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| ntroduction

To anyonewho isa al capable of experiencing the pleasures of judtice, it is gratifying to be
able to make amends to a writer whom one has vaguely depreciated for some years. The faults
and foibles of Matthew Arnold are no less evident to me now than twelve years ago, after my
first admiration for him; but | hope that now, on re-reading some of his prose with more care,

| can better gppreciate his position. And what makes Arnold seem dl the more remarkableis,
that if he were our exact contemporary, he would find dl hislabour to perform again. A
moderate number of persons have engaged in what is caled "critical” writing, but no

concluson is any more solidly established than it wasin 1865. In the first essay in the first
Essaysin Criticism we read that

it has long seemed to me that the burst of creetive activity in our literature,
through the first quarter of this century, had about it in fact something
premature; and that from this cause its productions are doomed, most of them,
in spite of the sanguine hopes which accompanied and do gill accompany
them, to prove hardly more lasting than the productions of far less splendid
epochs. And this prematureness comes from its having proceeded without
having its proper data, without sufficient material to work with. In other words,
the English poetry of the first quarter of this century, with plenty of energy,
plenty of cregtive force, did not know enough. This makes Byron so empty of
matter, Shelley so incoherent, Wordsworth even, profound asheis, yet so
wanting in completeness and variety.

This judgment of the Romantic Generation has not, so far as| know, ever been successfully
controverted; and it has not, so far as | know, ever made very much impression on popular
opinion. Once a poet is accepted, his reputation is seldom disturbed, for better or worse. So
little impression has Arnold's opinion made, that his statement will probably be as true of the
first quarter of the twentieth century as it was of the nineteenth. A few sentences later, Arnold
articulates the nature of the maady:

In the Greece of Pindar and Sophocles, in the England of Shakespeare, the
poet lived in a current of ideas in the highest degree animating and nourishing
to the crestive power; society was, in the fullest measure, permested by fresh
thought, inteligent and dive; and this Sate of thingsis the true basis for the
credtive power's exercise, in thisit finds its deta, its materids, truly ready for
its hand; dl the books and reading in the world are only vauable asthey are
helpsto this.

At this point Arnold isindicating the centre of interest and activity of the criticd intelligence;
and itisat this perception, we may dmost say, that Arnold's critica activity stopped. Ina
naidav in which the ats were serioudv gudied. in which the art of writina was resnected.
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Arnold might have become a critic. How astonishing it would be, if aman like Arnold had
concerned himsdlf with the art of the novel, had compared Thackeray with Flaubert, had
andysed the work of Dickens, had shown his contemporaries exactly why the author of Amos
Barton isamore serious writer than Dickens, and why the author of La Chartreuse de Parme
ismore serious than either? In Culture and Anarchy, in Literature and Dogma, Arnold was
not occupied SO much in establishing a criticiam as in attacking the uncriticd. The difference
isthat whilein constructive work something can be done, destructive work must incessantly
be repeated; and furthermore Arnold, in his destruction, went for game outside of the literary
preserve atogether, much of it palitica game untouched and inviolable by idess. This activity
of Arnold's we must regret; it might perhaps have been carried on as effectivey, if not quite

s0 negtly, by some disciple (had there been one) in an editorial position on a newspaper.
Arnold is not to be blamed: he wasted his strength, as men of superior ability sometimes do,
because he saw something to be done and no one ese to do it. The temptation, to any man
who isinterested in ideas and primarily in literature, to put literature into the corner until he
cleaned up the whole country firgt, isamost irresigtible. Some persons, like Mr. Wellsand
Mr. Chesterton, have succeeded so well in this latter profession of setting the house in order,
and have aitracted so much more attention than Arnold, that we must conclude that it is
indeed their proper réle, and that they have done well for themsdvesin laying literature aside,

Not only isthe critic tempted outside of criticism. The criticism proper betrays such poverty
of ideas and such atrophy of senghbility that men who ought to preserve thair critica ability
for the improvement of their own crestive work are tempted into criticism. | do not intend
from thisthe usudly slly inference that the "Cresative" gift is"higher™ than the critical. When
one cregtive mind is better than another, the reason often is that the better is the more critica.
But the great bulk of the work of criticism could be done by minds of the second order, and it
isjust these minds of the second order that are difficult to find. They are necessary for the
rapid circulation of ideas. The periodica press—theided literary periodica—is an ingrument
of transport; and the literary periodical pressis dependent upon the existence of a sufficient
number of second-order (I do not say "second-rate," the word is too derogatory) minds to
supply its materia. These minds are necessary for that "current of idess,” that "society
permesated by fresh thought,” of which Arnold speeks.

It isaperpetud heresy of English culture to believe that only the firs-order mind, the
Genius, the Great Man, matters; that he is solitary, and produced best in the least favourable
environment, perhaps the Public School; and thet it is most likely asign of inferiority that
Paris can show so many minds of the second order. If too much bad verseis published in
London, it does not occur to us to raise our standards, to do anything to educate the
poetasters; the remedy is, Kill them off. | quote from Mr. Edmund Gosse: 1

Unless something is done to stem this flood of poetadiry the art of verse will
become not merdly superfluous, but ridiculous. Poetry is not aformulawhich a
thousand flappers and hobbledehoys ought to be able to master in aweek
without any training, and the mere fact that it seems to be now practised with
such universal ease is enough to prove that something has gone amiss with our
gandards.... Thisisdl wrong, and will lead us down into the abysslike so
many Gadarene swine unlesswe resst it.
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We quite agree that poetry is not aformula. But what does Mr. Gosse propose to do about it?
If Mr. Gosse had found himsdlf in the flood of poetastry in the reign of Elizabeth, what would
he have done about it? would he have semmed it? What exactly isthis abyss? and if
something "has gone amiss with our sandards;” isit whally the fault of the younger

generaion that it is aware of no authority that it must respect? It is part of the business of the
critic to preserve tradition—where a good tradition exigts. It is part of hisbusnessto see
literature steadily and to see it whole; and thisis eminently to seeit not as consecrated by
time, but to see it beyond time; to see the best work of our time and the best work of twenty-
five hundred years ago with the same eyes. 2 It is part of his business to help the poetaster to
understand his own limitations. The poetaster who understands his own limitations will be
one of our useful second-order minds; agood minor poet (something which is very rare) or
another good critic. As for the firgt-order minds, when they happen, they will be none the
worse off for a"current of ideas’; the solitude with which they will dways and everywhere be
invested is a very different thing from isolaion, or amonarchy of desth.

NOTE—I may commend as a modd to critics who desire to correct some of
the poetical vagaries of the present age, the following passage from awriter
who cannot be accused of flaccid leniency, and the justice of whose criticism
must be acknowledged even by those who fed a strong partidity toward the
school of poets criticized—

"Y et great labour, directed by great ahilities, is never wholly logt; if they
frequently threw away their wit upon false concets, they likewise sometimes
struck out unexpected truth: if their conceits were far-fetched, they were often
worth the carriage. To write on their plan, it was at least necessary to read and
think. No man could be born a metaphysica poet, nor assume the dignity of a
writer, by descriptions copied from descriptions, by imitations borrowed from
imitations, by traditiond imagery, and hereditary smiles, by readiness of
rhyme, and volubility of syllables.

"In perusing the works of this race of authors, the mind is exercised ether by
recollection or inquiry: something aready learned isto be retrieved, or
something new isto be examined. If their greatness seldom devates, their
acuteness often surprises; if the imagination is not ways gratified, a least the
powers of reflection and comparison are employed; and in the mass of
materials which ingenious absurdity has thrown together, genuine wit and
useful knowledge may be sometimes found buried perhapsin grossness of
expression, but useful to those who know their value; and such as, when they
are expanded to perspicuity, and polished to eegance, may give lustre to works
which have more propriety though less copiousness of sentiment.—JOHNSON,
Life of Cowley.
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Note 1
Sunday Times, May 30, 1920.

Note 2

Arnold, it must be admitted, gives us often the impresson of seeing the masters, whom
he quotes, as canonical literature, rather than as masters.

The Perfect Critic

"Eriger enlois sesimpressions personnelles, c'est le grand effort d'un homme
Sil est sncére—Lettres a 'Amazone.

COLERIDGE Was perhaps the grestest of English critics, and in asense the last. After
Coleridge we have Matthew Arnold; but Arnold—I think it will be conceded—was rather a
propagandist for criticism than a critic, a popularizer rather than a creator of ideas. So long as
thisidand remains an idand (and we are no nearer the Continent than were Arnold's
contemporaries) the work of Arnold will be important; it is fill a bridge across the Channdl,
and it will aways have been good sense. Since Arnold's attempt to correct his countrymen,
English criticiam has followed two directions. When a distinguished critic observed recently,
in anewspaper article, that "poetry isthe most highly organized form of intellectud activity,"
we were conscious that we were reading neither Coleridge nor Arnold. Not only have the
words "organized" and "activity," occurring together in this phrase, thet familiar vague
suggestion of the scientific vocabulary which is characterigtic of modern writing, but one
asked questions which Coleridge and Arnold would not have permitted one to ask. How isiit,
for ingtance, that poetry is more "highly organized” than astronomy, physics, or pure
mathematics, which we imagine to be, in rdation to the scientist who practises them,
"intdlectud activity" of apretty highly organized type? "Mere srings of words," our critic
continues with fdicity and truth, "flung like dabs of paint across ablank canvas, may awaken
surprise ... but have no sgnificance whatever in the hitory of literature.” The phrases by
which Arnold is best known may be inadequate, they may assemble more doubts than they
dispd, but they usudly have some meaning. And if a phrase like "the most highly organized
form of intdlectud activity” isthe highest organization of thought of which contemporary
criticism, in adistinguished representative, is cgpable, then, we conclude, modern criticism is
degenerate.

The verba disease above noticed may be reserved for diagnosis by and by. It isnot adisease
from which Mr. Arthur Symons (for the quotation was, of course, not from Mr. Symons)
notably suffers. Mr. Symons represents the other tendency; he is arepresentative of what is
aways cdled "aesthetic criticism” or "impressonigtic criticism.” And it isthis form of
criticism which | propose to examine a once. Mr. Symons, the critical successor of Pater, and
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partly of Swinburne (I fancy that the phrase "sick or sorry” isthe common property of all
three), isthe "impressonidtic critic.” He, if anyone, would be said to expose a sendtive and
cultivated mind—cultivated, thet is, by the accumulation of a considerable variety of
impressons from dl the arts and severd languages—before an "object”; and his criticiam, if
anyone's, would be said to exhibit to us, like the plate, the faithful record of the impressions,
more numerous or more refined than our own, upon amind more sengtive than our own. A
record, we observe, which isdso an interpretation, atrandation; for it mugt itsdf impose
impressons upon us, and these impressions are as much created as transmitted by the
criticism. | do not say at once that thisis Mr. Symons, but it isthe "impressonigtic” critic, and
the impressionigtic critic is supposed to be Mr. Symons.

At hand is avolume which we may test. 1 Ten of these thirteen essays ded with sngle plays
of Shakespeare, and it istherefore fair to take one of these ten as a specimen of the book:

Antony and Cleopatra is the most wonderful, | think, of al Shakespeare's
plays...

and Mr. Symons reflects that Cleopatrais the most wonderful of al women:

The queen who ends the dynasty of the Ptolemies has been the star of poets, a
malign star shedding baleful light, from Horace and Propertius down to Victor
Hugo; and it is not to poets only...

What, we asK, is thisfor? as a page on Cleopatra, and on her possible origin in the dark lady
of the Sonnets, unfoldsitself. And we find, gradudly, that thisis not an essay on awork of art
or awork of intellect; but that Mr. Symonsis living through the play as one might live it
through in the theetre; recounting, commenting:

In her last days Cleopatra touches a certain eevation ... shewould diea
thousand times, rather than live to be a mockery and a scorn in men's mouths
.. sheisawoman to thelast ... so she dies ... the plays ends with a touch of
grave pity...

Presented in thisrather unfair way, torn gpart like the leaves of an artichoke, the impressions
of Mr. Symons come to resemble a common type of popular literary lecture, in which the
stories of plays or novels are retold, the motives of the characters set forth, and the work of art
therefore made easier for the beginner. But thisis not Mr. Symons reason for writing. The
reason why we find asmilarity between his essay and thisform of education is that Antony
and Cleopatra is aplay with which we are pretty well acquainted, and of which we have,
therefore, our own impressions. We can please oursaves with our own impressions of the
characters and their emotions; and we do not find the impressions of another person, however
sengtive, very sgnificant. But if we can recdl the time when we were ignorant of the French
symboaligts, and met with The Symbolist Movement in Literature, we remember that book as
an introduction to wholly new fedinas, as arevelation. After we have read Verlaine and
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Laforgue and Rimbaud and return to Mr. Symons book, we may find that our own
impressions dissent from his. The book has not, perhaps, a permanent vaue for the one
reader, but it has led to results of permanent importance for him.

The question is not whether Mr. Symons impressons are "true’ or "fdse" So far asyou can
isolate the "impression,” the pure fedling, it is, of course, neither true nor fse. The paint is
that you never rest at the pure fedling; you react in one of two ways, or, as| believe Mr.
Symons does, in amixture of the two ways. The moment you try to put the impressonsinto
words, you either begin to andyse and construct, to "ériger en lois" or you begin to cregte
something dse. It is sgnificant that Swinburne, by whose poetry Mr. Symons may at one time
have been influenced, is one man in his poetry and a different man in his criticiam; to this
extent and in this respect only, that he is satisfying a different impulse; heis criticizing,
expounding, arranging. You may say thisis not the criticiam of a critic, thet it isemotiond,
not intellectua—though of this there are two opinions, but it isin the direction of anadysis and
congruction, abeginning to "ériger en lois," and not in the direction of creation. So | infer
that Swinburne found an adequate outlet for the creative impulse in his poetry; and none of it
was forced back and out through his critical prose. The style of the latter is essentidly a prose
gyle; and Mr. Symons prose is much more like Swinburne's poetry than it islike his prose. |
imagine—though here one's thought is moving in dmost complete darkness—that Mr.
Symonsis far more disturbed, far more profoundly affected, by his reading than was
Swinburne, who responded rather by a violent and immediate and comprehensive burst of
admiration which may have left him interndly unchanged. The disturbance in Mr. Symonsis
amog, but not quite, to the point of cresting; the reading sometimes fecundates his emotions
to produce something new which isnot criticiam, but is not the expulsion, the gection, the
birth of creativeness.

The type is not uncommon, athough Mr. Symonsis far superior to most of the type. Some
writers are essentialy of the type that reects in excess of the stimulus, making something new
out of theimpressions, but suffer from adefect of vitality or an obscure obstruction which
prevents nature from taking its course. Their senshility dters the object, but never transforms
it. Thelr reaction is that of the ordinary emotiona person developed to an exceptiond degree.
For this ordinary emotiona person, experiencing awork of art, has amixed critica and
cregtive reaction. It is made up of comment and opinion, and also new emotions which are
vagudly gpplied to his own life. The sentimenta person, in whom awork of art arouses dl
sorts of emotions which have nothing to do with that work of art whatever, but are accidents
of persond association, is an incomplete artist. For in an artist these suggestions made by a
work of art, which are purely persond, become fused with a multitude of other suggestions
from multitudinous experience, and result in the production of a new object which isno
longer purely persond, because it isawork of art itsdlf.

It would be rash to speculate, and is perhaps impossible to determine, what is unfulfilled in
Mr. Symons charming verse that overflowsinto his critica prose. Certainly we may say that
in Swinburne's verse the circuit of impresson and expression is complete; and Swinburne was
therefore able, in his criticiam, to be more a critic than Mr. Symons. Thisgivesusan
intimation why the artist is—each within his own limitations—oftenest to be depended upon
asacritic; hiscriticism will be criticism, and not the satisfaction of a suppressed cregtive
wish—which, in mogt other persons, is apt to interfere fataly.

Before considerina what the proper critica reaction of artistic senghility is, how far
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citidamis"feding" and how far "thought,” and what sort of "thought” is permitted, it may be
ingructive to prod alittle into that other temperament, so different from Mr. Symons, which
issues in generdities such as that quoted near the beginning of thisarticle.

"L'écrivain de style abstrait est presque toujours un sentimenta, du moins un
sengtif. L'écrivain artiste n'est presque jamais un sentimental, et tres rarement
un sengtif.—Le Probléme du Style.

The statement dready quoted, that "poetry isthe most highly organized form of intellectud
activity," may be taken as a pecimen of the abstract style in criticism. The confused
distinction which existsin most heads between "abgtract” and "concrete” is due not o much
to amanifest fact of the existence of two types of mind, an abstract and a concrete, asto the
exisence of another type of mind, the verba, or philosophic. I, of course, do not imply any
generd condemnation of philosophy; | am, for the moment, using the word "philosophic” to
cover the unscientific ingredients of philosophy; to cover, in fact, the greater part of the
philosophic output of the last hundred years. There are two ways in which aword may be
"abdract.” It may have (the word "activity," for example) a meaning which cannot be grasped
by appedl to any of the senses; its gpprehension may require a ddliberate suppresson of
andogies of visud or muscular experience, which is none the less an effort of imagination.
"Activity" will mean for the trained stienti, if he employ the term, ether nothing at dl or
something till more exact than anything it suggeststo us. If we are allowed to accept certain
remarks of Pascal and Mr. Bertrand Russell about mathematics, we believe that the
mathematician dedl's with objects—if he will permit usto cal them objects—which directly
affect his sengbility. And during agood part of history the philosopher endeavoured to deal
with objects which he believed to be of the same exactness as the mathematician's. Findly
Hegd arrived, and if not perhaps the first, he was certainly the most prodigious exponent of
emotiond systemdtization, dedling with his emations as if they were definite objects which
had aroused those emations. His followers have as a rule taken for granted that words have
definite meanings, overlooking the tendency of words to become indefinite emaotions. (No one
who had not witnessed the event could imagine the conviction in the tone of Professor Eucken
as he pounded the table and exclaimed Was ist Geist? Geist it...) If verbaism were confined
to professiona philosophers, no harm would be done. But their corruption has extended very
far. Compare amediaara theologian or mystic, compare a seventeenth-century preacher, with
any "liberd" sermon since Schlelermacher, and you will observe that words have changed
their meanings. What they have logt is definite, and what they have gained isindefinite.

The vast accumulations of knowledge—or at least of information—deposited by the
nineteenth century have been responsible for an equaly vast ignorance. When there is so
much to be known, when there are so many fields of knowledge in which the same words are
used with different meanings, when every one knows allittle about a great many things, it
becomes increasingly difficult for anyone to know whether he knows what heis talking about
or not. And when we do not know, or when we do not know enouah, we tend dwavs to

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

10



THE SACRED WOOD: ESSAYSON POETRY AND CRITICISM

substitute emotions for thoughts. The sentence so frequently quoted in this essay will serve
for an example of this process aswell as any, and may be profitably contrasted with the
opening phrases of the Posterior Analytics. Not only dl knowledge, but dl feding, isin
perception. The inventor of poetry asthe most highly organized form of intellectud activity
was not engaged in perceiving when he composed this definition; he had nothing to be aware
of except his own emotion about "poetry.” Hewas, in fact, absorbed in avery different
"activity" not only from that of Mr. Symons, but from thet of Aristotle.

Arigtotleis a person who has suffered from the adherence of persons who must be regarded
less as his disciples than as his sectaries. One must be firmly distrustful of accepting Aristotle
in acanonicd oirit; thisisto lose the whale living force of him. He was primarily a man of
not only remarkable but universd intelligence; and universd intelligence means that he could
apply hisinteligence to anything. The ordinary intelligence is good only for certain classes of
objects, abrilliant man of science, if heisinterested in poetry a dl, may conceive grotesque
judgments: like one poet because he reminds him of himself, or another because he expresses
emotions which he admires; he may use art, in fact, as the outlet for the egotism which is
suppressed in his own specidity. But Aristotle had none of these impure desiresto satisfy; in
whatever sphere of interest, he looked solely and steadfastly at the object; in his short and
broken tregtise he provides an eternd example—not of laws, or even of method, for thereis
no method except to be very inteligent, but of intelligence itsalf swiftly operating the analyss
of sensation to the point of principle and definition.

