellow!— and that was
the end of him. The village butcher it was, who thus

went the way of all flesh, and all of us went to his fu-

neral and wept, for want of something else to do. One
cannot always be flippant, even on a holiday. Fortun-

ately the butcher left an aged father, who announced
his intention of carrying on the business, so we dried

our eyes and dined, sm'e of the future. We thought of

the many creatures the deceased had killed— the Juno-

eyed oxen, the tender lambs, the peaceful pigs
— and

we did not see why we should be so sentimental over

the human species. We are all murderers, and yet we
are ready to gnsh over the first coi'pse that comes

along. How I envy the death-bed of a vegetarian !

We are not vegetarians here, but at least we eschew

the six-course dinner which so few travellers ever suc-

ceed in shaking off, even in Ultima Tliule. The most of

modern travelling is a sort of Cook's Torn-. Everywhere
the menu is before you, everywhere waves the napkin,
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like the flag* of civilisatiou. Nowhere do we eat our-

selves into the real life of the people ; everywhere the

same monotonous variety of fare ia Mtclieu-French.

In the remotest Orkneys, in the caves of lona, in the

fjords of Norway, amid the crevasses of the Alps,
— 't is

the same tale of entrees and entremets. When Dr. John-

son made his torn* ia the Highlands, he was allowed to

forget he was not taking a walk down Fleet Street.

He inter^dewed the chiefs in their fastnesses, the cot-

tagers in their crofts. He broke rj'e-bread with the

shepherd, ate haggis and pon-idge with the peasant,
and drank a gill of whiskj^ to see "what makes a
Scotchman happy." Behind him he left his dish of tea,
and the pet pork that made the veins of his forehead
swell with ecstasy. But to-day the dinner-gong re-

sounds where Rob Roy's bugle blared, and you may sit

behind your serviette

Where the sun his beacon red

Kindles on Ben Voirlich's head,

or where the monument of a Gaelic poet broods above

the heather. The tjT^-anny of the table-d/Mte ceases not

even at sea. Every ship bears these monster meals in

its belly
— from salami to pineapple

— whether it waUc
the Boreal waters, or touch the Happy Isles of Mid-

Pacific, or swelter in the Red Sea. Not all the majes-
ties and teiTors of naked nature can dock one hors

d'oeuvre from the menu. Our stomachs we have always
with us— the traveller's only real vade mecum. We
change our skj' but not om* stomach. When Nansen
reaches the North Pole, he wiU, I am sure, be able to

put up at the local hotel, and have every luxury of the

cosmopolitan cuisine except the ices, which will prob-
ably have been all sent up to the London market. It

is this sort of thing that makes foreign travel merely an

expensive delusion. Youi* common traveller never gets

away from England, fare he never so far. His church,
his kitchen and his company are those he left behind
him. To get away from England one must go to Dev-
onshire or Cornwall. But even here, amid the combes
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and the leys, tlie crags and the quarries, the modern

hotel, with its perfect sanitation and imperfect French,
is springing up with the rapidity of Badraonlbadour's

palace. It spoils the primitivenoss of the people, and

gives them ideas below their station. They lose their

simple manliness and take tips. They corrupt their

autochthonic customs, and drink champagne cider.

The modern hotel is a upas-tree, under whose boughs
poetry withers. One looks to see the ancient ballads

lose their blood and brawn. In time we may expect to

find Cornwall producing vers de societe. As thus :
—

And shall Trelawney dine ?

And shall Trelawney dine ?

Then thrice ten thoufsand Cornish men
Will order in the wine.

In the absence of six-course dinners and newspapers
about Home Rule, we have had to fall back upon liter-

ature. We borrowed Zola's latest— from the rector,
—

and read it simultaneously, stealing it from one another.

Even the dogs have devoured bits of it. The poodle has

taken in most, being French. She is an elegant, tricksy

creatm-e, Miss Plachecld by name, but called—for

short— '*

Wopsy." Wopsy's back is arranged in beds

like a Dutch garden ;
she has rosettes of black hair sym-

metrically disposed about her hind quarters, and her

tail is exactly like a mu.tton cutlet in its frill. She be-

longs to the Woman of the party. Chum belongs to

the Girl. He is a bull-pup, with a frightfully ferocious

face, but he never bites unless he wants to hui't you.
Girl says she took him to a fashionable photogi-apher's,
but the artist refused to pose him. In vain she pointed
out that Chum was more paralysed than he

;
that Chum

was trembling aU over (I opine 't was at the sight of the

actresses' portraits
— the young dog !). The photogra-

pher steadfastly kept the apparatus between him and
the animal, telling Gii'l a story about a man who owned
a bull-dog with a bad memory. Tlic man, coming home

late, and entering his sitting-room, was met by an

ominous growl in the darkness. Bull-dogs have little
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smell, and so the man was not recognized. He made a
movement towards the mantelpiece, where the matches

were, to strike a light and convince the dog of its mis-

take. But unfortunately the dog guarded the mantel-

piece, and every move was answered by a ghastly
growl. More unfortunately still, the man's bedroom
was only approached tkrough the sitting-room, and its

door was only approached thi'ough the dog. So, for

want of a match, the man passed the night like a Peri

at the gates of Paradise. At last GW posed Chum,
herself, her draperies constituting a nebulous back-

ground ;
and the artist, walking warily, adjusted his in-

strument, and the sun which shines aUke on saiats and

bull-pups, painted the squatter's portrait. But, alas ! a
woeful disappointment was in store. When the proofs

anived, it was found that all that dehghtful uncouth-
ness of visage which is Chum's chief charm, all that

fascinating ferocity which makes him a thing of ugU-
ness and a joy for ever, had vanished— refined away,
idealised into a demureness as of domestic tabby, a

platitudinarian peacefulness— nay, a sort of beauty!
The camera had been so accustomed to actresses that it

could no longer work natui'ally.

VENICE

I
AM reading Nietzsche and Tolstoi. Each tells me
that the morality of the day is all wrong, and that

he has discovered the one true way of salvation. Life,
cries Nietzsche, strength, sunshine, beauty. Ltath,
cries Tolstoi, abnegation, pity, holiness. 'T is all as old

as the hills, and Avithal so simple that one wonders why
Nietzsche should have needed eleven volumes to say
it in and Tolstoi endless pamphlets. I never can under-
stand the lengths to which some authors go in self-

repetition. Half the books are written to prove that

water is dry, and the other half that it 's wet. If you
woxxld only stop and think just for one moment, cries
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Tolstoi, you would at once see what a ridiculous life

you are leading and you would refuse to lead it any
longer. Stop and think ! Ay, but 't is difl&cult think-

ing to-day.
It will be all over and done with so long—by the

time you read this — that the Triple AlUanee may be

in three pieces ;
but for the moment the complications

of European politics alternately startle and depress

my day with furious cannonades of honour from an
Itahan gunboat and brazen di'onings of national an-

thems from a German band. For the young man whom
Tolstoi has described as the most comic figure in Eu-

rope, coming to meet Umberto I. in Venice, inconsider-

ately stationed his yacht just outside my window; and

though he is gone at last, Gott sei Danl-, the echoes of

him still hnger in irrelevant cannon-shots that send the

pigeons scurrying in mad swoops ; while, as if removed
from the oppression of his presence, the band of the

HoJienzollern plays London music-hall tunes all day
long, commencing, significantly enough, with "

Oh,
Mr. Porter, what a funny man you are !

"
I never real-

ised how international is our music-hall till I heard
Italians staggering home at midnight, singing

" Two
lovely black eyes" in choice Venetian. A beautiful

yacht this HohenzdUern, as large as an Atlantic liner :

I suppose an Imperial yacht is like an Imperial pint.
'T was a great moment Avhen it sailed in round a bend,
slow and serene — a glorious white vessel, radiant with

flags, stately and majestic in its movement as a sonnet
of Milton, and about it a black swarm of gondolas,
those of the noble families equipped with half a dozen

gondoliers in gi-een, yellow, or blue liveries, and at the

stern of each boat a trail of silk. And the dense crowds

huzzahed, and the band played
" God Save the Queen,"

only in German, so that it meant, Heil dir im Siegeskranz.
And after that came the Itahan national air, which
is n't an anthem, but a quick march, and so lacks dig-

nity. The " Wacht am Rliein " made a half-hearted

effort to be present, but in the night we had the Empe-
ror's own "

Sang an Aegir," stuck in the middle of a
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Wagner programme. Beyond tliis, compliment could

scarcely go.
This brazen air was the one jar on the poetry of

a spectacle possible only iu Venice. Imagine it !

Wagner played on a floating fairy-pagoda, built as

of gold flame, and shot with green and red, on the

broad bosom of St. Mark's basin, in the divine night,
the stars seen hanging diversely in free space, not stuck

like gold-headed nails in a dark ceiling ;
and in the

mysteiy of the darkness, the domes and spires and pal-
aces of Venice, and the dim creeping boats, and the

qmvering reflections of the Uluminated Imperial vessel
;

and across the narrow track of luminous water made
by the Pagoda— that glittered with a fantastic splen-
dom* as of Aladdin and Arabian nights

— sudden gon-
dolas gliding from darkness to darkness, the beautiful

curve of the prow sharply revealed, the gondoUer
gi'owing semi-transparent and quivering with light, a

strange half-demoniac figure bestx-iding his black bark.

And, mingled with the music, the hum of multitudes

and the tramp of feet and the silence of the vast night.
All as Nietzsche's poem on Venice hath it— "

Gondeln,

LicUtt'r, Musik." Yes, they play politics prettily on the

Grand Canal — the finest street in Europe. Does it

matter much what is the game ? Cannons and colour,
bands and decorations, bread and circuses, emperors

uncovering to us, beautiful queens waving dainty hand-

kerchiefs— this is what lies behind the dry Treaties of

tlie history books. A few short weeks back we had
been very angry with our King, and had talked of Re-

publics and what not. But the dead men in Abyssinia
are dead, and we are alive, and the Bengal fire on the

palaces is really very picturesque. If we would only stop
and think— just for one moment! But there 's the

rub.

It 's no use stopping and thinking, unless everybody
else will stop and think at the same time. For you
cannot refuse to lead a life that everybody is leading,
unless you are willing to be crushed by the revolu-

tions of the social machinery. Socialists, for instance,
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are often twitted with not "behaving as sich." But
sociaUsts say that soeiaUsm should be the law of the

laud : they do not say that it is practicable for an odd
man here and there to be a sociahst in a world of indi-

viduaUsts. Tolstoi, to be of effect, would have to move
all mankind at once to renounce its ways, to abjui'e the

lust of the eye and the pride of life. And he would
have to keep on moving it, or back it woidd roll. Maz-
zini and the unification of Italy

— what words to con-

jure with! But Mazzini is dead, and how much of

Italy is alive ! 'T is more Uke a great show-place, sup-

ported by its visitors, than a real, hve country. Stop
and think ! 'T is perhaps better not to think, for fear

we should stop. WiUiam II., at any rate— he is not

likely to stop and think. This young man — from all

I have observed since he became my neighboui-— lives

a highly coloured dramatic existence, in which there

are sixty minutes to every hour and sixty seconds to

every minute, the sort of life that should have pleased
Walter Pater. He must be a disciple of Nietzsche, a

lover of the strong and the splendid, this German gen-
tleman who is just off to Vienna to prance at the head
of fifteen hundi-ed horsemen. While he Hved opposite

me, it was all excursions and alarums. As a neighbour
an emperor is distinctly noisy. The local comic papers

suggested that, as a universal genius, Guglielmo II.

would at once set about rowing a two-oared sandolo.

But this difficult feat GugUelmo did not essay, being

convoyed more comfortably in a long-boat by a brawny
crew. Curious, by the way, that transformation of

William! They announce plays here by G. Shake-

speare, the divine Guglielmo.
'T is all very well for Guglielmo, the gondola of Avon,

to invite us to sit on the ground and tell sad stories of

the death of kings ;
and in a city of departed Doges and

lost glories 't is easy to moralise over earthly gi-eatuess.

But kings are not always dead, and I daresay as William

II. in liis cocked hat gazed from the quarter-deck of the

Hohenzollern at the marvellous but untenanted Palace

of the ancient Bridegrooms of the Sea, he felt that a
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living lion is better than a dead Doge. And yet 't is

a strange life, a king's. What an unreal universe of

flags and cannons and phrases must monarchs inhabit !

Do they think that the streets are always gay with

streamers and bunting and triumphal arches, always
thunderous with throats of men or guns, always im-

passable •? Do they imagine their subjects spend their

whole lives in packed black masses, waving hats'? Poor

kings ! I always class them ^vith novelists for ignorance
of real life. And to think that they can only get to

know life from novels! If they would only stop, and

think ! But even when they do stop, they never seem

to think. Napoleon on St. Helena never faced realities,

aggressively pompous to the end. Then there is Don

Carlos, whom I miss in my afternoon stroU. He who

might have dazzled us with divinity is visibly a feather-

less biped. The poor, mock king had to leave Venice

because liis brother-sovereigns would not have called

upon him. For Don Carlos still keeps up the form and

style of a crowned head, and remains the last of the

Bourbons, a picturesque ruin, reproach to a blasphem-
ous generation, heedless of the divine right of kings.

And the ''

divinity that doth hedge a king" can be

kept up nowhere so cheaply as in Venice. Venice is the

dress-coat of cities, making all men equal. Well might
Wordsworth dub her " the eldest child of liberty

"
! For

in the streets of Venice you cannot drive or ride— walk

you must. No gleaming broughams, no spanking
steeds: nothing— be you monarch or mendicant—but

youi" two legs. 'T is strange, in a land of no horses, to

find Venetians styled "Cavalier" for title of honour.

They should surely be called
" Gondoliers." For the

gondola is your only chance of display. Rich Ameri-

cans may flaunt it with four gondoliers and print
'' Pa-

lazzo " on their visiting-cards. But doctors and lawyers
live in Palaces, and even a moderate purse can keep a

horseless carriage. And your St. Mark's Square, which

is the largest drawing-room in the world, is also the

most democratic. Ladies of quahty jostle shawled

street-walkers, a German sailor galls the kibe of a beau-
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tlful BrowniBg duchess, officers with showy epaulettes

glitter among respectable shopkeepers j
helmeted cui-

rassiers, Austrian admirals, policemen with coloured

tufts like lamp-cleaners, German baronesses, bouncing
bonnes with babies, garlic-scented workingmen, Ameri-
can schoolgirls, and kings in exile, are mixed pell-meU,
all in perfect freedom and equality, and, though in the

shadow of St. Mark's Church, quite Christian. And an
Italian crowd is also Christian in its freedom from crush.

