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Guinņlere

Queen Guįnevere had fled the court,.and sat
There in the hoĮy house at Almesbury
Weeping, none with her save a lįttle maid,
A novice: one low light betwixt them burn'd,
Blurr'd by the creeping mist, for all abroad,
Beneath a mooĪlunseen albeit at full,
The white mist, like a face-clorh.to rhe face,
Clung to the dead earth, and the Įand was stiĮl.

For hither had she fled, her cause of flight
Sir Modred; he the nearesr to the Krg,
His nephew, ever like a subtle beast
Lay couchant with his eyes upon the rhrone,
Ready to spring, waiting a chance: for this,
He chill'd the popular praises of the King
With silent smiles of slow disparagement;
And tamper'd wiü the Lords of the White Horse,
Heathen, the brood by Hengist left; and sought
To make disruption in the Table Round
Of Arthur, and to splinter ir inro feuds
Serving his trairorous end; and all his aims
Were shaņen'd by strong hate for Lancelot.

For thus it chanced one moĪn when all the court,
Green-suiįed, but with plumes that mock'd the may,
Had been, their wont, a-mŅng and return'd,
That Modred sūllin green, allear and eye,
Clįmb'd to the high top of the garden-wall
To spy some secret scandal if he might,
And saw the Queen who sat berwixt her best
Enid, and lissome Viūen, of her court
The wįliest and the worst; and more than this
He saw not, for Sir Lancelot passing by
Spied where he couch'd, and as the gardener's hand
Pįcks from the coleworį a green cateņillar,
So from the high wall and the fļowerįng grove
of grasses Lancelot pluck'd him by the heeļ,
And cast him as a worĪn upon the way;
But when he knew the Prince tho' marr'd with dust,
He, reverencing king's blood in a bad man,
Made such excuses as he might, and these
Full knighģ without Scorn; for in those days
No Įceight of Arthur's noblest dealt in scorn;
But, įf a man were haļt or hunch'd, in him
By those whom God had made fuliļimb'd and talļ,
Scorn was alļow'd as part of his defect,
And he was ans'\ryer'd softĮy by the King
And all his TabĮe. So Sir Lancelot hoĮp
To raise the Prince, who rising twįce or thrice
Full shaņly smote his knees, and smiled, and went:
But, ever after, the smaļļ ūolence done
Rankled in him and ruffled all his hearr,
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As ūe shaņ wind that ruffles aĮlday long
A Įittļe bitter pool about a stone
on the bare coasį.

But when Sir. Lancelot toĮd
This matter ro the Queen, at first she laugh'd
Lightly, to think of Modred's dusry fall,
Then shudder'd, as the ūlĮage wife who cries
'I shudder, some one steps acĪoss my grave;'
Then Įaugh'd again, but faįntlier, for indeed
She half-foresa\Ā/ that he, the subtle beast,
WouĮd track her guilt untii he found, and hers
WouĮd be for everĪnore a name of scorn.
Henceforward rarely could she front in HaļĮ,
or elsewhere, Modred's rĮarro'w foxy face,
Heart-hiding smile, and grey persistent eye:
Henceforward too, the Powers that tend the soul,
To help it from ūe death that cannot die,
And save it even in extremes, began
To vex and plague her. Many a tįme for hours,
Besįde the pĮacid breaüings of üe King,
In the dead night, grim faces came and wenr
Before her, or a vague spiriruaĮ fear _
Like to some doubtful noise of creaking doors,
Heard by the watcher in a haunted house,
That keeps the rust of murder on rhe walls -
HeĮd her awake: or if she slept, she dream'd
An awful dream; for then she seem'd to stand
on some vast pĮain before a setting suĪr,
And from üe sun üere swifģ made at her
A ghastly something, and its shadow flew
Before it, tįll it touch'd her, and she turn'd _
When lo! her own, that broadening from her feet,
And blackening, swallow'd all the Įand, and in it
Far cities burnt, and with a cry she woke.
And all this trouble dįd not pass but grev/;
Till ev'n the clear face of the guileless King,
And trustful courtesies of household lįfe,
Became her bane; and at the last she said,
'O Lancelot, get. thee hence to thine own land,
For if thou tarņl we shall meet again,
And įf we meet agaįn, some evil chance
Wįll make the smouldering scandaļ break andbLaze
Before the peopĮe, and our lord the Kirg.'
And L^ancelot ever promised, but remain'd,
And stįļl they met and met. Again she said,
'o Lancelot, if thou ļove me get thee hence.'
And then they were agreed upon a night
OMhen the good King should not be there) ro meer
And part for ever. Passion-pa1e they met
And greeted: hands in hands, and eye ro eye,
Low on the border of her couch they sat
Stammerįng and staring: įt was their last hour,
A madness of farewells. And Modred broughr
His creatures to the basement of the tower
For testimony; and crying with full voice
'Traitor, come out, ye are trapt at last,' aroused
Lancelot, who rushing ounvard lionlike
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Leapt on him, and hurl'd him headlong, and he fell
Stunn'd, and his creatures took and bare him off
And all was srill: üen she, 'the end is come
And t am shamed for ever;' and he said,
'Mine be the shame; mine was the sin: but rise
And fly to my sūong castle overseas:
There will I hide thee, till my life shall end,
There hold thee with my Įife against the worļd.'
She answer'd, 'Lancelot, wįļt thou hold me so?
Nay, friend, for we have taken our farewells.
Would God, that thou couļd'st hide me from myself!
Mine is the shame, for I was wife, and thou
Unwedded: yet rise now, and let us fly,
For I will draw me into sancruary,
And bįde my doom'' So Lancelot got her horse'
Set her thereon, and mounted on his own,
And then they rode to the diūded way,
There kiss'd, and parted weeping: for he past,
Love-loyal to the least wish of üe Queen,
Back to his land; but she to Almesbury
Fled all night long by glimmering'\ā/aste and weald,
And heard the Spirits of the wasre and weald
Moan as she fled, or thought she heard them moan:
And in herself she moan'd 'too late, too late!'
Tįll in the cold wind that foreruns the morn,
A blot in heaven, the Raven, flying high,
Croak'd, and she thought, 'He spies a field of dearh;
For now the Heathen of the Northern Sea,
Lured by the crimes and fraiĮties of the court
Begin to slay the foļk, and spoil the land.'

And when she came to Almesbury she spake
There to the nuns, and said, 'Mine enemies
Pursue me, but, O peaceful Sisterhood,
Receive, and yield me sanctuary, nor ask
Her name, to whom ye įeld it, tilĮ her tįme
To tell you:' and her beauty, grace and power,
Wrought as a charm upon them, and they spared
To ask it.

So the stately Queen abode
For many a week, unhrown, among the nuns;
Nor with them mix'd, nor told her name, nor sought.
Wrapt įn her grief, for housel or for shrift,
But communed onĮy with the littĮe maid,
Who pleased her wįth a babbling heedĮessness
Which often iured her from herseĮf, but now,
This night, a rumour wiidly bĮown about
Came, that Sir Modred had usuņ'd the realm,
And leagued him wįth the heathen, while rhe King
Was waging war on Lancelot: then she thoughr,
'With what a hare the people and the King
Must hare me,' and bow'd down upon her hands
Silent, untįl the ļittĮe maįd, who brook'd
No silence, brake it, uttering 'late! so late!
What hour, I wonder, now?' and when she drew
No answer, by and by began to hum

An aįr the nuns had taught her; 'late' so latel'
Which when she heard, the Queen ļook'd up, and said,
'O maiden, if indeed you list to sing
Sing, and unbind my heart that I may weep.'
Whereat fullwiĮlingty sang ūe little maid.

'LaLe,late, so late! and dark the night and chill!
Late, Iate, so late! butwe can enter still.
Too Įate, too late! ye carįnot enter rrow.

'No light had we: for that we do repent;
And learning this, the brideņoom will relent.
Too late, too lateļ ye cannot erįter now.

'No light.: so late! and dark and chill the night!
O let us in, that we may find the Įight!
Too Įate, too late: ye canĪrot enįer now.

'Have we not heard the bridegroom is so sweet?
o let us in, tho' late, [o kiss hįs feet!
No, no, too Įate! ye cannot enter now.'

So sang the novice, whįle full passionately,
Her head upon her hands, remembering
Her thought when fįrst she came' wept the sad Queen.
Then saįd the lįttļe novįce Prattļing to her.

'O prayyou, noble lady, weep no more;
But let my words, the words of one so small,
Who ļicrowing noüing knows but to obey,

And if l do not üere is penance given _
Comfort your sorrows; for they do not flow
From evįl done; right sure am I of that,
'W'ho see your tender grace and stateliness.
But weigh your soĪTows with our lord the King's,
And weighing find them less; for gone is he
To wage grim war against Sir l-ancelot there,
Round that strong castle where he holds the Queen; ļ

And Modred whom he ļeft in charge of all,
The traįtor _ Ah sweet lady, the King's grief
For his own self, and his own Queen, and realm,
Must needs be thrįce as great as any of ours.
For me, I thank the saints, I am not great.
For įf there ever come a grief to me
Ī cry my cry in silence, and have done:
None knows it, and my įears have brought me good:
But even were the griefs of ļittle ones
As great as those of great oĪles' yet this grief
Is added to the griefs üe great must bear'
That howsoever much they may desire
SiĮence, they cannot weep behįnd a cļoud:
As even here they mlk at Almesbury
About the good King and his wįcked Queen,
And were I such a King with such a Queen
WelĮ might I wish to veiļ her wįckedness
But were I such a King, it could not be.'
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Then to her own sad heart mutter'd the Queen,
'Wįll the child kitĮ me wįth her innocent talk?'
But openly she answer'd 'must not I,
If üis false ķaitor have displaced his Įord,
Grįeve with the common grief of alļ the realm?'

'Yea,' saįd the maid, 'this is alĮwoman's grief,
That she is woman, whose disloyal life
Hath wrought confusion in the TabĮe Round
Which good King Arthur founded, years ago,
With signs and miracles and wonders, there
At Camelot, ere the coming of the Queen.'

Then thought the Queen wįthin herself again,
'Wįļl the child kill me wįth her foolish prate?'
But openly she spake and saįd to het,
'o ļittle maid, shut in by nunnery walls,
What canst thou know of Kings and Tables Round,
Or what of signs and wonders, but the signs
And simple miracles of thy nunnery?'

To whom the little novįce garnrlously: '

'Yea, but I ļcrow: the land was full of signs
And wonders ere the coming of ūe Queen.
So saįd my father, and himseĮf was lcright
Of the great Table - at the founding of it;
And rode thereto from Lyonnesse, and he said
That as he rode, an hour or maybe rwaįn
After the sunset, down the coast, he heard
Strange music, and he paused and turning - there,
AlĮ down the lonely coast of Lyonnesse,
Each with a beacon-star upon his head,
And with a wild seaJight about his feet,
He saw them - headland after headland flame
Far on into the rich heart of the west:
And in the light üe white mermaįden s'wam'
And strong man-breasted things stood from the sea,
And sent a deep sea-voice thro' all üe land,
To whįch the little elves of chasm and cĮeft
Made ans\ry'er, sounding like a distant horn.
So said my father _ Ygr, and furtherĪnore'
Next morning, while he past the dimJit woods,
Himself beheļd three spirits mad with joy
Come dashing down on a tall wayside flower,
That shook beneath them, as the thistļe shakes
When three grey linnets wrangle for the seed:
And still at evenings on before hįs horse
The flickering fairy-circle wheel'd and broke
Flyt.g, and link'd again, and wheel'd and broke
Fļyrr'g, for aļl rhe land was full of life.
And when at last he came to CameĮot,
A wreath of. airy dancers hand-in-hand
Swung round the lighted lantem of the hall;
And įn the hall įtself was such a feast
As never man had dream'd; for every Įceight
Had whaķoever meat he long'd for served
By hands unseen; and even as he said

Down in the celļars merņ/ bļoated things
Shoulder'd the spigot, stiaddting on thā butķ
Whįle the wine ran: so glad were spirits and men
Before the coming of the sįnful Queen. ' '

Then spake the Queen and somewhat bitteģ,
'Were they so gĮad? illprophets were they all,
Spirits and men: could none of them foresee,
Not even thy wise father with his signs
And wonders, what has faļl'n upon the realm?'

, To whom the novice garnrĮousĮy again.
tYea, one, a bard; of whom my father said,
Full many a noble \Ā/ar-soĪlg had he sung,
Ev'n in tJre presence of an enemy's fleet,
Between the steep clįff and the coming wave;
And many a mystic lay of life and death
Had chanted on the smoĻ mountain-tops,
When round him bent the spirits of üe hills
With all their dewy hair blown back like flame:
So said my father - and that night the bard
Sang Arthur's gĮorious wars, and sang the King
As wellnigh more üan man, and raįl'd at those'Who call'd him the false son of Gorlois:
For üere was no man krrew from whence he came;
But after tempest, when the long wave broke
All down the thundering shores of Bude and Bos,
There came a day as stįĮĮ as heaven, and then
They found a naked child upon the sands
Of dark Dundagil by the Cornish sea;
And that was Arthur; and they foster'd him
Till he by miracle was approven king:
And that his grave should be a mystery
From alĮ men, Įike his birth; and could he fįnd
A woman in her womanhood as great
As he was in his manhood, then, he sang,
The wain together welĮ might change the world.
But even in the middle of his song
He faĮter'd, and hįs hand fell from the haņ,
And pale he tum'd, and reel'd, and would have fall'n,
But that they stay'd him up; nor would he tell
His vision; but what doubt that he foresaw
This evilwork of Lanceļot and the Queen?'

Then thought the Queen '1ol they have set her on,
our simpĮe-seeming Abbess and her nuns,
To pĮay uPon me,' and bow'd her head nor spake.
Whereat the noüce cryrng, wiū clasp'd hands,
Shame on her own garnrliry gamrlousĮy,
Said the good nuns wouļd cheik her gadding tongue
Fuļl often, 'and, sweet lady, if I seem
To vex an ear too sad to ļįsten to me,
ĮJnmannerly, with Prattling and the tales,
Which my good father told me, check me too:
Nor let me shame my father's memory, one
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of nobļest maĪrners, tho' himself would say
Sir Lanceļot had the nobĮest; and he died,
Kįlļ'd in a tilt, come next, five summers back,
And left me; but of others who remain,
And of the two fįrst-famed for courtesy _
And pray you check me įf I ask amiss _
But pray you, which had nobļest, while you moved
Among rhem, Lancelot or our lord the King?'

Then ūe pale Queen look'd up and answer,d her.
'Sir Lancelot' as became a nobĮe Įoight,
Was gracious to alĮ ladies, and the same
In open battle or the rilting-field
Forbore his own advanrage, and the King
In open battle or the tilting-field
Forbore his, own advantagei, and these rwo
Were the most nobĻmanner'd men of all;
For manners are not idĮe, but the fruit
Of loyal nature, and of noble mind.'

'Yea,' said the maįd, 'be manners such fair fruit?
Then Lancelot's needs must be a thousand-foĮd
Less noble, being, as aĮl rumour runs'
The most disloyal frįend in all the world.'

To whįch a mournful answer made the Queen:
'O closed about by narrowing nunnery-walls,
What knowest thou of the world, and all its lights,
And shadows, allthe weaļth and all the woe?
If ever Lancelor, that most noble knight,
Were for one hour.less noble than himselĻ
Pray for him that he scape the doom of fire,
And weep for her, who drew him to hįs doom.,

'Yea,' said the little novice, 'I pray for both;
But l should all as, soon belįeve that hįs,
Sir Lancelot's,'weĪe as nobļe as the King's,
As I could think, s\Ā/eet Įady, yours would be
Such as they ate, were you the sįnful Queen.'