It isfar less Arigtotle than Horace who has been the modd for criticism up to the nineteenth
century. A precept, such as Horace, or Boileau gives us, is merely an unfinished andysis. It
gppears asalaw, arule, because it does not gppear in its most general form; it isempirical.
When we understand necessity, as Spinoza knew, we are free because we assent. The
dogmatic critic, who lays down arule, who affirms a vaue, has left hislabour incomplete,
Such statements may often be judtifiable as a saving of time; but in matters of grest
importance the critic must not coerce, and he must not make judgments of worse and better.
He must smply ducidate: the reader will form the correct judgment for himsdif.

And again, the purely "technical" critic—the critic, that is, who writes to expound some
novelty or impart some lesson to practitioners of an art—can be cadled acriticonly ina
narrow sense. He may be analysing perceptions and the means for arousing perceptions, but
hisamislimited and is not the disnterested exercise of intelligence. The narrowness of the
am makes easer the detection of the merit or feebleness of the work; even of these writers
there are very few—so thet their "criticiam” is of great importance within itslimits. So much
auffices for Campion. Dryden isfar more disinterested; he digplays much free intelligence;
and yet even Dryden—or any literary critic of the seventeenth century—is not quite afree
mind, compared, for instance, with such a mind as Rochefoucauld's. Thereisdwaysa
tendency to legidate rather than to inquire, to revise accepted laws, even to overturn, but to
recongtruct out of the same materid. And the free inteligence is that which iswholly devoted
to inquiry.

Coleridge, again, whose naturd abilities, and some of whose performances, are probably
more remarkable than those of any other modern critic, cannot be estimated as an intelligence
completely free. The nature of the restraint in his caseis quite different from that which
limited the saventeenth-century critics, and is much more persond. Coleridge's metaphysica
interest was quite genuine, and was, like most metaphysical interest, an affair of his emotions.
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But aliterary critic should have no emotions except those immediately provoked by awork of
art—and these (as | have dready hinted) are, when valid, perhaps not to be called emotions at
dl. Coleridgeis apt to take leave of the data of criticiam, and arouse the suspicion that he has
been diverted into a metaphysical hare-and-hounds. His end does not always appear to be the
return to the work of art with improved perception and intensified, because more conscious,
enjoyment; his centre of interest changes, his fedings are impure. In the derogatory sense he
ismore "philosophic’ than Arigtatle. For everything that Arigtotle saysilluminates the

literature which is the occasion for saying it; but Coleridge only now and then. It is one more
ingtance of the pernicious effect of emation.

Arigotle had what is called the scientific mind—amind which, asit is rardly found among
scientists except in fragments, might better be called the intelligent mind. For there is no other
intelligence than this, and so far as artists and men of |etters are intelligent (we may doubt
whether the level of inteligence among men of |ettersis as high as among men of science)
ther intdligence is of this kind. Sainte-Beuve was a physologist by training; but it is
probable that his mind, like thet of the ordinary scientific specidist, was limited in itsinterest,
and that this was not, primarily, an interest in art. If he was a critic, there is no doubt that he
was avery good one; but we may conclude that he earned some other name. Of dl modern
critics, perhaps Remy de Gourmont had most of the generd intelligence of Aristotle. An
amateur, though an excessively able amateur, in physiology, he combined to aremarkable
degree sengtiveness, erudition, sense of fact and sense of history, and generaizing power.

We assume the gift of asuperior senghbility. And for senshility wide and profound reading
does not mean merely a more extended pasture. There is not merely an increase of
undergtanding, leaving the origind acute impression unchanged. The new impressions modify
the impressions received from the objects aready known. An impression needsto be
congtantly refreshed by new impressionsin order that it may perdst at dl; it needsto take its
place in asystem of impressons. And this system tends to become articulate in agenerdized
datement of literary beauty.

There are, for instance, many scattered lines and tercets in the Divine Comedy which are
cgpable of transporting even a quite uninitiated reeder, just sufficiently acquainted with the
roots of the language to decipher the meaning, to an impression of overpowering beauty. This
impression may be so deep that no subsequent study and understanding will intensify it. But
a this point the impresson is emotiond ; the reader in the ignorance which we posulate is
unable to distinguish the poetry from an emotiond state aroused in himsdlf by the poetry, a
gtate which may be merely an indulgence of his own emations. The poetry may be an
accidental stimulus. The end of the eyoyment of poetry is a pure contemplation from which
al the accidents of persona emotion are removed; thuswe aim to see the object asit redly is
and find ameaning for the words of Arnold. And without alabour which islargdly alabour of
the intdligence, we are unable to attain that stage of vison amor intellectualis Dei.

Such congderdaions, cast in this genera form, may appear commonplaces. But | believe that
it is dways opportune to cdl attention to the torpid supertition that appreciation is one thing,
and "intdlectud" criticiam something ese. Appreciation in popular psychology is one faculty,
and criticism another, an arid cleverness building theoretical scaffolds upon one's own
perceptions or those of others. On the contrary, the true generdization is not something
superposed upon an accumulation of perceptions; the perceptions do not, in aredly
appreciative mind, accumulate as a mass, but form themselves as a sructure; and criticism is

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

11

15

16

17

18



THE SACRED WOOD: ESSAYSON POETRY AND CRITICISM 12

the statement in language of this Sructure; it is a development of sensbility. The bad

criticism, on the other hand, is that which is nothing but an expression of emotion. And
emotiona people—such as stockbrokers, paliticians, men of science—and afew people who
pride themselves on being unemotional—detest or applaud great writers such as Spinoza or
Stendhd because of their "frigidity.”

The writer of the present essay once committed himsdf to the statement that " The poetic
critic is criticizing poetry in order to creste poetry.” He is now inclined to believe that the
"historical" and the "philosophica” critics had better be called historians and philosophers
quite Smply. Asfor the rest, there are merely various degrees of intdligence. It isfatuous to
say that criticism isfor the sake of "creation” or creation for the sake of criticiam. It isdso
fatuous to assume that there are ages of criticism and ages of cregtiveness, asif by plunging
oursdlvesinto intelectua darkness we were in better hopes of finding spiritud light. The two
directions of senshility are complementary; and as senshility israre, unpopular, and
desirable, it isto be expected that the critic and the cregtive artist should frequently be the
same person.

|mperfect Critics

Swinburne as Critic !

THREE conclusons at least issue from the perusa of Swinburnés critica essays: Swinburne
had mastered his materid, was more inward with the Tudor- Stuart dramatists than any man of
pure letters before or since; he is amore reliable guide to them than Hazlitt, Coleridge, or
Lamb; and his perception of rdative vauesis dmost aways correct. Againg these merits we
may oppose two objections: the style isthe prose style of Swinburne, and the content is not, in
an exact sense, criticiam. The faults of style are, of course, persond; the tumultuous outcry of
adjectives, the headstrong rush of undisciplined sentences, are the index to the impatience and
perhaps laziness of adisorderly mind. But the style has one positive merit: it dlows usto
know that Swinburne was writing not to establish a critical reputation, not to instruct a docile
public, but as a poet his notes upon poets whom he admired. And whatever our opinion of
Swinburne's verse, the notes upon poets by a poet of Swinburne's dimensions must be read
with attention and respect.

In saying that Swinburne's essays have the vaue of notes of an important poet upon 2
important poets, we must place a check upon our expectancy. He read everything, and he read
with the sngle interest in finding literature. The critics of the romantic period were pioneers,
and exhibit the fdlibility of discoverers. The selections of Lamb are a successful effort of
good taste, but anyone who has referred to them after athorough reading of any of the poets
included must have found that some of the best passages—which mugt literdly have sared
Lamb in the face—are omitted, while sometimes others of less value are included. Hazlitt,
who committed himsef to the judoment thet the Maid's Traaedy is one of the poorest of
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Beaumont and Fletcher's plays, has no connected message to deliver. Coleridge's remarks—
too few and scattered—have permanent truth; but on some of the grestest names he passes no
remark, and of some of the best plays was perhaps ignorant or ill-informed. But compared
with Swinburne, Coleridge writes much more as a poet might be expected to write about
poets. Of Massinger's verse Swinburne says.

It is more serviceable, more businesdike, more eoquently practicd, and more
rhetoricaly effusve—but never effusve beyond the bounds of effective
rhetoric—than the style of any Shakespearean or of any Jonsonian dramatist.

It isimpossible to tel whether Webster would have found the style of Massinger more
"serviceable" than his own for the last act of the White Devil, and indeed difficult to decide
what "servicegble" here means; but it is quite clear what Coleridge means when he says that
Massinger's style

is much more easily constructed [than Shakespear€'s|, and may be more
successfully adopted by writersin the present day.

Coleridge iswriting as a professiona with his eye on the technique. | do not know from what
writing of Coleridge Swinburne draws the assertion that "Massinger often dedsin
exaggerated passion,” but in the essay from which Swinburne quotes € sawhere Coleridge
merely spesks of the "unnaturdly irrationa passions,” a phrase much more defensible. Upon
the whole, the two poets are in harmony upon the subject of Massinger; and athough
Coleridge has said more in five pages, and sad it more clearly, than Swinburne in thirty-nine,
the essay of Swinburneis by no means otiose: it is more stimulating than Coleridge's, and the
gimulation is never mideading. With al his superlatives, hisjudgment, if carefully

scrutinized, appears temperate and just.

With dl hisjustness of judgment, however, Swinburne is an gppreciator and not a critic. In
the whole range of literature covered, Swinburne makes hardly more than two judgments
which can be reversed or even questioned: one, that Lyly isinggnificant as a dramétist, and
the other, that Shirley was probably unaffected by Webster. The Cardinal isnot acast of the
Duchess of Malfi, certainly; but when Shirley wrote

themis is risen, and there's none
To steer my wandering bark. (Dies.)
he was probably affected by

My soul, liketo aship in ablack storm,
Isdriven, | know not whither.

Swinburnes judgment is generaly sound, his taste sengtive and discriminating. And we
cannot sav that histhinkina is faulty or perverse—up to the point at which it isthinkina. But
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Swinburne stops thinking just a the moment when we are most zedous to go on. And this
arest, while it does not vitiate hiswork, makesit an introduction rather than a satement.

We are aware, after the Contemporaries of Shakespeare and the Age of Shakespeareandthe  °
books on Shakespeare and Jonson, that there is something unsatisfactory in the way in which
Swinburne was interested in these people; we suspect that his interest was never articulately
formulated in hismind or conscioudy directed to any purpose. He makes hisway, or losesiit,
between two paths of definite direction. He might as a poet have concentrated his attention
upon the technical problems solved or tackled by these men; he might have traced for usthe
development of blank verse from Sackville to the mature Shakespeare, and its degeneration
from Shakespeare to Milton. Or he might have studied through the literature to the mind of
that century; he might, by dissection and andys's, have helped us to some ingght into the
feding and thought which we seem to have | eft so far away. In either case, you would have
had at least the excitement of following the movements of an important mind groping towards
important conclusons. Asit is, there are to be no conclusions, except that Elizabethan
literature is very great, and that you can have pleasure and even ecstasy from it, because a
sengtive poetic talent has had the experience. Oneisin risk of becoming fatigued by a
hubbub that does not march; the drum is beaten, but the procession does not advance.

If, for example, Swinburne's interest was in poetry, why devote an essay to Brome? " The 6
opening scene of the Sparagus Garden,” says Swinburne, "is as happily humorous and as
vividly naturd asthet of any more famous comedy.” The scene is both humorous and naturd.
Brome deserves to be more read than he is, and first of dl to be more accessblethan heis.
But Swinburne ought to suggest or imply (I do not say impose) a reason for reading the
Sparagus Garden or the Antipodes, more sufficient than any he has provided. No doubt such
reason could be found.

When it isamatter of pronouncing judgment between two poets, Swinburne is dmost !
unerring. Heis certainly right in putting Webster above Tourneur, Tourneur above Ford, and
Ford above Shirley. He weighs accurately the good and evil in Fletcher: he perceivesthe
essentid theatricdity, but his comparison of the Faithful Shepherdesswith Comusisa
judgment no word of which can be improved upon:

The difference between this poem [i.e. the Faithful Shepherdess] and Milton's
exquistdy imitative Comus is the difference between arose with aleaf or two
faded or fdling, but il fragrant and radiant, and the faultless but scentless
reproduction of arose in academic wax for the admiration and imitation of
such craftsmen as must confine their ambition to the laurds of a college or the
plaudits of a schooal.

In the longest and most important essay in the Contemporaries of Shakespeare, the essay on 8
Chapman, there are many such sentences of sound judgment forcibly expressed. The essay is
the best we have on that great poet. It communicates the sense of dignity and mass which we
receive from Chapman. But it dso illustrates Swinburne's infirmities. Swinburne was not
tormented by the restless desire to penetrate to the heart and marrow of a poet, any more than
he was tormented by the desire to render the finest shades of difference and resemblance
between saverd poets. Chapman is a difficult author, as Swinburne says; heisfar more
difficult than Jonson, to whom he bears only a superficid likeness. He is difficult beyond his
obscurity. Heis difficult partly throuah his possesson of a quality comparetively deficient in
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Jonson, but which was nevertheless a qudity of the age. It is strange that Swinburne should
have hinted a a milarity to Jonson and not mentioned afar more driking affinity of
Chapman's—that is, Donne. The man who wrote

Guise, O my lord, how shdl | cast from me
The bands and coverts hindering me from thee?
The garment or the cover of the mind

The humane soul is; of the soul, the spirit

The proper robeis; of the spirit, the blood;

And of the blood, the body is the shroud:

and

Nothing is made of nought, of al things made,
Their abstract being a dream but of a shade,

is unquestionably kin to Donne. The quality in question is not peculiar to Donne and

Chapman. In common with the grestest—Marlowe, Webster, Tourneur, and Shakespeare—
they had a qudity of sensuous thought, or of thinking through the senses, or of the senses
thinking, of which the exact formularemains to be defined. If you look for it in Shelley or
Beddoes, both of whom in very different ways recaptured something of the Elizabethan
ingpiration, you will not find it, though you may find other qualitiesinstead. Thereisatrace

of it only in Keets, and, derived from a different source, in Rossetti. Y ou will not find it in the
Duke of Gandia. Swinburne's essay would have been dl the better if he had applied himsdf to
the solution of problems like this.

He did not apply himsdf to this sort of problem because this was not the sort of problem that 9
interested him. The author of Swinburne's critical essaysis dso the author of Swinburnée's
varse if you hold the opinion that Swinburne was a very greet poet, you can hardly deny him
the title of agreet critic. There isthe same curious mixture of quaities to produce
Swinburné's own effect, resulting in the same blur, which only the vigour of the colours fixes.
His great merit as acritic isredly one which, like many signd virtues, can be stated so smply
asto appear flat. It isthat he was sufficiently interested in his subject-matter and knew quite
enough about it; and thisis arare combination in English criticism. Our critics are often
interested in extracting something from their subject which isnot fairly init. And it is because
this dementary virtue is so rare that Swinburne must take a very respectable place asacritic.
Critics are often interested—but not quite in the nomina subject, often in something alittle
beside the point; they are often learned—but not quite to the point ether. (Swinburne knew
some of the plays dmost by heart.) Can this particular virtue at which we have glanced be
attributed to Walter Pater? or to Professor Bradley? or to Swinburne's editor?

10

A Romantic Aristocr at

It isimpossible to overlook the merits of scholarship and criticism exhibited by Georae
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Wyndham's posthumous book, and it isimpossible to dea with the book purely on its merits
of scholarship and criticism. To attempt to do so would in the first place be unfair, as the book
is a posthumous work, and posthumous books demand some persona attention to their
writers. This book is a collection of essays and addresses, arranged in their present order by
Mr. Whibley; they were intended by their author to be remoddled into a volume on "romantic
literature"; they move from an ingenious search for the date of the beginning of Romanticism,
through the French and English Renaissance, to Sir Walter Scott. In the second place, these
essay's represent the literary work of a man who gained his chief digtinction in politicd life. In
the third place, this man stands for atype, an English type. Thetype isinteresting and will
probably become extinct. It is naturd, therefore, that our primary interest in the essays should
be an interest in George Wyndham.

Mr. Charles Whibley, in an introduction the tone of which iswell suited to the matter, has 1
severd sentences which throw light on Wyndham's persondity. What issues with surprising
clearness from Mr. Whibley's ketch is the unity of Wyndham's mind, the identity of hismind
asit engaged in apparently unrelated occupations. Wyndham Ieft Eton for the army; in
barracks he "taught himsdlf Itdian, and filled hisleisure with the reading of history and
poetry." After this Coldstream culture there was a campaign in Egypt; later, service in South
Africaaccompanied by acopy of Virgil. There was a career in the Commons, a conspicuous
career as Irish Secretary. Findly, there was a career as alandowner—2400 acres. And
throughout these careers George Wyndham went on not only accumulating books but reading
them, and occasionally writing about them. He was a man of character, aman of energy. Mr.
Whibley is quite credible when he says:

Literature was for him no parergon, no mere way of escape from palitics. If
he was an amateur in feding, he was a craftsman in execution;

and, more sgnificantly,

With the same zest that he read and discoursed upon A Winter's Tale or
Troilus and Cressida, herode to hounds, or threw himsdf with akind of fury
into a"point to point,” or made a speech at the hugtings, or st late in the night
talking with afriend.

From these and other sentences we chart the mind of George Wyndham, and the key to its
topography is the fact that his literature and his politics and his country life are one and the
same thing. They are not in separate compartments, they are one career. Together they made
up hisworld: literature, palitics, riding to hounds. In the red world these things have nothing
to do with each other. But we cannot bdlieve that George Wyndham lived in the red world.
And thisisimplied in Mr. Whibley's remark thet:

George Wyndham was by character and training aromantic. He looked with
wonder upon the world as upon afaryland.
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Here is the manifestation of type.

There must probably be conceded to history afew "many-sided" men. Perhaps Leonardo da 2
Vinc was such. George Wyndham was not a man on the scale of Leonardo, and his writings
give avery different effect from Leonardo's notebooks. Leonardo turned to art or science, and
each was what it was and not another thing. But Leonardo was Leonardo: he had no father to
speak of, he was hardly a citizen, and he had no stake in the community. He lived in no
fairyland, but his mind went out and became a part of things. George Wyndham was Gentry.
He was chivarous, the world was an adventure of himsdlf. It is characteristic that on
embarking as a subdtern for Egypt he wrote enthusiasticaly:

| do not suppose that any expedition since the days of Roman governors of
provinces has started with such magnificence; we might have been Antony

going to Egypt in apurple-sailed gdley.

Thisis precisdy the spirit which animates his gppreciation of the Elizabethans and of Walter
Scott; which guides him toward Hakluyt and North. Wyndham was enthusiastic, hewas a
Romantic, he was an Imperidigt, and he was quite naturdly aliterary pupil of W. E. Henley.
Wyndham was a scholar, but his scholarship isincidenta; he was a good critic, within the
range dlowed him by his enthusiasms, but it is neither as Scholar nor as Critic that we can
criticize him. We can criticize hiswritings only as the expression of this peculiar English
type, the aristocrat, the Imperidist, the Romantic, riding to hounds across his prose, looking
with wonder upon the world as upon afairyland.