It does not turn a fete into a fight and a concourse into

a competition. Thus, as the Prince Consort was amused
to find we EngUsh said of our pleasure-parties, all

"passes off well." Except when there is rain. And
the heavens threw unmistakable cold water on the

Triple Alliance. The day of the Emperor's stay was
the one wet day Venice had known for months— so

dank and chiU, with so sooty a sky, that my friend the

artist, who had just been reading in the London paper
that his work had not caught the glamour and the

colour of Venice, that the South had not yet revealed

its passionate secrets to him, chuckled grimly. What
is aU this nonsense about au Italian hothouse ? At
Florence I was afraid of being snow-bound in the sunny
South. For, long and heavily, though the London me-

teorologists registered sunshine,

Cadeva dal cielo la neve

Con tutta la sua qiiiete.

(Down from heaven fell the snow
With all its quietness.)

This perfect description of snowfall—which I found

rudely chalked on the wall of a Venetian alley
—could

never have been conceived in the Italy of popidar imag-
ination. The superstition about Italian sunshine is like

that about Italian beauty. If the country about Flor-

ence is the loveliest in Europe, sui'ely the plain of

Lombardy around Padua is the ugliest
— a land of

symmetrical tree-stumps and stony villas flaunting
themselves on the roadway in pompous publicity.
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In Venice the Emperor seemed specially to irritate

the elements. The illuminations were extinguished by a
teiTiflc torrent that sent the people pattering away into

the black, starless night, gleaming with rain and fire
;

and to-night when the imperial band attempted to play
'*

Sang an Aegir
"
again, the heavens fell, and audience

and orchestra vanished in the twinkling of a gas-lamp,
while the pavement of the Piazza glittered golden as the

facade of St. Mark's with dancing reflections, and the

lights burnt blue in the wind. Yes, though the papers
next day said the Emperor's Song was applauded en-

thusiastically, Jupiter Pluvius at least never plays the

courtier, and Boreas must be a rude reminder to mon-
archs of their essential humanity. Come, let us sit upon
the ground and tell sad stories of the colds of kings.
In the daylight I chanced upon a rough wooden plat-

form, bordered with plush, and surrounded by tawdry
terraces of coloui-ed glass cups. This was the fairy,

Aladdhi-like Pagoda. And such, methinks, are kings,
on closer acquaintance. How majestic seemed Wilham

II., and Humbert, the Kaiserin and Queen Margherita,

when, massed in our thousands on the Piazza, we clam-

oured for a glimpse of them : how inaccessible and star-

like when, after much exciting but in-elevant shadow

pantomime, they actiiaUy appeared on the balcony of

the Palace, as if to feed us like the pigeons we had dis-

placed ! With what tumultuous rapture did we behold

their faces! Stop and think! You cannot stop and
think. Enthusiasm is a microbe, and is independent of

its object : even so we could yawn over Punch and Judy,
if the crowd assembled to yawn. Republicans who
came to sneer remained to cheer.

'T is comic this,

And comic tliat,

And clown on royal pay,
But 't is "Long live \uiser Kaiser P^

When the hand begins to play.

And humanity has need of leaders, heroes— 't is a

pi'imal instinct. The Jews had Jehovah himseK for
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sovereign, but nothing would content them but a real

man-king, who should inile them and judge them and

go out before them in war. Kings were leaders once,
but in modern days they are only symbols, just as flags
are : the whole force of the nation is behind them, and

they stand for home and country. This it is that gives
them majesty and divinity. 'T is a case of transforma-

tion of function, an old institution adapted to new uses,
and valuable partly as giving colour to life, partly for

preventing the evils which Gibbon so pregnantly
showed to be inseparable from any system of primacy
not based on an immutable heredity. The trouble is

when the flag wishes to order the march.
An unbroken tradition has kept up the old phrases of

loyalty, and so what wonder if a king sometimes takes

them seriously! "Xe roi le veulV not unnaturally leads

sometimes to a king willing. And also we are not quite
conscious of the transformation

;
it has come about so

gradually that no one knows when kings ceased to be

leaders, and when they became flags, and so with the

new feeling blend confusedly strands of the old. We
Enghsh have abolished the sovereign, but we are too

loyal to say so. In Germany the sovereign has refused

to be a symbol, and in a country over-civilised in

thought and under-civilised in action, he has had a

pretty good innings. I must confess I do not find this

attitude of his merely ridiculous. It forces clearly upon
the modern world the question of kingship, whether it

is to be a sham or a reahty. Unpopular as William II.

has made himself hy his martinet methods— ridiculous,
if you will— yet there is only one step from the ridicu-

lous to the sublime. In a flippant age he takes himself

seriously, has a sense of a responsible relation to his

people. Have you seen the cartoon he designed to in-

spire the nations of the West to league together for the

protection of their ideals against the races of the East?
The thought may be trite, the philosophy leagues be-

hind the doctrines of the Berlin Aiifgeldarter, but it

shows a soul alcove card-playing or com't-gossip. What
a noble chance there would be for a modern sovereign

328



FENICE

who should really be the head of his people, on a par
with the culture of his age, in harmony with its highest

ideals, fostering all that is finest in life and character,
in art and thought ! Snobbishness would be converted

to useful ends, and corn-tiers would become philoso-

phers out of sheer flattery. But such a Platonic king
is scarcely to be looked for : the training is so bad.

The presence of kings makes places abnormal and
out of character, but in Venice it rather gives one a
sense of the true Venice, she that once held the gor-

geous East in fee. For the Venice of every day only

escapes ATilgarity by force of beauty : she lives up to

the English and German tripper, borders her great
Piazza with photograph shops, and counts on the sen-

timental traveller to feed her pigeons. Oh, that trail of

the toiu'ist over Eui'ope, falsifying the very things be

went out for to see !

" Coelum non animum mutant," said

the Roman poet long ago of travellers, but the modern
traveller cames his sky with him. Instead of

" Venice

in London "
't is London in Venice. Carefully fenced

oft" from the local life by his table dliote, it is rarely that

the Briton comes to understand that he and not the

native is the foreigner, the forestiere. Cities on show
are never real

; they are Uke people postui'ing before a

camera, instead of being taken au naturel. And "the
season "

is the time in which they are least real. Too

many Cooks' tomists spoil the broth. Cities en fete are

masked and prankt, and the spring in Italy is like one

long Forestieri day. At the church of Eremitani in

Padua I was taken to see some Mantegnas at a side-

altar while a very devout congregation was celebrating

Eastertide, and the verger unlocked a gate and pock-
eted his tip with undiminished piety. How apt an

image of life, these Italian churches— some of us pray-

ing and some of us sightseeing ! It must be confusing
to the celestial bookkeepers to distinguish the Bibles

from the Baedekers. And while the real Venice is as

unreal as the real Florence or the real Rome, Venice

welcoming her king gives one a truer impression of the

Venice of our di-eams, the Queen of the seas in the
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brave days of old. Let us forget the steamboats and
the iron bridges, let us make believe that the Hohen-

zollern is the great Bucentaur, in which the Doge went

out to wed the Adriatic and which that arch-Phdistine

Napoleon broke up. For the Venice of every day is a

dead city, with nothing left of its ancient glories but

wealth. Though the millions be reckoned in hre, there

are over a hundi'ed mdlionau-es in Venice. But of that

mighty artistic and religious impulse which produced
countless churches and palaces, pictures and frescoes,

which strewed the very street walls with spirited scidp-

ture, and warmed even parochial offices with priceless

paintings, there is as little trace as of the indomitable

energy that founded a great Republic on wooden piles

and guarded it from the sea by dykes and from its

enemies by the sea. The escutcheous of its great fami-

lies are fast becoming archaeological, and Americans

and Jews inhabit their palaces. How great a power
Venice was I never realised till I was permitted to see

the Archives. It takes three-quarters of an hour to

walk through these galleries of town records. Miles of

memorandums, wildernesses of reports, acres of ambas-

sadors' letters from every court in Europe, written in

cipher with inter-bound Italian translations. I tried to

find the report of the ambassador at the Court of St.

James anent the execution of Charles I.
,
but gave up

hopeless, oppressed by the musty myi-iads of volumes,
and found comfort in the signature of Queen Elizabeth,

surely the most regal autograph in the world, Uke some

ship going out against the Armada with swelling can-

vas and pennants streaming. There 's a woman after

Nietzsche's heart— strong, splendid, and unscrupulous.
If Nietzsche had married her, he might have changed
his philosophy. What a diplomatist, this Enghshwom-
an! To this day the Direttore of the Archives of

Venice swears by her. Those awesome Archives ! The

reports of the Council of Ten alone stretch away through

vasty halls of death. And then people talk of writing

history ! How fortunate that the exact details of royal,

political and military events are as unessential as they
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are unattainable ! Real history consists mainly of the

things that have nH happened— the millions of everyday
lives, sunrise and sunset, ships and harvests, the winds
and the rain, and the bargains in the market-place.
The reading of Clio's blood-stained scroU would be un-

bearable, were it not for the reflection that all the im-

portant things have been left out— the myriads of sunny
mornings that dawned on the " Dark Ages," and filled

creation with the joy of hfe
;
the hopes and loves throb-

bing in the great obscure mass of humanity j the in-

dividual virtues and victories that co-existed with the
decadence of gi-eat empires; the vast ocean of con-
sciousness of which History just skims the surface. And
now all that great Venetian life is over, the dreaded
Council of Ten is as the dust that covers its reports, and
the Doge's Palace is a spectacle for tourists at a franc
a head. Great Ca3sar dead and tm-ned to show. And
those who pay the franc scarcely seem to reflect that

princes and artists did not live and die in Italy to help
young British or German couples over their honey-
moon

;
that Dandolo and Foscari, Sausovino and Tin-

toretto, passed away with no suspicion of that latter-day

trinity
—

Bride, Bridegroom, and Baedeker. Strange
that that which was so real to themselves is so romantic
to us ! Such is the transmutation of time, which can
colour with poetry things much more prosaic than Ufe
in ancient Venice. Nothing of us that doth fade

But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.

Poets and seei's feel the richness and strangeness of

the life that is passing under their very eyes. With
Maeterlinck it is the mystery, with Stevenson the colour,
with Wordswoi'th the divinity. To see the glamour of

the contemporary is the note of your modern. Whit-
man spent his life trying to see it in the most unpromis-
ing materials. The wondering perception of steamships
and electric-cables has already grown dulled to us : it

requires a Kipling to revivify it. The new photographic
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process which enables one to caiTy out Sydney Smith's

desire on a hot day, to take off one's flesh and sit in

one's bones, alone seems wonderful to us; though to

see through a window is just as marvellous as to see

through a biick wall. For if nil admirari be the motto
of the sage, omne admirari is that of the poet, and the

poetry which wafts from the past to the soul of the most

commonplace person is seen in the present by him who
hath eyes. The pathos of that which must pass away
is no less great than the pathos of that which has passed

away. And what produces the art-feeling in both cases

is the same— the fresh, intense perception of things for

themselves alone : only the ordinary man finds it easier

to detach his own interests from the past than from the

present of which he is part. Romance is not in things,
but in the souls that observe. Every place, however

enchanted, is inhabited by prosaic persons who earn

their living there. My chambermaid was bom in Padua
— Padua, outside which Donatello could not achieve per-
fection

; Padua, ever dear to us because Portia feigned to

have studied law at its University. Alas ! alas ! the two

gentlemen of Verona go down to business in tram-cars,
and the

Magic, casements opening on the foam
Of faery lands in perilous seas forlorn

are cleaned and repaired by some one who sends in the

bill. Yet, since believing is seeing, let us behold, not

the chambermaid and the window-cleaner, but the magic
casement and the moonrise. And if to the commonplace
our own age is commonplace, yet our age, like youth,
is a fault that will mend with time. Our poUtics, and

philosophies too, will crumble and decay, the dust will

gather on our books and newspapers, archffiologists

will prize our coins, the fashion of our ugly garments
will grow picturesque, and samples of our streets will

be rebuilt in exhibitions. What is then left to console

us for the eternal flux? Only that posterity shall grow
old-fashioned too, while we, like ^tiquity, shall have

enjoyed that which never grows old— the sunshine and
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the stars, love and Mendsliip, the smiles of little chil-

dren, and the freshness of flowers, aspiration and

achievement, thought and worshii^, struggle and self-

sacrifice.

These, these are the eternal things— that persist in

every age, in every environment, in old Etruscan vil-

lages as in the Paris of to-day : these are the reahties

to which ''the latest scientific conveniences" are but

padding, and in which we have had no superiority over

our ancestors, even as we shaU have no inferiority to

our successors, though they riot in ''VrU" and bal-

loons, and go on Cooks' Tours to the constellations.

The network of nerves in which we live and move and
have our being is only capable of a certain quota of

sensations, and no invention will really erdarge our en-

joyments except it be of a new set of nerves. Persons

whose lives have known strange vicissitudes have been

astonished to find pleasure and pain about equally dis-

tributed in all; and I am optimist enough to think that

no age will be really less unhappy than the present.
Reformers who imagine tliey improve on the past age do

but alter old institutions to fit new feelings. Reformers
are necessary because otherwise the new feelings would
be cramped by the old institutions. But there is no
addition to the sum of pleasure. Progress really means
not lagging behind; and however far we march, the

same sunshine wUl throw the same shadow of pain
across our path. The notion of progress, said Spinoza,
is a futiUty, because God, of whom the universe is a

manifestation, is always perfect. Later philosophers
have found this doctrine a barren blind-alley, and
craved for the notion of a more energising God. But
both notions seem perfectly compatible. Progress may
be just the way perfection manifests itself. The uni-

verse moves— and at each point is perfect. It is as

good as it could be— at the moment: it could not be

any better. For if it coidd have been, it would have

been : it has no interest in l)eing otherwise. That it is

not perfect in our sense of the word matters Utile to the

metaphysician. We have such limited experiences of
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universes that we caunot judge what a really good one
should be like

;
and to say that ours is bad is to foul

our own nest.