So she, like many another babbler, hurt
Whom she would soothe, and harm'd where she would heal;
For here a sudden flush of wrathful hear
Fired all the pale face of the Queen, who cried,
'Such aS thou art be never maįden more
For ever! thou their tool, set on to plague
And play upon, and harry me, petty spy
And uaįtress.'When that storm of anger brake
From Guinevere, aghast the maiden rose,
White as her veil, and stood before the Queen
As tremulously as foam upon rhe beach
Stands in a wind, ready to break and fly,
Andwhen the Queen had added'Get üee hence,'
Fled füghted. Then that other ieft alone
Sigh'd, and began to gather heart again,

Su)o.lg in herselĻ 'The simple, fearfuļ child
Meant nothing, but my own įoo-fearful guilt,
Simpler than any chiĮd, betrays iķelf.
But help me, heaven, for surely I repent.
For what is true ĪepentaĪrce but in thought _
Not ev'n in inmost thought ro rhink again
The sins thar made the past so pleasanr to us:
And I have sworn never to see him more,
To see him more.'

Her memory from ",ufff,,"Įi,il TäT "u'
Went slipping back upon the golden days
In which she saw him first, when Lanceiot came,
Reputed the best knight and goodliesr man,
Ambassador, ro lead her to his lord
Arthur, and led her forth, and far ahead
of his and her reįinue moüng, they,
Rapt in sweet taĮk or lively, aĮl on Įove
And sport and tilķ and pĮeasure, (for the tįme
Was maņime, and as yet no sin was dream'd.,)
Rode under groves that look'd a paradise
Of blossom, over sheets of hyacinth
That seem'd the heavens upbreaking thro, the earrh,
And on from hill to hill, and every day
Beheld at noon in some delicįous dale į'

The silk pavilions of King Arthur raised
For brief repast or afternoon repose
By couriers gone before; and on again,
Till yet once more ere ser of sun theJr saw
The Dragon of the grear pendragonship,
That crown'd rhe state pavilion of the King,
BĮaze by the rushing brook or silent well.

But when the Queen įmmersed in such a traĪlce'
And moüng ūro' the past unconsciously,
Came to that point, when first she sav/ the King
Rįde toward her from the city, sigh'd to find
Her_journey done, glanced at hįm, thought hįm cold,
High, self-contain'd, and passionless, not like hįm,
'Not like my Lancelot'_ whįle she brooded thus

And grew half-guilry in her thoughts again,
There rode an armed warrior to the doors.
A murmurįng whisper thro' the Īrunnery ran,
Then on a sudden a cry, !the King.' She sat
Stiff-stricken, listening; bur when armed feet
Thro' the long gaĮlery from üe outer doors
Rang coming, prone from off her sear she fell,
And ņovell'd.,t/ith her face against the floor:
There with her mįļkwhite arms and shadowy hair
She made her face a darkness from the King:
And in the darkness heard his armed feer
Pause by her; then came silence, then a voice,
Monotonous and hollow lįke a Ghost's
Denouncingjudgement, but tho' changed rhe King's.
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'Liest thou here so low, rhe child of one

I honour'd, huppy, dead before thy shame?
Well is įt that no chiĮd is bom of thee.
The children born of thee are sword and fire,
Red ruin, and the breaking up of laws,
The crafr of kindred and the Godless hosts
Of heathen swarming o'er the Northern Sea.
Whom I, while yer Sir Lancelor, my right arm,
The mightiesr of my knights, abode wirh me,
Have everywhere about this Įand of Christ
In rwelve great battles ruining overrhrown
And Ļcrowesį thou now from-whence I come _ fro* IĻi*.
From waging bitter war with hįm: and he,
That did nor shun to smite me in worse way,
Had yet that grace of counesy in him left,
He spared to lift his hand againsr the King
Who made him knight: but many a knight was slain;
And many more' and aļl his kith and kin
Clave įo him, and abode in his own land.
And many more when Modred raised revolt,
Forgetful of their troth and feaĮry, clave
To Modred, and a remĪlant stays with me.
And of this remnant vrill I leave a part,
True men who love me stįll, for whom I live,
To guard thee in the witd hour coming on,
Lest but a hair of this low head be harm,d.
Fear not: thou shalt be guarded tilĮ my death.
Howbeit I know, if ancient prophecies
Have err'd rįot, that I march to meet my doom.
Thou hast not made my life so s'u/eet to me,
That I the King should greatĮy care to live;
Fo_r 
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Bear with me for the last tįme whįle I show,
Ev'n for thy sake, the sin which thou hast sįnn'd.
For when the Roman left us, and theįr law
ReĮax'd iķ hold upon us, and the ways
Were fill'd wįth rapine, here and ūere a deed
of proweŠs done red,tess'd a random wĪong.
But l was first of aļĮ the hngs who drew
The Įcaighthood-errant of this realm and all
The realms together under me, their Head,
In that fair order of my Table Round,
A gĮorious company, the flower of men,
To serve as model for the mighryworld,
And be the fair beginning of a.rime.
I made them lay their hands įn mine and swear
To reverence the King, as if he were
Their conscience, and their conscience as their Kį.g,
To break the heathen and uphold the Christ,
To Ėde abroad redrę99ing hum-ąn wrongs,
To speak no slander'- rįo, Īįor listen to it,
To įead Sweet ļives in pures! chastity,
To Įove onä maįde, o.rķ, cleave to h_"1,

And worship her by years of noble deeds,
Until they won her; for indeed I knew
Of no more subtle master under heaven

Than is the maiden passion for a maid,
Not only to keep down the base in man,
But teach high rhought, and amiable words
And courtļiness, and the desįre of fame,
And iove of truth, and all that makes a man.
And alĮ this throve until I wedded thee!
Believing '!lo mine helpmate, one to feel
My puņose and rejoicing in myjoy.''
Then came tŅ shameful sįn with Lancelot;
Then came the sin of Tristram and Isoit;
Then others, following üese my mightiest hlįghts,
And drawing foul ensample from fair names
Sinn'd also, till the loathsome opposite
of all my heart had destįned did obtāin,
And aIļ thro' thee! so that this Įife of mine
I guard as God's high gift from scathe and wrong,
Not greatly care to lose; but rather think
How sad įt were forArthur, shogld h-e ļį-rr._,.

To-sit oņce more within his lonely hall,
And miss the wonted number of my knights,
And miss to hear high ratk of noble deeds
As in the goiden days before thy sin.
For which of us, who might be left, could speak
of the pure heart' rįor seem to glance at thee?
And in thy bowers of Camelot or of Usk
Thy shadow still wpuld glide from room ro room,
And Ī should eveĪĪnore be vext with thee
In hanging robe or vacant ornament
Or ghostly footfall echoing on. rhe stair.
For think not, tho' thou would'st not love tĻ lord,
Thy lord has whoŅ lost his love for thee.
l am noį made of so slight eļements.
Yet must I Įeave thee, woman, to thy shame.
I hold that man the worsr of public foes
Who either for his o'wn or chiĮdren's sake
To save his blood from scandal, lers the wife
Whom he knows false, abide and rule rhe house:
For being thro' his cowardice allow'd
Her statįon, taken everywhere for pure,
She iike a new disease, unknown to men,
Creeps, no precaution used, among the crowd,
Makes wicked lightnings of her eyes, and saps
The fealty of our frįends, and stirs the pulse
Wįth devil's leaps, and poisons half the young.
Worst of the \Ä.orsį were rhat man he that reigns!
Better the King's rvasre hearth and aching hearr
Than thou reseated in thy pĮace of light,
The mockery of.my people, and their bane:'

He'paused, and in the pause she crept an inch
Nearer, and laid her hands about his feet.
Far off a solitary trumpet bĮew.
Then waiting by the doors the warhorse neigh'd
As at a friend's voice, and he spake again:
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'Yet think not üat I come to urge thy crimes,
I did not come to curse thee, Guinevere'
I, whose vast pity almost makes me die
To see thee, laying there ūy golden head,
My pĖde in happier summers, at my feet'
The wrath which forced my thoughts on that fierce law,
The doom of treason and the flaming death,
(When first Ilearnt thee hįdden here) is past.
The pang - which while I weigh'd tŅ heart wįth one
Too wholĮy true įo dream untruth in thee,
Made my tears burn - is also past, in part.
And all is past, the sin is sinn'd, and I,
Lo! I forgive thee, as Eternal God
Forgives: do thou for thine own soul the rest.
But how to take last leave of all I loved? i

o golden hair, with whįch I used to play
Not Įarowing! o imperial-moulded form,
And beauty such as neveĪ woman wore'
Until įt came a kingdom's curse with thee _
I cannot touch tŅ lips, they are not mine,
But Lancelot's: nay, they never were the King's.
Ī cannot take tĻ hand; that too is flesh,
And in the flesh thou hast sinn'd; and mine own flesh
Here looking down on thine polĮuted, cries
"I loaüe thee:'' yet noį less, O Guinevere,
For I was ever ūrgin save for thee,.
My Įove thro' flesh hath wrought įnto my Įifc
So far, that my doom is, I love thee still.
Let no man dream but thar I love thee still.
Perchance, and so thou puriĻ thy soul,
And so thou lean oĪĪ our fair father Christ,
Hereafter in that world where all are pure .

We rwo may meet before high God, and thou
Wilt spring to me' and claim me thine, and Ļcrow
I am thine husband - not a smaller soul,
Nor Lancelot, nor another. Leave me that,
I charge thee, my last hope. Now must l hence.
Thro' the thick night I hear the trumpet blow:
They summon me their King to lead mįne hosķ
Far down to that great battle in the west,
Where I must sķįke against my sister's son,
Leagued with the lords of the'White Horse and knights
Once mine, and strike hįm dead, and meet myself
Death, or I Įcrow not what mysterious doom.
And thou remaining here wilt ļearn the event;
But hither shall I never come again,
Never lie by tŅ side, See thee no more:
FareweĮl!'

And while she grovell'd ar his feet,
She felr the King's breatlr-wander o'er her neck,
And, in the darļaress o'er her fallen head,
Perceived the waüng of his hands that blest.

Then, listening till those armed Steps'weĪe gone,
Rose the pale Queen, and in her angu1sh founį

The casement: 'peradventure,' so she thought,
'Įf I might see his face, and no! be Seen.'
And lo, he sat on horseback at the door!
And near him üe sad nuns with each a light
Stood, and he gave them charge about the eueen,
To guard and foster her for everĪnore.
And while he spake to these his helm was lower'd,
To whįch for crest the golden dragon cĮung
of Britain; so she did not see üe face,
Which then was as an angel's, but she saw,
Wet with the misķ and smitten by the lights,
The Dragon of ūe great Pendragonship
Blaze, mahng alĮ the night a Steam of fire.
And even then he turn'd; and more and more
The moony vapour rolĮing round the King,
Who seem'd the phantom of a Giant in it,
Enwound him foļ.d by fold, and made him grey
And greyer, till himself became as misr
Before her, moving ghostlike ro his doom.

Then she stretch'd out her arms and crįed aļoud
'oh Arüur!' there her voice brake suddenly,
Then _ as a Stream that spouting from a clįff
Fails in mid air, but gathering at the base
Re-makes įtselĄ and flashes down the vale _
Went on in passionate utterance.

'Gone - my lord!
Gone thro' my sin to slay and to be slain!
And he forgave me, and I could not speak.
Farewell? I should have answer'd his farewell.
His mercy choked me. Gone, my lord the King,
My own true ļord! how dare Ī call him mine?
The shadow of another cleaves to me,
And makes me one poĮlution: he, the Kirg,
Caļl'd me polluted: shall I kilĮ myself?
What help in that? I cannor kill my sin,
If soul be soul; nor caĪl I kill my shame;
No, nor by living can I live įt down.
The days wiĮl grow to weeks, the weeks įo months
The months will add themseļves and make the years
The years wiĮl roļl into the cenįurįes,
And mine wįll ever be a name of scorn. 

.

I must not dwell on įhat defeat of fame.
Let the world be; that is bur of the world.
What else? what hope? I think rhere was a hope,
Except he mock'd me when he spake of hope;

His hope he call'd it; but he never mocks,
For mockery is the fume of iittle hearķ.
And blessed be the King, who hath forgiven
My wickedness to hįm, and left me hope
That in mine own heart I can live down sin
.And be his mate hereafter in the heavenš ''

Before high God. Ah great and gentle lord,
Who wast, as is the conscience of a saįnt
Among his warring senses, to tŅ Į<rrights _
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To whom my false voluptuous pride, that took
FuĮl easily all impressions from below,
Would not ļook up' or half-despised the height
To whįch I would no! or I could not climb _
I thought I could not breathe in that fine aįr
That pure severity of perfect light -
I wanted warmth and colourwhich I.found
In Lancelot - no\ / I see thee what thou art,
Thou art the highest and most human too,
Not Lancelot, nor another. Is there none
WiĮl tell the King I love him tho' so late?
Now - ere he goes to the great Battle? norie:
Myself must telļ him in that purer life,
But now it were too daring. Ah my God,
What might I not have made of tķ fair world,
Had I but Įoved thy highest Čreature here?
It was my duty to have loved the highest:
It surely was my profit had I known:
It wouĮd have been my pleasure had Į seen.
We needs must love the highest when we see it,
Not Lancelot, nor another.'

Here her hand
Grasp'd, made her vail her eyes: she look'd and saw
The novice, weeping, suppliant, and saįd to her,
'Yea, little maid, for am I not forgiven?'
Then glancing up beheld the holy nuns
Aļl round her, weeping; and her heart was loosed
Within her, and she wept wįth these and said:

'Ye Lrrow me then, üat wįcked one, who broke
The vast design and puņose of the Kįng.
o shut me round with narrowįng nunnery-walls
Meek maidens, from the voices cņng "shame.''
I must not scorn myself: he loves me still.
Let no one dream but that he ļoves me stiļl.
So let me, if you do not shudder at me
Nor shun to call me sister, dwell with you;
Wear black and white, and be a nun like you;
Fast wįth your fasts, noį feasting with your feasts;
Grįeve with your griefs, not grieūng at your joys,
But not rejoicing; mingle with your rites;
Pray and be pray'd for; lie before your shrines;
Do each low office of your holy house;
Walk your dim cloister, and distrįbute dole
To poor sick people, richer irr.His eyes
Who ransom'd us, and haler įoo than I;
And treat their Įoathsome hurķ and heal mine own,
And so v/ear out įn almsdeed and in prayer
The sombre close of that voĮuptuous day,
Which wrought the ruin of my lord the Kirg.'

She said: they took her to themselves; and she
StiĮl hoping, fearing 'is it yet too ļate?'
DweĮt with them, tįll in tįme ūeir Abbess died.
Then she, for her good deeds and her pure life,
And for the power of ministration įn her'
And tikewise for the high rank she had borne,
Was chosen Abbess, there, an Abbess, lived
For three bĖef years' and there, an Abbess, past
To where beyond these voices there is peace.
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Sir Galahad

My good bĮade carves the casques of men,
My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength įs as üe strength of ten,
Because my heart is pure.

The shattering trumpet shrilleth high,
The hard brands shįver on the steel,

The spiinter'd spear-shafts crack and fly,
The horse and rider reeļ:

They reel, they roĮ1 in clanging lists,
And when the tide of combat stands,

Perfume and flowers fall in showers,
That lightly rain from ladįes' hands.

How sweet are Įooks that ladies bend
on whom their favours faĮl!

For įhem I battle till the end,
To save from shame and thrall:

But all my heart is drawn above,
My knees are bow'd in crņlt and shrine:

l never feĮt the kįss of love,
Nor maiden's hand in mįne.

More bounteous aspects on me beam,
Me mightier transpoĪts moYe and thrįll;

So keep I fair thro' faith and prayer
A virgin heart in work and wilļ.

When down the stormy crescent goes,
A Įight before me swims,

Between dark stems the forest glows,
I hear a noise of hymns:

Then by some secret shrine I ride;
I hear a voice, but none are there;

The stalls are void, the doors are wide,
The tapers buming fair.

Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth,
The silver vesseļs sparkle clean,

The shriil belĮ rings, the censer swings,
And sole.rnn chaunts resound between.

Sometimes on lonely mountain-meres
I find a magic bark;

I leap on board: no helmsman steers:
I float tiĮl all įs dark.

A gentle sound, an awful light!

Three angels bear the holy Grail:
Wįth folded feet, įn stoles of white,

On sleeping wings they sail.
Ah' bĮessed vision! blood of God!

My spirit beats her morral bars,
As down dark rides the glory slides,

And star-lįke mingĮes wįth the stars.