Because he belongs to this type, Wyndham wrote enthusiasticaly and well about North's 13
Plutarch. The romance of the ancient world becomes more romantic in the idiomatic prose of
North; the heroes are not merely Greek and Roman heroes, but Elizabethan heroes as well; the
romantic fuson alured Wyndham. The charms of North could not be expounded more
ddightfully, more seductively, with more gusto, than they are in Wyndham's essay. He
appreciates the battles, the torchlight, the "dead sound” of drums, the white, worn face of
Cicero in hisflight peering from hislitter; he gppreciates the sharp brusque phrase of North:

"he roundly trussed them up and hung them by their necks" And Wyndham is learned. Here,
asin his essays on the Pléiade and Shakespeare, the man has read everything, with alabour
that only whets his enjoyment of the best. There are two defects. alack of balance and alack
of critica profundity. The lack of balance peeps through Wyndham's condemnation of an
obvioudy inferior trandation of Plutarch: "He dedicated the superfluity of hisleisureto
enjoyment, and used his Lamia," says the bad trandator. North: ""he took pleasure of Lamia."
Wyndham makes a set upon the bad trandator. But he forgets that " dedicated the superfluity
of hisleisure" is such a phrase as Gibbon would have warmed to life and wit, and that a
history, in the modern sense, could not be written in the style of North. Wyndham forgets, in
short, that it is not, in the end, periods and traditions but individua men who write great
prose. For Wyndham is himsdf a period and atradition.

The lack of baanceisto be suspected e sewhere. Wyndham likes the best, but he likesa 14
good ded. Thereisno conclusive evidence that he redized dl the difference, the gulf of
difference between lineslike:
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En I'an trentiesme de mon aage
Que toutes mes hontes j'ay beues;

and even the very best of Ronsard or Bellay, such as

Letemps sen va, le temps Sen va, madame;
Lad le temps, non, mais nous nous en alons
Et tost serons estendus sous lalame.

We should not gather from Wyndham's essay that the Phoenix and Turtle isagreat poem, far
finer than Venus and Adonis; but what he says about Venus and Adonis isworth reading, for
Wyndham is very sharp in perceiving the neglected beauties of the second-rate. Thereis
nothing to show the gulf of difference between Shakespeare's sonnets and those of any other
Elizabethan. Wyndham overrates Sidney, and in his references to Elizabethan writings on the
theory of poetry omits mention of the essay by Campion, an abler and more daring though

less common-sense study than Daniel's. He speaks afew words for Drayton, but has not
noticed that the only good lines (with the exception of one sonnet which may be an accident)

in Drayton's dreary sequence of "lIdeas’ occur when Drayton drops his costume for a moment
and taksin terms of actudity:

Lagtly, mine eyes amazedly have seen

Essex' greet fdl; Tyrone his peaceto gain;

The quiet end of that long-living queen;
Theking'sfair entry, and our peace with Spain.

More important than the lack of baanceisthelack of critica andysis. Wyndham had, as 5
was indicated, agusto for the Elizabethans. His essay on the Poems of Shakespeare contains
an extraordinary amount of information. There is some interesting gossip about Mary Fitton
and agood anecdote of Sir William Knallys. But Wyndham misses what is the cardind point
in criticizing the Elizabethans. we cannat grasp them, understand them, without some
understanding of the pathology of rhetoric. Rhetoric, a particular form of rhetoric, was
endemic, it pervaded the whole organism; the hedthy as well asthe morbid tissues were built
up on it. We cannot grapple with even the smplest and most conversationd linesin Tudor
and early Stuart drama without having diagnosed the rhetoric in the sixteenth and
seventeenth-century mind. Even when we come acrosslineslike:

There's a plumber laying pipesin my guts, it scads,
we must not alow oursaves to forget the rhetorical badis any more than when we read:

Come, let us march againgt the powers of heaven
And st black streamers in the firmament
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To sgnify the daughter of the gods.

An understanding of Elizabethan rhetoric is as essentid to the gppreciation of Elizabethan
literature as an understanding of Victorian sentiment is essentid to the gppreciation of
Victorian literature and of George Wyndham.

Wyndham was a Romartic; the only cure for Romanticiam isto andyse it. What is 16
permanent and good in Romanticism is curiosity—

...|" ardore
Ch'i' ebbe adivenir de mondo esperto
E degli vizii uman e ded vaore—

acuriosty which recognizesthat any life, if accurately and profoundly penetrated, is
interesting and adways strange. Romanticism isa short cut to the strangeness without the
redity, and it leads its disciples only back upon themselves. George Wyndham had curiosity,
but he employed it romantically, not to penetrate the real world, but to complete the varied
features of the world he made for himsdlf. It would be of interest to divagete from literature to
palitics and inquire to what extent Romanticism is incorporate in Imperidism; to inquire to
what extent Romanticism has possessed the imagination of Imperidists, and to what extent it
was made use of by Disradli. But thisis quite another matter: there may be a good ded to be
said for Romanticiam in life, thereisno placefor it in letters. Not that we need conclude that
aman of George Wyndham's antecedents and traditions must inevitably be a Romanticist
writer. But thisis the case when such aman plants himsdlf firmly in his awareness of caste,
when he says " The gentry must not abdicate.” In palitics this may be an admirable formula. It
will not doin literature. The Artsingst that aman shdl dispose of dl that he has, even of his
family tree, and follow art done. For they require that a man be not amember of afamily or
of acagte or of aparty or of acoterie, but smply and soldy himsdlf. A man like Wyndham
brings severd virtues into literature. But there is only one man better and more uncommon
than the patrician, and that isthe Individud.

17

The Local Flavour

In aworld which is chiefly occupied with the task of keeping up to date with itsdf, itisa
satisfaction to know that thereis at least one man who has not only read but enjoyed, and not
only enjoyed but read, such authors as Petronius and Herondas. That is Mr. Charles Whibley,
and there are two statements to make about him: that he is not a critic, and that heis
something which isamogt asrare, if not quite as precious. He has gpparently read and
enjoyed agreat ded of English literature, and the part of it that he has most enjoyed isthe
literature of the greet ages, the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. We may opine that Mr.
Whibley has not uttered a single important origind judgment upon any of this literature. On
the other hand, how many have done so? Mr. Whibley is not a critic of men or of books; but
he convinces usthat if we read the books that he has read we should find them as ddightful as
he has found them; and if we read them we can form our own opinions. And if he has not the
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balance of the critic, he has some other equipoise of hisown. It is partly that his tastes are not
puritanica, that he can talk about Restoration drametists and others without apologizing for
their "indecency”; it is partly his sense for the best loca and tempord flavours; it is partly his
hedlthy appetite.

A combination of non-critical, rather than uncritical, qudities made Mr. Whibley the most
gppropriate person in the world for the work by which he is best known. We should be more
grateful for the "Tudor Trandations Series’ if we could find copies to be bought, and if we
could afford to buy them when we found them. But thet is not Mr. Whibley's fault. The
introductions which he wrote for some of the trandators are dl that such introductions should
be. His Urquhart's Rabelais contains dl the irrdlevant information about that writer which is
what is wanted to simulate ataste for him. After reading the introduction, to read Urquhart
was the only pleasurein life. And therefore, in a country destitute of living criticism, Mr.
Whibley isauseful person: for thefirg thing isthat English literature should be reed at dl.
The few people who talk intelligently about Stendha and Haubert and James know this; but
the large number of people who skim the conversation of the former do not know enough of
English literature to be even insular. There are two ways in which awriter may lead usto
profit by the work of dead writers. Oneis by isolating the essentid, by pointing out the most
intense in various kinds and separating it from the accidents of environment. This method is
helpful only to the more intelligent people, who are cgpable of a unique enjoyment of perfect
expression, and it concentrates on the very best in any art. The other method, that of Mr.
Whibley, isto communicate a taste for the period—and for the best of the period so far asit is
of that period. That is not very essy dther. For apure journalist will not know any period well
enough; a pure dilettante will know it too egotigticaly, as afashion of hisown. Mr. Whibley
isredly interested; and he has escaped, without any programme of revolt, from the present
century into those of Tudor and Stuart. He escapes, and perhaps leads others, by virtue of a
taste which is not exactly aliterary taste.

The "Tudor Trandations' form part of a pronounced taste. Some are better written than
others. Thereis, of course, aworld of difference—of which Mr. Whibley is perhaps
unaware—between even Horio and his origind. The French of Montaigne is amature
language, and the English of Horio'sliving trandation is not. Montaigne could be trandated
into the English of histime, but a smilar work could not have been written in it. But asthe
English language matured it lost something that Horio and dl hisinferior colleagues had, and
that they had in common with the language of Montaigne. It was not only the language, but
the time. The prose of that age had life, alife to which later ages could not add, from which
they could only take away. Y ou find the same life, the same abundance, in Montaigne and
Brantdme, the ateration in Rochefoucauld asin Hobbes, the desiccation in the classic prose
of both languages, in Voltaire and in Gibbon. Only, the French was origindly richer and more
mature—aready in Joinville and Commines—and we have no prose to compare with
Montaigne and Rabdlais. If Mr. Whibley had analysed this vitdity, and told us why Holland
and Underdowne, Nashe and Martin Marprelate are still worth reading, then he could have
shown us how to recognize this qudity when it, or something like it, gppearsin our own
lifetime. But Mr. Whibley isnot an analyst. His taste, even, becomes less certain as he fixesiit
on individuas within his period. On Surrey's blank verse he is feeble; he does not even give
Surrey the credit of having anticipated some of Tennyson's best effects. He has no praise for
Golding, quite one of the best of the verse trandators, he apologizes for him by saving that
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Ovid demands no strength or energy! Thereis strength and energy, at least, in Marlowe's
Amores. And he omits mention of Gawain Douglas, who, though he wrote in Scots, was
surdy a"Tudor" trandator. Characterigticaly, Mr. Whibley praises Chapman because

it gives proof of an abounding life, a quenchless energy. There is a grandeur
and spirit in Chapman's rendering, not unworthy the origind...

Thisis commonplace, and it is uncritical. And a critic would not use so careless a phrase as
"Tasso's magterpiece.” The essay on Congreve does not add much to our understanding:

And so he set upon the boards a set of men and women of quick brains and
cynica humours, who talked with the brilliance and rgpidity wherewith the
finished swordsman fences.

We have heard of this conversation like fencing before. And the suspicion isin our breest that
Mr. Whibley might admire George Meredith. The essay on Raegh gives il less. Theredlity
of that pleasing pirate and monopolist has escaped, and only the nationa hero isleft. And yet
Raegh, and Swift, and Congreve, and the underworld of sixteenth and seventeenth-century
letters, are somehow kept dive by what Mr. Whibley says of them.

Accordingly, Mr. Whibley does not disappear in the jungle of journdism and fase criticiam; 20
he deserves a " place upon the shelves' of those who care for English literature. He has the
firg requiste of acritic: interest in his subject, and ability to communicate an interest in it.

His defects are both of intellect and feding. He has no dissociative faculty. There were very
definite vices and definite shortcomings and immaturities in the literature he admires, and as
he is not the person to tell us of the vices and shortcomings, he is not the person to lay before
usthework of absolutely the finest quality. He exercises neither of the tools of the critic:
comparison and andyss. He has not the augterity of passion which can detect unerringly the
trangtion from work of eterna intengty to work theat is merdly beautiful, and from work that
is beautiful to work that is merely charming. For the critic needs to be able not only to
saturate himsdlf in the spirit and the fashion of atime—the locd flavour—but also to separate
himsdf suddenly from it in gppreciation of the highest creative work.

And he needs something el se that Mr. Whibley lacks. a cregtive interest, a focus upon the 2
immediate future. The important critic is the person who is absorbed in the present problems
of art, and who wishes to bring the forces of the past to bear upon the solution of these
problems. If the critic consder Congreve, for instance, he will have dways a the back of his
mind the question: What has Congreve got that is pertinent to our dramétic art? Evenif heis
s0lely engaged in trying to understand Congreve, thiswill meke dl the difference; inasmuch
as to understand anything is to understand from a point of view. Mogt critics have some
cregtive interes—it may be, ingtead of an interest in any art, an interest (like Mr. Paul More's)
in moras. These remarks were introduced only to assst in giving the books of Mr. Whibley a
place, aparticular but unticketed place, neither with criticism, nor with history, nor with plain
journaism; and the trouble would not have been taken if the books were not thought to be
worth placing.
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A Note on the American Critic

Thisgdlery of criticsis not intended to be in any sense complete. But having dedlt with
three English writers of what may be caled critical prose, one's mind becomes conscious of
the fact that they have something in common, and, trying to perceive more clearly whet this
community is, and suspecting thet it isanaiond qudity, oneisimpelled to meditate upon the
strongest contrast possible. Hence these comments upon two American critics and one French
critic, which would not take exactly this form without the contrast a which | have hinted.

Mr. Paul More isthe author of a number of volumes which he perhaps hopes will bregk the
record of mass established by the complete works of Sainte-Beuve. The comparison with
Sainte-Beuve is by no meanstrivia, for Mr. More, and Professor Irving Babhitt o, are
admirers of the voluminous Frenchman. Not only are they admirers, but their admiration is
perhaps a clue both to much of their merit and to some of their defects. In the first place, both
of these writers have given much more atention to French criticism, to the study of French
gtandards of writing and of thought, than any of the notable English critics snce Arnold; they
are therefore much nearer to the European current, dthough they exhibit faults which are
definitely transatlantic and which definitely keep them out of it. The French influenceis
traceable in their devotion to ideas and their interest in problems of art and life as problems
which exist and can be handled apart from ther rdations to the critic's private temperament.
With Swinburne, the criticism of Elizabethan literature has the interest of a passion, it hasthe
interest for us of any writing by an intdlectua man who is genuinely moved by certain
poetry. Swinburnés intdligence is not defective, it isimpure. There are few ideasin
Swinburnes critical writings which stand forth luminous with an independent life of ther
own, S0 true that one forgets the author in the statement. Swinburne's words must dways be
referred back to Swinburne himsalf. And if literature isto Swinburne merdly a passion, we are
tempted to say that to George Wyndham it was a hobby, and to Mr. Whibley dmost a
charming showman's show (we are charmed by the urbanity of the showman). The two latter
have gusto, but gusto is no equivaent for taste; it depends too much upon the appetite and the
digestion of the feeder. And with one or two other writers, whom | have not had occasion to
discuss, literature is not so much a collection of vauable porceain as an inditution—
accepted, that isto say, with the same gravity as the establishments of Church and State. That
IS, in other words, the essentidly uncriticd attitude. In dl of these attitudes the English critic
isthe victim of histemperament. He may acquire greet erudition, but erudition essily
becomes a hobby; it is usdess unless it enables usto see literature al round, to detach it from
oursalves, to reach a state of pure contemplation.

Now Mr. More and Mr. Babbitt have endeavoured to establish a criticism which should be
independent of temperament. Thisisin itsdf a consgderable merit. But & this point Mr. More
particularly has been led astray, oddly enough, by his guide Sainte-Beuve. Neither Mr. More
nor Sainte-Beuve is primarily interested in art. Of the latter M. Benda has well observed that

on sait—et C'est certainement un des grands € éments de son succes—combien
d'éudes l'illustre critique consacre a des-auteurs dont I'importance littéraire et
quas nulle (femmes, magidrats, courtisans, militaires), mais dont les écrits ui
sont une occasion de pourtraiturer une ame; combien volontiers, pour les
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maltres, il sattache aleurs productions secondaires, notes, brouillons, lettres
intimes, plutét qu'a leurs grandes oeuvres, souvent beaucoup moins
expressives, en effet, de leur psychologie.

Mr. Moreis nat, like Sainte-Beuve, primarily interested in psychology or in human beings,

Mr. Moreis primarily amordist, which isaworthy and serious thing to be. The trouble with
Mr. Moreisthat you cannot disperse atheory or point of view of moras over avast number
of essayson agreat variety of important figuresin literature, unless you can give some more
particular interest aswdl. Sainte-Beuve has his particularized interest in human beings,

another critic—say Remy de Gourmont—may have something to say aways about the art of a
writer which will make our enjoyment of that writer more conscious and more intelligent. But
the pure mordig in letters—the moraist is useful to the creator aswell asthe reader of
poetry—must be more concise, for we must have the pleasure of ingpecting the beauty of his
structure. And here M. Julien Benda has a great advantage over Mr. More; his thought may be
less profound, but it has more forma beauty.

Mr. Irving Babhitt, who shares so many of the ideds and opinions of Mr. More thet their %
names must be coupled, has expressed his thought more absiractly and with more form, and is
free fromamystica impulse which occasiondly gets out of Mr. More's hand. He appears,
more clearly than Mr. More, and certainly more clearly than any critic of equa authority in
America or England, to perceive Europe as awhole; he has the cosmopolitan mind and a
tendency to seek the centre. His few books are important, and would be more important if he
preached of discipline in amore disciplined style. Although he dso is an admirer of Sainte-
Beuve, he would probably subscribe to this admirable paragraph of Othenin dHaussonville: 1

Il y aune beauté littéraire, impersonnelle en quelque sorte, parfaitement
digtincte de I'auteur [ui-méme et de son organisation, beauté qui a saraison
d'ére et seslois, dont la critique est tenue de rendre compte. Et S la critique
considere cette t&che comme au-dessous d'dlle, S c'est affaire alarhétorique et
a ce que Sainte-Beuve gppelle dédaigneusement les Quintilien, dorsla
rhétorique a du bon et les Quintilien ne sont pas a dédaigner.

There may be severd criticsin England who would applaud this notion; there are very few
who show any evidence of its gpprehension in their writings. But Mr. More and Mr. Babbitt,
whatever their actud tastes, and athough they are not primarily occupied with art, are on the
dde of the artist. And the Sde of the artist is not the Sde which in England is often associated
with critical writing. As Mr. More has pointed out in an interesting essay, thereisavita
weaknessin Arnold's definition of criticism as "the disinterested endeavour to know the best
that is known and thought in the world, irrespectively of practice, palitics, and everything of
the kind." The "disnterested endeavour to know" isonly a prerequisite of the critic, and isnot
criticism, which may be the result of such an endeavour. Arnold states the work of the critic
merely in terms of the persond idedl, an ided for onesdf—and an ided for onesdf is not
disnterested. Here Arnold is the Briton rather than the European.

Mr. Moreindicates his own attitude in praisna those whom he devates to the position of %6
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maders of criticiam:

If they ded much with the criticism of literature, thisis because in literature
more manifestly than anywhere dselife digilaysitsinfinitey varied motives
and results; and their practice is aways to render literature itslf more
conscioudy acriticiam of life.

"Criticiam of life" isafacile phrase, and at most only represents one aspect of greet literature,

if it does not assgn to theterm "criticiam” itsdf a generdity which robsit of precison. Mr.
More has, it ssemsto me, in this sentence just failed to put hisfinger on the right seriousness

of greet literary art; the seriousness which we find in Villon's Testament and which is
conspicuoudy absent from In Memoriam; or the seriousness which controls Amos Barton and
not The Mill on the Floss.

It isapity that Mr. More does not write a little oftener about the greet literary artidts, itisa 2
pity that he takes the reputations of the world too solemnly. Thisis probably duein part to
remoteness in gpace from the European centre. But it must be observed that English solemnity
and American solemnity are very different. | do not propose to andyse the difference (it
would be avauable chapter in socid history); the American solemnity, it isenough to say, is
more primitive, more academic, more like that of the German professor. But it is not the fault
of Mr. More or Mr. Babbitt that the culture of ideas has only been able to survive in America
in the unfavourable atmosphere of the university.

28

The French Intelligence

Astheingpection of types of English irresistibly provoked a glance a two American critics,
30 the ingpection of the latter leads our attention to the French. M. Julien Benda has the
forma beauty which the American critics lack, and a close affinity to them in point of view.
He redtricts himsdlf, perhaps, to a narrower fidd of ideas, but within thet field he manipulates
the ideas with a very exceptional cogency and clarity. To notice his last book (Bel phégor:
essai sur |'esthétique de la présente société francaise) would be to quote from it. M. Bendais
not like Remy de Gourmont, the critical consciousness of a generation, he could not supply
the conscious formulas of a senghility in process of formeation; heis rather the idedl
scavenger of the rubbish of our time. Much of hisanalysis of the decadence of contemporary
French society could be applied to London, dthough differences are observable from his
diagnosis.