He had no doubt of the perfection of the universe,
that gentle old Franciscan who lives with his twenty-
nine brethren on the islet of St. Francesco del Deserto,
a rarely visited spot off Venice, that somehow reminded
me of the island in Mr. H. A. Jones' " Michael and his

Lost Angel." He had never been to Assisi, where his

tutelary saint was born. " Have you no wish to see

it?" I asked. *' My only wish is to obey," Dear old

man ! He had stopped all his life
;
but thinking— ah !

that is another matter. It was in this island that St.

Francis preached to the bh'ds. He was saying the Office

when all the bii'ds stopped to Usten, and St. Francis

took advantage of the opportunity. It was his disciple

St. Antony who preached to the fishes, and there is a

deUcious picture in Padua showiug all the fishes perk-

ing their heads out of the water and listening in devout

dumbness, the very oysters open to conviction. Poor
dear fishes ! What a delightful change to receive from
the upper world something else than hooks ! "What a

sweet simple cloister hath this lonely monastery— a

plain stone walk under a red-tiled arcade supported by
rough brick pillars, the walls lined by quaint black-and-

white engravings of saints engaged in miracles. There

is a weU in the centre which used to be of sea-water, but

St. Bernard of Siena blessed it and it turned sweet. I

have drunk of the water, so I can vouch the story is

true. And there is a beautiful cypress walk. What a

tranquil retreat !

O Beata Solitudo !

O Sola Beatitudo !

as the inscription over the lintel hath it. I do not won-
der that St. Francis came here when he was greatly fa-

tigued,
"
after converting the Sultan of Egypt," as the

old Franciscan naively explained. 'T is the sort of

sanatorium Tolstoi would need, after converting the

German Emperor! And despite St. Francis, and his
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doctrine of brotherhood with birds and fishes, we go
on with our cannibal cookery, and even his own Church
still teaches thai animals have no souls, though that is

perhaps because they have no soldi. And despite Tol-
stoi and his tracts, the people who stop will not think
and the people who think will not stop. For to convert
the world is the one miracle that the saints have never
compassed. Yet is the sunshine of these sweet souls
never lost, and the gentle mien of the old Franciscan
made me feel at peace even with my sandolier when I

found him sound asleep in his boat, wi-apped up in my
cloak.

And these are the types of character Nietzsche would
destroy. They are degenerative, forsooth ! They make
against life and the joy thereof. Ah, but the joy of life

is not only the joy of self-assertion: there is the joy
of self-effacement, which is only another form of self-

expression, the assertion of a higher self. That was
the secret of Jesus, of Buddha. Whereas the doc-
trine of Nietzsche— c'esi le secret de Polichinelle. The
man in the street needs no encouragement to enjoy-
ment. It is only by the travail of the centuries that he
has been taught to prefer to his own pleasure somebody
else's absence of pain. Human nature is Uke Venice or
HoUand — a province slowly wrested from the sea, and
secured by dams and dykes. Woe to him who makes a
breach in the sea-walls ! And yet Nietzsche is to be
read, though 't is a pity he is to be translated into Eng-
lish for the seduction of unripe minds. The desuetude
of Latin as a common language for scholars is to be re-

gretted ;
it kept the thinkers of Europe in touch, and

kept out the profanum vidgus. As I have often pointed
out, a truth gi-ows so stale that it is almost a lie, and to
invert any conventionality is to produce what is almost
a truth. Truth is convex as well as concave.

This method of inversion is Nietzsche's main weapon :

as earnest as any of our pulpiteering Puritans, he wears
his morahty inside out. He denies the copy-book, as
Luther denied the infallibihty of the Pope. He trans-

poses all moral values, finds vii-tue ofteu weakness and
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vice often strength, girds at all the cloud-spinning phil-

osophers, and is one of the most brilliant and sugges-
tive of modern writers, full of epigram and whimsy,
and wielding the clumsy German tongue with rare

grace and dexterity. But, as might be expected of the

son of a parson, he pursues his reaction against con-

ventional cant beyond the bounds of legitimate para-

dox, replacing the narrow by the narrower. Nietzsche

was necessary ;
some one had to call a spade a spade.

The great forces of modern thought, which have been

gathering for centuries, had to find shameless expres-

sion
;
and Nietzsche's scorn for those who have tried to

patch up hollow truces with bygone beUefs, and dress

up new heresies in old Sunday clothes, is amply justi-

fied. But what is not justified is his admiration of him-

self— an admiration so pronoimced that it has landed

him in a lunatic asylum. Our systems of chronology

ought to be recast, cries he; and even as men have

dated from A.D., so are they to date fi'om a.n., the year
of Nietzsche. Not that he expects immediate recogni-
tion :

" Erst dasUebermorgeu gehort mir. Einige werden

posthum geboren." But the bulk of what he tells us is

really involved in all modern conceptions of the cos-

mus— it could have been found long ago in Herbert

Spencer.
Anti-Christ he calls himself, and beats the drum

and invites you to inspect the greatest philosophy on
earth. "Now hold your breath with awe," he has

the air of saying, "or if you are not strong enough to

hear this fearsome truth, go home to the niu-sery and
read Hegel." And after this fanfaronade, lo! some

commonplace that you shall find in a hundred modern

poets or philosophers. 'T is like the clown in the circus

who works himself up with a raiglity pother to mount
the bare-backed steed, and then hangs on to the tail.

No, no, good HeiT Nietzsche, we want our Saints Francis

as well as our Napoleons. The one kind is as much in

the *' order of nature" as the other; and pity and hu-

mility, if they are the virtues of " nations in their de-

cline," are prefernble to the \'iccs of nations at their
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zenith. And, good Count Tolstoi, a universe of Saints

Francis would be an intolerable bore. The cowl does
not cover all the virtues, nor the di*ess-coat all the sins.

'T is a world we live in, not a monastery; and it is

amid the clash of mighty opposites that the music of

the spheres is beaten out.
''

Everything in Venice is delivered up to the Evil

One now," wi-ites John Ruskin to Father Jacopo of the

Armenian monastery; and such has been the imme-
morial language of prophets. I sometimes suspect the

Evil One deserves more gratitude than he gets. Where
would be the play without the villain of the piece ?

No, the devil is not so black as he is painted, nor the

angel so white. And hence these incessant swings of

the philosophical pendulum as one truth or the other is

perceived. The true ethics of the futui'e will give the

devil his due, and deduct a discount from the angel.
The Armenian monastery which has posted up Bus-

kin's letter is paradoxically proud of its association

with Lord Byron, who studied Ai'menian there
;
and

visitors come there in consequence, and buy books that

the monks print. So that Satan has his i;ses, and

Scripture can quote the devil for its own purposes.
The book I bought was a charming collection of Ar-
menian folk-songs, and it contains one delicious poem
whose refrain has haunted me ever since :

On the Partridge.

The Sim beats fi-om the mountain's top,

Pretty, pretty.
The partridge comes from her nest :

She was saluted by the flowers,
She flew and came from the mountain's top,

Ah ! pretty, pretty,
Ah ! dear little partridge !

Only the highest genius— and what is higher than the

folk-genius 1— would dare to be so naive :

Ah ! pretty, pretty,
Ah I dear little partridge !
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VENTNOR

I
DID not get to Veutnor vdthout a struggle. Every-

body that I met held up hands of horror." What !

Going to Ventnor? You will be roasted before your
time." My friends grieved, my very publishers wrung
their hands, my newsvendor took me aside and be-

sought me to live on a high hill. Yet through the whole

of August I sat coolly writing on a low terrace. There

is a superstition about Ventnor, and none of the people
who talk glibly about its temperatm'e have ever been
there. But I think I have discovered the origin of the

gi'eat Ventnor myth. The place is a winter resort of

consumptives ;
and Mr. Frederick Greenwood, who was

the chief charm of Ventnor, told me that you may take

coffee on your lawn in November. The town, then, is

warm in winter. The popular mind, with its hasty

logic, thinks that this is tantamount to saying it is

broiling hot in summer. I fancy there is a similar fic-

tion about Boiu-nemouth. But as a rule the British

climate pays no heed to guide-books. By the natives,

Ventnor, though as beautiful as a Httle Italian town,
seems to be regarded as a good place to go away from,
for every other man keeps a coaching establishment (I

don't mean a school), and you caunot walk two yards
without being accosted by a tout, who resents yonr

walking the next two. Its regatta is a puerile affau",

its own boating crews going off by preference to rival

regattas. But in illuminations it comes out far better

than Cowes, whose loyal inhabitants throw all the bur-

den of firewoi'ks upon the royal and other yachts an-

chored in the bay. And besides, Ventnor has a carnival,

which I saw in the shop-windows in the shape of comic
masks.

Bonchiu'ch, the suburb of Ventnor, which plumes
itself upon a very artificial pond, furnished iu the

best style with sycamores, Scotch fii's, elms and swans,
IS more interesting for containing the old church-

yard by the sea which received the bones of John
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Stex-ling and inspired the best poem of Philip Bourke
Marston :

—

Do they hear, through the glad April weather,
The green grasses waving above them ?

Do they think there are none left to love them,
They have lain for so long there together ?

Do they hear the note of the cuckoo,
The cry of gulls on the wing.

The laughter of winds and waters,
The feet of the dancing Spring ?

I was niamed in Ventnor. At least so I gather from
the local newspapers, in whose visitors' lists there fig-

ures the entry,
" Mr. and Mrs. Zangwill." I do not care

to correct it, because, the lady being my mother, it is

perfectly accurate and leads to charming misconcep-
tions.

"
There, that 's he," loudly whisi^ered a young

man, nudging his sweetheart,
" and there 's his wife

with liim."
" That! why, she looks old enough to be

his mother," repUed the young lady.
'^ Ah !

" said her

lover, with an ah' of conscious virtue and a better bar-

gain,
"
they 're awfully mercenary, these literary

chaps." The reverse of this happened to a young
friend of mine. He married an old lady who possessed
a very large fortune. During the honeymoon his sohc-

itous attentions to her excited the admiration of another
old lady, who passed her life in a Bath-chair. " Dear
me!" she thought:

" how delightful in these degener-
ate days to see a young man so attentive to his

mother !
"
and, dying soon after, left him another large

fortune.

SOMEWHERE ELSE

BEFORE
I chanced on the great discovery which has

made all my holidays real boons, and pleasure trips

quite a pleasiu-e, I used to go thi-ough aU the horrors

of preliminary indecision, which are still, alas ! the lot

of the vast majority. I would travel for weeks in
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Bradshaw, and end by sticking a pin at random be-

tween the leaves as if it were a Bible, vowing to go
where destiny pointed. Once the pin stuck at London,
and so I had to stick there too, and was defrauded of

my holiday. But even when the pin sent me to Putney,
or Coventi-y, I was invariably disappointed. Like the

inquisitive and precocious infant of the poem, I was al-

ways asking for the address of Peace, but whenever I

called I was told that she was not in, while the mocking
refrain seemed to ling in my ears: "Not there, not

there, my chUd." And at last I asked angrily of the

rocks and caves :

" WiU no one tell me where Peace

may be found ? Wherever I go I find she is somewhere
else." Then, at last, one nymph's soft heart grew ten-

der and pitiful towards me, and Echo, hardly waiting
tni I had completed my sentence, answered :

*' Some-
where Else."

A wild thrill of joy ran through me. At last I had
found the solution of the haunting puzzle. Somewhere
Else. That was it. Not Scotland, nor Switzerland,
nor Japan. None of the common places of travel.

But Somewhere Else. Wherever I went, I wished I

had gone Somewhere Else. Then, why not go there at

first? What was the good of repining when it was too

late ? In future, I would make a bee-hne for the abode
of Peace— not hesitate and shilly-shally, and then go
to Bournemouth, or Norway, or Ceylon, only to be

sorry I had not gone to Somewhere Else direct. In a

flash, all the glories of the discovery crowded upon me— the gain of time, temper, money, everything.
'' A

thousand thanks, sweet Echo," I cried.
*' My obedience

to thy advice shall prove that I am not ungi'ateful."

Echo, with cynical candour, shouted " Great fool," but
I cannot foUow her in her end-of-the-centmy philoso-

phy. And I have taken her advice. I went Some-
where Else immediately, and since then I have gone
there every year regularly. My relatives do not care

for it, and suggest all sorts of conventional places, such

as Monte Carlo and Southend, but wherever they go,
be it the most beautiful spot on earth, I remain faith-
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ful to my discovery, and go to Somewhere Else, where
Peace never fails to greet me with the special welcome
accorded to an annual visitor. The place grows
upon me with every season. Sometimes, I think I

should like to stay on and die there. No other spot in

the wide universe has half such charm for me, and
even when I do die, I don't think I shall go to where all

the other happy idlers go. I shall go to Somewhere
Else.

For Cromer may be the garden of sleep, but you shall

find sleepier gardens and more papaverous poppies—
Somewhere Else. The mountain-pines of Switzerland

may be tall, and the skies of Italy blue, but there are

taller pines and bluer skies— Somewhere Else. The

bay of San Francisco may be beautiful, and the land-

scapes of Provence lovely, and the crags of Norway
sublime, but Somewhere Else there are fairer visions

and scenes more majestical
—

An ampler aether, a diviner air,

And fields invested with purpureal gleams.

It never palls upon you— Somewhere Else. Every
loved landmark grows dearer to you year by year, and

year by year apartments are cheaper— Somewhere
Else. The facilities for getting to it are enormous.

All roads lead to it, far more truly than to Rome.
There can be no accidents on the journey. How often

do we read of people setting forth on their holidays
full of life and hope— yea, sometimes even on their

honeymoon— and lo! a signalman nods, or a bridge

breaks, and they are left mangled on the rails or washed

into the river. And to think that they would have es-

caped if they had only gone to Somewhere Else ! Too
late the weeping relatives wring their hands and moan
the remark. Henceforth, among the ten milUon plea-

sure-pilgrims, who will be guided by me, there will be

no more tragedies by flood or field. Railway assurance

will become a thing of the past, and a fatal blow will

be struck at modern hebdomadal journalism. To tui'u
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to minor matters, your friends can never utter tlie irri-

tating "I told you not to go there !
"

if you have been
to Somewhere Else. And you need not label your lug-

gage; that always goes to Somewhere Else of itself.