When on my goodly charger borne
Thro' dreaming towns I go,

The cock crows ere the Chrįstmas morn,
The streets are dumb wįth snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads,
And, ringing, spĖngs from brand and mail;

But o'er the dark a glory spreads,
And gilds the driūng haiĮ.

I leāve the pĮain, I clįmb the height;
No branchy thicket shelter yieĮds;

But blessed forms in whistling StorĪns
Fly o'er waste fens and windy fįelds.

A maįden knight _ to me is given
Such hope, I know not fear;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven
That often meet me here.

I muse on joy that wilĮ not cease'
. Pure spaces cloüed in living beams,
Pure ļilies of eternal peace,

Whose odours haunt my dreams;
And, stricken by an angeĮ's hand

This mortal armour that Į'wear'
This weight and size, thįs heart and eyes,

Are touch'd, are turn'd to finest air.

The cļouds are broken in the sĘ,
And üro' the mountain-walls

A rolling organ harmony
SweĮls up, and shakes and falls.

Then move the trees, the copses nod,
Wings flutter, voįces hover cĮear

'O just and faithfuĮ knight of Godl
Ride on! the prize is near.'

So pass I hostel, hall, and gĪange;
By bridge and ford, by park and pale,

Aļl-arm'd I ride, whaįe'er betide,
UntįlI find the holy Graįl.
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Porphyria's Lover
'f hc min sct early in to-night,

Tļrc strllcrr rvirtd rvas sootl arvitkc,
It torc (lrc clnt-tops clo'.vn ftrr sltite,

Arltl did iįs worsį įo vcx tlrc llrkc:
į Iįsįcrre<l wiįlt lrcart fit įo bLcak.

Wlrcn glitlccl in Porphyria: straiglrt
Sllc slrtrt įlrc coltl oltį altd tItc sįornl,

Alrtl kIrcclctl ant-l trtaclc Įlte clrccrlcss gratc
l.lllrz.e trp, arrd all tlre cottage wįļrlrl;
Wlriclr donc, she rose, and frorn her lornr

Witlrcļrcrv tlre dripping cIoak atrcl sltawl,
Arrr-l laicl her soilcd glovcs by, untied

l lcr' lraį atrcl let tlre darlrp hair [all,
Ąlrcl, last' slre sat <loų,n by lrry side
Arrtl callcd me. Wltcn tro voice repĮic<.l'

Slrc 1ltrĮ n]y arll1 aĮrout lter waisį,
Ancl macle her srnoctth rvhite shoulder bare,

Ancl all hcr ycllorv hair tlisplaccd,
Arrtl, stoo1rirrg, mir{le rny cheek lie įIrere,
Arr<l sprcad, o'er all, her yellorv hair,

ĮVltlrntur'irtg how sįre lovcd rtrc - slte
Tclo rvcak, for ull lrer heart's cndeavour,

1-tl scį its struggling passion free

Frorn pride, and vainer tics dissever,
And give hersclf for nre lor ever.

I}ut passion sonreįitles rvor"rld prevail,
Nor could to-night's gay fcast restrain

A strtļclcn tlrouglrt of one so pale
For love of lrer, and all in vain:
So, slre wįts coĪĪle tllrouglt wind and rain.

Bc surc I Iookcd up at hcr eycs
Flappy and proud; at Iast I kncw

Porplryria worshipped lnc; surprise
Maclc my lteart swell, and sįill it grcw
Wlrile I clebated what to do.

'l'lrat lnonrent slre was nrine, mine, fair,
Pcrlcctly pure and good: I found

A tllillg ttr cltr, and all lrer haįr
ln otle long yellorv strirtg Ī rvotlttc|
J'lrrcc įintes her little tlrroat arouttcl,

And stranglcd hcr. No trlain fclt she;
I lur clr.ritc sure shc fclt no pain.

Ąs a slrtrt bucl that lrolds a bcc,
I rvarily opcd hcr lids: again
I-.ntlglrccl thc blrre eyes rvithout a Stįļilr.

Arrtl I untiglrįcncrl next tltc tress
AĮrtltrt hcr trcck;Irer clrcck ollce n'ļore

I}luslrcd briglrt bcneatĮr my bLlrrrirrg kiss:
I proppcrl hcr hcircl up as bclore
()rrl;', tlris tirrrc rny shoultlcr borc

l Icr ļrclrtl. rvlricIr clrtlop5 Ul)oįl it still:
'Ī'lrc srrlilirlg rosy little lrcad,

Stl gllrtl it Iras its utnrosį wiIl
-l'lrat all it scorIrccl Įļt oncc is flecl,
Arrtl l, iįs love, arrr gainecl instead ļ

Porphyria's love: she gucsscd not how
llcr cllrrliIrg otlc wislt rvotllcį bc įrclrrtļ.

AIlrl įlrtrs ivc sit togctlrcr now'
' l\lrtl lrll Iligllt ltrtrg rvc ltave ttrlį stirrcd,

Arltl yct GocĮ lras not said a wordļ

My Last Duchess: Ferrara

Tlraį's rrry llrst I)rrcĮrcss 1lairtted orl tlre walļ,
Lookilrg as il shc rvere alive. I call
T'lrat 1liccc a rvtttttlcr, tttrrv: līrl1 I'ittttlt.llls ltattcls
Wtlrkctl Įltrsily a tlay, arrtl įltcre slle sįattcls.
Will't plelse you sit aud look at her? I said
'Iiriį Parrcloll Įly <Jesigrr, f<lr never rencl
Strirltgct's like yotr Įltirt ņricttlre<| cottttlcttittlce,
1'lre clcpth ancl passion ol its earnest glance,
Ilut to rnysclf tlrcy turnerl (since notre pttts by
'lhc cur(airr I have drirwtt lor y<ttr, but l)
Arrcļ secrrretl as tlrey wotrlcl ask nle, if they clr-rrst,
llorv srrch a glirnce canre tltere; so, ltot tlre lrrst
Are yotr įo turn arrtl ask tlrLrs. Sir.'t rvas not
IIer lrusbarrcl's presence tlrrly, called that spot
Of joy into tlrc Duchess' cheek: perhaps
Irrri Pandolf chanced to say 'Her marrtle laps
Over nry larly's rvrist too ttrrtclt,' or 'Ptint
Mtlst ttcver ltopc to reprotlttce įlre faint
llal[-fltIslr įlraį clies illorrg lter tltroat:'srrclt sįtrlT
Was courtcsy, she tlrouglrt, and cattse enough
I;or calling up that spot ol joy. She had
A heart - how slrall I say? * too soorl made glad,
Too ersily irrtpressed: she like<J wltate'er
Shc looked on, ancl hcr looks went everywhere.
Sir, 't rvas all orre! My favour at lrer breast,
Tlte clro1'rpirlg trf tlrc dayliglrt irr įhe West,
Tlre ll<lLrgll oI clrcrrics sotrte o[Īcirrtrs ltlol
l]rclke irr įltc tlrcltirrtl fclr lrer, llte rvlriįe lntrlc
Slre roclc rviįlr r<rtrttcl įltc įerrace _ all ancl eaclt
Worrltl clraw [rorn lrcr alikc tlrc approving specclr,
or blrrslr, at lcasį. Slrc įlrarrkecl llleį1' _ gtlocl ! btrt įlrallkr:tl
S<rntcllorv _ I klr<rw ttoį ltow - as il slre ranke<l
My gilt oI a nine-httntlred-years-old nanre
Willr itrryĮlotly's gift. Wlro'cl sįOol) to blatrle
This sort of trifling'/ Ilvcn had you skill
ln spccclr - (w'hiclr I have rrot)-- to tnake yotrlu,ill
Quite clcrrr to srrc:h an ollc, anrl say. 'Jrrsl tlris
or that itt ytltr disgtrsts ntc; lterc y()įl lniSs'
or įltcrc exccecl tlre nrark' _.ancļ i[ slre let
I lcrscll bc lcssoned so. rror plninly sct
l-lcr rvits įQ yOįļrS, [orsotlįlr, attr.l nrittlc e,\cįlse,
^- Įl'cn tltctl wrltrltl Įlc sottle stoopirrg; atlcl l cltrltlsc
Never ttl st()oĮ]. C)lr sir, slre srlrilc<l, n<r tltllrįrl'
Wlrcrrc'er I ;llrssctl hcr; buį rvlrtl passccl rvillrtltrį
Mrrch llrc sarrrc srrrilc'l 1-lris grcrv;l gave conrtnitrrtls,
-I'ltcrr all srrtilcs st<l1lpetl trlgctlrcr.'Ī'Irclre shc slatt<ls
As iI itlir'c. will 'į 1llcirsc yoLr risc'l Wę'll rnccl
'fllc corrt1llttry Įlcltrw, tlrcrr. l I(:l)cįĮl.
'l'lrc (--r.rrrrrt v(rrrr rnastcr's k rrorvn nrurrificerrcc
ls aruplc rvrrrr;rnt tlrrrt rro.irrst prctcrrcc
()l rrrirrc ftlr tltlrvry rvilļ hc tlislrllclrvctl:
1'lror-rglr ļris flriI'tllrtrglttcr's sclĻ as į itvotved
At stlrtrrtg, rs rny objcct. Nay. u,c'll go
-Į'ogctĮre r cltltvtt, sir. Notice Nepttrrre, thouglr,
1-arnirrg a sea-lrrlrse, thought a rarity,
Wlriclt Clirtts trI Irrtrstlt'trck cįlSt ilr brtlrlzc [or ntcl
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Love Among the Ruins

I

Where the quiet-coloured end of cvcning smiles,
Milcs and nriles

On thc solitary pasturcs where our slreep
H alf-asleep

Tinkle homeward tlrrough the twilight, sįray or sįop
As they crop -

Was tĮrc site once of a city great arrd gay,
(So they say)

OI our country's very capital, its princc
Ages since

I-Ield his court in, gathered councils, wielding far
Peace or war.

2

Now, - the country does not evcn boast a tree,
As you see,

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills
Frorn the hills

Intersect and give a name to, (else they run
lnto one)

Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires
Up like fircs

o'cr įIre hundred-gated circuit o[ a wall
Į}ounding all,

MarJe ot mįirblę, men rnight march on nor be pressed,

Twelve abrcast.

3

Anct such plenty and perfectiotr, see, of grass

Nevęr rvas !

Such a carpet as, this sįt11-ļmer tirrre, o'crspreads
And embeds

Evcry vesĮige of tlte city, guessecl alone,

Stock or stone -
Whcrc a mrrltįtude of men bręaįlred joy an<i woe

Lottg ago;
lust oī glĮry prickecļ tlreir hearts up, dread of slralne

Sįruck tlrem tame;
Arld tlrat glory arrcl tltat shame aĮike, the gold

l3ought and sold.

4

Ntlrv, - tlre single littlę turret tltat remains
C)rr the plains,

Į}y tlrc cįįl)cr overrooted, by tlte gourd
Ovcrscorcd,

Wlrilc įlrc patching lrouselcck's lrca<ļ oI blossom wirrks

1'lrrough thc chinks -
Mnrks tlic llascnrcrrt wltcttcc a towcr itt atlēicrlį tirnc

Sprang sttblirne,
Ani a brirnirrg ring, all round, thc cltariots traccd

As thcy raccd,
Arltļ įltc irrorrarclt anrl lris ntirriotrs and lris dames

Viclvccl Įllc gatrrcs.

5

Arrtļ l knorv. rvlrile tltLrs tlrc t1ttict_cclloured eve
'Sntiļcs to leave

To lhcir folding, all otrr nrany-tinklirrg flcccc
ln such peace,

Arrcļ tlre sltlpes ancl rilļs ilr undistingLrislred grey

Mclt arvaY -
That a girĮ with eager eycs alrd ycllow lrair

Waits me tltcrc

In the turret whence the charioteers caugirt soul
For the goal,

When the king looked, wltere she looks now, breatlrless, dumb
Till I corrre.

6
lJut he loclkcd upon the city, every side,

Far an<ļ wi<le,
All the nrountains topped with temples, all the glades'

Colonnaclcs,
All the caįlScyS' briclges, aqueducts, _ an<l then,

All the men !

Wlren Į do cotne, slre rvill speak not, slre will sįand,
Eiįher hancl

On my shotrl<Jer, give her eyes the first ernbrace
Of my [ace,

Ere rve ruslr, ere we extinguish sight and specch
Each on eaclr.

ii, .,

In one year tlrey sent a miĪiion fighters forth
Souįh ancl North,

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high
As the sky,

Yet rescrvetl a įh<rusand chariots in ftrll force _

Gold, of coįlrse,
olr lrearį! olt blood įhat freezes, blood tlrat burns!

Earth's reįįtrtls
For rvhole centuries of tolly, ttoise and sin!

Shut thcm in,
With their triurrrphs and tlreir glorics and tlre rest!

Love is bcsį !

f //Z4ÖĖ,f/-ļ
tģķ<r(ę^ lząofufulru6

'.5onhels ,/"o- ,?-
' ru','Ųnes' '

43

l-lrlw cltl l love thcc? l.,eį nle coutrt the ways.
l lovc thee to tlrc dcptlr ancl breadįh arrd lrcight
My soul can reach, when leeling ou( oI sight

Iior tlre errds of being and ideal grace.
I love tlree to tlrc level of everytlay's

Mtlst t;tlicĮ rreetl' hy stttr att<l carrclle_light.
l ltlve tlree frecly. as men sįrįve for rigllt;

l love t}ree purely, as they įurn lrotn praise.
l lovc įlree witlr įlre passitln ptrt to use

lrr rny old gric[s, atrd witlt tuy cļrilcllrood's laitlr.
I love tlree rvith a love I seerned tcl lose

Witlr nry lost saints, - I love tlree with thc brcath,
StrtįĮcs, įcars, of all rrry li{'c! arld' it Liod cltoose,

l slrall bttį love tlrce bctter afte r deatlr.
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TĮm RELIGIOUS QUESTION IN vIcToRIAN ENGLAIĮD

TIME and EVOLUTION
Tennyson: "It is not the poetical imagination, but bare Science that every day more
and more unrolls a greater Epic than the lliad; the history of the World, the infinitudes
of Space and Time! I never take up a book of Geology or Astronomy but it strikes
me." (Parnasszs)
Charles Lyell: "Worlds aĪe Seen beyond worlds immeasurably distant from ęach other,
and beyond them all, innumerable other systems are faintly traced on the confines of
the visible univetse." (PrincipĮes of GeoĮogy' 1830-33)

Time and space, the "terrible muses" of geolory and astronomy, combined to
open up dizzyingperspectives which seemed to dwarf mankind and its history, calling
in question the consolations of religion and the optimism inherited from the
Romantics.
Arnold: A man becomes awarę of his life's flow

And then he thinks he knows
The hills where his life rose,
And the sea where it goes. (The Buried Life)

The fossils, mineralized remains of dead organisms preserved in the layers of
stratified rock formations, gathered by enthusiastic country gentlemen and and
displayed in the cabinets were a subversive presence since they told of a universe
infinitely older than the Book of Genesis seemed to allow. The biblical tradįtion
gave as the year of creation 4004 BC. The successive layering of sediment took the
geologist back millions of years. The fact that the petrified cteatures found on cliff
faces were marine animals spoke of enormous upheavals in the earth's surface.
Tennyson: There rolls the deep where grew the tree.

O eafth, what changes hast thou seen!
There where the long street roars, hath been
The stillness of the central sea. ((In Memoriam)

The remains were of the now extinct species, which caused uneasiness in a
civilization which believed that God would abandon nothing that he had made. They
were also evidęnce against the single act of creation in Genesis and for a much older
universe in which species had grown up and become extinct, in a gradual progression
from simple to more complex forms.

At the time much energy in popular scientific writing went into attempts to
reconcile the evidence of the rocks with what was called the 'Mosaic
Cosmogonyt, the account of the origin of the world in Genesis, without destroying the
authoriŅ of thę Bibļe as Revealed Truth. Cf. Baron Cuvier, in his Essay on the Theory
of the Earth ( 1 8 12) proposed that the present state of the earth's surface was the series
of global cataclysms, accompanied by floods, of which Noah's flood was the last;
after each catastrophe there had been an advance in the complexity of organisms.