Quant alasociété en ele-méme, on peut prévoir que ce soin qudle met a
éprouver de I'émoi par I'art, devenant cause a son tour, y rendrala soif de ce
plaisr de plus en plusintense, I'gpplication ala satisfaire de plus en plus
jaouse et plus perfectionnée. On entrevait |e jour ou la bonne société francaise
repudiera encore le peu qu'dle supporte aujourd'hui didées et d'organisation
dans I'art, et ne se passionera plus que pour des gestes de comédiens, pour des
impressions de femmes ou d'enfants, pour des ruaissements de lvriaues, pour
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des extases de fanatiques....

Almost the only person who has ever figured in England and attempted atask at dl amilar to
that of M. Bendais Matthew Arnold. Matthew Arnold was intdligent, and by so much
difference as the presence of oneintelligent man makes, our ageisinferior to that of Arnold.
But what an advantage aman like M. Benda has over Arnold. It is not Ssmply that he hasa
critica tradition behind him, and that Arnold is using a language which condantly tempts the
user away from digpassionate expodtion into sarcasm and diatribe, alanguage less fitted for
criticism than the English of the eighteenth century. It is that the follies and Supidities of the
French, no maiter how base, express themsaves in the form of ideass—Bergsonism itsdf isan
intellectua construction, and the mondaines who attended lectures at the College de France
were in asense using their minds. A man of ideas needsideas, or pseudo-idess, to fight
agang. And Arnold lacked the active resistance which is necessary to kegp amind at its
sharpest.

A society in which amind like M. Benda's can exercise itsdlf, and in which there are persons
like M. Benda, is one which facilitates the task of the cregtive artist. M. Benda cannot be
attached, like Gourmont, to any crestive group. He does not wholly partake in that "conscious
cregtion of the field of the present out of the past” which Mr. More considers to be part of the
work of the critic. But in analysing the maadies of the second-rate or corrupt literature of the
time he makes the labour of the cregtive artig lighter. The Charles Louis Philippes of English
literature are never done with, because there is no one to kill their reputations; we il hear
that George Meredith is a master of prose, or even a profound philosopher. The credtive artist
in England finds himself compdlled, or at least tempted, to soend much of histime and energy
in criticism that he might reserve for the perfecting of his proper work: smply because there
isnooneesetodoit.

Tradition and the Individual Talent

I 1

IN English writing we seldom spesk of tradition, though we occasondly gpply its namein
deploring its absence. We cannot refer to "the tradition” or to "atradition”; a most, we
employ the adjective in saying that the poetry of So-and-s0 is"traditiond™ or even "too
traditional.” Seldom, perhaps, does the word appear except in aphrase of censure. If
otherwise, it is vaguely approbative, with the implication, asto the work approved, of some
pleasing archaaologica recongruction. Y ou can hardly make the word agreesble to English
ears without this comfortable reference to the reassuring science of archasology.

Certainly the word is not likely to gppear in our appreciaions of living or dead writers. 2
Every nation, every race, has not only its own creetive, but its own critica turn of mind; and
is even more oblivious of the shortcominas and limitations of its critical habits than of those
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of its cregtive genius. We know, or think we know, from the enormous mass of critica

writing that has appeared in the French language the critical method or habit of the French;
we only conclude (we are such unconscious people) that the French are "more criticd™ than
we, and sometimes even plume ourselves allittle with the fact, asif the French were the less
spontaneous. Perhaps they are; but we might remind oursalves that criticiam is asinevitable as
breathing, and that we should be none the worse for articulating what passes in our minds
when we read a book and fed an emotion about it, for criticizing our own mindsin their work
of criticism. One of the facts that might cometo light in this processis our tendency to ing,
when we praise a poet, upon those aspects of hiswork in which he least resembles anyone
else. In these agpects or parts of hiswork we pretend to find what isindividua, what is the
peculiar essence of the man. We dwell with satisfaction upon the poet's difference from his
predecessors, especidly hisimmediate predecessors, we endeavour to find something that can
be isolated in order to be enjoyed. Whereas if we approach a poet without this prejudice we
shdl often find that not only the best, but the most individua parts of hiswork may be those
in which the dead poets, his ancestors, assert their immortaity most vigoroudy. And | do not
mean the impressionable period of adolescence, but the period of full maturity.

Yet if the only form of tradition, of handing down, consigted in following the ways of the
immediate generation before usin ablind or timid adherence to its successes, "tradition”
should positively be discouraged. We have seen many such smple currents soon lost in the
sand; and novelty is better than repetition. Tradition isa matter of much wider sgnificance. It
cannot be inherited, and if you want it you must obtain it by grest labour. It involves, in the
first place, the historical sense, which we may cal nearly indispensable to anyone who would
continue to be a poet beyond his twenty-fifth year; and the historical senseinvolvesa
perception, not only of the pastness of the past, but of its presence; the historica sense
compels aman to write not merely with his own generation in his bones, but with afeding
that the whole of the literature of Europe from Homer and within it the whole of the literature
of his own country has a smultaneous existence and composes a Smultaneous order. This
higtorica sense, which isa sense of the timeless aswdll as of the tempord and of the timeless
and of the tempord together, is what makes awriter traditiond. And it is a the sametime
what makes awriter most acutely conscious of his placein time, of his contemporaneity.

No poet, no artist of any art, has his complete meaning done. His sgnificance, his
appreciation is the appreciation of his relation to the dead poets and artists. Y ou cannot value
him done; you must set him, for contrast and comparison, among the dead. | mean thisasa
principle of aesthetic, not merdly historica, criticism. The necessity that he shall conform, that
he shdl cohere, is not one-sided; what happens when anew work of art is created is
something that hgppens smultaneoudy to dl the works of art which preceded it. The existing
monuments form an ided order among themsalves, which is modified by the introduction of
the new (the really new) work of art among them. The existing order is complete before the
new work arrives, for order to perss after the supervention of novelty, the whole exising
order must be, if ever so dightly, dtered; and so the rdations, proportions, vaues of each
work of art toward the whole are readjusted; and this is conformity between the old and the
new. Whoever has approved thisidea of order, of the form of European, of English literature,
will not find it preposterous that the past should be dtered by the present as much asthe
present is directed by the past. And the poet who is aware of thiswill be aware of great
difficulties and responghilities.
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In apeculiar sense he will be aware dso that he must inevitably be judged by the standards
of the past. | say judged, not amputated, by them; not judged to be as good as, or worse or
better than, the dead; and certainly not judged by the canons of dead critics. It isajudgment, a
comparison, in which two things are measured by each other. To conform merdly would be
for the new work not redlly to conform &t al; it would not be new, and would therefore not be
awork of art. And we do not quite say that the new is more vauable because it fitsin; but its
fitting inisated of itsvdue—ated, it istrue, which can only be dowly and cautioudy
applied, for we are none of usinfdlible judges of conformity. We say: it gppears to conform,
and is perhapsindividud, or it appearsindividua, and may conform; but we are hardly likely
to find that it is one and not the other.

To proceed to amore intelligible expogition of the relation of the poet to the past: he can
neither take the past as alump, an indiscriminate bolus, nor can he form himsdf wholly on
one or two private admirations, nor can he form himsalf wholly upon one preferred period.
Thefirg courseisinadmissble, the second is an important experience of youth, and the third
is apleasant and highly desirable supplement. The poet must be very conscious of the main
current, which does not at al flow invariably through the most distinguished reputetions. He
must be quite aware of the obvious fact that art never improves, but that the materid of art is
never quite the same. He must be aware that the mind of Europe—the mind of hisown
country—amind which he learnsin time to be much more important than his own private
mind—is amind which changes, and that this change is a development which abandons
nathing en route, which does not superannuate either Shakespeare, or Homer, or the rock
drawing of the Magdaenian draughtsmen. That this development, refinement perhaps,
complication certainly, is not, from the point of view of the artist, any improvement. Perhaps
not even an improvement from the point of view of the psychologist or not to the extent
which we imagine; perhgps only in the end based upon a complication in economics and
machinery. But the difference between the present and the past is that the conscious present is
an awvareness of the past in away and to an extent which the past's awareness of itsdf cannot
show.

Some one said: " The dead writers are remote from us because we know so much more than
they did." Precisgly, and they are that which we know.

| am diveto ausud objection to what is clearly part of my programme for the métier of
poetry. The objection is that the doctrine requires a ridiculous amount of erudition (pedantry),
aclam which can be rgjected by appedl to the lives of poetsin any pantheon. It will even be
affirmed that much learning deadens or perverts poetic senghbility. While, however, we persst
in believing that a poet ought to know as much as will not encroach upon his necessary
receptivity and necessary laziness, it is not desirable to confine knowledge to whatever can be
put into a ussful shape for examinations, drawing-rooms, or the still more pretentious modes
of publicity. Some can absorb knowledge, the more tardy must sweet for it. Shakespeare
acquired more essentia history from Plutarch than most men could from the whole British
Museum. What isto be indgsted upon isthat the poet must develop or procure the
consciousness of the past and that he should continue to develop this consciousness
throughout his career.

What hgppensisacontinud surrender of himself as heis a the moment to something which
ismore vauable. The progress of an artist is a continud sdlf-sacrifice, acontinua extinction
of persondity.
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There remains to define this process of depersondization and its relation to the sense of
tradition. It isin this depersonalization that art may be said to gpproach the condition of
science. | shdl, therefore, invite you to consider, as a suggestive andogy, the action which
takes place when a bit of findy filiated platinum is introduced into a chamber containing
oxygen and sulphur dioxide.

Honest criticism and sengitive appreciation is directed not upon the poet but upon the poetry.

If we attend to the confused cries of the newspaper critics and the susurrus of popular
repetition that follows, we shdl hear the names of poetsin great numbers; if we seek not
Blue-book knowledge but the enjoyment of poetry, and ask for a poem, we shdl seldom find
it. Inthe last article | tried to point out the importance of the relation of the poem to other
poems by other authors, and suggested the conception of poetry as aliving whole of al the
poetry that has ever been written. The other aspect of this Impersond theory of poetry isthe
relation of the poem to its author. And | hinted, by an andogy, that the mind of the mature
poet differs from that of the immeature one not precisaly in any vauation of "persondity,” not
being necessarily more interesting, or having "moreto say,” but rather by being amore findy
perfected medium in which specid, or very varied, fedings are at liberty to enter into new
combinations.

The andogy wasthat of the catdyst. When the two gases previousy mentioned are mixed in
the presence of afilament of platinum, they form sulphurous acid. This combination takes
place only if the platinum is present; neverthe ess the newly formed acid contains no trace of
platinum, and the platinum itself is gpparently unaffected; has remained inert, neutra, and
unchanged. The mind of the poet isthe shred of platinum. It may partly or exclusvely operate
upon the experience of the man himsdlf; but, the more perfect the artist, the more completely
separate in him will be the man who suffers and the mind which cregtes; the more perfectly
will the mind digest and transmute the passons which are its materidl.

The experience, you will notice, the éements which enter the presence of the transforming
catayst, are of two kinds: emotions and fedings. The effect of awork of art upon the person
who enjoysit is an experience different in kind from any experience not of art. It may be
formed out of one emotion, or may be a combination of saverd; and various fedings, inhering
for the writer in particular words or phrases or images, may be added to compose the fina
result. Or great poetry may be made without the direct use of any emotion whatever:
composed out of fedlings solely. Canto XV of the Inferno (Brunetto Latini) isaworking up of
the emation evident in the Stuation; but the effect, though single as that of any work of art, is
obtained by congderable complexity of detail. The last quatrain gives an image, afeding
ataching to an image, which "came," which did not develop smply out of what precedes, but
which was probably in suspension in the poet's mind until the proper combination arrived for
it to add itself to. The poet's mind isin fact a receptacle for seizing and storing up numberless
fedings, phrases, images, which remain there until dl the particles which can uniteto form a
new compound are present together.

If you compare severa representative passages of the greatest poetry you see how gredt is
the variety of types of combination, and aso how completely any semi-ethicd criterion of
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"sublimity” missesthe mark. For it is not the "greginess” the intensity, of the emotions, the

components, but the intengity of the artistic process, the pressure, so to speak, under which the

fusion takes place, that counts. The episode of Paolo and Francesca employs a definite
emotion, but the intendity of the poetry is something quite different from whatever intengty in
the supposed experience it may give theimpression of. It isno more intense, furthermore,
than Canto XX V1, the voyage of Ulysses, which has not the direct dependence upon an
emotion. Greet variety is possiblein the process of transmution of emotion: the murder of
Agamemnon, or the agony of Othello, gives an artistic effect gpparently closer to apossible
origind than the scenes from Dante. In the Agamemnon, the artistic emotion gpproximates to
the emotion of an actuad spectator; in Othello to the emotion of the protagonist himsalf. But
the difference between art and the event is ways absolute; the combination which isthe
murder of Agamemnon is probably as complex as that which isthe voyage of Ulysses. In
ether case there has been afusion of dements. The ode of Kests contains a number of
fedings which have nothing particular to do with the nightingale, but which the nightingde,
partly, perhaps, because of its attractive name, and partly because of its reputation, served to
bring together.

The point of view which | am struggling to atack is perhaps related to the metgphysica
theory of the substantia unity of the soul: for my meaning is, thet the poet has, not a
"persondity” to express, but a particular medium, which is only amedium and not a
persondity, in which impressions and experiences combine in peculiar and unexpected ways.

Impressions and experiences which are important for the man may take no place in the poetry,

and those which become important in the poetry may play quite anegligible part in the man,
the persondlity.

| will quote a passage which is unfamiliar enough to be regarded with fresh atention in the
light—or darkness—of these observations:

And now methinks | could €en chide mysdlf
For doating on her beauty, though her degth
Shall be revenged after no common action.
Does the silkworm expend her yellow labours
For thee? For thee does she undo hersalf?
Arelordships sold to maintain ladyships

For the poor benefit of a bewildering minute?
Why does yon fdlow fasfy highways,

And put his life between the judge's lips,

To refine such a thing—keeps horse and men
To besat their valours for her?...

In this passage (asis evident if it istaken in its context) there is a combination of positive and
negative emotions. an intensely strong attraction toward beauty and an equdly intense
fascingtion by the uglinesswhich is contrasted with it and which destroys it. This balance of
contrasted emotion is in the dramatic Stuation to which the speech is pertinent, but that
Stuation alone isinadequate to it. Thisis, so to pesk, the structural emotion, provided by the
drama. But the whole effect, the dominant tone, is due to the fact that a number of floatina
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fedings, having an &ffinity to this emotion by no means superficidly evident, have combined
with it to give us anew art emaotion.

Itisnot in his persona emoations, the emotions provoked by particular eventsin hislife, that v
the poet isin any way remarkable or interesting. His particular emotions may be smple, or
crude, or flat. The emotion in his poetry will be avery complex thing, but not with the
complexity of the emotions of people who have very complex or unusua emotionsin life.

One error, in fact, of eccentricity in poetry isto seek for new human emotions to express; and
in this search for novety in the wrong place it discovers the perverse. The business of the poet
isnot to find new emotions, but to use the ordinary ones and, in working them up into poetry,
to express fedings which are not in actual emotions a al. And emations which he has never
experienced will serve histurn aswell as those familiar to him. Consequently, we must

bdlieve that "emotion recollected in tranquillity” is an inexact formula. For it is neither

emotion, nor recollection, nor, without ditortion of meaning, tranquillity. Itisa

concentration, and a new thing resulting from the concentration, of avery great number of
experiences which to the practica and active person would not seem to be experiences at dl;
it is a concentration which does not happen conscioudy or of deliberation. These experiences
are not "recollected,” and they findly unite in an amosphere which is "tranquil” only in thet it
isapassve attending upon the event. Of course thisis not quite the whole story. Thereisa
great dedl, in the writing of poetry, which must be conscious and ddliberate. In fact, the bad
poet is usudly unconscious where he ought to be conscious, and conscious where he ought to
be unconscious. Both errors tend to make him "persona.” Poetry is not a turning loose of
emotion, but an escgpe from emation; it is not the expresson of persondity, but an escape
from persondity. But, of course, only those who have persondity and emations know what it
means to want to escape from these things.

d 8¢ wivig Towmg Dedrepor ti xal dualéc éorwy

This essay proposes to hdt at the frontier of metgphysics or mysticiam, and confine itself to
such practical conclusions as can be applied by the responsible person interested in poetry. To
divert interest from the poet to the poetry is alaudable am: for it would conduce to a juster
estimation of actua poetry, good and bad. There are many people who appreciate the
expression of Sncere emation in verse, and there is a smaler number of people who can
gppreciate technical excellence. But very few know when there is expression of significant
emotion, emotion which hasits life in the poem and not in the history of the poet. The
emotion of art isimpersond. And the poet cannot reach this impersondity without
surrendering himsalf whally to the work to be done. And heis not likely to know what isto be
done unless he livesin what is not merely the present, but the present moment of the padt,
unless heis conscious, not of what is deed, but of what is dready living.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE SACRED WOOD: ESSAYSON POETRY AND CRITICISM 31

The Possibility of a Poetic Drama

THE questions—why thereis no poetic dramato-day, how the stage haslost al hold on !
literary art, why so many poetic plays are written which can only be read, and read, if at dl,
without pleasure—have become ingpid, amost academic. The usua conclusion is ether that
"conditions" are too much for us, or that we redlly prefer other types of literature, or smply
that we are uningpired. Asfor the last dternative, it is not to be entertained; as for the second,
what type do we prefer?, and as for the first, no one has ever shown me "conditions,”" except
of the most superficid. The reasons for raising the question again are firgt that the maority,
perhaps, certainly alarge number, of poets hanker for the stage; and second, that a not
negligible public gppears to want verse plays. Surdly there is some legitimate craving, not
restricted to afew persons, which only the verse play can satisfy. And surely the critical
attitude is to attempt to anayse the conditions and the other data. If there comes to light some
conclusive obstacle, the investigation should at least help usto turn our thoughts to more
profitable pursuits; and if there is not, we may hope to arrive eventudly a some statement of
conditions which might be atered. Possibly we shdll find that our incapacity has a deeper
source: the arts have at times flourished when there was no drama; possibly we are
incompetent dtogether; in that case the stage will be, not the seet, but at dl eventsa
symptom, of the maady.

From the point of view of literature, the drama.is only one among severd postic forms. The 2
epic, the ballad, the chanson de geste, the forms of Provence and of Tuscany, al found their
perfection by serving particular societies. The forms of Ovid, Catullus, Propertius, served a
society different, and in some respects more civilized, than any of these; and in the society of
Ovid the drama as aform of art was comparatively insgnificant. Neverthdess, the dramaiis
perhaps the most permanent, is capable of greater variation and of expressng more varied
types of society, than any other. It varied considerably in England done; but when one day it
was discovered lifeless, subsequent forms which had enjoyed a trangtory life were dead too.
| am not prepared to undertake the historica survey; but | should say that the poetic dramals
autopsy was performed as much by Charles Lamb as by anyone ese. For aformis not wholly
dead until it is known to be; and Lamb, by exhuming the remains of dramétic life at its
fullest, brought a consciousness of the immense gap between present and past. It was
impossbleto believe, after that, in adramatic "tradition.” The rdation of Byron's English
Bards and the poems of Crabbe to the work of Pope was a continuous tradition; but the
relation of The Cenci to the great English dramais amost that of areconstruction to an
origind. By losing tradition, we lose our hold on the present; but so far as there was any
dramétic tradition in Shelley's day there was nothing worth the kegping. Thereisdl the
difference between preservation and restoration.