Last advantage of Somewhere Else, you may show

your face in it, though you departed last year without

paying your bill. There are no creditors ra this blessed

haven. Earth's load drops off your shoulders when you
go to Somewhere Else.

I give this counsel ia a disinterested spirit. I have
not made speculative purchases of land, I am not boom-

ing a generous jerry-builder. And yet I cannot help

reflecting apprehensively on the consequences of my
recommendation. Already I see my sweet retreat the

prey of the howling mob
;
I hear the German band

playing on the stone parade, and catch the sad strains

of the comic singer. Sacrilegious feet tramp the soh-

tudes, and sandwich papers become common objects of

the sea-shore. Shilling yachts will ply where I watched
the skimming curlew, and new villas will totter on the

edge of the ocean and beguile the innocent billows to

be house-breakers. Nay, the place will become the

Alsatia of humanity, the refuge for all those men and
women people would I'ather see Somewhere Else, and
whose travelling expenses they will perchance defray.

Imagination reels before the horror of such an agglom-
eration of the unamiable. And the terrible thing about

my terrestrial paradise is that there is no escaping from
it. Everything has the defects of its qualities, and this

is the reverse of the dazzling medal— the drawback
which annuls all the advantages of Somewhere Else in

the event of its becoming popular. In vain shall 1 tlien

endeavour to flee from it. Though I projected myself
from the giant cannon that sent Jules Verne's hero to

the moon, I should iue\dtably arrive — boomerang-like— at Somewhere Else.
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PART 111

AFTER-THOUGHTS:

A BUNDLE OF BREVITIES

, . /CERTAINLY the Moon was very charm-
Moonshine I , .

J.1 J. fi. 1
•

1 J. TVy mg that soft sumraers night, as 1

watched its full golden orb gUding nonchalantly in the

serene, staiTy heaven, and keeping me company as I

strode across the silent gorse. But— to be indiscreet

— I had gi'owu aweary of the Moon, and of the stars

also, as of beautiful pictiu-es hung— or should one say,

skied "?
— in a perpetual Academy. Ccelum non aninmm

mutant is only tolerably true. A derangement of stars

is all the change you get by traveUing— everywhere
the same golden-headed nails, as Hugo, hard-driven,
called them, are sticking in the firmament. This par-
ticular moon was hanging, not over a church steeple,

like De Musset's moon,

Comme un point sur un i,

but hke the big yellow dial of the clock in a church

tower. An illuminated clock-face— but blank, feat-

ureless, expressionless, useless; in a word, without

hands. Now I could not help thinking that if there

had really been a Providence it would have put hands
to the Moon— a big and a little— and made it the

chronometer of the world— nay, of the cosmos— the

universal time-piece, to which all eyes, in every place
and planet, could be raised for information

; by which

.all clocks could be set—moon time— an infallible mou-
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itor and measurer of the flight of tlie hours
; divinely

right, not to be argued with
; though I warrant there

be some would still swear by their watches. This were
the true cosmopolitanism, destroying those distressful

variations which make your clock vary with your chm-

ate, and which throw the shadow of pyn-honism over
truths which should be clear as dayhght. For if, when
it is five o'clock here, it may be two o'clock there and
supper-time yonder, if it is night and day at the same

moment, then is black white, and Pilate right— and

Heraclitus,
— and the nonconformist conscience a vain

thing.
In supporting correct moral principles, the Moon

would be of some use, instead of staring at us with an
idiot face, signifying nothing. The stars, too, could be
better employed than in winking at what goes on here
below. Like ladies' gold watches by the side of Big
Ben, they could repeat the same great eternal truth—
that it was half-past nine, or five minutes to eleven.

Soon as the evening shades prevail
The moon takes up the wondrous tale,
While all the stars that round her hum,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,

And spread the time from pole to pole.

An obvious residt of a synclu-onised universe would be
the federation of mankind. Peace on Earth, and all

those other beatitudes at present vainly sought by
World Fairs, and pig-sticking prophets.

Till we have hands to the Moon I shall not look for

the Millennium.

Capital S^^'^denly the Moon went behind a cloud, as
if to demonstrate that even then there would

be difficulties. Besides, I remembered it had its quar-
ter-days. Here my thoughts made a transition to

money matters, and, after the manner of Richard Car-
stone in " Bleak House," I fell to reckoning up the

suras I had saved of late. Tt is a calculation I make
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almost every week nowadays. I have lost nothing by
any of the Jerry-Buildiug Societies, nothing by any of

the great Bank Failures. By not having any money one

saves thousands a year in these unsettled times. Mr.
Hamerton cites with amusement the remark of a

wealthy Englishman, who could not understand "
why

men are so imprudent as to allow themselves to sink

into money embarrassments." " There is a simple rule

that I follow myself," said he,
" and that I have always

found a great safeguard : it is, never to let one's balance

at the hanker''s fall below five tlioiisand x>ounds.'''' The rich

EngUshman's rule was quite wrong: the only safe-

guard is to have no balance at all. High and dry on
the Lucretian tower of poverty, you may watch with

complacency the struggles of the sinking funds. What
a burden capital must be to those anxious to find safe

investments at liigh rates of interest! It looks as if

interest will sink to fi-eeziug point, and capital will

have to flow to other planets if that comical claim for
"
wages of abstinence "

is to be met any longer. Per-

haps it will flow to Mars, the home in exile of the old

political econouiy. Already a beginning has been
made by investments in mines which are not upon this

earth.

„ ,. Every day makes clearer the evils of our

complex credit system— that Frankenstein

creation we have lost control over, that ampulaceous
growth of capital, most of which is merely figures m a

book, and which only exists in vii'tue of not being asked

for, much as the tit-bits on a restaurant menu are

"off" when ordered. The real meaning of National

Debts is that every civilised country is bankrupt, and

only goes on trading because its creditors give it time.

To the uncertainties of the weather, and the chances of

cholera, war, and earthquake, we have added an arti-

ficial uncertainty worse than any of these— we have

invented a series of financial cyclones, which sweep
round the globe, devastating all lands, and no more to

be predicted
—

despite theories of sun-spots, cyclones
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and fiuaneial crises— than wi'ecks at sea; indeed, far

less pi-edictable, for I believe with the ex-mayor quoted

by Bonamy Price, that finance is a subject which no

man can understand in this world, or even in the next.

The infinite ramifications, the endless actions and re-

actions, are beyond the grasp of any one but an impos-
tor. The Professor just mentioned thought he had
found the right thread of theory in the labyrinth of
"
Currency and Banking," and really did make a most

sensible analysis of what actually went on in financial

operations. Only he left out one gi-eat factor— the

immense influence on the market of other people's

wrong theories. No, if there is a right thread of the-

ory, it must be so tangled as to be worse than useless.

My friend the business man tells me that for success in

business one requires four things : a large capital, in-

dustry, insight, and caution— and then it 's a toss-up.

I am fain to believe this whole system of modern com-

merce was devised to please the amateurs of the

aleatory.

The Small A plague on both your Houses of Parlia-

Boy ment! They legislate day and night, yet
leave our Uves unmodified. For our lives revolve on

the pivot of custom, and our everyday movements are

not political. The real ruler of England is the small

boy of the streets! And, in truth, is it not so? By
the unphilosophic regarded as akin to vermin, existing
for the greater confusion of theologians, the small boy
looms large to the man of insight, as the true conservator

of custom— the one efficient custos morum. He it is

who regulates the lengths to which we may go in ec-

centricity, and, above all, in hair :

Get your hair cut !

He is particular to a shade about clothes, and has a nice

taste in hats. One wonders how he acquired it. His

patriotic proclivity, his hostility to national costumes

other than English, his preference for uncoloured com-
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plexions
— this one may vmderstaad

;
but his testhetic

instinct is a problem for Weismann. As the interpreter
of the conventions, he is of a cast-iron rigidity, for is

he not a child of Mrs. Gnmdy— his mother's own boy 1

He has no exceptions— it is
*' one law and one meas-

ure." He is the scavenger of manners, as the Constanti-

nople street-dog is of gutters ;
a natural ^oZiee des moeurs,

infinitely more efficient than any artificial organisation j

an all-ramifying association created to keep the bounds
of social order, on duty at every street corner, alert to

check every outbreak of individuahty. Do ladies aspire
to ride bicycles'? Or wear bloomers'? There is the

small boy to face. It is a question for him. Conciliate

him, and you may laugh at the pragmatic. His, too, is

a healthy barbarism, beneficent in its action, that thinks

scorn of eyeglasses and spectacles, and leads him to

denounce quadruple vision, as, indeed, all departure
from the simplicities of physical pei-fection. A human
scarecrow he abhors, and will follow such an one

tln-ougli six streets to express his disapprobation. Ex-
tremes of size — whether of tallness or shortness— of-

fend him equally. Whitman was not kinder to " the

average man." Nor is the small boy's influence limited

to sumptuary and corporeal censorship : by taking up
certain songs he ''makes" the nation's baUads, and

every one knows what that means. Let me train a na-

tion's small boys, I care not who makes its laws. O
small boy, true sovereign of England, I take off my hat

to thee !
— to show thee the maker's name in the hning,

and satisfy thy anxious inquiries as to where I got it.

.

pv
I have often wondered what country chU-

in Town ^'^^'^ do for a hohday. Do good people go
round collecting to give them a day in Lon-

don or Liverpool or Manchester, so that their stunted

lives that stretch on from year to year with never a

whiff of town fog, never a glimpse of green 'buses,

or dangerous crossings, or furnace-smoke, may be ex-

panded and elevated ? If not, I beg to move the start-

ing of a Town Fund at once. Nothing can be more
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narrowing than rustic existence— there are old yokels
whose lives have always moved within a four-mile ra-

dius, women who have gi-own gray without ever know-

ing what lay beyond the blue hills that girdled their

native village. I once knew a chawbacon who came to

town and was barked at by a street-dog. He stooped
down to pick iip one of the rough stones lying in the

roadway to ward it off withal, but to his astonishment
the stone refused to budge, for it was an integral part
of the road. "

Danged if that baint queer !
" he ex-

claimed. "At home the dogs be tied and the stones be
loose. Here the dogs be loose and the stones be tied."

Now, if that man had enjoyed a school excui-sion to the

town when a boy, he would have deprived me of a good
story. A glimpse of the town in youth might also do

good in checking the perpetual lu-ban immigration,
which, alas ! removes so many of the rustic population
from the soil, and places them under it. To this end all

school excursions to London should take place in No-
vember. Yes, there is a vast future before that fund,
and I shall be happy to start it with five thousand

pounds, if two hundred and sixty-three one-armed
Scotchmen of good moral character will bind them-
selves to do the same.

Mr. Labouchere is singularly unfau* to a

r "new profession. Beggai'y has long been a

^.
.. recognised profession, with its traditions, cus-

toms, and past-masters, and it is time that

philanthropy should now be admitted to an equal status.

There is no reason in the world why it should be left in

the hands of amateurs, who muddle away funds by their

lack of science and experience. Supposing a man sees

his waj'^ to doing good— founding a home for incur-

ables, or drunkards, or estabhshing a dispensary, or

anything you please
—why shoiild ho not make a living

by it ? What if he does get five hundi*ed a year, is he

not worth it, provided always the institution fulfils a

useful function and is not a sham ? Sui'ely he does more
for Society in retui-n for his money than a Treasuiy
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clerk! Probably but for liim— but for his wish to earn

au income— the charitable institution would never have

come into existence. Political economy already shows

us how the individual's desu-e for profit brings humanity
all its blessings, opens up new countries for it, and sup-

pUes them with wars and railways. If men did not buy
shares with a view to a percentage on their savings, the

march of civihsation would come to a halt. Since the

philanthropy of percentage is so obvious, why should

we not recognise the percentage of philanthropy?

Charity has gone into business. Why not %

The only people who seem to escape the mal-
The Pnvi-

^^^^ ^^ ^^^ century are the poor. The Welt-
eges o

gg;j,„g,.^ touches them not
;
however great their

^'
siift'ering, it is always individual. The privi-

leges of poverty are, I fear, insufficiently appreciated in

these grasping times. It is not only income-tax that the

poor man is exempt from. There is a much more pain-

ful tax on income than the pecuniary —it is the thought

of those who are worsted in the struggle for bare exist-

ence. F« victis ! Yet those who achieve the bare exist-

ence, who starve not, neither shiver, have surely enviable

compensations. Not theirs the distressful, wearying prob-
lems of sociology. Far from feeling any responsibUity

for their fellow-laeings, they do not even fulfil their own

personal duty to society,— witness the breeding of ba-

bies in back streets. They have no sympathy with the

troubles of any other class— they eat then- hard crust

and they drink their bitter beer without a thought of

the dyspepsia of the diner-out, and theii- appetite is not

dulled by any suspicion of heart-sickness in good so-

ciety. Starvation other than physical they do not un-

derstand, and sph'itual struggles are caviare. The state

of the rich does not give them sleepless nights
— they

have no yearnings to reform them or amend their con-

dition. The terrible overcrowding of the upper classes

on Belgravian staircases wakes not a pang; they are

untouched by the sufferings of insufficiently-clad ladies

in draughty stalls and royal antechambers; and the
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crrlovances of old army men move them not. Not tlieirs

to ponder sorrowfully over the lost souls of pohticians

or the degeneration of public manners. They live then-

own hves— and, whatsoever the burden, they do not

bear any one's but their own.

Salvation Herbert Spencer says he knew a retired na-

for the val officer in whose mind God figured as a

Seraphim transcendently powerful sea-captain; and

we have all heard the story of the English admu-al who,

when fighting the Dutch, felt sure God would n't desert

a fellow-countryman. But this ingenuous identifica-

tion of earthly and divine interests has been earned to

the point of imbecihty by General Booth in his claim to

"The Largest Cikculation,"

The War Cry, so the General states,

Among the angels circulates,

To Heaven having gone ; hut, oh,

That it had first expii-ed below !

Which is ugher— the crude spiritualism of the Salva-

tionist or the crude materialism of the scientist f I re-

ceive the same sort of shock when I peruse Mrs. Spur-

geon's fond picture of her departed husband waylaying

the angels at the shining street-corners to preach the

gospel to them, as when I read that woman's poetry is

inferior to man's because she exhales less carbonic acid.