The age of the earth might be disputed but the scientific establishment insisted
on the fixity of the species: the species were fixed, the product of individual acts of
Divine Creation. The loss of that certainŅ, the acceptance of the possibility of the
mutabiliŅ or transmutation of the species, opened the door to seeing mankind in
naturalistic terms as the inheritor of the animals rather than the angels.

Before 1850 the theory of "evolution" was'transformist'; Jean-Baptist
Lamarck: the tendency of living organisms to develop into more complex forms
through a peaceful evolution.
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Around 1860 European geologists and archaeologists made the crucial
breaktluough into human pre-history. In 1858 geologists excavating a cave near
Torquay discovered stone tools beside the bones of extinct animals, proof that human
beings had lived there in thę remote past' In the 1860s anthropolory as the study of
the origins and development of humankind emerged as an independent discipline.

Darwin's The Origin of the Species (1859) andThe Descent of Man (1871)
replaced for the intellectual communiŅ the 'degenerationist' myth of human origins
in the Bible by a 'progressįonist' myth based on the idea of progress.

In the C19 histor7 had a design and a puņose. All theories of history
prescribed inevitable, progressive development. (e.g. Hegel's idea of history as a
dialectic: the incompleteness of one period (thesis) breeding a reaction against its
particular conditions in the next (antithesis) leading either to a synthesis of the two or
to a fuither antithesis (thesis-antithesis-synthesis forming a triad) or Saint-Simon's
"organic" and "critical" phases leading to a "Golden Age").
Arnold: Wandering between two worlds, one dead

The other powerless to be born (Stanzas from the Grand Chartreuse)
For many Victorians the "organic" phase of Christianity had ended and they were
living in a "critical'' phase with no hope of witnessing the "Goldęn Age''.

The linear model of development: civilization followed an arrow's path of
development, onward and upward, but as archaeology showed, they also declined and
passed away (Macaulay's History of EngĮandfrom the Accession of James 1ļ. The
cyclical model: each successive civilization could bę seen as contributing something
to the growing revelation of a divine puņose in history (Carlyle The History of the

French RevoĮution).
Both for Darwin and the historians individuals and groups are passive rather

than active participants in their destinies. Carlyle's Time-Spirit and Darwin's Natural
Selection are indifferent to influence by individual decision.

cIIĮrRcIIEs
In 1851 a national surrey of people's church-going habits showed that out of a
population of 18 milļion in England and Wales, on a particular Sunday in March,
5,292,551 attendances at the Church of England churches, 383,630 at Roman Catholic
and 4,536,264 atlhe main Nonconformist churches were recorded. When allowances
were made for those who could not be expected to attend, it appeared that thę figure of
church attendance was 5 million souls short of what could reasonably be expected.

Conclusion: a vast missionary field at home, the Church of England has to adapt its
medieval, pre-industrial, parish structure to meet changed conditions (vast slum areas
in new industrial towns with no church etc.), low attendance due to neglect of ritual,
emotional tepidiŲ, worldliness, feaf of "enthusiasm".

In the neglected new industrial towns and cities of the north and midlands
Dissent had taken root and dominated local culture, The survey liste 30 different
varieties of Nonconformity and in combination their membership outnumbered that

of the Established Church. "Old Dissent" comprised those groups with a long
historical experience of resisting religious conformity (the Congregationalists, the

Baptists, the Presbyterians, the Quakers etc.) afrd who had been in a state of
respectable decline until Methodism came along. Methodism, the ('New Dissentt'was
instrumental in bringing along the evangelical revival. Starting with John Wesley's
conversion in 1738, by 1800 Evangelicals were operating within the Church of
England and evangelicals in Methodist and other Nonconformist churches.
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Methodism began as a movement within the Church of England, but the
importance it gave to the role of the itinerant lay preacher, and the consequent
disregard of parish boundaries in pursuit of fresh souls to convert, meant that
separation was a constant tlueat and duly took place after John Wesley's death in
1791 . Anglican evangelicalism became respectable and influential when it started to
make converts among high socieŅ and the uppęf middle classes at the end of the C18
century. Evangelicalism, most often associated in Victorian literature with the joyless
Sunday, temperance and the disapproval of pleasure, was attractive to converts
because it offered the joy of the assurance. John Wesley was an Arminian and
believed in the availability of grace to all. The Anglican God remained inaccessibļe
behind the clockwork universe of Newtonian physics. The Methodists's suffering God
of the Gospels could be reached if the Christian was prepared to acknowledge the
depravity of mankind and throw himself on the mercy of God promised in Christ's
atoning sacrifice. The result was an experience of almost mįraculous release from
sin, to be replaced by the knowing "assurance" of salvation. The conversion, the
"great change", was at the heart of evangelical religion and it issued in the
"seriousness" of manner and deportment which distinguished the convefi. The
Evangelical contribution to C19 culture was not primarily intellectual but moral and
emotional, and can be seen in great public campaigns against slavery or child labour,
and perhaps most enduringly in the middle-class home, the nursery of Victorian
values. The appeal of evangelical faith to the middle classes was partly that it offered
a refuge from the world. The period of its expansion within the Church of England,
from about 1780 and 1830, was a time of foreign wars, revolutionary thought, and
rapid industrialisation and urbanisation. There was securiŅ in a faith which gave
assurance of salvation in the world to come, and a rule of daily life that encouraged
stabilising qualities of self_discipline, hard worĻ sobriety, temperance of speech.
These qualities also suited well to success in business and so drew the Evangelical
into the sphere of worldliness, laying him open to the charge of hypocrisy. Thus one
stereoŅpe of Victorian culture is the successful evangelical clergyman or
businessman, preaching the claims of another world while enjoying the fruits of this
one.

Roman Catholicism experienced a steady growth. While Anglicans and
Nonconformists fought bitterly over the Protestant flock, Catholicism was the main
beneficiary of lrish immigration and the dramatic conversions of prominent Anglo-
Catholics like Cardinal Newman. The restoration of Catholic bishops to England in
1850 made national organisation possible for the first time since Reformation.

By l890 Catholicism seemed in a healthįer state denominationally that other
Churches. AngĮicanism had held its own only by abandoning, stage by stage, the legal
privileges it once enjoyed as the State Church, and fighting in the open market for new
members - a struggle in which it enjoyed a considerable advantage through its
national parish network. But Nonconformity lost some of its ground when there were
fewer and fewer Establishment restrictions to dissent from, and as a Scripture-based
religion it lost even more from the rise of historical biblical criticism,

OXFORD MOVEMENT
The evangelical revival was a religion of the gospel and the SerĪnon. The oxford
Movement redįscovered the sense of the meaning of Church authority and ritual.
The attraction here was the emphasis on piety and conscįence and one of the
decisive factors was the impact of Romanticism on imagination purified by

46



evangelical discipline. Newman credited Scott's novels with awakening a feeling for
tlre past, the writings of Wordsworth arrd Coleridge reaffirmęd tļre mystery of the
universe and our dealings with it, and the presence of this mystery in the human heart,
so undermining the pretensions of rationalism.

Oxford in the 1830s and 40s was lethargic, exclusive and intellectually
narrow. Dissenters and women were not allowed in, science was not taught (all
emphasis being laid on Greek and Latin texts), its dons could not many if they did not
want to lose their fellowships which resulted in a fretful monasticism not conducive to
creating a normal social atmosphere. It was a thoroughly introverted community,
socially, sexually, intellectually, theologically and this explains the suņrisingly
painful and extreme reaction to Church reform in the 1830s (basically administrative
refonns redistributing money within the Church).

John Henry Newman, Robert Wilberforce and Hurrell Froude, all at one
time fellows of Oriel, brought an evangelical severity to their High Church definition
of the nature of the Church of England, and an evangelical sense of mission to
defending it from state interference. They found a mentor and figurehead in John
Keble, the Oxford Professor of Poetry between 1831 and 1841and author of a
collection of devotional poetry, The Chrįstįan Year (1827) which rivalled Tennyson's
In Memoriam asthe poetic bestseller of thę age' Their nominal leader in oxford was
E. B. Pusey, Professor of Hebrew, who spent two years in Germany and came back
determined to save England from the perils of rationalism' Newman was the ręal
leader, though, an energetic publicist for the group's views and an inspiring preacher
from the pulpit of St Mary's. Taking aleaf (literally) from the Evangelicals' book,
they published a series of tracts attacking the apostasy of the state in presuming to
apply "liberal" - i.e. rationalising and pluralistic - doctrines to the management of the
Church, from which early grew their more enduring achievement: the reaffirmation
of the Church's historįcal and spirifual identity in what they saw as a heretical age.
They were called "Tractarians" by their friends and "Puseyites" by their enemies.

The Oxford Movement was not a movement in the modern sense of having an
explicitly formulated "programme" of action. It was a group of youngish, like-minded
dons responding to a time of political crisis and in the process developing a fresh
conception of the Church and of what devotional practice in it might be. They were
not in any sense a clerical intelligentsia nor did they meant to be, their ideal was the
by then slightly antiquated one of the unworldly High Church vicar ministering
faithfully to a rural and implicitly south-of-England parish, like Keble at Hursley.
They just faced the questions their elders had forgotten to ask: whęre did authoriŲ in
the Anglican Church lie and how could it be recovered in an age of liberalism? The
answers took them back to the Elizabethanvia media, the historical settlement by
which Anglicanism retained Catholicism while avoiding the Calvinist extremes of the
Reformation; and back to the seventeenth-century tradition of patristic scholarship, the
study of the Church Fathers, and sacramental worship.

Recoverįng this "Catholįc'' tradįtįon in the church was essential to the
Tractarian enteņrise because it reopened the choked channels, as they saw them,
leading back to the origins of Christianity. A Church that could claim direct descent
from the Apostles had a historical securiŅ which Dissenters lacked; its sacraments,
particularly the Eucharist, were conduits of grace flowing from the Fountainhead.
Again and again in his writings Newman stręssed the reaĮiŅ of what he worshipped.
There was "a visible Church, with sacraments and rites which are the channels of
invisible grace", whereas evangelical religion had no such resources to survive the

4&6



con'osive activity of the mind. The trouble with recovering the Catholic heritage of the
Church is that it involved playing down and even criticising the Reformation, which
inevitably brought upon the Tractarians the charge of Popery. Nothing did more
harm to their cause than the posthumous publication of Froude's Remąįns in 1 83 8,

where this most intemperate member of the group was revealed as having a hatred of
the Reformation and a morbid taste for private mortification. Once their opponents got
wind of such practices as scourging, fasting, genuflexion, auricular confession, the
label of effete Romanising began to stick.

The Tractarians looked for support from the decisions of the Church Fathers
and studied them carefully; "getting back to the Fathers" is a constant refrain in
Newman's life, but their aims were not legalistic: they wanted to raįse the
sacramental awareness of their contemporarįes out of the desire to restore
mystery, a deeper reverence' to a religion in danger of being thįnned out by too
exclusive attention to the Bible and the \ilord.

Tractarianism as a movement lasted from 1 83 3 to 1 84 1 , when Newman's ill-
fated and ill-judged Tract XC, arguing the hospitality of the Anglican 39 Articles to
Catholic inteņretation, brought it to an end in a storm of controversy. His subsequent
conversion to Rome in i 845 seemed to confirm what his opponents had always
claimed about the movement. But Keble and Pusey and others remained within the
Church, and their devotional legacy had lasting influence. By recovering and
reinteņreting an allbut lost Anglo-Catholic tradition, they opened up a seam of
spirituality which has enriched the Church ever since. If their self-conscious ritualism
was an offence to many, it also stirred depths of spiritual energy in others, inspiring
them to found monastic religious communities dedicated to prayer, teaching and work
among the destitute of socieŅ. Their intellectual achievement was almost entirely
backward-looking and untouched by German influences, but by reviving the tradition
of patristic scholarship they made the historic Church available again as a potential
Source of authoriŅ, to counterbalance a gospel religion becoming vulnerable to
biblical criticism and a traditional naturalistic deism under challenge from
contemporary science.

BIBLICAL HISTORY
Archeological excavations and the study of ancient civilizations (the deciphering of
Egyptian hieroglyphics and Babylonian cuneiform writings etc.) opened up a new
library of near-Eastern antiquity and scholars discovered that there were many and
uncomfortable simiļarities between the mythologies of these pagan religions and the
sacred texts of Judaeo-Christianity. The material remains of Egypt and Babylon were
also uncomfortable reminders of how little was known of the oĮd Testament world'
(The Greeks and Romans \Mere familiar through long scholarship and thus
unthreatening.)

Hitherto, scholarship had stopped short of examining ChristianiŅ historically.
The old and New Testaments werę not history, they belonged to the realm of
revelation.

Thę German biblical scholars of the late eighteenth and nineteenth centuries,
influenced by the Enlightenment discovery of history and by an important distinction
made by the founding-father of biblical criticism, Johann Semler (1125-91), between
"theology", the dogmas of the Church derived from the Bible, and "religion", the
historical experience of the individuals which had inspired thę writing of Scripture' It

was this second, empirical reality which was the origin of religious inspiration, and
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the way to reach it was by approaching the Bible in a spirit of historical enquiry and
examining the surviving records in a spirit of scientific criticism (i.e. analysis). There
was a "lower criticism'' concemed with establishing the origirraĮ form of the text, as
far as this was possible, and a "Higher Critįcįsm'' concerned with tlie questions of
date, authorship, Source, influence, literary form, and inteņretation. The aim of both
was to recover the living reality of religious experience behind the surface of the
canon.

The historicising activities of the German critics and those influenced by thern
took various fonns. Wilhelm Gesenįus (1786-1842) put the study of the Hebrew
language on a proper historical footing, thereby making it available as a tool of
inteņretation. one of his pupils, the American Edward Robinson (Į194-t863), was
inspired by his teaching to visit Palestine where he identified many of the ancient sites
and compiled an ecclesiastical geography of the Holy Land; he also discovered, as
many after him were to do, how relatively unchanged everyday life was there. J.G.
Eichhonr (1752-1821) drew attention to similarities between the Creation and Deluge
stories in classical and biblical narrative, using the word "myth" for the first tirre to
describe them - stories which were records not so much of actual happenings as of the
religious consciousness of pre-scientific people, symbolic narratives which expressed
their spiritual conceptions of the universe. "Myth" was the most contentious of Higher
Critical terms: that an episode in the Bible could be both fictional (i.e. unsupported by
history and science) and true to the existential needs of primitive people, and that this
false belief could also be a true embodiment of genuine religious insights, was too
much to ask of people who feared that any further surrender of Christianity to history
must end in atheism. So when David Friedrich Strauss (1808-74) used the term
extensively in his life of Christ, Das Leben Įesu (1835) _ the English translation by
George Eliot was published in 1846 - there was a predictable outcry. Strauss's life of
Jesus was the first to draw upon the work of German scholars; accepting their view of
miracles and of the unreliability of the gospel narratives, he pressed on to uncover the
historical Jesus. This Jesus was entirely human, a greatprophet and teacher around
whose life and death Messianic hopes had gathered. The fact that these hopes were
illusory did not, to Strauss, invalidate ChristianiŅ, for the ethical teachings remained,
as well as the profound symbolic truth about human destiny expressed in Christ's life
and death.

In Britain, a liberal Anglican clergyman and historian Henry Hart Millman
(1791-t868) had written History of Jews (1829) which for the first time treated the
Hebrews historically, as an ancient people to be approached with the same
dispassionateness that classical scholars expected from their histories. Miįlman had
some acquaintance with German scholarship. George Eliot's friend Charles Hennell
(1809-50) seems to have had none, which makes his An Inquiry Concerning the
origins of ChristianiŅ (I838) all the more remarkable, Since he arrived at Strauss's
naturalistic inteņretation of the life of Jesus independently' Hennell's work made
little impact in Britain but was translated into German and published there with a
preface by Strauss.

Most Victorian did not read Strauss and begin to doubt Revelation. They knew
of the Higher Criticism as an avalanche that was gathering in distant mountains, as

something discussed in reviews and debated by clergymen, but brought home as an
idea in its relation to developments in geology. The vastness of the geological time-
scale was the setting for their reading of the Old and New Testaments, and this new
timę-scale had disturbing implications for the securiŅ of the traditional explanations.
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History, science and religion interpenetrate. It was not science itself but science
inteņreted as history which upset the traditional cosmology. A new scięntific
consciousness, in various forms, was eroding the traditional bases of belief.