The Elizabethan Age in England was able to absorb a great quantity of new thoughts and 3
new images, dmost digpensing with tradition, because it had this greet form of its own which
imposed itself on everything that came to it. Consequently, the blank verse of their plays
accomplished a subtlety and consciousness, even an intellectua power, that no blank verse
since has developed or even repeated; el sewhere this ageis crude, pedantic, or loutish in
comparison with its contemporary France or Itay. The nineteenth century had a cood many
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fresh impressons, but it had no form in which to confine them. Two men, Wordsworth and
Browning, hammered out forms for themse ves—persond forms, The Excursion, Sordello,
The Ring and the Book, Dramatic Monologues; but no man can invent aform, create ataste
for it, and perfect it too. Tennyson, who might unquestionably have been a consummate

madter of minor forms, took to turning out large patterns on amachine. Asfor Keats and
Shelley, they were too young to be judged, and they were trying one form after another.

These poets were certainly obliged to consume vast energy in this pursuit of form, which
could never lead to awholly satisfying result. There has orly been one Dante; and, after dl,
Dante had the benefit of years of practice in forms employed and atered by numbers of
contemporaries and predecessors, he did not waste the years of youth in metric invention; and
when he came to the Commedia he knew how to pillage right and Ieft. To have, given into
one's hands, a crude form, capable of indefinite refinement, and to be the person to seethe
possibilities—Shakespeare was very fortunate. And it is perhaps the craving for some such
donnée which draws us on toward the present mirage of poetic drama.

But it is now very questionable whether there are more than two or three in the present
generation who are capable, the leat little bit, of benefiting by such advantages were they
given. At most two or three actudly devote themsdlves to this pursuit of form for which they
have little or no public recognition. To create aform is not merely to invent a shape, arhyme
or rhythm. It is aso the redization of the whole appropriate content of this rhyme or rhythm.
The sonnet of Shakespeareis not merely such and such a pattern, but a precise way of
thinking and feding. The framework which was provided for the Elizabethan dramatist was
not merely blank verse and the five-act play and the Elizabethan playhouse; it was not merely
the plot—for the poets incorporated, remodelled, adapted or invented, as occasion suggested.

It was dlso the haif-formed VA7 , the "temper of the age” (an unsatisfactory phrase), a
preparedness, a habit on the part of the public, to respond to particular stimuli. Thereisa
book to be written on the commonplaces of any great dramatic period, the handling of Fate or
Death, the recurrence of mood, tone, situation. We should see then just how little each poet
had to do; only so much as would make aplay his, only what was redly essentid to make it
different from anyone e sgs. When there is this economy of effort it is possible to have
severa, even many, good poets at once. The great ages did not perhaps produce much more
talent than ours; but less talent was wasted.

Now in aformless age thereis very little hope for the minor poet to do anything worth
doing; and when | say minor | mean very good poets indeed: such asfilled the Greek
anthology and the Elizabethan song-books; even a Herrick; but not merely second-rate poets,
for Denham and Waller have quite another importance, occupying points in the development
of amgor form. When everything is st out for the minor poet to do, he may quite frequently
come upon some trouvaille, even in the drama: Pedle and Brome are examples. Under the
present conditions, the minor poet has too much to do. And this leads to another reason for
the incompetence of our time in poetic drama

Permanent literature is dways a presentation: either a presentation of thought, or a
presentation of feding by a statement of eventsin human action or objectsin the externa
world. In earlier literature—to avoid the word "classic'—we find both kinds, and sometimes,
asin some of the diadlogues of Plato, exquisite combinations of both. Arigtotle presents
thouaht, stripped to the essentid structure, and he is a areat writer. The Aoaamemnon or
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Macbeth is equally a statement, but of events. They are as much works of the "intellect" as
the writings of Aristotle. There are more recent works of art which have the same qudity of
intellect in common with those of AEschylus and Shakespeare and Aristotle: Education
Sentimental e is one of them. Compare it with such abook as Vanity Fair and you will see
that the labour of theintellect conssted largely in a purification, in keeping out a greet dedl
that Thackeray dlowed to remain in; in refraining from reflection, in putting into the
gatement enough to make reflection unnecessary. The case of Flato is dill more illuminating.
Take the Theadetus. In afew opening words Plato gives a scene, a persondity, afeding,
which colour the subsequent discourse but do not interfere with it: the particular setting, and
the abstruse theory of knowledge afterwards devel oped, co-operate without confusion. Could
any contemporary author exhibit such control?

In the nineteenth century another mentality manifested itsdlf. It is evident in avery able and
brilliant poem, Goethe's Faust. Marlowe's Mephistophelesis asmpler cresture than
Goethe's. But at least Marlowe has, in afew words, concentrated him into a statement. Heis
there, and (incidentaly) he renders Milton's Satan superfluous. Goethe's demon inevitably
sends us back to Goethe. He embodies a philosophy. A creation of art should not do that: he
should replace the philosophy. Goethe has not, that is to say, sacrificed or consecrated his
thought to make the drama; the dramaiis still ameans. And this type of mixed art has been
repeated by men incomparably smaller than Goethe. We have had one other remarkable work
of thistype: Peer Gynt. And we have had the plays of M. Maeterlinck and M. Claudd. 1

In the works of Maeterlinck and Claudel on the one hand, and those of M. Bergson on the
other, we have the mixture of the genresin which our age ddights. Every work of
imagination must have a philosophy; and every philosophy must be awork of artt—how often
have we heard that M. Bergson isan artist! It isaboast of hisdisciples. It iswhat the word
"art" means to them that is the disputable point. Certain works of philosophy can be called
works of art: much of Aristotle and Plato, Spinoza, parts of Hume, Mr. Bradley's Principles
of Logic, Mr. RusHl's essay on "Denoting": dlear and beautifully formed thought. But thisis
not what the admirers of Bergson, Claudel, or Magterlinck (the philosophy of the latter isa
little out of dete) mean. They mean precisaly what is not clear, but what is an emotiond
dimulus. And as amixture of thought and of vison provides more stimulus, by suggesting
both, both clear thinking and clear statement of particular objects must disappesar.

The undigested "idea" or philasophy, the idea-emotion, is to be found dso in poetic dramas
which are conscientious attempts to adapt a true structure, Athenian or Elizabethan, to
contemporary feding. It appears sometimes as the attempt to supply the defect of structure by
aninterna sructure. "But most important of dl isthe structure of the incidents. For Tragedy
isan imitation, not of men, but of an action and of life, and life conggtsin action, and itsend
isamode of action, not aqudlity.” 2

We have on the one hand the "poetic’ drama, imitation Greek, imitation Elizabethan, or
modern-philosophical, on the other the comedy of "ideas" from Shaw to Gasworthy, down
to the ordinary socid comedy. The most ramshackle Guitry farce has some paltry idea or
comment upon life put into the mouth of one of the characters at the end. It issaid thet the
stage can be used for avariety of purposes, that in only one of them perhapsisit united with
literary art. A mute theetre is a possibility (I do not mean the cinema); the bdlet isan
actudity (though under-nourished); operais an inditution; but where you have "imitations of
life" on the stane, with speech, the only standard that we can dlow is the standard of the work
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of art, aming a the same intensty a which poetry and the other forms of art am. From that
point of view the Shavian dramais a hybrid as the Magterlinckian dramais, and we need
express no surprise at their belonging to the same epoch. Both philosophies are
popularizations. the moment an idea has been trandferred from its pure sate in order thet it
may become comprehensible to the inferior inteligence it has lost contact with art. 1t can
remain pure only by being stated smply in the form of generd truth, or by being transmuted,
as the attitude of Haubert toward the smal bourgeoisis transformed in Education
Sentimentale. 1t has there become so identified with the redity that you can no longer say
what theideais.

The essentid isnot, of course, that drama should be written in verse, or that we should be 12
able to extenuate our appreciation of broad farce by occasondly attending a performance of
aplay of Euripides where Professor Murray's trandation is sold &t the door. The essentid is
to get upon the stage this precise satement of life which is a the same time a point of view, a
world—a world which the author's mind has subjected to a complete process of
amplification. | do not find that any dramawhich "embodies a philosophy” of the author's
(like Faust) or which illustrates any socid theory (like Shaw's) can possibly fulfil the
requirements—though a place might be left for Shaw if not for Goethe. And the world of
Ibsen and the world of Tchehov are not enough smplified, universd.

Findly, we must take into account the ingtability of any at—the drama, music, dancing— 13
which depends upon representation by performers. The intervention of performers introduces
acomplication of economic conditionswhichisin itsdf likely to beinjurious. A struggle,
more or [ess unconscious, between the crestor and the interpreter is dmost inevitable. The
interest of a performer isadmost certain to be centred in himsdf: avery dight acquaintance
with actors and musicians will testify. The performer isinterested not in form but in
opportunities for virtuogity or in the communication of his"persondity"; the formlessness,
the lack of intdlectud darity and distinction in modern music, the great physicd saminaand
physical training which it often requires, are perhgps signs of the triumph of the performer.
The consummation of the triumph of the actor over the play is perhaps the productions of the
Guitry.

The conflict is one which certainly cannot be terminated by the utter rout of the actor 14
profession. For one thing, the stage appedl s to too many demands besides the demand for art
for that to be possible; and dso we need, unfortunatdly, something more than refined
automatons. Occasiondlly attempts have been made to "get around” the actor, to envelop him
in masks, to set up afew "conventions' for him to sumble over, or even to develop little
breeds of actors for some specia Art drama. This meddling with nature seldom succeeds,
nature usualy overcomes these obstacles. Possibly the mgority of attempts to confect a
poetic drama have begun at the wrong end; they have aimed at the smal public which wants
"poetry.” ("Novices" says Aridotle, "in the art attain to finish of diction and precison of
portraiture before they can congtruct the plot.") The Elizabethan dramawas amed a a public
which wanted entertainment of a crude sort, but would stand a good deal of poetry; our
problem should be to take aform of entertainment, and subject it to the process which would
leaveit aform of art. Perhgps the music-hal comedian isthe best materid. | am aware that
thisis a dangerous suggestion to make. For every person who islikely to congder it serioudy
there are a dozen toymakers who would legp to tickle asthetic society into one more quiver
and diaale of art debauch. Very few treat art serioudy. There are those who treet it solemnly,
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and will continue to write poetic pastiches of Euripides and Shakespeare; and there are others
who treat it asajoke.

Note 1
| should except The Dynasts. This gigantic panoramais hardly to be called a success, but
it is essentidly an attempt to present avison, and "sacrifices' the philosophy to the
vison, asal great dramas do. Mr. Hardy has gpprehended his matter as a poet and an
atig.

Note 2
Posetics, vi. 9. Butcher's trandation.

Euripides and Professor Murray

THE recent appearance of Miss Sybil Thorndyke as Medea at the Holborn Empireis an event
which has a bearing upon three subjects of consderable interest: the drama, the present
gtanding of Greek literature, and the importance of good contemporary trandation. On the
occasion on which | was present the performance was certainly a success, the audience was
large, it was attentive, and its applause was long. Whether the success was due to Euripidesis
uncertain; whether it was due to Professor Murray is not proved; but that it wasin
considerable measure due to Miss Thorndyke there is no doubt. To have held the centre of the
gtage for two hoursin ardle which requires both extreme violence and restraint, ardle which
requires smple force and subtle variation; to have sustained so difficult ardle amost without
support; this was alegitimate success. The audience, or what could be seen of it from one of
the cheaper seats, was serious and respectful and perhaps inclined to self-gpprovd a having
attended the performance of a Greek play; but Miss Thorndyke's acting might have held
amogt any audience. It employed dl the conventions, the theatricalities, of the modern stage;
yet her persondity triumphed over not only Professor Murray's verse but her own training.

The question remains whether the production was a"work of art." The rest of the cast
appeared dightly ill at ease; the nurse was quite atolerable nurse of the crone type; Jason was
negative, the messenger was uncomfortable at having to make such along speech; and the
refined Dd croze chorus had melifluous voices which rendered their lyrics happily inaudible.

All this contributed toward the highbrow effect which is so depressing; and we imagine that
the actors of Athens, who had to speak clearly enough for 20,000 auditors to be able to
criticize the vergfication, would have been pdted with figs and olives had they mumbled so
unintdligibly asmost of this troupe. But the Greek actor spoke in his own language, and our
actors were forced to spesk in the language of Professor Gilbert Murray. So that on the whole
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we may say that the performance was an interesting one.

| do not believe, however, that such performances will do very much to rehabilitate Greek 3
literature or our own, unlessthey simulate a desire for better trandations. The serious
auditors, many of whom | observed to be like mysdlf provided with Professor Murray's
elghteenpenny trandation, were probably not aware that Miss Thorndyke, in order to succeed
aswedl as she did, was realy engaged in a struggle againg the trandator's verse. She
triumphed over it by atracting our attention to her expression and tone and making us neglect
her words; and this, of course, was not the dramatic method of Greek acting at its best. The
English and Greek languages remained where they were. But few persons rediize thet the
Greek language and the Latin language, and, therefore, we say, the English language, are
within our lifetime passing through a criticd period. The Classcs have, during the latter part
of the nineteenth century and up to the present moment, lost their place as a pillar of the socid
and politicd sysem—such as the Established Church il is. If they areto survive, to judtify
themselves as literature, as an element in the European mind, as the foundation for the
literature we hope to create, they are very badly in need of persons capable of expounding
them. We need some one—not a member of the Church of Rome, and perhaps preferably not
amember of the Church of England—to explain how vitd amétter it is, if Aristotle may be
sad to have been amord pilot of Europe, whether we shal or shall not drop that pilot. And
we need a number of educated poets who shall at least have opinions about Greek drama, and
whether it isor isnot of any useto us. And it must be said that Professor Gilbert Murray is
not the man for this. Greek poetry will never have the dightest vitdizing effect upon English
poetry if it can only gppear masquerading as avulgar debasement of the eminently persond
idiom of Swinburne. These are strong words to use againgt the most popular Hellenit of his
time; but we must witness of Professor Murray ere we die that these things are not otherwise
but thus.

Thisisredly apoint of capital importance. That the most conspicuous Greek propagandist 4
of the day should amost habitually use two words where the Greek language requires one,

and where the English language will provide him with one; that he should render LAY by
"grey shadow"; and that he should stretch the Greek brevity to fit the loose frame of William
Morris, and blur the Greek lyric to the fluid haze of Swinburne; these are not faults of
infinitesmal indgnificance. The first great speech of Medea Mr. Murray begins with:

Women of Corinth, | an come to show
My face, lest ye despise me....

Wefind in the Greek, E‘Sﬁ‘: 0o ﬁay OV nghow my face," therefore, is Mr. Murray's gift.

This thing undreamed of, sudden from on high,
Hath sapped my soul: | dazzle where | stand,
The cup of dl life shattered in my hand....

Agan, wefind that the Greek is
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S0, here are two gtriking phrases which we owe to Mr. Murray; it is he who has sapped our
soul and shattered the cup of dl life for Euripides. And these are only random examples.

obx ot Ay geiy pugovwtipa

becomes "no bloodier spirit between heaven and hdll! Surely we know that Professor Murray
is acquainted with "Sster Helen™? Professor Murray has smply interposed between Euripides
and oursalves a barrier more impenetrable than the Greek language. We do not reproach him
for preferring, apparently, Euripides to Aeschylus. But if he does, he should at least gppreciate
Euripides. And it isinconceivable that anyone with a genuine feding for the sound of Greek
verse should deliberately dect the William Morris couplet, the Svinburne lyric, asajust
equivalen.

Asapoet, Mr. Murray is merdly avery indggnificant follower of the pre-Raphadlite 5
movement. AsaHdlenigt, heis very much of the present day, and avery important figure in
the day. This day began, in asense, with Tylor and afew German anthropologists, snce then
we have acquired sociology and socia psychology, we have watched the clinics of Ribot and
Janet, we have read books from Vienna and heard a discourse of Bergson; a philosophy arose
at Cambridge; sociad emancipation crawled abroad; our historica knowledge has of course
increased; and we have a curious Freudian socia-mydtica- rationdigtic- higher-critica
interpretation of the Classics and what used to be caled the Scriptures. | do not deny the very
great vdue of dl work by scientists in their own departments, the greet interest also of this
work in detail and in its consequences. Few books are more fascinating than those of Miss
Harrison, Mr. Cornford, or Mr. Cooke, when they burrow in the origins of Greek myths and
rites, M. Durkheim, with his socia consciousness, and M. Levy-Bruhl, with his Bororo
Indians who convince themselves that they are parroquets, are ddightful writers. A number of
sciences have sprung up in an amost tropica exuberance which undoubtedly excites our
admiration, and the garden, not unnaturally, has come to resemble ajungle. Such men as
Tylor, and Robertson Smith, and Wilhem Wundt, who early fertilized the soil, would hardly
recognize the resulting vegetation; and indeed poor Wundt's Vol ker psychol ogie was a musty
relic before it was trand ated.

All these events are useful and important in their phase, and they have sensbly affected our 6
attitude towards the Classics; and it isthis phase of classcal study that Professor Murray—the
friend and ingpirer of Miss Jane Harrison—represents. The Greek is no longer the awe-
ingpiring Belvedere of Winckelmann, Goethe, and Schopenhauer, the figure of which Walter
Pater and Oscar Wilde offered us adightly debased re-edition. And we redize better how
different—not how much more Olympian—were the conditions of the Greek civilization from
ours, and at the same time Mr. Zimmern has shown us how the Greek dedlt with andogous
problems. Incidentaly we do not believe that a qood Enalish prose stvle can be moddled
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upon Cicero, or Tacitus, or Thucydides. If Pindar bores us, we admit it; we are not certain that
Sappho was very much greater than Catullus, we hold various opinions about Vergil; and we
think more highly of Petronius than our grandfathers did.

It isto be hoped that we may be grateful to Professor Murray and his friends for what they
have done, while we endeavour to neutralize Professor Murray's influence upon Greek
literature and English language in his trandations by making better trandations. The choruses
from Euripides by H. D. are, alowing for errors and even occasiona omissions of difficult
passages, much nearer to both Greek and English than Mr. Murray's. But H. D. and the other
poets of the "Poets Trandation Series’ have so far done no more than pick up some of the
more romantic crumbs of Greek literature; none of them has yet shown himself competent to
attack the Agamemnon. If we are to digest the heavy food of higtorical and scientific
knowledge that we have eaten we must be prepared for much grester exertions. We need a
digestion which can assmilate both Homer and Flaubert. We need a careful study of
Renaissance Humanists and Trandators, such as Mr. Pound has begun. We need an eye which
can see the padt in its place with its definite differences from the present, and yet so lively that
it shal be as present to us as the present. Thisis the cregtive eye; and it is because Professor
Murray has no creetive ingtinct that he leaves Euripides quite dead.

"Rhetoric" and Poetic Drama

THE death of Rostand is the disappearance of the poet whom, more than any other in France, L
we treated as the exponent of "rhetoric,” thinking of rhetoric as something recently out of

fashion. And as we find oursaves looking back rather tenderly upon the author of Cyrano we

wonder what this vice or qudity isthat is associated as plainly with Rostand's merits as with

his defects. His rhetoric, at leadt, suited him at times so well, and so much better than it suited

amuch greater poet, Bauddaire, who is a times as rhetorica as Rostand. And we begin to

suspect that the word is merely avague term of abuse for any style that is bad, that isso

evidently bad or second-rate that we do not recognize the necessity for greater precisonin the

phrases we gpply to it.