Truth— The other day I hstened to some green-room
Local and persiflage between an actress and an eminent

Temporal actor-manager. The lady said she had loved

him years ago, and thrown herself at his head, but had

never been able to bring him to a proposal. I asked

if she would liave been satisfied with the provincial

rights. I am not at all sure that the introduction of

this principle of legal partition would not promote do-

mestic harmony, especially in theatrical circles, where

the practice already prevails in the matter of plays.

Indeed, this principle of partition has already been car-
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ried beyond its original sphere. Do I not remember a

tlieatrical lawsuit four or five years ago in which the

plaintiff sought to restrain the defendant from styling
himself part-author of a piece, on the ground that he

(the defendant) had not done a stroke of the work, and
had been paid ten pounds for it; while the defendant

claimed that he had only parted with his rights as re-

gards London, and that in the provinces he was still

entitled to claim a share of the authorship? Pascal

long ago pointed out, in his
''

Pensees," that virtue and
vice were largely dependent on distance from the equa-
tor (a latitudinarianism in morals that does not seem to

have shocked his Port Royal friends). But even he

failed to reach this daring conception of ''
local fame."

The marvel is that when once reached it should have
been let shp again. It seems to me an invaluable rem-

edy for disputes : absolutely infalhble. When Mr. Stu-

art Cumberland wi-ote from India to claim the plot of
** The Charlatan," how simple to accord him the author-

ship
— in India! At once we perceive a modus vivendi

for the followers of DonueUy and the adherents of com-
mon-sense. In America Bacon shall be the author of
''

Hamlet," but the Enghsh rights in the piece shall go
to Shakespeare. In the same spirit of compromise
Cruikshank might have been content to be the author

of '' Oliver Twist " in the Hebrides and the second-class

saloons of Atlantic steamers. Herman should be sole

author of '* The Silver King" in Pall Mall, and Jones

in Piccadilly. Some metropolitan streets belong by
one pavement to one pax-ish, and by the other to an-

other; so that in the case of parochial celebrities it

would be possible for the rival great men to glare at

each other across the road— not, however, daring to

cross it, for fear of losing their reputation. The French-

man's long-standing assumption of Parisian rights in

the victory of Waterloo would be put upon a legitimate
basis.

By a logical extension of the principle we could

allow Homer to be born in Chios on Mondays, in Colo-

phon on Tuesdays, and so with each of the seven cities
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which starved him. They use up the week nicely. On
the odd day of leap year we might concede that he

never existed, and allow him to be resolved into the

pieces into which he was torn by WoLE. Had this pa-

cificatory principle been discovered earher,
" The Let-

ters of Phalaris " would never have fluttered Europe,
and Swift would have had no need to write "The Bat-

tle of the Books." It is never too late to mend, how-

ever, and an academy of leading poHticians and ecclesi-

astics should be at once formed to draw up an authori-

tative
" Calendar and Topography of Behef," fixing

once for all the dates and places on or in which it is

permissible to hold any given opinion. Although, when
I come to think of it, Science and Religion have long
been tacitly reconciled on this principle, E-eUgion being
true on Sundays and Science on week-days.

I am convinced that optimism is exactly the
^

J^^*" wrong sort of medicine for our "present dis-

p.
• contents." It is time to try homoeopathy.

My suggestion is that the religion of the fu-

ture shall consist of the most pessimistic propositions

imaginable ;
its ci'eed shall be godless and immoral, its

thirty-nine articles shall exhaust the possibilities of un-

faith and its burden shall be vanitas vanitatmn. Man
shall be an automaton, and life an hereditary disease,
and the world a hospital, and truth a dream, and beauty
an optical illusion. These sad tidings of great sorrow
shall be organized into a state chxu-ch, with bishops and

paraphernaha, and shall be sucked in by the infant at

its mother's breast. Men shall be tutored in unright-

eousness, and innocence shall be under ecclesiastical

ban. Faith and Hope shall be of the seven deadly vir-

tues, and unalloyed despair of man and natui'e a dogma
it were blasphemous to doubt. The good shall be perse-
cuted and the theists tortm-ed, and those that say there

is balm in Gilead, shall be thrust beyond the pale of

decent society.

Then, oh, what a spiritual revival there will be!
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Every gleam of light will be eagerly sought for, every
ray focussed

; every hiut of love and pity and beauty,
of significauce and divinity, in this infinite and infinitely

mysterious universe, will be eagerly snatched up and
thrust upon an age hide-bound in orthodoxy; every
touch and trace of tenderness that softens suffering and
sweetens the bitterness of death, will be treasured up
in secret mistrust of the reigning creed; every noble

thought and deed, every sacred tear, will be thi-own

into the balance of heresy with every dear delight of

poetry and art, of woods and waters, of dawns and
sunsets; with every grace of childhood and glory of

man and womanhood. And every suppressed doubt of

the hideousness of the universe will sink deep and fer-

ment in darkness, and persecution will sit on every
natural safety valve till at last the pent forces will swell

and crack the sterile soil, and there will be an explosion
that shall send a pillar of living fii-e towards the heavens
of brass. The clerics will be among the first to feel the

stuTings of infidel hope— a few will give up their h\dngs
rather than preach what they do not believe, but the

majority— especially the bishops— will cling to the

Church of Despair, hoping against hope that their de-

spair is true. There will be wonderful word-spinnings
in the reviews, and the dominant pessimism will be

justified by algebraic analogies. But, beneath it all,

the church will be infected to the core with faith, and
for the first time in history we shall get a beUeving
clergy. There Avill be secret societies founded to pub-
lish the Bible, and Colonel Ingersoll will lecture at the
hall of religion, and the prisons will be crowded with

martyred iconoclasts incredulous of the gospel of sci-

ence. No, there is nothing so unwise as your optimistic

organized creeds, with their suggestions of officialdom,

red-tape, and back-stairs influence. We shall never be

perfectly religious and moral till we are trained from
childhood to ungodly works, forced to attend long ser-

mons on the error of existence, and badgered into pub-
lic impiety by force of opinion.
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First there were the Radicals, who stood for
bocial

^j^g apogee of human villainy, though it now
ug ears.

g^ppgg^j.g ii^Q^j^ |:]^gy ^vere Conservatives of the

mildest type. Then came the turn of the Atheists, who,
for all I have been able to discover, were very respect-
able creatui'cs fuJl of religious ardour, who spelt Grod

with a small "g" and justice with a capital "J." Then
the Socialists had their innings. But " we are all Social-

ists now," and the empty mantle of villainy has fallen

upon Anarchism, which, as far as I can make out, is the

simplest and most innocent creed ever invented, and
which debars its adherents from exercising any com-

pulsion upon anybody else, relying upon the natural

moral working of the human heart. How this is com-

patible with bombs it is for Messieurs les Anarchistes to

explain. Needless to say the assassinous Anarchists

are disavowed by their philosophical brethi-en.

Although we moderns work harder than
Martyrs. e i--u c' our lathers tor our opinions, we are some-

times taunted with not being so ready to die for them.

But, as Renan points out, thinkers have no need to die

to demonstrate a theorem. Saints may die for their

faith because faith is a personal matter. Even so we
are stiU ready to die for oui- honour. The Christian

martyrs did prove that Christianity was a reahty to

them; but Galileo's death would have been irrelevant

to the rotation of the earth. There is no argumentum

per hominem possible here
;
the truth is impersonal. It

is only for beliefs that exclude certainty that a man is

tempted to martyrdom. The martyr is indeed, as the

etymology implies, a witness; but his death is not a

witness to the truth of his belief— merely to the truth

of his believing. Blandine at her stake, enduring a

hundred horrors unflinchingly, seems in addition to

prove that faith was the first auaesthetie. It is curious

to note how the word "martyr" hfis been degraded; so

that we have to-day martyrs to the gout instead of to

the truth. The idea of suffering has quite ousted the

idea of witnessing. What a pity the word got these



A BUNDLE OF BREVITIES

painful associations ! There are "
martyi-s" to the truth

— witnesses who without djdng testify to the di%'ine

streak in life
;
and unconscious "martyrs

"
who, by then*

simple sincerity, their unpretentious unselfishness, prove
more than a bookshelf of theology. I have found

"martyrdom" in the grip of a friend's hand, though if

I had told him so he would have apologised for squeez-

ing so hard. And is not e\^ery pretty woman a "
martyr-

"

— a revelation of an inner soul of beauty and goodness
in this chaotic universe ? There ! I have succumbed

again to the common masculine impulse to conceive

beauty and goodness as a chemical combination, subtly

inter-i-elated; whereas the slightest practical experience
in the laboratory of life discovers them but a mechani-
cal mixture, dissociable and not seldom antipathetic.

The I remember being so bored one night at
London

dinner, by the ceaseless chatter about Bimie-
Season

Jones, that I asked my fair neighbour:
" Who

is Burne-Jones'?" Her reply was as smart as it was
feminine. "I don't believe you." There is a moral in

this. Why be a slave to the season ? Why bother to

read all the newest novels, see all the newest plays, hear

all the newest musicians, remember all tlie newest
"
Reminiscences," and believe aU the newest reUgions,

when by pleading ignorance you will pass not only as

an eccentric but a connoisseur? On second thoughts,

why not eschew the season altogether? God made the

seasons and man made the season, as Cowper forgot to

say. And a nice mess man has made of it, turning

night into day and heating his rooms in the summer.
The London Season, not Winter, Mr. Cowper, is the true
" Ruler of the Inverted Year."

_ The Academy has survived Mr. Bm-ne-
. , Jones' desertion of his old associates, as it

would survive art itself. I for one should

regret its disappearance. It is a whetstone for wit,

like everything established and respectable. I am only

soiTy we have no Academy of Letters. It gives one

such a standing not to be a member—almost as good
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a standing- as to be one. If you are left out in the cold

you loudly pity those asphyxiating in the heat, and if

you have a cozy chau- by the fireside you fall asleep
and say nothing. This promotes happiness all round,
and makes the literary man contented with his lot. In

England authors have no Academy, and so have to

fall back on the poor publishers: Hinc illce lachrymce!

p , .

^
Everybody paints the portrait of nobody.

Gentlemen •'-™^=^''^^ ^ great writer being called upon to

produce a black-and-white picture of a man
of no importance. Let us imagine, say Meredith, being
offered a thousand pounds for a pen-and-ink portrait
of a provincial mayor— being asked to devote his

graphic art, his fehcitous choice of words, his gifts of

insight and sympathy, his genius, ia a word, to the por-

trayal of a real live mayor—the same to be published
in book-form, asked for at the libraries, and discussed

at dinner-tables and in the reviews as a specimen of

the season's art. Of course Meredith would tell tlie man
to go and be hanged (in the Academy); but if he

consented, see what would take place. The literary

portrait involves, of course, both mind and body, and

practically the work would have to take the shape of a

biography. For some weeks the man would came to

Meredith's study and give him talkings. At the first

talking Meredith would also make a sketch of the out-

side appearance of his subject. Here the resources

of language far exceed those of colour. The happy
euphemism of language permits a squint to be described
as an ambidexterity of vision

;
it is even quite possible

to omit an ill-regulated feature a'together. Suppose an
artist paints a man without a nose — the defect sauterait

anx yeux : it would be as i>lain as the nose not upon his

face. But it is quite possible for the literary artist to

oinit a man's nose without attracting any attention.

The reader's imagination supplies the nose, without
even being conscious of its purveyorship. As for the

psychological portion of the portrait, tlie author would
be entirely dependent on the intormation given by the
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subject, so that provincial maj'ors would develop un-

suspected virtues. Where the difficulty would come in

would be in the absence of darker qualities, which
would make literary chiaroscuro impossible. It is quite

likely, thougli, that as a result of the talkings the sub-

ject would unwittmgly present the novelist with a real

character who would appear in his next work of fiction,
and be entirely unrecognized either by the reader of the

biography or its subject.

No artist of the brush can afford to dispense
10 ogia- ^^^1^ models

;
when he draws from his inner

Realis
consciousness the composition is tame and
the di*aughtsmanship wild. The novelist,

though liis object is not portraitui-e, but creation, can as

little afford to keep aloof from real men and women.
When George Eliot ceased to draw from models and
fell back on intuition and her library, she produced
"Daniel Deronda." But I would demur altogether to

the use of "
photogriiphy

" in literary criticism as

synonymous with reahsm. The j^hotograph is an utter

misrepresentation of life, and this not merely because

of its false shades and its lack of colom-, but because

tlie photographer is not content with literalness. He
aspires to art. So far from being a realist, he is the

greatest idealist of all. He not only puts you into poses

you would never fall into naturally, he not only arranges

you so as to hide your characteristic uglinesses, and bids

you call up an expression you never use, but he touches

up and tones down after you are gone, and treats his

pictures, indeed, as though thej'' were actors and he

the dresser. And as each photographer has his own

style, no two j)ortraits are ever aUke. My portraits of

Annabel pass as a collection of pretty actresses. Still,

if they are not like one another, they resemble one an-

other in being unlike her. The only good photographs
I have ever seen of myself were done by an amateur—
most of the others might just as well have been taken

in my absence. And there is always a painful neatness

about photographs : my humble study was once photo-
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graplie(3, and it looked like a princely library. Eags
come out with artistic interstices, fustian gleams like

satin. It is the true Platonic touch, glorifying and gild-

ing everything. Filth itself would come out like roses.

No, no, let us hear no more about Zola's
"
photogi*ap1iy."

What becomes of all the old pins is a prob-
..^.

'^'^
lem. that worries many simple souls. What

^' becomes of all the rejected pictures is a ques-
tion that seems to trouble nobody. And yet at every
exhibition the massacre of innocents is appalling. The

Royal Academy of London, which is the most hospit-
able institution in the world toward " wet paint," stDl

turns away very many more canvases than it admits.

Their departm-e is like the retreat of the Ten Thousand.

Into the Salon one year six thousand eager frames

crowded, but when the public came to see, only thirteen

hundred were left to teU the tale—
All that was left of them,
Left of sts thousand. .