CRISIS oņ'F'AITH
First phase - 1840s - moral doubts
objections to ChristianiŅ overwhelmingly moraļ rather than scientific, objections to
certain key doctrines - the Atonement, hell, everlasting punishment, original sin - a
God who required the obedience of his creatures on those terms was a God who did
not deserve worshipping, a primitive, barbaric DeiŅ of whom Herbert Spencer wrote
inhis Autobiography:

I had not at the time [c. 18a0] repudiated the notion of a deity who is pleased
with the singing of his praises, and angry with the beings he has made when
they fail to tell him peņetually of his greatness' It had not become manifest to
me to me how absolutely and immeasurably unjust it would be that for Adam's
disobedience (which might have caused a harsh man to discharge his servant),
all Adam's descendants should be damned, with the exception of a relatively
few who accepted the "plan of salvation" which the immense majority never
heard of. Nor had I in those days perceived the astounding nature of the creed
which offers for profoundest worship, a being who calmly looks on while
myriads of his creatures are suffering etemal torments."

What happened for this generation was, in part, that an elevated conscience and
humanitarianism met the optimism of an age of reform to create a new mood of
possibility. Expectations of reform suddenly made it possible to challenge
Christianity's pessimistic view of human nature and the element of fear which had
been one of its chięf means of control. In this context it became possible to think the
unthinkable and say the unsayable, and in doing so to feel the authenticity of what
Tennyson called "honest doubt". There is another side of melancholy and loss,
Amold's "eternal note of sadness" occasioned by the receding "Sea of Faith" amidst
"confusing alarms of struggle and flight / Where ignorant armies clash by night."
(Dover Beach)

Froude (1870): The present generation which has grown up in an open
spiritual ocean, which has got used to it and has learned to swim for itself,
willnever know what it was to find the Įights all drifting, the compasses all
äWry, and nothing left to steer by except the stars. In this condition the best
and bravest of my own contemporaries determined to have done with
insinceriŅ, to find ground under their feet, to let the uncertain remain
uncertain, but to learn how much and what we could honestly regard as true,
and believe that, and live by it. Tennyson became the voice of this feeling in
poetry; Carlyle ... in prose.

Second phase - after Darrin's The Origin of Species (1859) - loss of faith,
agnosticism
The increasing plausibiliŅ and comprehensiveness of a scientific, materialist
explanation of reality, and the crucial breakdown of the traditional distinction between
mankind and nature replaces the mood of energy and optimism by marked feelings of
dįsinherįtance, by resentment at the biological trap mankind now found itself in and
by a compensating lyrical stoicism. The word defining the new mood, agnosticism,
(coined in 1869) is negative, defining a state of "not-knowing" .
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Huxley: When I reached intellectual maturity and began to ask rnyself whether I was
an atheist, a theist, or a pantheist, a materialist or an idealist, a Christian or a
freethinker, I found that the more I learned and reflected the less ready was the
answer, until at last I came to the conclusion that I had neither art nor part with
any of these denominations except the last. The one thing in which most of
these good people were agreed was the one thing in which I differed from
them. They were quite sure that they had attained a certain "gnosis" - had,
more or less successfully, solved the problem of existence; while I was quite

sure that I had not, and had a preŅ strong conviction that the problem was
insolvable. And with Hume and Kant on my side, I could not think myself
presumptuous in holding fast by that opinion

Victorian agnosticism based itself on the assertion that, since nothing verifiable can be
known about God, the only honest position was one of "not-knowing", reverent or
otherwise. The agnostics did not dispute other people's right to hold Christian beliefs,
as an atheist might; they merely disputed the precision with which Christians
puņorted to hold their dęfinitions of deiŅ and the rigour with which they enforced
them as dogma.
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"{RruoLD
The Buried Life

Light flows our war of mocking worcls, and yet,
Į}eholrl, rvith tears mine eyes are wet!
I feel a narneless sadrress o'er me roll.
Yes, yes, rve know that we can jest,
We knorv, wc know that rve can smile!
Rut įItere's a sontething in this breasį,
To rvhiclr tIry light words bring no resį,
Ancl thy gay smiles no anodyne.
Givc rne thy hand, and Irush awhile,
And trrrn those limpid eyes on mine,
And lct me read there, love! thy innrost soul.
Altsl is even lovę too weak
To ulrlock thc heart, and let it speak?
Arc even Iovcrs powcrlcss to reveal
To one anotlrer what irrdeecl they lecl?
I knew įlre mass of mcn concealcd
Tlreir tIrotrghįs, for fear that if reveale<ļ
Tlrcy would Įry otlter tnen be met
Wiįlr blank indifference' or wiįh blame reprovcd;
I knew they lived and moved
Tricked irr clisgr.rises, alien to the rest
Of men, artcl alien to thentselves - and yet
Tlre sarnc heitrt beats irt et,ery humatr breast!

Į}ut rve' rny lt.lve! _ doth a like spell benr.rnrb
C)trr hcnrts, our voices'ļ must we įoo be <lutnlr?

Ah ! rvcll for us, if even we,
Everr for il nronrent, can get lree
Or"rr lrcarl, ancl havc otrr lips tlncltained I

I:ol'įhat rvlriclt scals tlrcrlr lrath been dcep-orcļairrecl !

Fatc, which [oresarv
I-Įorv lrivolous a baby man would be -'
Ry rvhat distractions he would be possessed,
Horv he would pour himself in evcry strife,
And rvcll-niglr change his own identity -
Tlrat iį might keep lrom ltis capricioLrs play
l-lis gcnLrilre selĻ aIrd force him to obey
Ęvcn in įlis own despite ltis being's larv,
Įlade tltrouglt tlre deep recesses ol our breast
1'hc unrcgardcd river ol our life
Ptlrsuc witlr indiscernibįe [low its way;
Arld įltat rve sltould not see
'[he buried stream, and seem to be
Ecl11ying at large in blind ulļcertainįy'
Thouglr <lriving on with it eternally.

Į}ttt oltctt, irr tlrc worlcl's tnost crowdccl StreeįS,
l}trį olįcn, irr įlre din ol strife,
'l'lrerc riscs an unspeakable clcsire
Aftcr įĮre knorvlcdge ol our buried lile;
Ą tlrirst to spcrrd ottr [irc' and rcstlcss lorce
ltr trlckirrg oįļl. oĮļr truc, origitral coursc;
A lorrgirrg to inquirc
lrrlo tlrc l1lyStcry ol this hcarį lvlrįclt įrcaįs
So rvilcl, so clt:cp irr us - to krrorv
Whcncc our livt;s cornc antl whcrc tlrey go.
Ąlltl Ittlrtl-y įļ Īl]įlll irt his owtt llrcast tlrctl dclvcs,
l}trt tlcep etrottglt, alas ! nonc evcr lĪlincS.
Atttļ tvc ltavc Įlcctt ol1 ntany tltottsattcl littes,
Atttļ rvc ltavc sltorvn, ott eircĮt, spirit arrcl powcr;
l}trt hirldly hltvc wc. lor ottc liįįlc lrour,
ļ}ccIt rttt ()įll'')wļ1 linc, ltave wc Įlcctl ()įllSclVcS *

l lrrrdly lrrrcl skill to įlįįcr crrre of all
The namelcss leelings that course lhrough ouf breast,
l}ut tlrcy c()Įlrse otr [or ever tttlexpressetJ.
Arrd lorrg rvc įry ilt vain to speak and acį
our hidclcrr sclĻ arrtl what wc say ancl do
Is cloqtlerrt, įs well _ btrt 'įis not įrtre!
And tlren wę will no lllore įle racke<ļ
Witlr inward strivirrg, arrd deu.rand

ol alĮ tlre thousand nothings ol the hour
Their stupefying power;
Alr yes, antl tlrey benumb us at our calį!
Yet still, frorn tinre to time, vague and forlorn,
F-rorn tlre soul's subterranean depth trpt_rorne
As frorrr arr irrfinitely distant lan<.1,

Cotne airs, an<.1 floating echoes, ancl convey
A melancholy irrto all our day.
Only - but this is rarc -
Wlrelt a bclovėd lran<l is laid irr otrrs,
Wlten, jatlctl witlr įlte rtrslt antl glarc 

!

Of tlre interrrrinable lrours,
our eyes can in ittloįlter's eyes reacl clear,
When our rvorld-dealerrecl ear
Is Įry the loncs ol a love<l voice caressecl .-

A bolt is shtrį lrack sontervltere irt ottr brcasl,
And a lost pulse of lcelirrg stirs again.
Tlre eye sirrks inrvartl, arrd įlre lteart lies plain,
An<l rvlraį wc Illcall, \ļ/e sįĮy' antl wlrat we tvottltl, we kttt'rr
A matt bccottrcs arvare trl lris lįfe's flow,
Arld hcaI's its rvilrclirrg lĪ1įlrįĪlįįr; attcl ltc sees
The rneadows wlrere it glides, tlre surr, the breez-c.

Arlcl įlterc irrrivcs a lull irr tlre lrot race
Wlrereirr hc rlotlr for ever cltase
Tlrat flying arrtl clusivc shadorv, rest.
Ąrr air of cotrltlcss plays trpon his filcc,
Ancl att tttlrvtltrįctl citltn pervitcles ltis brelrsį.
Atrtl tlrcn hc rltilrks lre ktrorvs
Tįre lrills rvlrcrc ltis life rcrse,
Ąnd tlre sea tvllcre it g<les.
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,+R,/U OLD
Dover Beach

Tlrc scįr is'ėaļnr to-niglrt.-_
Tlre tide is firll, tlre lnooņ lies fair
U;;on thc straits; on the French coast thc light
Glearns and is gone; the clifis of England startd,
Glinrnrcring arrd vast, out in tlre tranquil bay.
Corrte to įlte rvindorv, srvect is the night-air!
Only, frorn the long line ol spray
Wįrere thę sea meeįs įlte ntoon_blarrclred land,
Listen ! you hear tlre grating roar
Ol pcbbles rvhich thc waves dralv back, and fling,
Ąį tlrcir rctĮrrll, ttp tltc ltiglr strand'
Begirr, attd ccasc, and įhcrr ngairr begitr.
Wiįlr įremr.rlous cadence slow, and brirrg
The ctcrrral note of sadrress ir.r.

Sophoclcs lorrģägõ 
_

l'learcl it on the Aegaean, ancl it brottght
lrtto lris rnind įlrc turbid ebb and flow
Ol hr.rrnan misery; we
Find irlso irr the sotrnd a tlrought,
I-lcarirrg it by this distant nortltern sea.

The Ser of Faitlr
Was oncc, too, at įlrc ftrll, and rotttrcl eirrilt's shorc
Lay like the [ol<ļs of a bright girdlc frrrled.
Į]ut norv I orrly hear
Īts melirncholy, long, witlrdrawing roar,
Rctreatirrg, to tltc breatlt
of įlre nigltt-wind, down tlre vast cdgcs drear
And rtakccl shittgles of the rvorld.

Alr' lovc, lct trs bc įrtrc
J'o t>tte alrothcr! |or įlre rvorId, wIriclt scctlrs
-lo lic bcforc us like a larrcl of drelms,
So variotrs. so beautilttl, so llcw,
I'latlr rcrtlly ncitlrer.ļoy, nor love, rror liglrt,
Nor ccrtitr"tclc, tror pcacc, nor hclll for pirin;
Atlcļ rvc at'c lrcrc įĮs on įĮ daLklirlg plain
Srvept rviįlt confirscd alarnrs of strugglc rrnd flight,
Wherc ignoratrt arntics cltslr by niglrt.

To Marguerite

Wc were apart; yet, day by day,
Į bade nry heart more constant be;

I bade it kccp tlre world away,
And grow a ltome for only thee;

N<lr learccļ btrt thy lovc like',vise grew,
l-ikc nrirre, cach day, trtore tricd, rl1orc trĮįe.

TĮrc faLrlt was gravel I might ltave known,
What frrr too soon, alas! I learttcd -

'[llc lrcar'į carr binrl itscĮl alone,
And farth is oltcn trnreturncd.

Scll-swayed our feelings ebb and swell -
l'ltou lov'st no more; * FarewcĮl! Farewell !

I'itįcrvcll l -- arrtl tltou, Įlttltt lottcly ltcat't,
Wlrrclr never yet witlrotrį rctnorse

Ėven [or a lnonrent didst tlepart

Frorn thy rernote and splrered course
To ltaurrį the place wlrere passions reign _ '-'

Back to thy solitude again!

Back! with tlre conscious thrill of shame
Which Luna [elt, that summer-night,

Flaslr througlt her pure immorįal frame,
When slre lorsook the starry height

To Iraug over Endyrniod's sleep
Upon tlre pine-grown Latmian steep.

Yet she, clrasįe queetļl had never proved
I_ļow vairr a tlrirrg įs lnortal love,

Wanclering in l-leaven, lar removed.
llr"rt tlrou has lorrg hatl place to prove

TIris įrtrtlr * to prove, artd make thine own:
'Tlrotr hast l;een, slraIĮ be, art, alotrc.'

or, if ntrį t1trite alrlrtc, yeį tlley
WlricIr įcluclt įhec are untnating things -

ocean, arrcļ cl<rtr<ls, and night, and diry:
Lorrr autumrrs and triurnphant sprirrgs;

And lile, arrcl oįlters' jcly and plin,
Antl love, if love, of ltappier nrerr.

of lrappier ll1crl _ for they, at leasį,
Have drautttarį two lttlllran hearĮs rnight blerrd

ln one, and rvere througlr faith released
lirortl isolaįiorr without end

Prolougcd; nor krrerv, althoLtglr not less
Alone tltarl thou, įheir loneIittcss.

To Marguefite' in Returnirrg a Voįume
of the Letters of Ortis

Yes: in the sea o[ Iife enisled,
Witlr ecįroing straits beįween us tlrrown,

Dotting tlre shoreless watery wild,
We mortal rnillions livę uĮonę'

The islancls feel the encllsping flow,
And tlreu tlrcir endless bounds they know.

Btrį wlren tlte mootl tįreir hollorvš lights,
And they are swept by balnrs of spring,

Arrcļ in tlrcir glerrs, on starry nigltts,
The nightirrgales rlivinely sing,

Ancl love ly rroles, fronr shore to shore,
Across įhe s<rtrncls ancl channels poUr;

Oh therr a longing likc dcspair
Is įo tlrcir farthcst caverns sent:

For sulely orrce, they feel, rvc were
Parts of a sirlgle cottįirte nt.

Now rourrtl us spreatls the watery plain --

olr nrigltt oĮtr nlarges mcet again !

Wlro ort.lcrcrl, that thcir longing's fire
Slltltrld lrc, as sOtrtt as kirrdlctl, cot-rlctl 'ļ

Wlto rcrttįcrS \,įtin tlļcir dce1l dcsire'l
A God' a Cjocl įĮteil sęvcrat1Ģ9 rulęd;

Arlcl bacļe hctwixt their sltores to be
The unplumbcrl, salt, estranging sea.
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God's Grandeur

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.
It wiļļ flame out, ļike shining from shook foil;l
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil

Crushed.'Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;

And aļļ is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man's smudge and shares man's smeļļ: the soil

Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for3 aļļ this, nature is never spent;
There ļives the dearest freshness deep down things;

And though the ļast lights off the black West went
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs-

Because the Holy Ghost over the bent
World broods with warm breast and with aht bright wings.

r8n rgr8

1. Hopkins explained this image in a lefter: "1 mean zigzag dints and creasings and network of small

foil in iķ sensį of ļeaf or tinsel' . . . Shaken gold- mā.y corne'ed facets, a sort of fork lightning too."

foil gives off broad glares like sheetlightningand 2. E.g., fromthecrushingo[olives.
also, and this is įrue of nothing else, owing to its 3. Despite.

lNo Worst, There Is None]

No worst, tlrere is none. Pitclred past pitch of grieį
More pangs wilļ, schooļed at foreparrgs, wilder wring.
Comforter, where, where is your comforting?
Mary, mother of us, wlrere is your reļief?
My cries heave, l-rerds-lorrg;l huddļe in a main, a clrief- 5

woe, world-Sorrow; on an age-oļd anviļ wince arrd sing-
Then ļuļl, tl-ren ļeave off. Fury had shrieked "No ling-
ering! Let me be feļl: forceZ I must be brief."
o the mind, mind has mountains; cļiffs of faļļ
Frightful, sheer, no-man-fatl-romed. Hold them cheap l0

May who ne'er hung there. Nor does long our smaļļ
Durancel deal with that steep or deep. Here! creep,
Wretch, under a comfort SeĪVeS in a whirļwind: aļļ
Life death does end and eacļ-r day dies with sleep.

rBB5 rgr8
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|Carrior-r Comfort]ļ

Not, I'ļļ not, carrion comfort, Despair, not feast on tlree,2
Not untwist-slack they may be-tl-rese ļast strands of man
In me Ör, most weaĪy' cry I can no more. Į can;
Can something, hope, wish day come, not choose not to be.