Our own Elizabethan and Jacobean poetry—in S0 nice a problem it is much safer to stick to 2
one's own language—is repestedly called "rhetorical.” It had this and that notable qudity, but,
when we wish to admit that it had defects, it is rhetoricd. It had serious defects, even gross
faults, but we cannot be considered to have erased them from our language when we are so
unclear in our perception of what they are. The fact is that both Elizabethan prose and
Elizabethan poetry are written in avariety of Syleswith avariety of vices. Isthe style of
Lyly, is Euphuism, rhetorica ? In contrast to the eder style of Ascham and Elyot which it
assallts, itisadlear, flowing, orderly and rlaivey pure style, with a sysematic if
monotonous formula of antitheses and smiles. Isthe style of Nashe? A tumid, flatulent,
vigorous style very different from Lyly's. Or it is perhaps the strained and the mixed figures
of speech in which Shakespeare indulaed himsdlf. Or it is perhaps the careful declamation of
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Jonson. The word smply cannot be used as synonymous with bad writing. The meanings
which it has been obliged to shoulder have been mostly opprobrious; but if a precise meaning
can be found for it this meaning may occasionaly represent avirtue. It is one of those words
which it isthe business of criticiam to dissect and reassemble. Let us avoid the assumption
that rhetoric is avice of manner, and endeavour to find arhetoric of substance dso, whichis
right because it issues from what it has to express.

At the present time there is a manifest preference for the "conversationd™ in poetry—the
Syle of "direct gpeech,” opposed to the "oratoricd™ and the rhetoricd; but if rhetoric isany
convention of writing ingppropriately applied, this conversationd style can and does become
arhetoric—or what is supposed to be a conversationa style, for it is often as remote from
polite discourse aswel could be. Much of the second and third rate in American verslibreis
of this sort; and much of the second and third rate in English Wordsworthianism. Thereisin
fact no conversatiord or other form which can be applied indiscriminately; if awriter wishes
to give the effect of speech he must positively give the effect of himsdf taking in hisown
person or in one of hisrdles, and if we are to express oursdves, our variety of thoughts and
fedings, on avariety of subjects with inevitable rightness, we must adapt our manner to the
moment with infinite variations. Examination of the development of Elizabethan drama shows
this progress in adaptation, a development from monotony to variety, a progressive
refinement in the perception of the variations of fedling, and a progressive eaboration of the 3
means of expressing these variations. This dramalis admitted to have grown away from the
rhetorical expression, the bombast speeches, of Kyd and Marlowe to the subtle and dispersed
utterance of Shakespeare and Webster. But this apparent abandonment or outgrowth of
rhetoric istwo things: it is partly an improvement in language and it is partly progressive
vaiation in feding. Thereis, of course, along distance separating the furibund fluency of old
Hieronimo and the broken words of Lear. There is aso a difference between the famous

Oh eyes no eyes, but fountains full of teard
Ohlifeno life, but lively form of death!

and the superb "additionsto Hieronimo." 1

Wethink of Shakespeare perhaps as the dramatist who concentrates everything into a 4
sentence, "Pray you undo this button,” or "Honest honest lago™; we forget that thereisa
rhetoric proper to Shakespeare a his best period which is quite free from the genuine
Shakespearean vices either of the early period or the late. These passages are comparable to
the best bombast of Kyd or Marlowe, with a greater command of language and a grester
control of the emation. The Spanish Tragedy is bombastic when it descends to language
which was only thetrick of its age; Tamburlaine is bombastic because it is monotonous,
inflexible to the dterations of emation. The redly fine rhetoric of Shakespeare occursin
Stuaions where a character in the play sees himsalf in adramdic light:

Othello. And say, besides—that in Aleppo once...

Coriolanus. If you have writ your annastrue, 'tis there,
That like an eagle in adovecote, |
Fluttered your Volsciansin Coriali.

Timon. Come not to me again; but say to Athens,
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Timon. Come not to me again; but say to Athens,
Timon hath made his everlagting manson
Upon the beachéd verge of the sdt flood...

It occurs dso once in Antony and Cleopatra, when Enobarbus isinspired to see Cleopatrain
this dramatic light:

Thebargeshe st in...

Shakespeare made fun of Marston, and Jonson made fun of Kyd. But in Marston's play the
words were expressive of nothing; and Jonson was criticizing the feeble and conceited
language, not the emotion, not the "oratory.” Jonson is as oratorical himsdf, and the moments
when his oratory succeeds are, | believe, the moments that conform to our formula. Notably
the speech of Syllas ghost in the induction to Catiline, and the speech of Envy a the
beginning of The Poetaster. These two figures are contemplating their own dramatic
importance, and quite properly. But in the Senate speechesin Catiline, how tedious, how
dusty! Here we are spectators not of aplay of characters, but of aplay of forensic, exactly as
if we had been forced to attend the Sitting itsdf. A speech in aplay should never appear to be
intended to move us asit might conceivably move other charactersin the play, for it is
essentid that we should preserve our position of spectators, and observe always from the
outside though with complete understanding. The scenein Julius Caesar isright because the
object of our attention is not the speech of Antony (Bedeutung) but the effect of his speech
upon the mob, and Antony's intention, his preparation and consciousness of the effect. And in
the rhetorica speeches from Shakespeare which have been cited, we have this necessary
advantage of anew clue to the character, in noting the angle from which he views himsdf.

But when a character in aplay makes adirect apped to us, we are either the victims of our
own sentiment, or we are in the presence of avicious rhetoric.

These references ought to supply some evidence of the propriety of Cyrano on Noses. Is not
Cyrano exactly in this postion of contemplating himsdf as aromantic, adramatic figure?
This dramatic sense on the part of the characters themsdvesisrare in modern drama. In
sentimenta dramait appears in a degraded form, when we are evidently intended to accept
the character's sentimentd interpretation of himsdlf. In plays of redism we often find parts
which are never alowed to be conscioudy dramatic, for fear, perhaps, of their appearing less
red. But in actud life, in many of those Stuationsin actud life which we enjoy conscioudy
and keenly, we are a times aware of oursalvesin this way, and these moments are of very
great usefulness to dramatic verse. A very smal part of acting isthat which takes place on the
stage! Rostand had—whether he had anything dse or not—this dramatic sense, and it iswhat
giveslifeto Cyrano. It isasense which isamost a sense of humour (for when anyoneis
conscious of himsdf as acting, something like a sense of humour is present). It gives
Rostand's characters—Cyrano at |least—a gusto which is uncommon on the modern stage. No
doubt Rostand's people play up to thistoo steadily. We recognize that in the love scenes of
Cyrano in the garden, for in Romeo and Juliet the profounder dramatist shows his lovers
mdting into incoherent unconsciousness of their isolated salves, shows the human soul in the
process of forgetting itself. Rostand could not do that; but in the particular case of Cyrano on
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Noses, the character, the Situation, the occasion were perfectly suited and combined. The
tirade generated by this combination is nat only genuinely and highly dramatic: it is possbly
poetry dso. If awriter isincapable of composing such a scene as this, o much the worse for
his poetic drama.

Cyrano satisfies, asfar as scenes like this can satisfy, the requirements of poetic drama It 6
must take genuine and substantia human emotions, such emotions as observation can
confirm, typica emotions, and give them artistic form; the degree of abgtraction isaquestion
for the method of each author. In Shakespeare the form is determined in the unity of the
whole, aswell as sngle scenes; it is something to attain this unity, as Rostand does, in scenes
if not the whole play. Not only as adramati<t, but as a poet, he is superior to Magterlinck,
whose drama, in failing to be dramétic, fails o to be poetic. Magterlinck has aliterary
perception of the dramatic and aliterary perception of the poetic, and he joins the two; the
two are not, as sometimes they are in the work of Rostand, fused. His characters take no
conscious ddight in their rile—they are sentimentd. With Rostand the centre of gravity isin
the expression of the emotion, not as with Maeterlinck in the emation which cannot be
expressed. Some writers appear to believe that emotions gain in intengity through being
inarticulate. Perhgps the emotions are not Sgnificant enough to endure full daylight.

In any case, we may take our choice: we may gpply the term "rhetoric" to the type of !
dramétic speech which | have ingtanced, and then we must admit that it covers good as well as
bad. Or we may choose to except this type of speech from rhetoric. In that case we must say
that rhetoric is any adornment or inflation of speech which isnot done for a particular effect
but for a generd impressiveness. And in this case, too, we cannot alow the term to cover dl
bad writing.

Note 1
Of the authorship it can only be said that the lines are by some admirer of Marlowe. This
might well be Jonson.

Notes on the Blank Verse of Christopher Marlowe

"Marloe was stabd with a dagger, and dyed swearing” !

A MORE friendly critic, Mr. A. C. Swinburne, observes of this poet that "the father of English
tranedv and the creator of Fnalish blank verse was therefore alsn the teacher and the atlide of
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Shakespeare.” In this sentence there are two mideading assumptions and two mideading
conclusions. Kyd has as good atitle to the first honour as Marlowe; Surrey has a better title to
the second; and Shakespeare was not taught or guided by one of his predecessors or
contemporaries done. The less questionable judgment is, that Marlowe exercised a strong
influence over later drama, though not himsdlf as great a dramatist as Kyd; that he introduced
severd new tonesinto blank verse, and commenced the dissociative process which drew it
farther and farther away from the rhythms of rhymed verse; and that when Shakespeare
borrowed from him, which was pretty often at the beginning, Shakespeare either made
something inferior or something different.

The comparative study of English vergfication at various periodsis alarge tract of unwritten
history. To make astudy of blank verse aone, would be to icit some curious conclusions. It
would show, | believe, that blank verse within Shakespearées lifetime was more highly
developed, that it became the vehicle of more varied and more intense art-emotions than it has
ever conveyed since; and that after the erection of the Chinese Wall of Milton, blank verse
has suffered not only arrest but retrogression. That the blank verse of Tennyson, for example,

a consummate master of this form in certain gpplications, is cruder (not "rougher” or less
perfect in technique) than that of half a dozen contemporaries of Shakespeare; cruder, because
less capable of expressing complicated, subtle, and surprisng emotions.

Every writer who has written any blank verse worth saving has produced particular tones
which his verse and no other'sis capable of rendering; and we should keep thisin mind when
we talk about "influences' and "indebtedness”" Shakespeare is"universdl” (if you like)
because he has more of these tones than anyone else; but they are dl out of the one man; one
man cannot be more than one man; there might have been six Shakespeares at once without
conflicting frontiers, and to say that Shakespeare expressed nearly dl human emotions,
implying that he left very little for anyone dse, isaradicd misunderstanding of art and the
artist—a misunderstanding which, even when explicitly regjected, may lead to our neglecting
the effort of attention necessary to discover the specific properties of the verse of
Shakespeare's contemporaries. The development of blank verse may be likened to the analysis
of that astonishing industria product cod-tar. Marlowe's verse is one of the earlier
derivatives, but it possesses properties which are not repeated in any of the andytic or
gynthetic blank verses discovered somewhat |ater.

The"vices of gyl€' of Marlowe's and Shakespeare's age is a convenient name for a number
of vices, no one of which, perhaps, was shared by al of the writers. It is pertinent, at least, to
remark that Marlowe's "rhetoric” is not, or not characteristicaly, Shakespear€'s rhetoric; that
Marlowe's rhetoric condsts in a pretty smple huffe- snuffe bombast, while Shakespearé'sis
more exactly avice of syle, atortured perverse ingenuity of images which dissipatesinstead
of concentrating the imagination, and which may be due in part to influences by which
Marlowe was untouched. Next, we find that Marlowes vice is one which he was gradudly
attenuating, and even, what is more miraculous, turning into a virtue. And we find thet this
bard of torrentid imagination recognized many of his best bits (and those of one or two
others), saved them, and reproduced them more than once, dmost invariably improving them
in the process.

It isworth while noticing afew of these versons, because they indicate, somewhat contrary
to usua opinion, that Marlowe was a ddiberate and conscious workman. Mr. J. M. Robertson
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has spotted an interesting theft of Marlowe's from Spenser. Hereis Spenser (Faery Queen, I.

vii. 32):

Like to an amond tree y-mounted high
On top of green Sdlinisdl aone,
With blossoms brave bedecked daintily;
Whose tender locks do tremble every one
At every little breeth that under heaven is blown.

And here Marlowe (Tamburlaine, Part I1. Act iv. sc. iii.):

Like to an dmond tree y-mounted high

Upon the lofty and cdestia mount

Of evergreen Sdlinus, quaintly deck'd

With blooms more white than Erycina's brows,
Whose tender blossoms tremble every one

At every little breath that thorough heaven is blown.

Thisisinteresting, not only as showing that Marlowe's taent, like that of most poets, was
partly synthetic, but dso because it ssemsto give a clue to some particularly "lyric" effects
found in Tamburlaine, not in Marlowe's other plays, and not, | believe, anywhere else. For
example, the praise of Zenocratein Part 1. ActIl. sC. iv.:

Now walk the angels on the walls of heaven,

As sentinds to warn th' immorta souls
To entertain divine Zenocrate: etc.

Thisis not Spensar's movement, but the influence of Spenser must be present. There had
been no great blank verse before Marlowe; but there was the powerful presence of this great
measter of melody immediately precedent; and the combination produced results which could
not be repeeted. | do not think that it can be claimed that Peele had any influence here.

The passage quoted from Spenser has afurther interest. It will be noted thet the fourth line:

With blooms more white than Erycinas brows

is Marlowe's contribution. Compare this with these other lines of Marlowe:
So looks my love, shadowing in her brows
(Tamburlaine)
Like to the shadows of Pyramides

(Tamburlaine)
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and thefind and best verson;

Shadowing more beauty in their airy brows
Then have the white breasts of the queen of love

(Doctor Faustus)

and compare the whole set with Spenser again (F. Q.):
Upon her eydids many graces sate
Under the shadow of her even brows,

a passage which Mr. Robertson says Spenser himself used in three other places.
This economy is frequent in Marlowe. Within Tamburlaine it occurs in the form of

monotony, especidly in the facile use of resonant names (e.g. the recurrence of "Caspid’ or
"Cagpian” with the same tone effect), a practice in which Marlowe was followed by Milton,
but which Marlowe himself outgrew. Again,

Zenocrate, lovlier than the love of Jove,

Brighter than isthe slver Rhodope,
is pardleled later by

Zenocrate, the lovliest maid dive,

Fairier than rocks of pearl and precious stone.

One line Marlowe remodd s with triumphant success:

And st black sreamersin the firmament

(Tamburlaine)

becomes
See, see, where Christ's blood streams in the firmament!

(Doctor Faustus)

The verse accomplishments of Tamburlaine are notably two: Marlowe getsinto blank verse
the mdody of Spensar, and he gets a new driving power by reinforcing the sentence period
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againg the line period. The rgpid long sentence, running lineinto line, asin the famous
soliloquies "Nature compounded of four eements' and "What is beauty, saith my sufferings,
then?' marks the certain escape of blank verse from the rhymed couplet, and from the elegiac
or rather pastoral note of Surrey, to which Tennyson returned. If you contrast these two
soliloquies with the verse of Marlowe's greatest contemporary, Kyd—by no meansa
despicable versifier—you see the importance of the innovation:

The one took sanctuary, and, being sent for out,
Was murdered in Southwark as he passed

To Greenwich, where the Lord Protector lay.
Black Will was burned in Flushing on astage:
Green was hanged at Osbridge in Kent...

which isnot redly inferior to:

So these four abode
Within one house together; and asyears
Went forward, Mary took another mate;
But Doralived unmarried till her degth.

(Tennyson, Dora)

In Faustus Marlowe went farther: he broke up the line, to again in intengity, in the last =
soliloquy; and he developed a new and important conversationa tone in the diad ogues of
Faustus with the devil. Edward I1. has never lacked consideration: it is more desirable, in brief
gpace, to remark upon two plays, one of which has been misunderstood and the other
underrated. These are the Jew of Malta and Dido Queen of Carthage. Of thefirst of thesg, it
has dways been said that the end, even the last two acts, are unworthy of thefirst three. If one
takes the Jew of Malta not as atragedy, or as a"tragedy of blood," but as afarce, the
concluding act becomesintelligible; and if we atend with a careful ear to the verdfication, we
find that Marlowe develops atone to suit this farce, and even perhaps that this tone is his most
powerful and mature tone. | say farce, but with the enfeebled humour of our timestheword is
amisnomer; it isthe farce of the old English humour, the terribly serious, even savage comic
humour, the humour which spent itslast breeth on the decadent genius of Dickens. It has
nothing in common with J. M. Barrie, Captain Bairnsfather or Punch. It is the humour of that
very serious (but very different) play, Volpone.

Firgt, be thou void of these affections,
Compassion, love, vain hope, and heartless fear;
Be moved a nothing, see thou pity none...
Asfor mysdf, | walk abroad o' nights,

And kill sick people groaning under walls:
Sometimes | go about and poison wells...

and the last words of Barabas complete this prodigious caricature:
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But now beginsth' extremity of heat
To pinch me with intolerable pangs:.
Die, lifel fly, soul! tongue, curse thy fill, and die!

It is something which Shakespeare could not do, and which he could not have understood.

Dido appearsto be ahurried play, perhaps done to order with the Aneid in front of him. But
even here there is progress. The account of the sack of Troy isin this newer style of
Marlowe's, this style which secures its emphasis by dways hesitating on the edge of
caricature & the right moment:

The Grecian soldiers, tir'd with ten years war,
Began to cry, "L et us unto our ships,
Troy isinvincible, why stay we here?"...

By this, the camp was come unto the walls,
And through the breach did march into the Streets,
Where, meeting with the rest, "Kill, kill!" they cried....

And &ter him, his band of Myrmidons,
With bdls of wild-firein their murdering paws...

At lagt, the soldiers pull'd her by the hedls,
And swvung her howling in the empty air....

We saw Cassandra sprawling in the streets...

Thisisnot Vergil, or Shakespeare; it is pure Marlowe. By comparing the whole speech with
Clarencesdream, in Richard I11., one acquires alittle ingght into the difference between
Marlowe and Shakespeare:

What scourge for perjury
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?

There, on the other hand, iswhat Marlowe's style could not do; the phrase has a concision
whichisdmos cdasscd, certainly Dantesque. Again, as often with the Elizabethan
dramatists, there are linesin Marlowe, besides the many lines that Shakespeare adapted, that
might have been written by either:

If thou wilt Say,
Legp in mine arms, mine arms are open wide;
If not, turn from me, and I'll turn from thee;
For though thou hast the heart to say farewdll,
| have not power to stay thee.

But the direction in which Marlowe's verse miaht have moved, had he not "dved swearing,”
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is quite un-Shakespearean, is toward thisintense and serious and indubitably great poetry,
which, like some great painting and sculpture, attains its effects by something not unlike
caricature.

Hamlet and His Problems

Few critics have even admitted that Hamlet the play is the primary problem, and Hamlet the
character only secondary. And Hamlet the character has had an especia temptation for that
most dangerous type of critic: the critic with amind which is naturaly of the cregtive order,
but which through some weakness in cregtive power exercises itsdf in criticism instead.
These minds often find in Hamlet a vicarious existence for thelr own artistic redlization. Such
amind had Goethe, who made of Hamlet a Werther; and such had Coleridge, who made of
Hamlet a Coleridge; and probably neither of these men in writing about Hamlet remembered
that his first busnesswasto study awork of art. The kind of criticism that Goethe and
Coleridge produced, in writing of Hamlet, is the most mideading kind possible. For they both
possessed unquestionable critica ingght, and both make their critica aberrations the more
plausble by the subgtitution—of their own Hamlet for Shakespeareés—which ther cregtive
gift effects. We should be thankful that Walter Peter did not fix his atention on this play.

Two recent writers, Mr. J. M. Robertson and Professor Stoll of the University of Minnesota,
have issued small books which can be praised for moving in the other direction. Mr. Stoll
performs a service in recaling to our attention the labours of the critics of the seventeenth and
elghteenth centuries, 1 observing that

they knew less about psychology than more recent Hamlet critics, but they
were nearer in spirit to Shakespeare's art; and as they insisted on the
importance of the effect of the whole rather than on the importance of the
leading character, they were nearer, in their old-fashioned way, to the secret of
dramétic art in generd.