More ruthless still was the slaughter in the New
Salon, the Salon of the Champs de Mars, where the pict-

ures were decimated. Out of two thousand seven hun-

dred works sent in by outsiders, only three hundred
survived. It is impossible to believe that ideal justice

was done, especially when we consider that the jury
took only one day to consider the outcome of so many
aspii'ations, such manifold toil. The pictures were
wheeled past them on gigantic easels, an interminable

panorama. Even supposing that the gentlemen of the

jury took a fuU working day of eight hours, with no
allowance for dejeixner, the average time for examining
a picture works out at something like ten seconds. In

each minute of that fateful day the destiny of half a

dozen pictures was decided. Verily, our picture-con-
noisseur seems to have elevated criticism into an in-

stinct— he is the smoothest human mechanism on
record. One wonders if the critic will ever be replaced

by an automaton, something analogous to the camera

that has replaced the artist. Meantime, the point is
—
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what becomes of the refused, those unwelcome reven-

ants that return to lower the artist in the eyes of laud-

ladies and concierges'? Sometimes, we know, the stone

which the builders rejected becomes the comer-stone of

the temple, and the proscribed painter Hves to despise

publicly the judges in the gate. But these revenges are

rare, and for the poor bulk of mankind the whirligig of

time revolves but emptUy. The average artist rejected
of one exhibition turns him to another, and the leavings
of the Salon beat at the doors of Antwerjj and Munich,
where the annual of art blooms a httle later in the spi-ing.

Pitiful it is to follow a picture fx'om refusal to refusal
;

one imagiues the painter subhme amid the litter of

seeretaiial notifications, gathering, Antseus-like, fresh

strength from every fall, and coming to a grim and

gradual knowledge of the great cosmopolitan conspir-

acy. One year the rejected of the Academy were hung
in London by an enterprising financier. It was the

gi'eatest Uft-up the Academy had ever had. Even its

enemies were silenced temporarily. But the rejected

may console themselves. The accepted have scant ad-

vantage 'over them. To sell a pictui-e is becoming rarer

and rarer, and the dealer is no more respectfid to the

canvas that has achieved the honor of the catalogue
than to that which has preserved the sequestration of

the studio. Sometimes the unhung picture becomes the

medium upon which another is painted (for a picture is

always worth the canvas it is painted on), sometimes

(if it is large) it is cut up and sold in bits, sometimes it

adonis the famUy dining-room, or decorates the haU of

a good-natured friend, and sometimes, after a variety
of pecuniaiy adventures, it becomes the proud posses-
sion of a millionaire.

The average Englishman takes his religion

f ^Z
'"

on Sundays and his Art in the spring. In-

Cat loffu s
fluences that shoidd permeate life are col-

'

lected in chunks at particular seasons. This

is sufficient to prove how Httle they are really felt or

understood. The Academy headache is the due penalty
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of hypocrisy. It is the catalogue that is the greatest

coadjutor of caut. If pictures, besides being hung,

were treated hke convicts in becoming merely numbers,

without names either of painters or subjects, Avhat a

delightful confusion of critical tongues would ensue !

But conceding that a pictui-e should have the painter's

name, for the sake of the artist (or his enemies), I would

propose that everything else be abohshed. It is not un-

fair to subject pictiu-esto this severe test, because, of all

forms of art, painting is the one whose appeal is instan-

taneous, simple and self-complete. If a picture cannot

speak for itself, no amount of advocacy will save it. If

it tells a story (which no good pictm-e should), let it at

least do so without invoking the aid of the rival art of

literature. Literature does not ask the assistance of

pictm-es to make its meaning clear. Nor, too, is any-

thing gained by calling colours harmonies or sympho-
nies. Let such pictures strike then own chords and

blow their own trumpets. Catalogues of all kinds are

but props to artistic inefficiency. If dmnb-show plays

did not rely on
'^ books of the words," pantomime would

have to become a finer art. If ballets had no thread of

narrative attached to them, their constructors would be

driven to achieve greater intelligibihty, or to give up

trying for it— which were the more gratifying alterna-

tive. So with the descriptions of symphonies we find

in our programmes. Why should good music be trans-

lated into bad literature 1 Surely each art should be

self-sufficient; developing its effects according to its

own laws ! A melody does not need to be painted, nor

a picture to be set to music. The graceful evolutions

of the dance are their own justification. The only ease

in which I would allow a title to a picture is when it is

a portrait. That is an obvious necessity. Portrait-

painting is a branch of art which demands recognition.

The Artistic There are two aspects of the artistic tern-

Tempera- perament
— the active or creative side, and

ment the passive or receptive side. It is impossi-

ble to possess the power of creation without possessing
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also the power of appreciation ;
but it is quite possible

to be very susceptible to artistic iufluences while dow-
ered with little or no faculty of origination. On the

one hand is the artist— poet, musician, or painter; on
the other, the artistic person to whom the artist appeals.
Between the two, in some arts, stands the artistic inter-

preter
— the actor who embodies the aery conceptions

of the poet, the violiuist or pianist who makes audible

the inspirations of the musician. But in so far as this

artistic interpreter rises to greatness in his field, in so

far he will be found soaring above the middle ground,

away from the artistic person, and into the realm of the

artist or creator. Joachim and De Reszke, Paderewski

and Irving, put something of themselves into their

work; apart from the fact that they could all do (in

some cases have done) creative work on theu* own ac-

count. So that when the interpreter is worth consider-

ing at all, he may be considered in the creative cate-

gory. Limiting ourselves, then, to these two main vari-

eties of the artistic temperament, the active and the

passive, I should say that the latter is an unmixed

blessing, and the former a mixed curse.

What, indeed, can be more delightful than to possess

good aesthetic faculties— to be able to enjoy books,

music, pictures, plays! This artistic sensibility is the

one undoubted advantage of man over other animals,
the extra octave in the gamut of life. Most enviable

of mankind is the appreciative person, without a scrap
of originality, who has gyqvj temptation to enjoy, and

none to create. He is the idle heir to treasures greater
than India's mines can yield; the bee that sucks at every

flower, and is not even asked to make honey. For him

poets sing, and painters paint, and composers wi'ite.

"
fortunatos nimium,^^ who not seldom yearn for the

fatal gift of genius ! For this artistic temperament is a

curse— a curse that lights on the noblest and best of

mankind ! From the day of Prometheus to the days of

his Enghsh lam-eate it has been a curse'&*

To vary from the kindly race of men,
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and the eagles have not ceased to peck at the liver of

men's benefactors. All great and high art is purchased
by suffering

— it is not the mechanical pi'oduct of dex-

terous craftsmanship. This is one part of the meaning
of that mysterious

" Master Builder " of Ibsen's. " Then
I saw plainly why God had taken my little children

from me. It was that I should have nothing else to

attach myself to. No such thing as love and happiness,

you understand. I was to be only a master builder—
nothing else." And the tense strings that give the

highest and sweetest notes are most in danger of being
overstrung.
But there are compensations. The creative artist

is liigher in the scale of existence than the man, as the

man is higher than the beatified oyster for whose con-

dition, as Aristotle pointed out, few would be tempted
to barter the misery of human existence. The animal

has consciousness, man self-consciousness, and the ar-

tist over-consciousness. Over-consciousness may be a

curse, but, like the primitive curse^ laboui-— there are

many who would welcome it !

There 's no knowing where the artistic tem-

that a person ought to come to the binder
and just say to him,

* Bind that book for so much
money.' I think the binder ought to say,

*
Is the book

worth bindingf and that if it were not he ought to re-

fuse." The applications of this remarkable principle,
enunciated by a bookbinder, are obvious. Applied
universally it would reform the race. The tailor, when
a man came to be measured, would say, "Yes, but are

you worth measuring'?
" and if he was out of drawing

would refuse to dress him, thus extruding deformity
from the world and restoring the Olympian gods. The

charwoman, inspired by George Herbert, would not

only
"
sweep a room as by God's laws," but would in-

quire whether it was worth sweeping; the wine mer-
chant would refuse wine to rich customers who did not

deserve to drink it; and the doctors would certainly
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not devote their best energies to keeping gouty old

noblemen alive.

We writers, as Beaconsfleld said to his sove-

_ .
^

reign, are a good substitute for the confes-

sional
;
we like to be allowed peeps into the

secret chambers of the heart. The most miserable

sinners may be as sure of our secrecy as of our absolu-

tion. The more terrible the crime the better we are

pleased. So come and ease your labouring consciences,
and pour your sorrows into oui* sympathetic shorthand

books, and we will work you up the bare material of

your hves so artistically that you are the veriest Phihs-

tines if you shall not be rather glad to have sinned and
suffered. For deep down in oar hearts lurks the beUef

that, as Jerome wittily puts it,
'* God created the world

to give the hterary man something to write about !

"

^ P
„ A novel, hke a metaphor, proves nothing:

^ , 't is merely a vivid pictorial presentation of

a single case. I have just read one novel

aspii'ing to prove that a couple who skip the marriage

ceremony cannot be happy ever after, and another as-

pu-ing to prove that marriage is the one di'awback to

a happy union. In reahty both novels prove the same

thing— that the author is a fool. There is nothing I

would not undertake to
''

prove
" in a novel. You have

only to take an exceptional case and treat it as if it were
normal, ^sop's fables could easily be rewritten to

prove exactly the opposite morals, just as there is no

popular apothegm whose antidote may not be found in

the same treasury of folk-wisdom :

" Never put off tiU

to-moiTOW what you can do to-day," and "
Sufficient

for the day is the evil thereof "
;

"
Penny wise, pound

foolish!" " Look after the pence and the pounds wiU
take care of themselves."

In sooth I suffer from an iuabihty to see the morals

of stories— like the auditor who l)lunts the point of the

droUest anecdote by inquiring
'* And what happened

then"?" Even the beautiful allegory of the thi-ee rings
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in " Nathan der Weise," always seems to me to throw
considerable discredit on the father who set his sons

wranghng over the imitation rings. And, inversely,

nothing seems easier to me than to invent fables to

prove wrong morals : e. g.

_. ^ A pretty gray mouse was in the habit of

^. p..
, sauntering from its hole every evening to

pick up the Crumbs in the Dining Room.
" What a pretty Mouse !

" said the Householder, and
made more crumbs for Mousie to eat. So great a ban-

quet was thus spread that the Noble-hearted httle

Mouse cheeped the news to its Sisters and its Cousins

and its Aunts, and they all came every evening in the

Train of its Tail to regale themselves on the remains of

the Repast.
"
Dear, dear!" cried the Householder in

despair,
*' the house is overrun with a plague of Ver-

min." And he mixed poison with the crumbs, and the

poor httle pioneer Mouse perished in contortions of

agony.
Moral: Don't.

_, . Usually the speculations that first reach

^ I

the great public through the medium of the

novel have been famihar ad nauseam to the

reading classes for scores of years. Conceive Noah,
aroused by the grating of the Ark upon the summit of

Mount Ararat, looking out of the window and exclaim-

ing,
"
Why, it's been raining !

" Then imagine Mrs.

Noah, catching an odd syllable of her husband's remark,
writing a love story to prove that tlie barometer por-
tended showers. Finally, picture the world looldug in

alarm for its umbrella, and you have an image of the in-

ception and effect of the modern Mrs. Noah's theologic
novel.

MUDIE MEASURE.

Ten lines make one page ;

Ton pages make one point ;

Two points make one chapter;
Five chapters make oue episode ;

Two episodes make one vohime :

Three volumes make one tired.
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Is it a bright or a black day for an author

f I H^ wheu he gets so popular that the big adver-

tisers insist on ha\dng him in any organ in

which they place their advertisements *? There can be

no question but that it will be a black day for letters

when the advertiser becomes the arbiter of hterature,

as this newest development forebodes. Where is this

leprosy of advertisement to stop^ Already it covers

almost om' whole civilisation. Akeady the advertiser

is a main prop of the press.

A Song- of Advertisements. {After Whitman.)

Give me Hornihand's Pure Mustard
;

Give me Apple's Soap, with the negress laving the

cherub
;

Give me Bentley's Brimstone Tablets, and Ploughman's
Pills— those of the Little Liver.

(0 get me ads., you agent with the frock-coat and the

fountain pen,
You with the large commissions
And the further discount on cash,

Get me ads., camarado !

Full pages preferred, though Httle ones not scorning,

For I scorn nothing, my brother.)

Give me the Alphabetical Snuff
;

Give me Electric Batteries and False Teeth
;
also the

Tooth-powders ;

Give me all the Soft Soaps and the Soothing Syrups ;

Give me all the Cocoas and Cough Lozenges and Corsets;

Give me Infants' Food— yea, the diet of babes and suck-

lings ;

Give me the Nibs and the Beef Essences, and do not

forget the Typewriters.

(Forget nothing, camarado, for I, the poet, never forget

anything.)
Give me of the Fat of your agency, and of the Anti-Fat

thereof !

And I will build you magazines, high-class and well

illustrated
;
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Or pictureless a volonte, the latter with heavier articles.

Also newspapers, daily and weekly, with posters flam-

boyant,
That shall move the state and its pillars,

That shall preach the loftiest morals, elevating the

masses,

By the strength of advertisements.

By the mighty strength of advertisements !

It has been suggested that flypapers should be so sprin-
kled as to produce an aesthetic design in dead flies, so

as to introduce beauty into the homes of the poor. It

would be more in harmony with the age to lay out oui'

public gardens with floral injunctions to use B's hair-

dye and C's corn-plaster. Brag and display are the road

to riches, and the trail of vulgarity is over it aU. I take

credit to myself for having been among the first to cry
in the wilderness; but the critics— bless them!—say it

is all empty paradox.

_. , .. .
The one exception to the hu.nger for adver-

, p , tisement is the modern bard. He achieves

his vogue by limited editions, and takes pains
to prevent himself being an influence. He acquires a

factitious fame and an artificial value by printing only
a few copies, thus making bis paper and print sought
after rather than his matter. It is aU very weU for a

book to become rare by the vicissitudes of literai-y for-

tune, but this machine-made rarity can only be prized

by people who value their possessions merely because

other people haven't got them. The old minor poet
was frenzied and unbought ;

the new is calm and *'
col-

lected." At this rate tlie greatest poets would l)e those

of whose works only one copy is extant— in MS.

Bend, bend tlio knee, and bow the head
To I'everence the great unread,
The gi'eat unread and much-reviewed,
Whose lines are treasured hke the lewd,
His first editions pi'izes reckoned
Because there never was a second.
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Obscurely famous in his rut,

Unknown, unpopular, "uncut,"
Where Byron thrilled a continent,
To thrill an auction-room content.
He struggles through oblivion's bogs,
To gain a place in— catalogues !