But alr, bLrt o thou terribļe, why wouĮdst thou rude on me 5

Thy wring-world right foot rock?r lay a lionlirnb against me?

scan
Witļr darksome devouring eyes my bruisėd bones? and fan,

O in turns of tempest, me heaped there; me frantic to avoid
thee and flee?

Why? That my chaff might fly; nry grain lie, sĮreer and clear.
Nay in aļļ tlrat toiļ, that coil,+ since (seems) I kissed the rod, ļ0

Hand ratļrer,5 my heart ļo! lapped strength, stoĮe joy, wouļd
lar_rgh, cļ-rėer.

Cheer *horn thouglr? The Hero wļrose l'reaven-handling flung
nre, f6ot trÖd

Me? or me that fought ļrin-r? o wĮ-rich one7 is it each one?
That night, that year

of now donā darkness I wretclr lay wrestling witlr (my God!)
my God.

rBB5 rgr8

[Thou Art Indeed ļust, Lord]

/ustus quidem tu es, Domine, si disputem tecum; verumtamen
įusta loquar ad te: Quare via impiorum prosperatur? &c.|

Thou art indeed just, Lord, if I contend
With thee;but, sir, so what I plead is iust.
Why do sinners'ways prosper? and why must
Disappointment aļļ I endeavour end?

Wert thou my enemy, O thou my friend, 5

How wouļdst thou worse, I wonder, than thou dost
Defeat, thwart me? oh, the sots and thralļs of lust
Do in spare hours more thrive than I that spend,

Sir, life upon thy cause. See, banks and brakesz
Now, ļeavėd how thick! lacėd they are again ļ0

With fretty chervil,l look, and fresh wind shakes

Them;birds buiļd-but not I build; no, but strain,
Time's eunuch, and not breed one work that wakes.
Mine, o thou ļord of life, send my roots rain.

rBBg r9r8

Wherefore doth the way o[ the wicked prosper?"

1. "Righteous art thou, o Lord, when Iplead with !nņl:'Į,ļ1 
ļ)' The Latin was Hopkins's title'

thee: yet let me taIk with įhee of thy iudgments: 3. A kind of parsley.
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TĮIE LATE vIcToRIAN CĮ]LTĮIRAL sCEt\[E

ir Edward Elgar's Polnp ttntl Cįrctultstttttce Nļttrches Nos. ] tmtį 2 had tlreir first
London performance at a Promenade concert on 23 october 1901. They were
conducted by the future Sir Herrry Wood who \,vrote of tlre occasion as folļows:'I

shall never forget the scene at tļre cļose of the first of them - the one irr D rrrajor. The
people simply tose and yelled. I had to play it again - with the same resuk; in fact
tĮrey refused to let me get on with the programme . . . lvlerely to restore ordeĻ I pĮayed
the march a third time.'

What the audience had just heard in the trio section of that frrst Nlarchwas one of
the greatest melodies in the history of English music, one which the King Emperor
Edward VII, who had come to the throne that yeaņ strggested shouļd have words ad-
ded so that it couļd be sung. Elgar was to inser1this new arrangement, made by royal
command, into his Coronation odu which was eventuaĮly perforrned at Sheffield in
the october of the following year. Ever since, 'Land of Hope and Glory' has assumed
the mantle of a second national anthem. The tune is hymn-like in its solemnity, and
the verses extol British glories, celebrating the island's dominion over ļand and sea in
what, by then, had become an empire eclipsing that of ancient Rome, embracing a
fifth of the worļd's land mass and some four hundred million peopĮe. Neither two
Catastrophic world WarS, nor the ļoss of that empire, nor a Saga of almost continuous
decline in the fortunes of the country, has done anything to dislodge the popularity
of that anthem. Aimost a century later it is still sung with fervour and much waving
of Union ļaclts on every last night of the Promenade Concerts at the Albert Hall.

And yet in reality this music was composed and first performed at the very mom-
ent when the glory if not the hope, was already fading fast. The forty years from 1870
to 1910 are decades to which one attaches the word transition. On the surface they
were years of triumph, optimism and seeming certainty. But beneath the surface pag-
eantry and splendour lurļ<ed Something rather dįfferent, a malignant and eroding
Cancer containing forces which were irrevocabĮy to change the entire struCture of Brįt-
ish sociery and along with it the arts. After 1B7O the great Victorian boom years were
over and interests which up untiĮ then had held people together began to diverge.
Agriculture went into sharp depression, and foreign competition in the field of man-
ufacture became a progressive reality. The Franco-Prussian wat reveaļed the military
might of the newly-formed German Empire, whose navy was equaily to challenge
British Supremacy on the seas. At home miļitant trade unions began to assen theil
stranglehold, engendering fear in the middle classes of revoļution frotn beļow. In
i 890 the first Trades Union Congress was held and the struggle of labour against cap-
itaĮ became increasingly bitter, culminating in the years of industriaļ turmoiļ either
side of 1910. Sociaļist įdeas began to permeate areas of the edūcated middle classes
and by the turn of the century there was an active Labour party. women, too, were on
the move, demanding a new status in society and, in 1903, the suffragette movement
entered its militant phase,

If there was turbulence beiow above, the centuries-old politicai and social powers
of the aristocrary were to be dramaticalĮy eroded, not only by the economic disaster
of the agricultural depression but by a further extension of the franchise in 1B84-85
which finally severed the connection between the vote and property owning. The vote
was now given to the male working class. Even more catastrophic was the advent of
a new System of death duties in 1B94. The deleterious effects of this Were exaceĪbated
in 1909 when income tax rose to one shilling and ninepence in the pound and a sup-
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er1axwas imposed on tlrose with arr annuaĮ income in excess of 13,000 p.a. Finally,
in 1910_11, came the passing of the Parļiament Act wļrich cuftaiļed the right of veto

orr Įegislation of the House of Lords. This signalled tļre firral demįse of aristocratic
political power after centuries; and with it went centuries of patronage of the arts.

Already by the 1880s great country houses began to be closed or let to save mon-
ey, giving rise to a series of sales dispersing their contents. Ostensibly these years re-

main fixed in the imagination as decades which witnessed a final efflorescence of
aristocratic cuiture, resembĮing in retrospect a rose whose petals are about to fall.
That efflorescence was to pinpoint something else which was to be a unique feature

of British twentieth centuty cultural ļife, the survival and transrtission of the apprec-

įation of that aristocratic tradition, so much So that by the 1980s it had become paft
of a classless heritage cult. UnĮike the rest of Europe there was to be no sweeping
revolution rendering anything aristocratic sLlspect. In

fact the very acquiescence of the aristocracy in their dec-

lining political and social role in society progressively
ennobled theiL lifestyle as an ideal. That path towards

the apotheosis of country house culture, in which the
very building itself was to be cast as a potent emblem of
all that was best in the country's identity, had already begun to be formulated as early
as 1910 in E. M. Forster's novel Howttrds End.

This is a period of quite extraordinary complexity during which the infrastructure
of the old order was still firmly in place but at the same time the forces which were

to change it were everywhere in evidence. Both strands deeply affected the arts which
were also in transition, for the paths were already being forged which ļed to the final
explosion of modernism (to which I will come in the following chapter) in all its var-

ied forrrrs onto the scene in the years immedįately after 1910. That movement had its
rootsbackinthe 1BB0swiththeconsequencethatvirtuaĮlyeveryartforrnbytheturn
of the century was to have its obverse and reverse, the world of the establishment and
that of the forces Setting oLĮt to challenge and transform it. The success or othetwise
of that challenge, either to overthrow the existing scheme of things or to be accom-

modated within it, set a pattern which was to be a dominant one in the arts for the
rest of the century. But in the decades down to 1910 and the Great War in 1914 other
topics were to affect the arts even more immediately.

one of these was the Empire itseĮf. By the year of Edward VII's coronation a small
island had seemingly beer-r ttansformed into a worļd-wide state on a scaļe matching

the German and Russian Empires and the U'S.A. The Goļden and Diamond Jubilees
of Queen Victoria in 1BB7 and 1897 fed the newly enfranchised populace with im-
ages of cavalcades through the London Streets of the Empire's many peopĮes come to
pay homage to the Queen Empress. The Empire's success was rooted in a belief in in-
dividual effort, sobriety and high moraļ probity. In its heyday those invoĮved exuded

both a sense of security and confidence įn tlre superiority of the British aS a race, and

of their way of life and culture as something worthy to be exported around the globe,

The results are Stiļļ there for uS to See from India to Australia, from South Afrįca to
New Zealand. The Empire reinforced the oļd hierarchy and its cuĮt of the civic virtues

at the Very moment when they were under attack from sociaļism and suffragettes.

Imperialism suffused the arts, whether in the form of the triumphal music of Elgar or
the light-hearted operettas of Gilbert and Sullivan, whether in the visions of life in
imperial Rome painted by Sir Lawrence Aļma-Tadema or in the swagger portraits of
aristocrat or rĮluueau riche by lol-rn Singer Sargent, whether in the literary works of
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Rudyard Kipling or in Sir Aston Webb's great set-pieces of ceremonial arcļritecture. It

was during the decades before 1910 tl-rat the grand irnperial tableau of Adrniralty
Arch, tļre Mall, the Victoria Metlorial and the new faęade of Buckirrglratn Palace, wįth
its baĮcony for regal epiphanies, Was put in place. Splendid it rrray be and indeed still
is, but it is difficuk not to concede that what so much art of this peLiod is about is

style without substance, a styĮe achieved not by Įooking forwards but by diggii-rg ever

deeper into tl-re dressing-up box of the past. But the continuing potency of the theme
of Empire should never be underestimated. It was not to be a spent force for decades
arrd indeed was to tun its Course into the 1940s, a ralĮying cry to which allclasses of
society couļd equally respond. Ir-r addition, for the estabļishment, loyalty to the Em-
pire was oĪle mealļS whereby to keep at bay the forces of sociaļįsm.

one effect of the cult of Ernpire was to reinforce British cuĮtural isolationisrn' In-
stead of the Grand Tour travelļers voyaged to oĮltposts of Empire, taking their insuļar
culture along with them. Increasingly the Continent, and especially France, was view-
ed with suspiciotr and contempt. The result of tlrįs was that Britain became intellec-
tually isoĮated from major new movements in the arts lįke the new realism per-
meating French fiction in the works of authors such as Zola and Balzac, or the
aclrievements of the great RuSSian novelists Tolstoy and DostoevsĘ the new dranras
of Ibsen and the works of the Frencl-r Impressionist painters. In England the estabļįsh-
ment regarded the novels of Zola as poison, the Lord Chamberlain kept Ibsen off the
stage and the Royal Academy exercised a strangĮehoļd on the visuaļ arts of a kind
amounting to censorship. Such attitudes to innovation from abroad were only con-
firmed when those who did respond, like the writer and plaņvright oscar Wilde or
the graphic artist Aubrey Beardsley, were seen as the living embodiments of depravity.

Forces oJ disrtLptĮot't. Dectttįence nlti
įncipīent tĮeprttu[t1' snilh Įn Aubrey

Beanlsley's 'llre Toiļet of Salome,
1894, an iĮĮusu'atīon t'or W[Ide's text

On Įlv įouer shelucs of the tĮressittg

tabĮe uppettr' Jbt'bit\tĮetl' boohs, de

Stirįe's Fėtes galantes otld ZoĮa's

Nana.
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Now that the working classes had the vote the rnid- Art Jor rlte nrtrsses redches the regions.

dle classes pursued with even greater vigour their aim of iJ:;,:::,fl::,:i;:''',":,i,:|':,'';,!,ļiļi,',,,
framing them in their own image. That was to be an on- the 1le0s.

going saga through the century. Instead of being excļu-

ded, the proletariat was to be drawn into the existing structure of things, including
the arts. The creation of museums and galleries is an index of this mission: Birming-

ham (1867), Liverpool (L877), Leicester(1885)andLeeds (lBBS).ln 1871 theAlbert
Hall opened and a year later Penny Subscription Concerts began 'to enabļe all classes

to en|oy music'. The working week contĪacted to five and a half days, with the half-

day being a Saturday, and one or two weeks of hoĮiday also became a norm. The mid_

dle classes never viewed art as solely the prerogative of the ėļite but rather aS a poten-

tial cement to the newly emerging social structure. Their sense of social responsibility
resulted not only in the provision of museums but libraries, theatres and concert

halls, and went on to embrace innovative architectural projects for better worĮ<ing

cļass housing such aS the garden city. At the same time the urban working ciasses be-

gan to taĮ<e on a more complex profile in terms of their own cuļtural activities which
embraced the brass band, the choral sociery the dance halļ and by 1910 the cinema.

Education was seen as one way of averting working class anarchy in the aftermath

of tlre first rnajor frarrcļrise extension of 1B67, a view signalĮed irr lvlattlrew Arnoļd's

book Crrlrrrr-e ttntl Artttrch1,(1B69). TIre 1B70 Educatįon Act, wļrich laid down the pro-

vision of elementary education for evetyoļle/ was airrred at achieving precisely tlrat,

plus a work_fotce wļ-rich would be abļe to respond to what was cĮearly an era of accel-

erated change in workiirg practices. LIrrįversal literacy opeired tire floodgates of the

popular press and in 1896 Aļfred Hartnswot1ļr, ļater Lord Northcļiffe, founded the

DniĄ,Mail' At tlre same time popular nragazines like Tir-Bįrs (1BB1), whįch acļ-rįeved

a circr-rlation of 800,000, were launched. For tl-ie educated classes new reptodLlctiotl

proCeSSes resulted in a sirniIar inuslrtooilirrg of magazines, this tirne profr-rseĮy iIlus-
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trated, tļrarrks to tļre itrvention of tĮ_re lralf-torre bĮocĮ<. Alļ tlre tirrre tlre cotntlrurric-

ations revoĮutiot-t was tlovitrg at aļ] ever-increasirrg pace witlr tl-re itrventiotr of tļ-re

pĮror-rograplr irr tlre 1B70s, to be foļlowed by tl-re teleplrotre atrd tlre cal. Tlre latter,

durirrg tlrese decades ar-i ėļite sytnbol, was to ļ-reraici tlre invasiorr of tĮre countryside
in a manner that could never be matched by the railway. The toi,vn was now able to
rnake its presence felt in the remotest harnlet.

Iir Britaįn, ur-rļike the rest of Etrrope, tļre IndttsttiaĮ Revoltrtiorr l-rad been carried
tl-rrotrgh with the active participatior-r of the aristocrary. Tļrat rrrearrt tlre existirrg StrLįc-

tttre of society remained irr place, iirdeed, via the public schooļ System, it was abļe to
fiļter its vaļues to the newly emergent classes. Tlre result was that the up arrd corning
generation began increasingly to look down on industry, trade, science and the world
of business, opting rather for an aristocratic-gentry Įife-style with tlre attributes of
ColĮntly house, garden and patk, the cultivatiorr of style, tl-re pursuit of leisure and
political service rather than oveft sordid money-making and entrepreneurship.