Qua work of art, thework of art cannot be interpreted; there is nothing to interpret; we can
only criticize it according to Sandards, in comparison to other works of art; and for
"interpretation” the chief task isthe presentation of relevant historicd facts which the reader
is not assumed to know. Mr. Robertson points out, very pertinently, how critics havefailed in
ther "interpretation” of Hamlet by ignoring what ought to be very obvious: that Hamlet isa
dratification, that it represents the efforts of a series of men, each making what he could out
of thework of his predecessors. The Hamlet of Shakespeare will gppear to us very differently
if, instead of treating the whole action of the play as due to Shakespeare's design, we perceive
hisHamlet to be superposed upon much cruder materia which perssts even in the fina form.

We know that there was an older play by Thomas Kyd, that extraordinary dramatic (if not
poetic) genius who was in al probability the author of two plays so dissmilar as the Spanish

Tragedy and Arden of Feversham; and what this play was like we can guess from three clues:

from the Spanish Tragedy itsdf, from the tale of Belleforest upon which Kyd's Hamlet must
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have been based, and from a verson acted in Germany in Shakespeare's lifetime which bears
strong evidence of having been adapted from the earlier, not from the later, play. From these
three sources it is clear that in the earlier play the motive was a revenge- motive smply; thet
the action or delay is caused, asin the Spanish Tragedy, soldy by the difficulty of
assassinating a monarch surrounded by guards; and that the "madness’ of Hamlet was feigned
in order to escape suspicion, and successfully. In the find play of Shakespeare, on the other
hand, thereis a motive which is more important than thet of revenge, and which explicitly
"blunts’ the latter; the delay in revenge is unexplained on grounds of necessity or expediency;
and the effect of the "madness’ isnot to lull but to arouse the king's suspicion. The dteration
is not complete enough, however, to be convincing. Furthermore, there are verba pardlds so
close to the Spanish Tragedy asto leave no doubt that in places Shakespeare was merdly
revising the text of Kyd. And findly there are unexplained scenes—the Polonius-Laertes and
the Polonius- Reynado scenes—for which thereislittle excuse; these scenes are not in the
verse style of Kyd, and not beyond doubt in the style of Shakespeare. These Mr. Robertson
believes to be scenesin the origind play of Kyd reworked by athird hand, perhaps Chapman,
before Shakespeare touched the play. And he concludes, with very strong show of reason, that
the origind play of Kyd was, like certain other revenge plays, in two parts of five acts each.
The upshot of Mr. Robertson's examination is, we believe, irrefragable: that Shakespeare's
Hamlet, so far asit is Shakespeare's, is a play deding with the effect of amother's guilt upon
her son, and that Shakespeare was unable to impose this motive successfully upon the
"intractable’ materid of the old play.

Of the intractability there can be no doubt. So far from being Shakespeare's masterpiece, the 5
play ismog certainly an artigtic fallure. In severd ways the play is puzzling, and disquieting
asisnone of the others. Of dl the playsit isthe longest and is possibly the one on which
Shakespeare spent most pains; and yet he has left in it superfluous and inconsistent scenes
which even hagty revison should have noticed. The versfication is variable. Lineslike

Look, the morn, in russet mantle clad,
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill,

are of the Shakespeare of Romeo and Juliet. Thelinesin Act v. sc. ii.,

Sir, in my heart there was akind of fighting
That would not let me deep...

Up from my cabin,

My sea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark
Grop'd | to find out them: had my desire;
Finger'd their packet;

are of his quite mature. Both workmanship and thought are in an unstable condition. We are
aurely judtified in atributing the play, with that other profoundly interesting play of

"intractable’ materia and astonishing vergfication, Measure for Measure, to a period of
crigs, after whichfollow the tragic successes which culminate in Coriolanus. Coriolanus may
be not as "interesting” as Hamlet, but it is, with Antony and Cleopatra, Shakespeare's most
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assured artistic success. And probably more people have thought Hamlet awork of art
because they found it interesting, than have found it interesting becauseitisawork of art. Itis
the"MonaLisa' of literature.

The grounds of Hamlet's faillure are not immediatey obvious. Mr. Robertson is undoubtedly
correct in concluding that the essential emotion of the play isthe feding of ason towardsa
guilty mother:

[Hamlet's| toneis that of one who has suffered tortures on the score of his
mother's degradation.... The guilt of amother is an dmogt intolerable motive
for drama, but it had to be maintained and emphasized to supply a
psychologicd solution, or rather a hint of one.

This, however, is by no means the whole story. It is not merely the "guilt of amother” that
cannot be handled as Shakespeare handled the suspicion of Othdllo, the infatuation of Antony,
or the pride of Coriolanus. The subject might conceivably have expanded into atragedy like
these, inteligible, sdf-complete, in the sunlight. Hamlet, like the sonnets, is full of some stuff
that the writer could not drag to light, contemplate, or manipulate into art. And when we
search for thisfeding, wefind it, as in the sonnets, very difficult to localize. Y ou cannot point
to it in the speeches, indeed, if you examine the two famous soliloquies you see the
vergficaion of Shakespeare, but a content which might be claimed by another, perhaps by the
author of the Revenge of Bussy d' Ambois, Act v. sc. i. We find Shakespeares Hamlet not in
the action, not in any quotations that we might seect, so much asin an unmistakable tone
which is unmigtekably not in the earlier play.

The only way of expressng emation in the form of art is by finding an "objective
correlaive"; in other words, a set of objects, a situation, a chain of events which shal be the
formula of that particular emotion; such that when the externd facts, which must terminate in
Sensory experience, are given, the emotion isimmediatey evoked. If you examine any of
Shakespeare's more successful tragedies, you will find this exact equivaence; you will find
that the state of mind of Lady Macbeth walking in her degp has been communicated to you
by askilful accumulation of imagined sensory impressons, the words of Macbeth on hearing
of hiswifés death strike us asif, given the sequence of events, these words were
automatically released by the last event in the series. The artigtic "inevitability” liesin this
complete adequacy of the externd to the emotion; and thisis precisely what is deficient in
Hamlet. Hamlet (the man) is dominated by an emotion which isinexpressible, becauseit isin
excess of the facts as they appear. And the supposed identity of Hamlet with his author is
genuine to this point: that Hamlet's bafflement at the absence of objective equivaent to his
fedingsis a prolongation of the bafflement of his cregtor in the face of his artistic problem.
Hamlet is up againg the difficulty that his disgust is occasioned by his mother, but thet his
mother is not an adequate equivadent for it; his disgust envelops and exceeds her. It isthusa
feeling which he cannot understand; he cannot objectify it, and it therefore remains to poison
life and obstruct action. None of the possible actions can satisfy it; and nothing that
Shakespeare can do with the plot can express Hamlet for him. And it must be noticed that the
very nature of the données of the problem precludes objective equivaence. To have
heiahtened the crimindity of Gertrude would have been to provide the formulafor atotaly
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different emotion in Hamlet; it isjust because her character is so negative and inggnificant
that she arouses in Hamlet the feding which she isincapable of representing.

The "madness’ of Hamlet lay to Shakespeare's hand; in the earlier play asmple ruse, and to 8
the end, we may presume, understood as a ruse by the audience. For Shakespeareit isless
than madness and more than feigned. The levity of Hamlet, his repetition of phrase, his puns,
are not part of adeiberate plan of dissmulation, but aform of emotiond relief. In the
character Hamlet it is the buffoonery of an emation which can find no outlet in action; in the
dramdtigt it is the buffoonery of an emotion which he cannot expressin art. Theintense
feding, ecsatic or terrible, without an object or exceeding its object, is something which
every person of senghility has known; it is doubtless a study to pathologigts. It often occursin
adolescence: the ordinary person puts these fedlings to deep, or trims down his feding to fit
the business world; the artist kegpsiit dive by his ability to intengfy the world to his
emotions. The Hamlet of Laforgue is an adolescent; the Hamlet of Shakespeare is not, he has
not that explanation and excuse. We must smply admit that here Shakespeare tackled a
problem which proved too much for him. Why he attempted it & al is an insoluble puzzle;
under compulsion of what experience he attempted to express the inexpressibly horrible, we
cannot ever know. We need a great many facts in his biography; and we should like to know
whether, and when, and after or a the same time as what persona experience, he read
Montaigne, I1. xii., Apologie de Raimond Sebond. We should have, findly, to know
something which is by hypothesis unknowable, for we assume it to be an experience which, in
the manner indicated, exceeded the facts. We should have to understand things which
Shakespeare did not understand himsdif.

Note 1

| have never, by the way, seen a cogent refutation of Thomas Rymer's objections to
Othdllo.

Ben Jonson

THE reputation of Jonson has been of the most deadly kind that can be compelled upon the L
memory of agreat poet. To be universally accepted; to be damned by the praise that quenches

al desreto read the book; to be afflicted by the imputation of the virtues which excite the

least pleasure; and to be read only by historians and antiquaries—this is the most perfect

congpiracy of approva. For some generations the reputation of Jonson has been carried rather
asaliability than as an asset in the balance-sheet of English literature. No critic has succeeded

in making him appear pleasurable or even interesting. Swinburne's book on Jonson satisfies

no arriostv and gimulates no thatioht. For the critical sudv inthe"Men of | efters Saries' hv
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Mr. Gregory Smith there isaplace; it satisfies curiogity, it supplies many just observations, it
provides va uable matter on the neglected masques; it only failsto remodd the image of
Jonson which is settled in our minds. Probably the fault lies with severd generations of our
poets. It is not that the value of poetry isonly its vaue to living poets for their own work; but
gppreciation is akin to creation, and true enjoyment of poetry is related to the gtirring of
suggestion, the stimulus that a poet feels in his enjoyment of other poetry. Jonson has
provided no creative simulus for a very long time; consequently we must ook back asfar as
Dryden—precisdly, a postic practitioner who learned from Jonson—before we find aliving
criticism of Jonson's work.

Y et there are possibilities for Jonson even now. We have no difficulty in seeing what 2
brought him to this pass; how, in contrast, not with Shakespeare, but with Marlowe, Webgter,
Donne, Beaumont, and Hetcher, he has been paid out with reputation instead of enjoyment.
Heisno less a poet than these men, but his poetry is of the surface. Poetry of the surface
cannot be understood without study; for to deal with the surface of life, as Jonson dedlt with
it, isto dedl so deliberately that we too must be deliberate, in order to understand.
Shakespeare, and smdler men dso, are in the end more difficult, but they offer something at
the Sart to encourage the student or to satisfy those who want nothing more; they are
suggestive, evocative, a phrase, avoice; they offer poetry in detall aswell asin design. So
does Dante offer something, a phrase everywhere (tu se' ombra ed ombra vedi) even to
readers who have no Itdian; and Dante and Shakespeare have poetry of design aswell as of
detall. But the polished veneer of Jonson reflects only the lazy reader's fatuity; unconscious
does not respond to unconscious; no swarms of inarticulate fedings are aroused. The
immediate apped of Jonson isto the mind; his emotiona toneis not in the sngle verse, but in
the design of the whole. But not many people are capable of discovering for themsavesthe
beauty which is only found after labour; and Jonson's industrious readers have been those
whose interest was historica and curious, and those who have thought thet in discovering the
historical and curious interest they had discovered the artistic value as well. When we say that
Jonson requires study, we do not mean study of his classca scholarship or of seventeenth
century manners. We mean intdligent saturation in hiswork as awhole; we mean that in
order to enjoy him at dl, we must get to the centre of hiswork and his temperament, and that
we must see him unbiased by time, as a contemporary. And to see him as a contemporary
does not so much require the power of putting ourselves into seventeenth-century London as
it requires the power of setting Jonson in our London: amore difficult triumph of divination.

It is generdly conceded that Jonson failed as atragic dramatist; and it is usualy agreed that 3
he failed because his genius was for satiric comedy and because of the weight of pedantic
learning with which he burdened his two tragic failures. The second point marks an obvious
error of detall; thefirst istoo crude a statement to be accepted; to say that he failed because
his genius was unsuited to tragedy is to tell us nothing at al. Jonson did not write a good
tragedy, but we can see no reason why he should not have written one. If two plays so
different as The Tempest and The Slent Woman are both comedies, surely the category of
tragedy could be made wide enough to include something possible for Jonson to have done,
But the classfication of tragedy and comedy, while it may be sufficient to mark the
digtinction in adramétic literature of more rigid form and trestment—it may ditinguish
Aristophanes from Euripides—is not adequate to a drama of such variations asthe
Elizabethans. Traoedv is a crude classfication for plavs so different in their tone as Macbeth,
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The Jew of Malta, and The Witch of Edmonton; and it does not help us much to say that The
Merchant of VVenice and The Alchemist are comedies. Jonson had his own scae, hisown
ingrument. The merit which Catiline possesses is the same merit that is exhibited more
triumphantly in Vol pone; Catiline fails, not because it istoo laboured and conscious, but
becauseit is not conscious enough; because Jonson in this play was not dert to hisown

idiom, not clear in his mind as to what his temperament wanted him to do. In Catiline Jonson
conforms, or attempts to conform, to conventions; not to the conventions of antiquity, which

he had exquisitely under control, but to the conventions of tragico-higtorica dramaof his

time. It isnot the Latin erudition that sinks Catiline, but the agpplication of that eruditionto a
form which was not the proper vehicle for the mind which had amassed the erudition.

If you look a Catiline—that dreary Pyrrhic victory of tragedy—you find two passages to be
successtul: Act ii. scenel, the dialogue of the politica ladies, and the Prologue of Syllas
ghost. These two passages are genid. The soliloquy of the ghost is a characterigtic Jonson
success in content and in versfication—

Do thou not fed me, Rome? not yet! is night

S0 heavy on thee, and my weight so light?

Can Syllds ghost arise within thy walls,

L ess threatening than an earthquake, the quick fals

Of thee and thine? Shake not the frighted heads

Of thy steep towers, or shrink to their first beds?

Or astheir ruin the large Tyber fills,

Make that swell up, and drown thy seven proud hills?...

Thisisthe learned, but dso the creative, Jonson. Without concerning himself with the
character of Sulla, and in lines of invective, Jonson makes Syllas ghost, while the words are
gpoken, aliving and terrible force. The words fal with as determined best asif they were the
will of the morose Dictator himsdlf. Y ou may say: merely invective, but mere invective, even
if as superior to the clumsy figticuffs of Marston and Hall as Jonson's verse is superior to
theirs, would not creete a living figure as Jonson has done in thislong tirade. And you may
say; rhetoric; but if we areto cal it "rhetoric” we must subject that term to a closer dissection
than any to which it is accustomed. What Jonson has done here is not merely afine speech. It
isthe careful, precisefilling in of astrong and smple outline, and a no point doesit overflow
the outling; it isfar more careful and precise in its obedience to this outline than are many of
the speechesin Tamburlaine. The outlineis not Sulla, for Sulla has nothing to do with it, but
"Syllds ghogt." The words may not be suitable to an historica Sulla, or to anybody in history,
but they are a perfect expression for "Syllas ghost." Y ou cannot say they are rhetorica
"because people do not talk like that,” you cannot cal them "verbiage'; they do not exhibit
prolixity or redundancy or the other vices in the rhetoric books; thereis a definite artistic
emotion which demands expression at that length. The words themsalves are mostlly smple
words, the syntax is naturd, the language austere rather than adorned. Turning then to the
induction of The Poetaster, we find another success of the same kind—

Light, | salute thee, but with wounded nerves..
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Men may not talk in that way, but the spirit of envy does, and in the words of Jonsonenvy isa
rel and living person. It is not human life that informs envy and Syllds ghog, but it is energy
of which humen lifeis only another variety.

Returning to Catiline, we find that the best scene in the body of the play is one which cannot
be squeezed into atragic frame, and which appears to belong to satiric comedy. The scene
between Fulviaand Gdla and Semproniais aliving scenein awilderness of oratory. And asit
recadls other scenes—there is a suggestion of the college of ladiesin The Slent Woman—it
looks like a comedy scene. And it appearsto be sdtire.

They shdl al give and pay well, that come here,

If they will haveit; and thet, jewels, pearl,

Plate, or round sumsto buy these. I'm not taken

With a cob-swan or ahigh-mounting bull,

Asfoolish Ledaand Europawere,

But the bright gold, with Danaé. For such price

| would endure arough, harsh Jupiter,

Or ten such thundering gamesters, and refrain

Tolaugh a 'em, till they are gone, with my much suffering.

This scene is no more comedy than it is tragedy, and the "satire" is merely a medium for the
essentid emotion. Jonson's dramais only incidentally satire, because it is only incidentdly a
criticism upon the actud world. It is not satire in the way in which the work of Swift or the
work of Moliere may be cdled sttire: that is, it does not find its sourcein any precise
emotiond attitude or precise intellectud criticism of the actuad world. It is satire perhaps as
the work of Rabdlasis satire; certainly not more so. The important thing isthet if fiction can
be divided into cregtive fiction and critica fiction, Jonson'sis cregtive. That he was a great
critic, our first great critic, does not affect this assertion. Every cregtor is aso a critic; Jonson
was a conscious critic, but he was a'so consciousin his creations. Certainly, one sensein
which the term "critica" may be gpplied to fiction is a sense in which the term might be used
of amethod antithetical to Jonson's. It isthe method of Education Sentimentale. The
characters of Jonson, of Shakespeare, perhaps of al the greatest drama, are drawn in positive
and smple outlines. They may befilled in, and by Shakespeare they arefilled in, by much
detail or many shifting aspects, but a clear and sharp and smple form remains through
these—though it would be hard to say in what the clarity and sharpness and smplicity of
Hamlet consists. But Frédéric Moreau is not made in that way. He is congtructed partly by
negative definition, built up by a great number of observations. We cannot isolate him from
the environment in which we find him; it may be an environment which is or can be much
universaized; neverthelessit, and thefigure in it, consst of very many observed particular
facts, the actud world. Without thisworld the figure dissolves. The ruling faculty isacriticd
perception, a commentary upon experienced feding and sensation. If thisistrue of Haubert, it
istruein ahigher degree of Maliére than of Jonson. The broad farcicd lines of Moliere may
seem to be the same drawing as Jonson's. But Moliére—say in Alceste or Monsieur
Jourdain—is criticizing the actud; the reference to the actud world is more direct. And
having a more tenuous reference, the work of Jonson is much less directly satirica.
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This leads usto the question of Humours. Largely on the evidence of the two Humour plays,
it is sometimes assumed that Jonson is occupied with types; typica exaggerations, or
exaggerations of type. The Humour definition, the expressed intention of Jonson, may be
satisfactory for these two plays. Every Man in his Humour isthe first mature work of Jonson,
and the student of Jonson must studly it; but it is not the play in which Jonson found his
genius. it isthelast of his playsto read fird. If one reads Vol pone, and after that re-reads the
Jew of Malta; then returns to Jonson and reads Bartholomew Fair, The Alchemist, Epicoene
and The Devil isan Ass, andfindly Catiline, it ispossbleto arrive a afair opinion of the
poet and the dramati<t.