And falls asleep and joins the dust
In simple hope and modest tmst
That, though Posterity neglect
His bones, his books it will collect,
And these will grow—O prospect fair !

—
From year to year more

" scarce" and "rare."

Have you uoticed the Renaissance of allit-
An Attack

g^^^tion in the new journalism? The early

Alliteration English poets made alhteration the "chief

element of their poetry, and in modern
times Swinburne has paid more attention to it (and to

rhjTae) than to meaning, with the result that there has
arisen a school of poets who don't mean anything—and
say it. In the olden days, a bride was bonny, and was
requested to busk herself in consequence; all of which
was intelligible. Nowadays, the poet would call a
basilisk bonny rather than miss his alliteration. Is it

because the now journalism is so imaginative and emo-
tional that it throws off alliterative phrases as naturally
and unconsciously as Whittier confesses he did in writ-

ing
" The Wreck of Rivermouth"? It is sometimes dif-

ficidt to believe that providence is not on the side of
the evening bills. When Balmaceda died he committed
Suicide by Shooting himself in Santiago— of all places
in the world. Boulanger, if from a local point of view
he died less satisfactorily, was yet careful to employ a
Bullet. It is for the sake of the phrase-makers that

Bm-glars good-natui-edly prefer Bermondsey, and that

Tigers do not escape from their cages to play in Trage-
dies till the show arrives at Tewkesbury. The Baboon
is already so largely alliterative in himself that it was
an excess of generosity that made one recently attack
an infant under such circumstances as to allow the re-

port to be headed,
"
Baby Bitten by a Baboon in a

Backyard at Bow." Alliteration has become a mighty
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factor in politics : it is fast replacing epigram, while its

effects on moral character are tremendous. That
'' hardened criminal," Mr. Balfour, might have been a

good man instead of a "base brutal bully," if his name
had only commenced with an X. He is a noteworthy

martyr to the mania of the times. I am con\dnced that

the Death of the Duke of Devonshire was accelerated

by anxiety to please the sub-editors, and it is a source

of real regret to me to reflect that my own death can

afford them no supplementary gratification of this

nature.

y.
To start anything exclusively fvmny is a seri-

L, ous mistake. This was why poor Henry J.
Humorous ^ ^ *j

Byron's
" Mu-th " was so short-lived. It died

of laughing, A friend of mine, with a hopeless j^as-

sion for psychological analysis, says that the reason

people do not laugh over comic papers is that the ele-

ment of the unexpected is wanting. This, he claims, is

the essence of the comic. You laugh over a humorous
remark in the middle of a serious essay, over a witty

epigram flashed upon a grave conversation, over the

shpping into the gutter of a ponderous gentleman— it

is the shock of contrast, the flash of sui-prise, that tickles.

Now this explanation of why people do not laugh over

comic papers is obviously wrong, because you are sur-

prised when you see a joke in a comic paper; at the

same time, it contains an element of truth. The books

which gain a reputation for brilUanee are those which
are witty at wide mtervals

;
the writer who scintillates

steadily stands in his own hght.

Ha\ang started your magazine, you will be-

„.
^

gin humorously enough by affixing a mock

P price to it. What a strange world of make-
believe it is ! We are so habituated to shams

that we cannot help shamming even where there is

nothing to be gained by it. Why is music published at

four shillings when you can buy it for one and foui*, or

at most one and eight ? Why are novels pubUshed at
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thirty-one and six and the magazines at a shilling'?
"
Shilling shockers" are sold at ninepence, which is as

comical as selling
"
tenpenny nails " at sixpence. The

same principle rules in other trades. It almost seems
as if there is an ineradicable instinct in humanity for

getting things below their price, even if at more than
their value. Hence the marked popularity of " sales"

and " reductions," The idea of getting things cheai)
reconciles one to getting things one does n't want. The
craze for cheap things leads one into fiightful extrav-

agance. In some shops the weakness of humanity is

pandered to without disguise, and every article is tick-

eted with a httle card from which the first price is care-

fully luled out, and even on the second price you get a
discount for cash. This same discount for cash is at

least intelUgible, but business men are painfully famil-

iar with another wonderful deduction. After you wait
months for your money, you get a cheque less

" discount
on pajonent." This seems to involve an exasperating
Hibernicism. '* On payment," foi-sooth ! So long as it

remains vmpaid, the debt due to you is, say, one hun-
dred pounds. But the moment you really get it, it

shiinks to ninety-five. Why not caU it ninety-five at

the start and be done with it ? But, no ! men will not

give up the subtle pleasure of discounts, ineffably child-

ish though it be. The rather deaf lady who being asked
six shillings a yard for stuff replied

'* Sixteen shillings
a yard ! I '11 give you eleven," and who, when her

mistake was pointed out, said "
I could n't think of

paying more than four and sixpence" was a genuine
type of the population of these islands.

_, One American defense of bribery is as clever
Tile , , ,

P
. . as it is cynical. It amovmts to this : that

Farce
universal suffrage is such a peril to the com-
monweal that having been given prema-

turely, it must insidiously be nullified in practice, even
at the cost of universal con-uption ;

in short, if the old

society is to be preserved, universal franchise must
be transformed into universal corruption. What an
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ironic commentary on the constitution that was founded

by George Washington, who could n't tell a lie! The
honour of America, it appears,

" rooted in dishonour"

stands, and "faith unfaithful" makes its politicians

falsely true. When one remembers some of the other

gigantic evils of the society thus conserved by corrup-

tion, when one thinks of the great immoral capitalists,

playing their game regardless of whom they ruin or

whom they enrich, when one thinks of the squalid

slums of the gi-eat cities, one wonders whether the so-

ciety which these things shadow were not better

damned. It were cleaner, at any rate, to abolish uni-

versal franchise than to flaunt this farce in the eyes of

Em-ope. If universal suffrage was a mistake, if indeed

the gift of the franchise does not develop a man's con-

science and education — and certainly bribery is not

the way to give him a chance of such development—
then why not honestly admit that America has made
this mistake, that the ideals of the Pilgrim Fathers were

inferior to Tammany Hall's, and that even the negro is

not a man and a brother %

Does oui* American reply that it is impossible now to

take back the franchise f But on his own showing the

electors merely regard it as an opportunity for extract-

ing
" boodle." AU tliat would be impossible, then, is

to take away this ancient concession without compen-
sation. The electors must be bought out at the full

market-value of their votes, with a few cents and

corpse-revivers thrown in for their loss of amusement.
At every election dollars and drinks for the ex-electors

would bo circulating freely under the direction of the

Treasury. And, ex hypothesis the bulk, or a number of

electors sufficient to annul the danger to society, wUl

accept the liquidation, and thus the dishonest will be

honestly weeded out of the electorate. But if the cy-

nics were wrong, and there remained among the poorer
electorate men suinciontly honest to retain their votes,

and sufficiently numerous to swamp the old society
—

why, then the devil take the old society ! The object

of governjnent is only the good of the majority, and
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these men, being the majority, have every right to se-

lect their own form of good. If they were mistaken,
nature would soon convince them of their mistake, and
the next generation would profit by the object-lesson.
Demos would go on, a sadder and a wiser man.
The solution of the question is that the people must

not only govern : it must be fit to govern. To corrupt it

with dollars, to drowse it with drink, is only to put off

the inevitable day. It were far wiser to help it to edu-
cate itself for its functions. For, if the revohitionary
economic ideas that are in the ah* are false, they will

destroy themselves. And if they are time, they have

got to be realised, and will get themselves realised.

No amount of coiTuption will save society in the long
run. Meantime, either let universal suffrage operate

honestly, or let it be suspended or abolished. Let even
those States which have enfranchised the black man,
and which now, in accordance with the deep Machia-
velUan principle, brazenly revealed by our American,
dishonestly render his vote nugatory by a rehable in-

accuracy in the counting, withdi-aw then* spurious

Christianity. A double standard of morals subtly in-

fects the whole core of the nation. Corruption cannot
be localised

;
it creeps and spreads through all depart-

ments of thought and action. To give with the right

hand, and take away with the left in exchange for a

few dollars, is a manojuvre unworthy of a great nation.
The transaction is fair

;
let it be above board, let it be

lifted into the plane of ethics. To found society upon a

farce is to lower those ideals by which, as much as by
bread, a nation lives.

The Mod- The horrors of war seem to have reached the

em War vanishing point in our latest African cam-
Farce paign. The smaUness of the English losses

is appalling. I do not see the fun of fighting (i e., of

paying taxes) if aU the spice and rehsh is to be taken

out of the results. I want more blood for my money—
hecatombs of corpses. Two men killed in a whole bat-

tle ? Ridicidous ! If I cannot have my war at my own
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doors, and hear the bands and the cannon I have paid

for, I must at least have sensational battle-fields— Ac-

tiums and Waterloos and Marengos. What is the use

of war if it does not even serve to reduce our surplus

population ? Soldiering was never so healthy an occu-

pation as to-day; one fights only a few days a year at

the utmost, and if the pay is poor, so is that of the

scavenger and the engiue-di'iver and the miner, and

everybody else who does the du-ty work of civilisation,

and does it, too, without pomp and circumstance and

brass bands and laureates.

_.
, If people cannot do without sidphur and

Fireworks . i, ^ n i t^.
• ^i-*

noise, there are always nrewoi'ks. it is dii-

ficult to imagine festivity without them, and yet there

must have been a time when rockets did not rise or

Catherine wheels go round. You cannot have fireworks

without gunpowder, and every school-boy knows that

gunpowder was only invented in— I have n't got a

dictionary of dates handy. Surely we ought to let off

fireworks on Roger Bacon's birthday. "They let of£

fireworks when he was bom," say the French in a slyly

witty proverb, which is a cu-cumlocutory way of saying
that a man won't set the Thames on fire. For ''

he has

not invented gunpowder
"

is the French equivalent for

this idiom of ours, and it is obvious to the meanest in-

tellect that a man whose birth was celebrated by fire-

works could not have been the inventor of gunpowder.
And yet there were fireworks of a kind from the earli-

est times, from the first appearance of stars in the firma-

ment with their wandering habits and shooting expedi-

tions. And, indeed, did not humanity long regard the

heavens as a firework show for its amusement, a set

piece entirely for its delectation ? Mankind has always
been fond of playing with fire— ever since Prometheus

stole it from heaven and bm-nt his fingers. I am con-

vinced the ancients only used bonfires for messages so

as to enjoy the flare-up on the mountains Who would

not fight when summoned by a tongue of flame ?

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of Carlisle.
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Roman candles were unknown to the Romans, but tliey

enjoyed themselves with torches, and these were the

fu-eworks at wedding fetes. The golden rain in which

Jupiter wooed Danae was another sort of hymeneal
fireworks. There were fireworks at the destruction of

Sodom and Gomorrah. The love of fireworks is a nat-

ural passion. Does not nature amuse herself with fire-

works, especially on tropical summer nights 1 She

loves to flash her hghtnings (which are not to be put out

by the rain), and to crash her tlumder (which, as every-

body knows, is only the report of the meeting of two
electric clouds). And who does not admire her gi'and

pyroteclinic display
— twice daily

— at sunriseand at sun-

set, or her celebrated local effect, the Aurora Boreahs ?

I have loved fireworks from boyhood, and would rath-

er have had dry bread and fireworks than cake with

jam. In manhood often I have listened to the long-
drawn ecstatic

'' aw " of the Crystal- Palace crowd. I

have even written a poem on fireworks. Here it is :—

A dazzling fiery show of sphery rainbows,
Whereof each wonder, monarch of a moment,
Yields up its glory to the next one's splendour,
And sadly sinks into the arms of darkness.

Is it not a true simile of the favour of the fickle crowd ?

The most brilliant phenomena are forgotten after a

moment. Life and Time are full of such fireworks—
reUgions, philosophies, fashions, dynasties. And over-

head the sure stars shine on. In literattu'e fireworks

rarely last. They are too clever to live. A humble

rushlight lasts longer. "All fireworks are unsound,"

says Steinitz. He is talking of chess, and chess is very
much like hfe. Whistler has painted fireworks— I mean

literally
— in his blue and silver nocturne of old Batter-

sea Bridge. Tennyson has painted them in his
" Wel-

come to Alexandra " and elsewhere.

Flash, ye cities, in rivers of fire I

Rush to the roof, sudden rocket, and higher,
Melt into stars for the land's desire !

" Sudden rocket." How good the adjective is ! A poet
I know spent half a day in finding the correct epithet
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for rockets, and was equally pleased and annoyed to

discover subsequently that he had chosen the same ad-

jective as the Master.

, Nowadays we let off all our fireworks a day
„

, ,
before the fail- and tuo' Time by his forelock.

Forelock. . . .
'^

^ . ^
''

A magazine commg out m January must be

dated February at the very earliest. We ''go ahead"
in an Irish-American sense, and cannot endure not to

be in advance of our age. "We live entirely in the fut-

ure, and are too busy to hve just at present. Chi'istmas

falls late in October and extends to the end of Novem-
ber, the period being marked by heavy showers of

Christmas numbers. The Jews begin all their festivals

the day before, and Christmas is by far the most Jewish
of our holidays. Our evening papers come out in the

morning, though this wUl right itself in time, for they
are getting earlier and earUer, and will ultimately come
out the evening before. Dr. Johnson's line about Shake-

speare, ''And panting Time toils after him in vain," is

truer of the man of to-day. What's that you say % All

this has been said before ? Naturally.

^. . Who is the most marvellous man ? He who
keepeth a diary. And by keeping a diary I

mean keeping it for the whole year, from January 1st

to December 31st—keeping it, moreover, by daily en-

try Only one year in my hCe did I succeed in filling

up every department of the three huudi'ed and sixty-

five, and even then I was often in arrears. Diaries are

for those who lead cloistral lives and pure, so that the

task is trivial, and whatsoever i-ecord of their own leap
to Hght they shall not be shamed. Diaries are not for

those whose existence is a whirlpool ;
for such the blank

page is an added pertui-batiou, a haunting whiteness

beseeching the blackness of dim'ual autobiography, an
I U that calls for instant satisfaction. To the spon-
taneous vexiugs of conscience has been added an arti-

ficial pricldng at the neglect of a supererogatory duty.
How have I Ijleuched to see day adding itself to day,

unrecorded, time flying without being
" kodak'd " on

376



A BUNDLE OF BREFITIES

the wing ;
and each new neglect retarding the day of

reckoning even while it aggravated it ! Then have I

felt myself sinking beneath the self-imposed

Yoke, intolerable, not to be borne

Of the too vast orb of my fate,

yearning for a smaller circumference and a shorter

biography. At the outset one begins a diary, as one

practises a new virtue, or plays with a new toy— en-

thusiastically. For the first few days of January the

entries are rich in psychological and episodical matter.