That distaste for industry and the ciry had found its initial aesthetic voice in Rus-

kin, and accounts for the fact that a quintessentially urban age produced so little art

rnirrorirrg tlre fact. Wlrat Ruskin couļd not have foreseen was that ļris l-ratred for what
irrdustriaļisatior-r had dorre would be taken over and attached to a growing social and
political fotce, the working cļass. In this the designeņ poet and writer William lvlorris
was to be tļre pivotal fiņre, moving to a viewpoint wlriclr cast the rniddle classes as

'irredeemabļe'and that'the cause of Art is the cause of tl-re peoplei Aļt and political
ideoĮogy were for tļre first tirne yoked with consequences wlrich have reverberated

through to the pIesent. Morris's achįevements withirr the arts and crafts WeIe to lange
over book design, weaving, furniture, stained glass, gardens, architecture and pain-

ting. Wlrat Set his contributioļ] apart was his linking of it to tlre cause of socialism. Irr

1883, having studied the writings of Karl Marx, Morris ioined the Socialist Demo-
Cratic Federation, ļeavir-rg it a year later to Set up the Socialist League. Morris was a

political radical attacking the existing ir-rdustrial and commercial system, arguing that

factory production was not only ruining the environment but debasing men and

their products. The irony was that his solutįon lay not in reforming that system but

by putting the cļock back, creating what was in effect an ėļitist cottage craft movement

whose inspiration lay in the countryside and the vernacular artefacts of its past. This

turning against the city and industry therefore permeated both the top and bottom

of the social and political spectrum.

If this fixation with the country heraĮded one direction for the arts, the Aesthetic

Movement heralded another. h-r this, the gaping void left by the absence of God in
the aftermath of Darwinism was to be filled by a cult of art and life. The source was

France and the first enunciation of the phrase Art for Art's sake' occurred in an article

by the poet SwinbĮļrne on Baudelaire. The Aesthetic Movement's greatest exponent

was Walter Pater, and its textbook Was to be his The Renaissance (I'B73), in whįch the

human mind was cast as 'a solitary prisoner of its own dream of a world', Leonardo

da Vinci's Mona Lisa was presented as symbolic of a contemporary consciousness

which is weighed down by a multiplicity of knowĮedge ('She is older than the rocks

among which she sits , ' 1), and where the notorious concļuding passage seemed to

encoulage every reader to hedonism and induĮgence in every experience, however

transitory. Inevitably it was an aesthetįc programme deepĮy appeaĮing to a new gener-

ation teactįng strongly against the comtnerciaiism of their pareDtS. Pater's work gave

them their credo, one which was distrustful of systems and theories and stressed in-

stead the impoftance of serisatiotl and impression of a kind above all subļimated in
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the worsl-rip of Ar1 arrd Beauty. It ļrad anotlrer attraction, for just as Ruskin Įrad firrnly
borrded aft to morality, Pater, equaĮĮy as firrnly, dissoįved it. TIre resultirrg figure was
tlre aesthete, typified by tlre dar-rdified oscar Wilde with ļris gleell Carnation ancį
W. S. Ciļbeft's satirical Bunthorne in Ptttįertce (1BB1).

The Aesthetic Movement had a predecessor of a kind in the Pre-Raphaelites but
the notion of effecting artistic change by way of initiating sorne new group of people

animated by a set of cotntnon prirrcipĮes was to result in tļre bewildering successiotl
of movements and groups which was to run through the twentieth century. But such
phenotnena ļlad arrother aspect to them. Witļr tlre advent of denrocracy they prov-
ided a veļricle for tlrose who wishecĮ to preseļve caste of sonre fotnr. Social hierarchy
was graduaĮly to be dįssoļvecl and repĮaced by one whicĮr was far rtore intangible,
that of style and taste.

Tlrat was olle way of presetving caste, Arrothet was to tLĮIn to the past. lvlore and
more its artefacts calĪIe to be viewed as evidence of arr earlier age wlrich had better
vaļues. The obsession witlr antiques, caught irr its ir-rfarrcy in Horace WalpoĮe's Straw-

berry Hill, now intensified. Evidence fot that is founcį in tlrree major events, whose
plĮrpose was the preseruation of the past, wĮ-rich took place durirrg tlre last tļrree dec-

ades of tlre nineteenth century: tlre formation, under tlre aegis of WįlĮiarn lvlorris, of
the SocieŅ for tļre Protection of Arrcierrt Buildirrgs (1B77), the Ancient Monuments
Act (1882), and the setting up of the National Trust (1895). Less and less was written
about change ar-rd progress and more and more about old manor houses, churches,
villages and towns whicl-r were bilĮed as tļre quintessence of 'old Eirglarrd'.

one way to meet the threat posed by the advent of the newĮy Įiterate classes was
to ļook back and regenerate wlrat was now CaSt as a traditional cuļture which had
been obliterated by the triurnph of capitalist industrialisation. The lost true English
cuĮture, it was argued, needed to be recaptured in order to revitaļise the nation' As the
urban scene and its brutalised masses were viewed as a ghastĮy bĮight, country foĮk
and theil customs, earlier condemned as immoral, profane and often outright cmel,
were extolled. The fact that the rural ideal, which was patriarchal, hierarchicaĮ and
condescending to Women, was a retrogressive one was bypassed. Įrr the 1B90s folk-
lore emerged as a sub ject for serious study with, in 1 B 9 B, the formation of the Folk
Song Society which was to have significant impļications for the future of music.

This was the middle cļasses reinventing Merry EngĮand. From either side of the
politicaĮ divide the rural ideaļ workecį. For socialists it brought back an ideaļised rural
way of life destroyed by Victorian capitaĮism; for those on the right it apotheosised
what had been an aristocratic society. What aļl this ensured was that the fundamentaļ
visiot-t of England was to remain a pastoral arcadian one which it had been since the
Elizabethan age, albeit with different glosses put upon it. Englishness was seen to
reside in her green and pleasant land dotted with viĮlages and manor houses. Two
world wars, far from eroding the mņh, onĮy strenņhened įt. It įS still there.

This, of course, explains the conservatism of so much British art from the vernac-
uļar of the Ai_ts and Crafts lvĮovement of the 1BBOs to today's mock Tudor suburbart
houses. The Er-iglish way of lįfe was no Įonger to be seen aS a mollLįment to perpetual
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change and innovation, happy to embrace every techno_ Notlllatr Shau's senrįnal re-creation of

logical discovery but, ratheĻ to reside in an unchanging 'ļ:,iri::,,':;'';':;,',ļ::!'';į::::;:;:;:'

stability, a preoccupation with the maintenance of the
status quo and a deep reverence for the past. In this way ruralism was created as a
compensating image for city dweļlers. The countryside was presented through alļ the
resources available to early twentieth century media as a timeless vision, a paradise
regained.

Virtually throughout the arts there was this yearning for the past. Not, one might
add, a grand aristocratic past but, ratheĻ gentry and yeoman. Nowhere is this more
evident than in architecture. Arclritects recreated the past as a worļd of pre-industrial
simpliciry 'quaint' and 'oļd-fashioned', whose point of reference was the smaļl man-
or house, farmhouse or cottage of Tudoi and early Stuart England. Houses were no
longer built to look new but old, being irregulaņ discreet and tucked away into the
foĮds of a larrdscape which they no longer sought to dominate' Existing diĮapidated
or ruined old buildings suddenly became deeply desirable. Instead, as in the past, of
demolishing them and building from scratch, they were restored, enlarged and mod-
ernised, but irr a waywhich avoided any loss to their aura of venerabĮe antiquity' Both
these houses and the new ones buiĮt for the recently affluent professionaĮ classes fuel_
ļed what was recognised as a revolution in domestic architecture in terms of comfort
and living style. By the first decade of the twentietļ] Centuty the EngĮish house was
haiĮed as the island's urrique contribution to coļltemporary architectute. Hermann
lvluthesius, technical attachē to the German Embassy in London, wrote įn his book
onThe Ė'nglish HotLse (1897): 'There is rrothing as unique aĮd outstandir-rg in Er-rglislr
architecture as the development of the house . . l

The architect Richard Norman Shaw was to doininate this levivaļ between 187O
arrd his death in ļ9I2' He began his practice in the 1B60s, developing an 'oĮd English'
CoĮlntry lrouse style, typified by Cragside, Northumberļand (1B69-B5), a rambling,
picturesque mēlange full of incident, with mass.il,e tiled toofs and soaring chimrrey
stacks. During the 1B70s Shaw was to become the exponent of warm red-bricĮ<

/ī4



/^/, krr&r)t@
'Queen Anne'; irr tlre followirrg decade he moved on to Ceorgian. Įn a stunning series

of houses, above aĮĮ Leys Wood, Kent (1868), he gave the emergitrg classes a settirrg

for their new way of life, ļrouses which exuded old world charin, tomance and wit.

Within, ceilings could be both high and low, rooms cotrļd be of contrasting sizes,

both grand and intimate, there were changes of level and 'S:t'eetlless lttd Līght'. Norntdn

a plethora of handsome leaded windows alļowed the Į,:|:Į',:ļ;;:":,,':;,,';i,':;'"l,,i::,u:;:}.
light to stream in. suĮ.ĮtlbĮįn sųļe.

Simultaneously, William Morris's friend PhiĮip Webb

also turned to the English vernaculaĻ starting his career

with Morris's farnous Red House, Bexley Heath (1860), a setting for the artist's friends

to decorate. His masterpiece was Clouds, Wiltshire (1881-86, rebuiĮt after a fite
1BB9-91), in which Victorian gloom and clutter was banished in favour of a rtore
relaxed informality, the interior mainly white or of unstained wood, colour being
only in the form of superb Morrįs textiles. Clouds was to be one of the most influen-
tial houses of the age.

This was a golden era of house-buįlding with a Įong list of eminent contributors

incĮudingW. R. Lethaby and C. R. Ashbee, who both started their careers under Shaw,

C. F. A. Voysey, Ernest Newton and Reginaļd Blomfield. In ecclesiastical architecture

there was also a return to Englishness, to that sturdy insuļar style called Perpen_

dicular. North of the Border, too, there was a parallel vernacular revival in the work

of Robert Lorimer, an admirer of Morris, who looked back to Scottish castie archi-

tecture. Lorimer was committed to the Arts and Crafts Movement as was Charļes

Rennie Mackintosh who combined his vernacular enthusiasm with a rare response to

continental Art Nouveau and japonaiserie. His Glasgow School of Art (1897-1909)
was to be unique. ļvlackintosh ]^/aS to ļeave no native foĮlowers but his influence on
the continental rnainland was to be major.

The imperial theme could not go unadorned and irr tļre Edwardian decade it
made its presence felt in a return to monumentaļ cļassicism in commissions ļįke Sir
Aston Webb's new faęade for Buckingham Palace (1913), the Victoria Memoriaļ
(1913) arrd Admiralty Arch (1911). E' W. Mountford's oĮd BaiĮey (i907) assembled

a mixture of influences resuĮting in an inflated PaļĮadian style which WaS to spread
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througĮ_r the country in tlre form of banļ<s, offices and otlrer irrstitutions. Tlris feeling
of overblown splendour was to tip over even into ecclesiastical architecture in Sii
Giles Gilbert Scott'S Arrglican cathedral in LiveņooĮ, nominalļy Cotl-ric but in spirit
baroque, which was beņn in 1904 and orrly finished, albeit in tnrncated form, in
t97 6.

But įf one had to choose Elgar's equivalent in architecture it would have to be Sir
Edwin Lutyens who was to remain in practice untiļ his death in 1944. In the years be-

fore the outbreak of war in 1914 Lutyens was to build
the last great wave of country houses, ones wĮrich mar-
rįed modern order arrd convenience with a reassuring
'ancient' sŅle drawing on a mėlange of historical per_

iods' Unasseftive and relaxed and perfectly corrtroĮled,
no-olle has sutpassed them for the arclrįtect's attention
to every detail, or his eye for telling incident and del-
icacy of texture, often making use of old bricks and
Weatļrered tirnber, Houses ļike The Dearrery, Sonning (i899-1902) ate works of art,

often enhanced by Lutyens's unique allįance with the great plantswomaĮ-r and garden
desigrreņ Cettrude IeĻll. Lutyens provided her with the arcl-ritectutal settit-tg irr the
forrn of pergoĮas, patlrs, fliglrts of steps and terracing whicl_r stretched to form a series
of rooms flowirrg outwards frorrr the house. TĮ-ris built Stn]Cture IeŅĮl would soften
with planting of a rare sophistication made with a painter's eye. Again, as in the case

of architecture, the irnpulse M/as to go backwards, the plants being those regarded as
'old Errglish' cottage ones and the style as Tudor or Stuart. Lutyens and ļeŅlĮ to a
degree defirred garden styĮe for the centuly. Just before 1914 Lutyens was commis-
sioned to lay out the new imperial capital of Deļhi irrcĮuding the viceroy's house.
When tļrat was firrished Lutyens stood revealed aS olle of the greatest cĮassical
arcļritects in tlre country's history. Alas, it \Ą/aS too late, for he had been trained to
buįld for a world which vanished irr the Great War. In 190B Asquitlr WaS to be the first
prirne minister without a countty house, a benchmark of the er_rd of a cįvilisation.
Lutyens, like Elgar but more So, Was tragicalĮy to outĮive l-ris age.

Tlris deep yearning for a mņlrical past Englishrress pervaded music with a par'allel

sense of ļonging. 'PubĮic opinion must be raised/ George Betnard Sl-raw in l-ris role as

music critic, wrote in 1919, 'to tļre need for providing in England the cor-rditions in
which it wilļ be possible for Englishmen after a lapse of two centuries, once more to
eXpreSS themseļves in genuirreĮy British music . . . 'These decades witness a conscious
search for just such a new tnusic which would be recogtlisably EngĮish. In that quest
literature, both past and present, the landscape and the rediscovery of earlier music
were aļļ to play their part. It was accepted that as the essential nature of English cul-
ture was literary, thetefore any renaissance had to be rooted in the Įanņrage' The
search for a lost rural England beats as strongĮy in music as in any of the other arts.

The editing and publication of the rich heritage of Tudoņ Eļizabethan and Stuart
music as welļ as the recovery of foļk-song were also to have a profound effect.

*A+ cb
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Marry of tĮ-re artists ir-rvolved irr įlre llew lnovelĪents WeIe tirrged witlr, or cornmit-

ted to, socialism, a factoL wļricļr was to become of great significarrce as tlre l_}ew Cell-
tury developed. Tlrere began to emerge a seetnit-tg alliarrce, howevet iĮļ-defirred, bet-
ween the avant-garde and reformist politics. Up until now what those who practised
within the arts believed politically was of no consequence but as the franchise
became evet rrote inclusive the arts would inevitably in the long mn be dlawn into
the political arena. So far they sulived fiom day to day solely in terms of nineteenth
Centuty Įaissez-faire economics, sinking or switnming irr tlre market-place. A rnan like
Sir Herbert Beerbohm Ttee was running what was in effect a nascelļt National Theatre
without subsidy. Tlre cost was crippling, but it was stįll arr age of cheap labour. The
idea of state invoĮvement had hardly surfaced' Althouglr in 1B6B the State had made
the unprecedented gesture of an annual grant of t500 to the lLoyal College of Music,

when, lateĻ Sir Herrry Tate offered l-ris art collectiotr to the Natiorral Gallery the neg-

otiatiolļS becatne So protĮacted that after a Liberal goverlllĪer-Įt offered him a site on

Millbarrk he went on to br-rild tlre gaĮĮery l-rirnself. But the atmosphere was charrging.

In 1879 when the Shakespeare Mernorial Theatre opened in Stratford-upon-Avon the

icįea tlrat a national tļreatre slrould be built begarr to be aired. Itwas to take trrrtil 1976

to materialise, but all these srnall incidents were signs that change was in the air and

tl-rat irr a new Centuįy of mass democracy art, governtnent and politics were to be-

cotne irrextricabĮy itrtertwined.