The Humour, even at the beginning, is not atype, asin Marston's sttire, but asmplified and
somewhat distorted individua with atypica mania In the later work, the Humour definition
quite fails to account for the total effect produced. The characters of Shakespeare are such as
might exist in different circumstances than those in which Shakespeare sets them. The latter
gppear to be those which extract from the characters the most intense and interesting
redlization; but that redlization has not exhausted their possibilities. VVolpones life, on the
other hand, is bounded by the scenein which it is played; in fact, the life is the life of the
scene and is derivatively the life of Volpone; the life of the character isinseparable from the
life of the drama. Thisis not dependence upon a background, or upon a substratum of fact.
The emotiona effect is sngle and smple. Whereas in Shakespeare the effect is due to the
way in which the characters act upon one ancther, in Jonson it is given by the way in which
the charactersfit in with each other. The artistic result of Volpone is not due to any effect that
Volpone, Mosca, Corvino, Corbaccio, Voltore have upon each other, but smply to their
combination into awhole. And these figures are not personifications of passions,; separately,
they have not even that redity, they are condtituents. It isasmilar indication of Jonson's
method that you can hardly pick out aline of Jonson's and say confidently thet it is grest
poetry; but there are many extended passages to which you cannot deny that honour.

| will have al my beds blown up, not stuft;
Down istoo hard; and then, mine ova room
Fill'd with such pictures as Tiberius took
From Elephantis, and dull Aretine

But coldly imitated. Then, my glasses

Cut in more subtle angles, to disperse

And multiply thefigures, as| walk....

Jonson isthe legitimate hair of Marlowe. The man who wrote, in Vol pone:
for thy love,
In varying figures, | would have contended
With the blue Proteus, or the horned flood....

and

See, acarbuncle
May put out both the eyes of our Saint Mark;
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A diamond would have bought Lollia Pauling,
When she camein like star-light, hid with jewels....

isrelated to Marlowe as a poet; and if Marlowe is a poet, Jonson isaso. And, if Jonson's
comedy isacomedy of humours, then Marlowe's tragedy, alarge part of it, isatragedy of
humours. But Jonson has too exclusively been consdered as the typica representative of a
point of view toward comedy. He has suffered from his great reputation as a critic and
theorit, from the effects of his intelligence. We have been taught to think of him as the man,
the dictator (confusedly in our minds with hislater namesake), asthe literary politician
impressing his views upon a generation; we are offended by the constant reminder of his
scholarship. We forget the comedy in the humours, and the serious artist in the scholar.
Jonson has suffered in public opinion, as anyone must suffer who is forced to talk about his
art.

If you examine the first hundred lines or more of Volpone the verse appearsto bein the
manner of Marlowe, more ddliberate, more mature, but without Marlowe's inspiration. It
looks like mere "rhetoric,” certainly not "deeds and language such as men do use'! It appears
to us, in fact, forced and flagitious bombast. That it isnot "rhetoric,” or at least not vicious
rhetoric, we do not know until we are able to review the whole play. For the consstent
maintenance of this manner conveys in the end an effect not of verbosity, but of bold, even
shocking and terrifying directness. We have difficulty in saying exactly what produces this
ample and sngle effect. It isnot in any ordinary way due to management of intrigue. Jonson
employs immense dramatic congructive kill: it is not so much skill in plot as kill in doing
without a plot. He never manipulates as complicated a plot as that of The Merchant of Venice;
he hasin hisbest plays nothing like the intrigue of Restoration comedy. In Bartholomew Fair
itishardly aplot a al; the marve of the play isthe bewildering rapid chaotic action of the
far; itisthe far itsdf, not anything that happens to take place in the fair. In VVolpone, or The
Alchemist, or The Slent Woman, the plot is enough to keep the playersin motion; it is rather
an "action” than a plot. The plot does not hold the play together; what holds the play together
isaunity of ingpiration that radiates into plot and personages dike.

We have attempted to make more precise the sense in which it was said that Jonson'swork is
"of the surface"; carefully avoiding the word "superficid.” For there iswork contemporary
with Jonson's which is superficia in a pgorative sense in which the word cannot be gpplied to
Jonson—the work of Beaumont and Fletcher. If we look at the work of Jonson's great
contemporaries, Shakespeare, and aso Donne and Webster and Tourneur (and sometimes
Middleton), have a depth, athird dimension, as Mr. Gregory Smith rightly calsit, which
Jonson's work has not. Their words have often a network of tentacular roots reaching down to
the deepest terrors and desires. Jonson's most certainly have not; but in Beaumont and
Fletcher we may think that a timeswe find it. Looking closer, we discover that the blossoms
of Beaumont and Fetcher's imagination draw no sustenance from the soil, but are cut and
dightly withered flowers stuck into sand.

Wilt thou, heresfter, when they talk of me,

Asthou shdt hear nathing but infamy,
Remember some of these thinas?...
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| pray thee, do; for thou shat never see me so again.

Hair woven in many acurious warp,
Ablein endless error to enfold
The wandering soul;...

Detached from its context, thislooks like the verse of the greater poets; just as lines of
Jonson, detached from their context, look like inflated or empty fustian. But the evocative
qudity of the verse of Beaumont and Hetcher depends upon a clever gpped to emotions and
associaions which they have not themsalves grasped; it is hollow. It is superficial with a
vacuum behind it; the superficies of Jonson issolid. Itiswhat it is; it does not pretend to be
another thing. But it is S0 very conscious and deliberate that we must ook with eyes dert to
the whole before we apprehend the significance of any part. We cannot cal a man's work
superficia when it isthe creation of aworld; aman cannot be accused of dedling superficialy
with the world which he himsdlf has creeted; the superficiesis the world. Jonson's characters
conform to the logic of the emotions of their world. It isaworld like Lobatchevsky's, the
worlds created by artists like Jonson are like systems of non-Euclidean geometry. They are
not fancy, because they have alogic of their own; and thislogic illuminates the actua world,
because it gives usanew point of view from which to ingpect it.

A writer of power and intelligence, Jonson endeavoured to promulgate, as aformulaand
programme of reform, what he chose to do himself; and he not unnaturdly laid down in
abgtract theory what isin redity apersond point of view. And it isin the end of no vaueto
discuss Jonson's theory and practice unless we recognize and saize this point of view, which
escapes the formulag and which is what makes his plays worth reading. Jonson behaved as the
great cregtive mind that he was: he created his own world, aworld from which his followers,
aswell as the dramatists who were trying to do something wholly different, are excluded.
Remembering this, we turn to Mr. Gregory Smith's objection—that Jonson's characters lack
the third dimension, have no life out of the thegtrical existence in which they gppear—and
demand an inquest. The objection implies that the characters are purely the work of intellect,
or the result of superficia observation of aworld which isfaded or mildewed. It implies that
the characters are lifdless. But if we dig beneeth the theory, benegath the observation, benegth
the ddliberate drawing and the theatrical and dramatic elaboration, there is discovered akind
of power, animating VVolpone, Busy, Fitzdottrd, the literary ladies of Epicoene, even Bobadil,
which comes from below the intellect, and for which no theory of humours will account. And
it isthe same kind of power which vivifies Trimachio, and Panurge, and some but not dl of
the "comic" characters of Dickens. Thefictive life of thiskind is not to be circumscribed by a
reference to "comedy" or to "farce"; it is not exactly the kind of life which informs the
characters of Maliere or that which informs those of Marivaux—two writers who were,
besides, doing something quite different the one from the other. But it is something which
distinguishes Barabas from Shylock, Epicure Mammon from Falstaff, Faustus from—if you

will—Macbeth; Marlowe and Jonson from Shakespeare and the Shakespearians, Webster, and

Tourneur. It is not merely Humours: for neither VVolpone nor Moscais a humour. No theory of
humours could account for Jonson's best plays or the best characters in them. We want to
know at what point the comedy of humours passes into awork of art, and why Jonson is not
Brome.
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The creation of awork of art, we will say the cregtion of a character in adrama, consstsin
the process of transfusion of the persondity, or, in a degper sense, the life, of the author into
the character. Thisisavery different matter from the orthodox creation in one's own image.
The ways in which the passions and desires of the crestor may be satisfied in the work of art
are complex and devious. In apainter they may take the form of a predilection for certain
colours, tones, or lightings;, in awriter the originad impulse may be even more srangdy
transmuted. Now, we may say with Mr. Gregory Smith that Falstaff or a score of
Shakespeare's characters have a "third dimension™ that Jonson's have not. Thiswill mean, not
that Shakespeare's goring from the fedlings or imagination and Jonson's from the intellect or
invention; they have equdly an emotional source; but that Shakespeare's represent amore
complex tissue of fedings and desires, as well as amore supple, a more susceptible
temperament. Falgtaff is not only the roast Mamesbury ox with the pudding in his belly; he
adso "growsold,” and, finaly, hisnose is as sharp as a pen. He was perhaps the satisfaction of
more, and of more complicated fedings, and perhaps he was, as the greet tragic characters
must have been, the offspring of deeper, less gpprehensible fedings: deeper, but not
necessarily stronger or more intense, than those of Jonson. It is obvious that the spring of the
difference is not the difference between feding and thought, or superior ingght, superior
perception, on the part of Shakespeare, but his susceptibility to a grester range of emotion,
and emotion deeper and more obscure. But his characters are no more "dive' than are the
characters of Jonson.

Theworld they liveinisalarger one. But smdl worlds—the worlds which artists create—do
not differ only in magnitude; if they are complete worlds, drawn to scae in every part, they
differ in kind aso. And Jonsoni's world has this scae. Histype of persondity found its relief
in something faling under the category of burlesque or farce—though when you are deding
with aunique world, like his, these termsfail to gppease the desire for definition. It isnot, at
al events, the farce of Moliere: the latter is more andytic, more an intellectua redistribution.

It is not defined by the word "stire.” Jonson poses as a stirist. But sdtire like Jonson's is
great in the end not by hitting off its object, but by creeting it; the satire is merdly the means
which leads to the assthetic result, the impulse which projects a new world into a new orbit. In
Every Man in his Humour thereis anest, a very nest, comedy of humours. In discovering and
procdlaming in this play the new genre Jonson was Smply recognizing, unconscioudy, the
route which opened out in the proper direction for hisingtincts. His characters are and remain,
like Marlowe's, amplified characters; but the smplification does not consist in the dominance
of aparticular humour or monomania. That isavery superficia account of it. The
amplification congsts largdly in reduction of detail, in the seizing of aspects relevant to the
relief of an emotiona impulse which remains the same for that character, in meking the
character conform to a particular setting. This stripping is essentid to the art, to which isaso
essentid aflat distortion in the drawing; it isan art of caricature, of greet caricature, like
Marlowe's. It isagreet caricature, which is beautiful; and a greet humour, which is serious.
The"world" of Jonson is sufficiently large; it isaworld of poetic imagination; it is sombre.

He did not get the third dimension, but he was not trying to get it.

If we approach Jonson with less frozen awe of hislearning, with acdearer understanding of
his"rhetoric" and its gpplications, if we grasp the fact that the knowledge required of the

reader is not archamlogy but knowledge of Jonson, we can derive not only ingtruction in non-
Eudidean humanity—but enjoyment. We can even apply him, be aware of him as apart of
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our literary inheritance craving further expresson. Of al the dramatists of histime, Jonson is
probably the one whom the present age would find the most sympathetic, if it knew him.
Thereisabrutdity, alack of sentiment, a polished surface, a handling of large bold designsin
brilliant colours, which ought to attract about three thousand people in London and € sawhere.
At leas, if we had a contemporary Shakespeare and a contemporary Jonson, it would be the
Jonson who would arouse the enthusiasm of the intelligentsial Though heis saturated in
literature, he never sacrifices the theetricd quaities—thestricd in the most favourable
sense—to literature or to the study of character. Hiswork is atitanic show. But Jonson's
masques, an important part of hiswork, are neglected; our flaccid culture lets shows and
literature fade, but prefers faded literature to faded shows. There are hundreds of people who
have read Comus to ten who have read the Masqgue of Blackness. Comus contains fine poetry,
and poetry exemplifying some merits to which Jonson's masgue poetry cannot pretend.
Nevertheless, Comus is the death of the masque; it isthe trangition of aform of at—even of a
form which exiged for but a short generation—into "literature,” literature cast in aform

which has logt its gpplication. Even though Comus was amasque at Ludlow Castle, Jonson
had, what Milton came perhapstoo late to have, asensefor living art; his art was applied. The
masques can gill be read, and with pleasure, by anyone who will take the trouble—a trouble
which in this part of Jonson is, indeed, a study of antiquities—to imagine them in action,
displayed with the music, costumes, dances, and the scenery of Inigo Jones. They are
additiond evidence that Jonson had a fine sense of form, of the purpose for which a particular
form isintended; evidence that he was aliterary artist even more than he was a man of |letters,

Philip Massinger

| 1

MASSINGER has been more fortunately and more fairly judged than severd of his grester
contemporaries. Three critics have done their best by him: the notes of Coleridge exemplify
Coleridge's fragmentary and fine perceptions, the essay of Ledie Stephen is a piece of
formidable destructive andysis; and the essay of Swinburne is Swinburnes criticism & its
best. None of these, probably, has put Massinger findly and irrefutably into a place.

English criticism isinclined to argue or persuade rather than to state; and, instead of forcing 2
the subject to expose himsdf, these critics have lft in their work an undissolved resduum of
their own good taste, which, however impeccable, is something that requires our faith. The
principles which animate this taste remain unexplained. Mr. Cruickshank's book is awork of
scholarship; and the advantage of good scholarship isthat it presents us with evidence which
isan invitation to the critica faculty of the reader: it bestows a method, rather than a
judgment.

It is difficult—it is perhaps the supreme difficulty of criticism—to make the facts generdize 3
themsalves, but Mr. Cruickshank at least presents us with facts which are capable of
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generdization. Thisisasarvice of value; and it is therefore wholly a compliment to the author
to say that his gppendices are as vauable as the essay itsdlf.

The sort of labour to which Mr. Cruickshank has devoted himself is one that professed 4
critics ought more willingly to undertake. It is an important part of criticism, more importart
than any mere expression of opinion. To understand Elizabethan dramaiit is necessary to
study a dozen playwrights at once, to dissect with al care the complex growth, to ponder
collaboration to the utmost line. Reading Shakespeare and severa of his contemporariesis
pleasure enough, perhaps dl the pleasure possible, for most. But if we wish to consummeate
and refine this pleasure by understanding it, to digtil the last drop of it, to press and press the
essence of each author, to apply exact measurement to our own sensations, then we must
compare; and we cannot compare without parcelling the threads of authorship and influence.
We must employ Mr. Cruickshank's judgments; and perhaps the most important judgment to
which he has committed himsdf isthis

Massnger, in his grasp of stagecraft, his flexible metre, his desrein the
sphere of ethicsto exploit both vice and virtue, istypica of an age which had
much culture, but which, without being exactly corrupt, lacked mord fibre.

Here, in fact, is our text: to eucidate this sentence would be to account for Massinger. We
begin vagudy with good taste, by a recognition that Massnger isinferior: can we trace this
inferiority, dissolve it, and have |eft any dement of merit?

Weturn firg to the pardld quotations from Massinger and Shakespeare collocated by Mr. 5
Cruickshank to make manifest Massinger's indebtedness. One of the surest of testsis the way
in which a poet borrows. Immature poets imitate; mature poets stedl; bad poets deface what
they take, and good poets make it into something better, or at least something different. The
good poet welds his theft into awhole of feding which is unique, utterly different from that
from which it was torn; the bad poet throwsiit into something which has no cohesion. A good
poet will usudly borrow from authors remotein time, or dien in language, or diversein
interest. Chapman borrowed from Seneca; Shakespeare and Webster from Montaigne. The
two gresat followers of Shakespeare, Webster and Tourneur, in their mature work do not
borrow from him; heistoo close to them to be of use to them in thisway. Massnger, as Mr.
Cruickshank shows, borrows from Shakespeare agood dedl. Let us profit by some of the
quotations with which he has provided us—

Massinger: Can | cdl back yesterday, with dl their aids
That bow unto my sceptre? or restore
My mind to that tranquillity and peace
It then enjoyed?

Shakespeare: Not poppy, hor mandragora,
Nor dl the drowsy syrops of theworld
Shall ever medecine thee to that sweet deep
Which thou owedst yesterday.
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Massinger'sis agenerd rhetorica question, the language just and pure, but colourless.
Shakespeare's has particular sgnificance; and the adjective "drowsy" and the verb "medecine"
infuse a precise vigour. Thisis, on Massinger's part, an echo, rather than an imitation or a
plagiarism—the basest, because least conscious form of borrowing. "Drowsy syrop” isa
condensation of meaning frequent in Shakespeare, but rare in Massinger.

Massinger: Thou didst not borrow of Vice her indirect,
Crooked, and abject means.

Shakespeare: God knows, my son,
By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways
| met this crown.

Here, again, Massinger gives the general forensic statement, Shakespeare the particular
image. "Indirect crook'd" isforceful in Shakespeare; a mere pleonasm in Massinger. "Crook'd
ways' isametgphor; Massinger's phrase only the ghost of a metaphor.

Massinger: And now, in the evening,
When thou shoud'st pass with honour to thy rest,
Wilt thou fdl like ameteor?

Shakespeare: | sdl fdl
Like abright exhdation in the evening,
And no man see me more.

Here the lines of Massinger have their own beauty. Still, a"bright exhdation” appearsto the
eye and makes us catch our breeth in the evening; "meteor” isadim smile; the word isworn.

Massinger: What you deliver to me shdl be lock'd up
In astrong cabinet, of which you yourself
Shall keep the key.

Shakespeare: 'Tisin my memory locked,
And you yoursdf shdl keep the key of it.

In the preceding passage Massinger had squeezed his Smile to death, here he dragsit round

the city at his hedls; and how swift Shakespeare'sfigureisl We may add two more passages,
not given by our commentator; here the model is Webster. They occur on the same page, an
artless confesson.

Here he comes,
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His nose held up; he hath something in the wind,

is hardly comparable to "the Cardind lifts up his nose like afoul porpoise before a sorm,”
and when we come upon

astann'd galey-daves
Pay such as do redeem them from the oar

it is unnecessary to turn up the grest linesin the Duchess of Malfi. Massinger fancied this
gdley-dave; for he comes with his oar again in the Bondman—

Never did galley-dave shake off his chains,
Or looked on his redemption from the oar....

Now these are mature plays; and the Roman Actor (from which we have drawn the two
previous extracts) is said to have been the preferred play of its author.

We may conclude directly from these quotations that Massinger's feding for language had 6
outdiripped hisfeding for things; that his eye and his vocabulary were not in co-operation.
One of the grestest ditinctions of severd of his elder contemporaries—we name Middleton,
Webster, Tourneur—is agift for combining, for fusng into a sngle phrase, two or more
diverse impressons.

...in her grong toil of grace

of Shakespeare is such afusion; the metaphor identifies itself with what suggestsit; the
resultant is one and is unique—

Does the silk worm expend her yellow labours?...
Why does yon fellow falsify highways

And lays his life between the judge's lips

To refine such a one? keeps horse and men

To beat their valours for her?

Let the common sewer take it from digtinction....
Lust and forgetfulness have been amongst us....

These lines of Tourneur and of Middleton exhibit that perpetua dight dteration of language,
words perpetualy juxtaposed in new and sudden combinations, meanings perpetualy
eingeschachtelt into meanings, which evidences avery high development of the senses, a
development of the English language which we have perhaps never equaled. And, indeed,
with the end of Chapman, Middleton, Webster, Tourneur, Donne we end a period when the
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intellect wasimmediately at the tips of the senses. Sensation became word and word was
sensation. The next period is the period of Milton (though till with aMarvdl init); and this
period isinitiated by Massinger.

It is not that the word becomes less exact. Massinger is, in awholly eulogistic sense, choice
and correct. And the decay of the sensesis not inconsistent with a greater sophigtication of
language. But every vitd development in language is a development of feding aswell. The
verse of Shakespeare and the mgjor Shakespearean dramatists is an innovation of thiskind, a
true mutation of species. The verse practised by Massinger is a different verse from that of his
predecessors, but it is not a development based on, or resulting from, anew way of fedling.
On the contrary, it seemsto lead us away from feding adtogether.

We mean that Massinger must be placed as much at the beginning of one period as at the end
of another. A certain Boyle, quoted by Mr. Cruickshank, says that Milton's blank verse owes
much to the study 