Then gradually the interest trails off; to the fertile

plains of narrative and analysis succeeds a barren des-

ert, reUeved only by a few dates of appointments. With

Mark Twain it wiU be remembered the entries v/ere re-

duced to
" Got up, washed, went to bed." The keeping

of a diary is generally the first New Year resolution to

be broken. How eloquent these old diaiies filled up for

a month or two— and the rest silence !

On second thoughts there is a more marvellous than

the most marvellous man. It is he who keepeth a pe-

cuniary diary. I know one such. He has kept a perfect

and absolutely complete record of every farthing he has

laid out since the days when farthings were his standard

of currency. Which of us would dare do this, or, doing,

would dare cast a backward glance on the financial

past ? There is a crude, relentless actuality about items

of expenditm-e, not to be softened by euphemistic phi-as-

ing. Surely a truer proverb than any of its species

would be :

'' Tell me what you buy, and I 'U tell you
what you be." And to tliink, in reviewing your pecu-

niary biography, that, though you owe no man a far-

thing, you have still to pay the bill
;
that many things

you have bought have yet to be paid for; ''over and

over again," as the Master Builder said,
" over and over

again."

,,
,

, . Looking backward is a luxury which should

Back^vaaf"
^® "idiilged in o^Y '^^ moderation— say oncewau
^^ ^^^^^ years. The preachers will tell you

drffierently. But life is so restless and feverish now-
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adays that there is no thne for obeying the preachers.
It is as much as we can do to find time to Usten to them.

Goethe says,
'' He who looks forward sees only one way

to pursue, but he who looks backward sees many." This

is the last word on the sul)ject. It speaks volumes. But
as you cannot walk through any of those backways,
what is the use of bothering to look for them f True,

your own experience enables you to give advice to

others. But advice is a drug in the market. What am
I saying ? A drug ! No, no ! Even a drug is taken

sometimes. Advice never is. We learn only from our

own mistakes, and when it is too late to profit by them.

No
;
there is not much profit in looking backwards. Often

it tends to make you pessimistic, to sap your energy, to

petrify you, as it did Lot's wife. At other times, con-

trariwise, it makes you expel such salt as is already in

you, dissolved in tears—
So sweet, so sad, the days that are no more.

Yet what is this but another form of Ruskin's " Pa-

thetic fallacy
"

? Those divinely sweet, sad days were

in reality just as commonplace as to-day.

Life is a chaos of comic confusion,
Past things alone take a halo harmonious

;

So from Ulusion we wake to illusion,

Each as the rest just as true and erroneous.

A familiar form of the new illusion we wake to is seen

in the exclamation that so often follows retrospection :

"
Oh, what a fool I was !

" As a ride, nothing can be

more conceited than this use of the past tense. A few

people, perhaps, can look back complacently upon
'' a

well-spent life
"
(wherein all the years have been laid

out to advantage, and every hour has been made to go
as far as seventy-five minutes, and every odd second

has been worth a row of pins at least); but I should not

care to meet them. For the bulk of us it is best to press

on, doing what our hand findeth to do, and letting the

dead past bury its dead. It is quite enough to know
we cannot escape paying the funeral bills. One of my
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friends found himself let in for the discharge of a nnm-
ber of extra bills, owing to his retrospective proclivities.

He was just beginning to overcome the adverse finan-

cial fates when, taking a complacent survey of his past,

he was horrified to find it bristhng with forgotten debts.

Looking backward nearly ruined that man. Another
of my friends lost his life entirely through it. He was
an old man and a celebrity, and a pubUsher offered him
£2000 for his memoirs. Unfortunately my friend had
a very bad memory and no diaries, and, like my other

friend, he was conscientious. The publisher's offer tan-

talized him terribly. He did not know what to do. At

last, in despair, he determined to drown himself. On
the moment before his death aU his past Ufe would come
back to him and pass before his mental vision. Of
course I was to rescue him the instant he lost consciovxs-

ness, have him rubbed with hot towels and the rest of

it. We went out bathing together, and everji;hing came
off as an'anged, all except his resuiTection. He was too

old for such experiments.
A cynical Frenchman has defined life as the collection

of recollections for the time when you shaU have no

memory. It is, at any rate, true (and the preachers are

welcome to the moral) that the keenest joys of the

senses leave a scant deposit in the memory, and that if

sensual pleasures are doubled in anticipation, it is the

spiritual that are doubled in looking backward.

Just as there are many persons of whose ex-
ong ives

jg^gj^gg y^y^ ^y.Q unaware tiU you read then'

obituaries, so there are many of whose celebrity you
are ignorant tiU you see the advertisement of theii- biog-

raphies. On aU sides we are flooded with big books

about little people. What is this new disease that has

come upon us? Life is short but a "Life" is long.

Can there be any one man in this gi-eat procession of the

suns who deserves the two royal octavo volumes, which

is the least monument that the pious biographer builds?

The perspective is aU wi-ong. Bossuet got the history

of the world into a fifth of the space. How keen must
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WITHOUT PREJUDICE

be the strnggle for life amid these shoals of "Lives."

How futile and vain this aspiration for a " Life "
beyond

the grave ! Vainer stiU the bid for immortality, when
one's own hand raises the mendacious memorial. It is

an open question whether even Marie Bashkirtseff's self-

hewn shrine v/ill stand— she, who sacrificed her life to

her " Life." If it does, it will not be by virtue of its

veracity. I woidd not trust George Washington him-
self to write a perfectly accurate record of a prior day.
As for the average biography, it is but the " In Memo-
riam " of memory. A fi'iend of mine has written some
excellent fiction and some entertaining reminiscences

j

only he has mis-labelled his books, and called his fiction

"reminiscences," and his reminiscences "
fiction."

Vive la Mokt !

Wherefore do the critics rage 1

'T is the Biographic Age.
Every dolt who duly died

In a book is glorified

Uniformly with his betters
;

All his unimportant letters

Edited by writers gifted,

Every scrap of MS. sifted,

Classified by dates and ages,

Pages multiplied on pages,
Till the man is— for their pains—
Buried 'ueath his own Remains.

Every day the craze grows stronger,
Art is long, but " lives " are longer.
Those who were the most iu view
Block the stage post mortem too.

Hark the tongues of either sex—
Reminiscences of X !

Of his juvenile affections

Hundreds write their Recollections,

(None will recollect their writings)

Telling of his love for whitings
Pried in butter, or his fancy
For bananas, buns, and Nancy.
Thank the gi'acious gods on high.

Every day some "Life " must die:

Death alone is our salvation.

Though 't is dubious consolation

That of all these countless " Lives"

Only the unfit survives.
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The literary market is inundated with people
en and ^^^ have no right to a stall. Aristocrats are

badgered for books merely because they
have the titles

;
and to have achieved success in any other

profession than literature is the surest recommendation
to the favour of the pubhshers. If I had to start my
literary career over again, I should commence by hop-

ping on one leg thi-ough the Pyrenees, or figuring in a

big divorce case
; anything short of assassination, which

makes one's success too posthumous. It is most imfau',
this doubling of the parts of doing and writing. Our
modern heroes and heroines are quite too self-conscious;
amid all their deeds of derring-do they have their eye
on IMudie's. The old way was better. Even before the

Pyi'amids were reared, when books were pictures and
letters were cimeiform, heroes had their poets and kings
their laiu-eates. You can no more imagine Agamemnon,
after the fall of Troy, rushing ofi to write an account of

it for ''

Bentley's," than you can imagine Helen certify-

ing that she found Pears' soap matchless for the com-

plexion. It was better for the heroes as weU as for the

writers, ^neas would never have dared to draw such

constant attention to his ''piety
" as VirgU does; and

even Louis Quatorze would have hesitated to desciibe

the taking of Namiu* in the language of Boileau—
Et vous, vents, faites silence :

Je vais parler de Louis.

The true hero nowadays is the man who conquers him-
self and does not write books.

But even ancient kings did wiite sometimes,
I times I . .
^ '

as witness this of James I : I hold it aye to

Tobacco
^® ^ Kings part to pm-ge the Body-Politicke
of aU euils & excesses, & would fain demon-

strate afresh to my dear Countrey-men how abhoiTent
to Heauen is this stinking incense that ascendeth day
& night ;

but amid the heat & burden of the day I can-
not find an hour to examiTie into this matter de noiio, &
must needs be content with commending to the readers
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of '' Without Prejudice
" my booklet,

*' A Counterblaste
to Tobacco," imprinted Anno 1604, wherein they will

find the abuses of this foreign custome duly set forth at

length. But, on second thoughts, perchance these mod-
ems read nothing but what is tmder their noses, so I

will shortly recapitulate my main positions, merely
adding that my objections to Smoak are to-day euen

stronger than when I wrote, (1) It is a fallacie of the

vulgar that because the braines of men are colde &
wet, therefore Tobacco Smoak, being hote and diy, is

good for them
;
a conclusion which no more followeth

on the Premiss than the Ratiocination of one who should

apply a cake of cold lead to his stomacke, because the

Liuer, being the fountaine of blood, is always hote.

Moreouer, the Smoak hath also a venomous qualitee.

(2) It is a vulgar fallacie that the atfeetion of mankind
for the Practise is a proof that it is good for them

;
in-

asmuch as men are ledd astray by a mode, & fm'ther-

more, the affectation & conceit of the patient persuadeth
him he is benefited

; yet how shaU one di-ug cure of aU
diseases men of all complexions ? (3) Men are by this

custom disabled in their goods, spending many pounds
a year upon this precious stinke, and are no better than
drunkards. (4) It is a great iniquitee & against all

humanity that the husband shall not bee ashamed to

reduce thereby his dehcate, wholesome and cleane com-

plexioned wife to that extremitee that either shee must
also corrupt her sweete bi-eath therewith, or else resolve

to live in a perpetual stinking torment. In short, tis a

custome lothsome to the eye, hateful to the Nose, harme-
fuU to the braine, dangerous to the Lungs, & in the

blacke stinking fume thereof neerest resembhng the

horrible Stigiau smoke of the pit that is bottomeless.

So jilease your Majestic, I would beg leaue

.".

'

in all loyaltie & seruice to cry you mercy on

I I

behalf of the foreign weed. Tobacco, which
stands for all time condemned by the potent

Counterblaste of a monarch, the maruelle of Christendom,

whose brow hath borne at once the bays of Apollo, the
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laui-els of Mars, & the crownes of Scotia & Anglia.
And imprimis I would venture humbly to obserue that

youi- Majesties arguments are to the last Degree asinine.

Euen the title— which, as is customarie with great per-

sonages, is the best part of your Majesties book— is

marred by an unseemlie concession to paronomasia.
That yom- Majesties manifold abuses of the Logicks

may be better espied, I will take them seriatim. (1)

The ground founded upon the Theoricke of a deeeiu-

able apparence of Reason — youi- Majestie is mistaken in

thinking that I hold it a sure aphorisme in the Phys-
ickes. For the braiues are neuer colde & wet saue

when there is water on them; & those who do not

Smoak haue no braines for Tobacco to benefit. (2)

Your Majesties argumentation i)roueth how zealously

your Majestie striueth to hue up to the nickname of the

British Solomon. And, of a veritie, I could not myself
run atilt more cunningly at this popular fallacie

; though
I might back up your Majestie with a most transparent
illustration— to wit, that the affection of Mankind for

monarchs is no proof that they are good for them. (3)

I denie that Tobacco wastes ones substance, & I would
refer your Majestie to my demonstration of the Extrau-

aganee of not smoaking. (4) And is it not an aduant-

age that it resembleth to the Stigian smoak of the pit ?

The more we^ accustom ourselves thereto, the lesse we
shall suffer when we join your Majestie. Will your
Majestie kindUe recommend a Brande ? Nor can I

conclude without a word as to the iU-taste of that sup-

plement to your Majesties booklet— a tax of Six Shil-

lings & Eighte-Pence uppon euery Pounde-Waighte of

I'ohacco, ouer & aboue the Custome of Two Pence uppon
the Pound-Waighte usuallye paide heretofore. Did

your Majestie hope to effect so little by Reason that

your Majestie must needs fall back on Reuenue ? Hau-

ing challenged this habit by the Kmgs pen, how un-

mannerly to resort to the coastguards cutlass & fight

the custome at the Custome House. Was it, perhaps,
that your Majestie was wishful to promote English Ag-
riculture or was getting up a cornere in Cabbaiges?
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Howsoever, Smoak hath suruiued the Shiarts. May I

offer your Majestie a Cigarre ?

y . .. And now, gentle reader, the hour has come
^
for parting. You have kept me company a

long time, tolerant of all my whimsies and vagaries,
and not too restive when I became serious and heavy.
I have written for you in many places and in many
moods, and I cannot hope to have escaped the mood of

duhiess.

Up ! up ! my Friend, and quit your books ;

Or surely you '11 grow double
;

Up ! up! my Friend, and clear your looks ;

Why all this toil and trouble ?

Ah, dear Wordsworth, 't is easy enough to answer
your question. Still, at last the pen falls from my tired

fingers.

Books! 't is a dull and endless strife :

Come, hear the woodland linnet !

How sweet his music ! On my life,

There 's more of wisdom in it.

Yes, I wUl go down and hear the woodland linnet,

there is one in the bird-shop round the corner. Ah
me! he wiU not pipe

— his is the wisdom of silence.

Never mind
;
the pavements are flooded with sunshine,

and the folk are walking gaily, and the omnibuses roll

along top-heayj, and there is a blue strip of sky over

the Strand. Yes, Spring is here, and the violets are

blooming in the old women's baskets. How happy
everybody seems! Even the sandwich-men have lost

their doleful air. The sap is stirring in their boards.

They are dreaming of theh' ancient springtides, when

they edited magazines or played
" Hamlet." And so,

having taken up my pen again to tell you how I

dropped it, let me not lay it down without bidding you
a fond and last farewell — without prejudice.
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