The origins of that inteftwinir-rg were inexorably bound up with the tevolt against

irrdustrialism embodied irr the At1s and Crafts Movetnent. Williarrr Morris's attacĮ< on

factory production set in motion a huge nostalgia for a revised ol re-invented ver-

tracular. For Morris tlris meant not only a Įecovery of varrishing skills wiped out by

tlre factory, but also the teassertion of sociaĮ and lrumatritarian values. So wļrat was a

styĮistic lĪoveĮĪļent carried aS paį1 of its baggage an impĮied comtnįtnrent to a re_

orgarrisatiorr of society, one in wļrįch capitalist values woulcĮ be expunged and an

įnlrerent vision of beauty accessible to Everyman stand tevealed. Morris clotlred tlris

esserrtially secular Utopiarr vision witlr larrguage wĮriclr re-echoes tlre mood of pro-

plrecy of the 1650s. In an address onThe Beauty of Ltfe (1880) he spoke of 'the

victorious days wlren rnillions of those who now sit irr darkness wiĮļ be errliglrtened

by arr aft rnade by the people arrd for the peopĮe, a joy to the maker and the userj

A deep moral eallļestness was tļrerefore always to ļie behirrd alĮ the desigrr [Įove-

ments in Britain during the twentieth centuty and that we owe to Morris. And it was

lot only on this that Morris set the agenda, for the pre-industrial vernacular he extol-

ļed was that of tlre farmhottse, the Cottage and the barn. These were cast aS uncor_

rupted and pure, peasant aft unsullįed by either the aristocracy or the middle classes.

They were also seen as quitltesserrtially English and in tlris Morris and lris foļlowers

were, as we have seen, at one with those at the other end of the political spectrum

wlro also saw Errglislrness aS residirrg įrr the countryside. What is so fascinating is tĮre

difference of application of Morris's ideals on the contineut as against in his own

CoutltĮy, Abroad, his fundamentaļ tenets of trrrtlr to materials, utility and beauty were

irnmediately applied to ĪĪass manufacture. Here, irr shar_p Contlast, they set in mo_

tion a revival of handcrafted artefacts. More, they were to ensure that any attempts to

raise standards of design in factory production were always to start from a craft basis.

What he also left as a legary was that all clesigrr movements shoulcį be collective,

Tlrat started with Morris in tlre 1B6Os when Plrilip Webb btrilt tļre Red House, tlre

ir-rterior of which his frierrds filĮed wįth furniture, textiles, ernbroideries, stained glass,

ceramics and painted effects. That initial essay in intetior decoratiot-t transfortned
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itseļf into CoĮporate form with the firm of Morris, Mar- 'ļ|lrc^I(eĮnscott Cltnucer' issued ltule

shall, Faulknet & Co. irr 1B61. Twenty-six years later it 
"i,i,f;,,,T!:r::;,::,':'ļ"ļi,,:"!ļļifl,iļ'|'-,:,i,:Į

moved to Oxford Street offering furniture, fabrics ar-rd sir EtlrunrLl Btnre-lotrcs.

wallpapers desigrred to give any house a ļook for what
WaS Seen as tĮre dawn of a new and tnore artistic age. TĮre

decade of the 1BBOs saw the prir-rciples which WeĮe to

domir-rate design in the new century put in place, those

which set store by functional efficiency and fitness-for-

puĮpoSe. Desigr-r irrdeed took on all tļre attribr-rtes of a

moral crusade preached with almost evangelical fer-

vour. Detnocrary and beauty for aļl were billed as allįes

and sirnplicity and practicality seen as a birthrigl-rt.

During tĮre 1BB0s the Arts arrd Crafts Movement
muslrroomed like Some į]ew religious sect. In 1BB4 a

group of young men in Norman Shaw's office set up tl-re

Art Workers' Guild, thus institutionalising the new craft ideal, Its aim was to bring
craftsmen ar-rd architects together. Four years later an annual Arts and Crafts Exhib-
itiorr Society was establisĮ_red with the briļļiarrt designer for tlre decorative arts, Walter
Ctane, as its first presider'rt' In the Same yeaį; 1BBB, C. R. Ashbee forrned the Guild of
Handicraft, whose members were to produce some of the Movernent's lnost outstan-
ding furniture, silver and jewellery. This was an organisation strongly committed to
the new socialism and, iu 1902, in order to fulfil this mission, over a hurrdred of its
members moved to Chippir-rg Carnpder-r in the Cotswolds to form sorne kind of ideai
community. Tl-re experiment proved a disaster and folded sixyears later. So it is that
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tlre two decades 1B90 to 1910 rnarļ< tlre lriglr tide of theArts arrd Crafts Movetnettt,

otre wĮriclr equaĮlyspread to tl-re tegior_rs. Irr 1B90 tl-re BirrnirrgĮranr Guild of l_Įarrdi-

craft was created. FirralĮy the Movemeļrt's message was

taken into the art educational system. In 1896 the Cen-

tral Scl-rool of Arts and Crafts openecl, providir-rg what
was the most plogressive education and training in des-

igrr ir-r Europe. At tļre Royal ColĮege of Art W. R. Lethaby
was appointed first Professor of Design, thus reinfor-
cing the notion that handicraft was its basis.

The Movemerrt effected what was a revoļutiol in liv-
ing style by a whole swathe of the educated middle
cļasses. That revolutiorr lrad already begun uncler tļre
irnpulse of aestheticism in the 1870s. The home was

now apotlreosised aS the house beautifuļ, a temple to

att. These interiors were filled with artefacts in tļre ver-

naculaĻ old Englarrd recreated. Tl-rrowirrg oįļt their
grandparents' clutter, such people embraced what was

seen to be a new form of classless sirnple life, filling
their rooms instead with honest oak furniture, craft pot-

teĮy alļd embroidery, as well as fabrics and wallpapers
covered with formalised patterns based on the flowers

and leaves of Old England. Understatement and retic-
ence were married to what was a quintessentially in-
suĮar quirkiness and fantasy to produce a quite unique
style.

The Movement, with all its socialist zeal, was seen in Co. by lohtt Henņ, DenrĮe, c'1895'

tļre errd by one of its fervent advocates to have.been an 
|Į|,:,y;;,;;,,;,';;'",!,",,'ļ:i,';!,";,!:;,:;:*

illusiorr. C. R' Ashbee wrote in tlre aftermath: 'We have nžerļĮetuorh'

made of a gleat social movelTļettt, a llafrow and tiresorre ļittle aristocracy workirrg
with great skilļ for the very ricl-r.'What tĮre Movement also faiļed to atlswer was tlre
fact that what the factories produced, which they condemned, sold. Out of that was
to spring anothet nevel-ending twentieth centuly refrain, the education of the trasses
itr wlrat was tegarded by a rninority as good taste. More impoftant tļrarr aII of this was
W. R. Letlraby's realisatiorr that a totally new directiolļ Was urgerrtly called for' Irr 1910
lre wrote: 'We lrave passed itrto a scierrtific age, and the oļd pIacticaĮ afts, produced
irrstirrctively, belorrg to an entirely different era.' Letlraby firrnĮy believed that a
nraclritre-made object should look pr'ecisely that. TĮris was a Step fotwarcį in recog-
rrising tlre realities of the new celltuįy, but tlre crafts were to remain firrnly or-r the
ageuda.

A tualĮ luttgitlg desigtud for Moi't'is .t
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AESTĮIETICISM & DECADENCE

Origins of the movement:
. 1860s, Oxford, Thomas Hill Green expounded Hegel's doctrine, his disciple is

Walter Pater
. l860s, Algernon Charles Swinburne (following Theophile Gautįer's teaclring

"Art for art's sake'' and Baudelaįre came to question the Utilitarian principle
that art has a moral puņose. Art should selTe no religious, moral or social end
save itself.

. His friend and mentor Dante Gabrįel Rossetti was a living embodiment of a life
devoted wholly to art.

. John Ruskin's writings (Modern Painters,1843,1846, i856, 1860 explored
Truth, Beauty, Imagination, Representation and Nature. The Seven Lamps of
Archįtecture, The Stones of Venice: all aesthetic considerations are directed
towards morality. R's method taught Victorians how to see and analyse the
sublimity of Nature and Art (a combination of scientific enthusiasm and a semi-
religious wonder at the marvels of the world). R hated industrialization and
urbanity which he contrasted with the Middle Ages, seeking to make the social
order more humane.

. Waltęr Pater developed his teaching further. His method of appreciation and
elegant style learnt from Ruskin.

o Dissatisfaction, pessimism of the mid-century and dissatisfaction with
Utilitarianism led the way towards hedonism.

o The victory of Prussia over France in 1870-71 and the consequent German
predominance on the Continent dampened in England the liberal cosmopolitan
spirit. A wave of pessimism and materįalism spreading across the Channel from
defeated France swept many men of letters into an aesthetic isolation from
practical life and retreat into the attitude of"art for art's sake".

o Walter Pater (1839-1894), Conclusion to Studįcs įn the History of the

' Renaįssance (1873): "Analysis goes a step farther still, and assures us that those
impressions of the individual mind to which, for each one of us, experience
dwindles down, are in peņetual flight; that each of them is limited by time, and
that as time is infinitely divisible, each of them is infinitely divisible also; all that
is actual in it being a single moment, gone while we try to apprehend it, of which
it may ever be more truly said that it has ceased to be than that it is. To such a
tremulous wisp constantly re-forming itself on the stream, to a single shaņ
impression, with a sense in it, a relic more or less fleeting, of such moments gone
by, what is real in our life fines itself down . I ...l Every moment some form grows
perfect in hand or face; some tone on the hills or the sea is choicer than the rest,
some mood or passions or insight or intellectual excitement is irresistibly real and
attractive for us, - for that moment only. Not the fruit of experience, but
experience itself is the end. A counted number of pulses only is given to us of a
varigated, dramatic life. How may we see in them all that is to be seen in them by
the finest senses? How shall we pass most swiftly from point to point, and be
present always at the focus where the greatest number of vital forces unite in thei
purest energy? To burn always wįth thįs hard, gemlike flame, to maintain this
ecstacy, is success in life. /.../ While all melts under our feet, we may well catch
at any exquisite passion, or any contribution to knowledge that seems by a lifted
horizon to set the spirit free for a moment, or any stining of the senses, strange
dyes, strange colours, and curious odours, or work of the aftist's hands, or the face
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of one's friend. Not to discriminate every moment some passionate attitude in
those about us, and in the brilliancy of their gifts some tragic dividing of forces on
their ways, is, on this short day of frost and sun, to sleep before evening."
Religion of Art: vogue for a brief lyric poem recording the fleeting momęnt of
experience (Paterian moment becomes the "image" of imagists and the
"epiphany" of Joyce); a taste for rįtual living dįvorced from religious
commitment (Pater, alarmed at the inteņretation of his doctrine, wrote Marius
the Epicurean)
Pater's most famous follower Oscar Wilde, the aesthete par excellence, a legend
of pure style, the symbol of the period. W believed, in the manner of French art
criticism, that tone, line and mass counted in a painting, not literariness; art
should be only beautiful ("Art is perfectly useless!"). Poems become word-
paintings recording Paterian moments. The Pįcture of Dorian Grey (1891) - the
most typical novel of "decadence" - the protagonist's search for rare sensations
and acceptance of Pater's doctrines without the moralistic concessions.
Aubrey Beardsley and the Rhymers' Club, The Yellow Book, Art
Nouveau/Jugendstil
Aesthetes a minor but dedicated group of artists, more concerned with withdrawal
from life than living it. Their lyrics pursue the Paterian moment, their rnodels are
the Elizabethans and Paul Verlaine. Their muses are often prostitutes and music
hall dancers from London and Paris:

Ernest Dowson (1867-1900) _ an exquisite technician within a naĪTow range,
heavily influenced by Swinbume, the Latin poets of antiquity and the French
symbolists. Shared with his fellow Rhymers' Club members the pursuit of
beauty, verbal sensation, the haunting cadence and cultivated langour. His late
night drinking, combined with tuberculosis led to an early death.

A.E. Housman, A Shropshire Lad (1896), morbid toying with death, the
pathos of unreturning time
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Poeta Loquitur'
If a person conceives an opinion

That my veIses are stuff that wiļl wash,
Or my Muse has one plume on her pinion,

That person's opinion is bosh.
My philosophy, politics, free-thought!

Are worth not three skips of a flea,
And the emptiest of thoughts that can be thought

Are mine on the sea.

In a maze of monotonous murmur
Where Īeason roves ruined by rhyme,

fn a voice neither graver nor firmer
Than the bells on a fooļ's cap chime,

A party pretentiously pensive,
With a Muse that deserves to be skinned,

Makes language and metre offensive
With rhymes on the wind.

A perennial procession of phrases
Pranked primly, though pruriently prime,

Precipitates preachings on praises
In a ruffianly riot of rhyme

Through the pressure of print on my pages:
But reckless the reader must be

Who imagines me one of the sages
That steer through Time's sea.

Mad mixtures of Frenchified offal
With insults to Christendom's creed,

Blind blasphemy, schoolboylike scoff, all
These bļazon me blockhead indeed'

I conceive myself obviously some one
Whose arrdience wilļ never be thinned

But the pupil must needs be a rum one
Whose teacher is wind.

In my poems, with ravishing rapture
Storm strikes me and strokes me and stings:

But I'm scarcely the bird you might capture
out of doors in the tļiick of such things.

I prefer to be well out of harm's way
When tempest makes tremble the tree,

And tļre wind with omnipotent arm-sway
Makes soap of the sea.

Hanging hard on the rent rags of others,
Who before me did better, I try

To believe them my sisters and brothers,
Though l know what a low lot am I.

The mere sight of a church sets me yelping
Like a boy tliat at football is shinnedl

But the cause must indeed be past helping
Whose gospel is windl

Aļl tļie pale past's red record of history
Is dusty with damnable deeds;

But the future's miļd motherly mystery
Peers pure of aļl crowns and aļl creeds'

Truth dawns on time's resonant ruin,
Frank, fulminant,o fragrant, and free:

And apparently this is the doing
Of wind on the sea.

Fame flutters in front of pretension
Whose flagstaff is flagrantly fine:

And it cannot be needful to mention
That such beyond question is mine.

Some singers indulging in curses,
Though sinful, have splendidiy sinned:

But my would-be maleficent verses
Are nothing but wind.

IFor freedom to swagger and scribble,
In a style that's too silly for school,

At the heeļs of his betters to nibble,
While flaunting the flag of a fool,

May to me seem the part of a poet,
But where out of Bedlam is he

Who can think that in struggling to show it
Ī am not at sea?]

[I may think to get honour and glory at
The rate of a comet of star,

By maligning the Muse of a Laureate,
Or denouncing the deeds of aCzar.

But such rollicking rhymsters get duly
(As schoolboys at footbaļl say) shinned,

When their Muse, as such trollops will truly,
Saiļs too near the wind']

19 r8

Poeta .Loquitur "The Poet Speaks"; the great-
est. deĮįberate self_parody in the Īanguage] not
published rrnįil after Swinbtrme,s dįatĒ. The
last _two (extra ) stanzas weĪe transcribecl by
Cecii Lang,
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C oncĮusįott
Aėyer rrou 'Hpd<Äerroq ötr rr&v-rcr xco'peī <ai oü6ėv ķrĖve r1

To r'egard all tlririgs arrd prirrciples of tlrirrgs as irrconstant lrodes or fasļriorrs
has rrror'e and more become tļre tendelcy of mocļern thor"rglrt. Let us begin
with tlrat which is witļrorrt-our physical ļife. Fix upon it in one of its more
exquisite intervals, tlre moment, for instance, of delicious recoiļ from the flood
of water in summer heat.2 What is tļre wļrole physical ļife in that moment but
a combination of naturaļ eļements to which science gives tlreir namesP Btrt
these elemerrts, plrosphortts and lime and deļicate fibres, are present not in
the human body alone: we detect them in places most remote from it, Our
physical ļife is a perpetuaļ motion of tlrem-the passage of the bļood, the
wasting and repair'ing of the lenses of tļre eye, tlre modification of tlre tissues
of the brain by every ray of light and sound-processes which science reduces
to simpler and mole elemerrtary forces. Like the eļements of wlricļl we ale

r. "Heracļeitįls says,'All things give way; notlrirrg remains.'" Plato, CrtttųĮus 4oz A, Pater's
translation. Heraclitus was a Greek philosoplrer of aborrt 5oo B.c. At tļre ļreart of his
tlrotrght was the cĮoctrine of perpettral flux; Įle lreļcĮ ffre to be tlre basis of alļ nrateriaļ exist-
ence. Tļre serrse of fltrx, of the impermanence of tliings, wļrich Pater irr lris opening selrterrce

says is clraracteristic of tlre lgth centtrryy, nray be thotrght of as a coļ1sequence of the great
acceļer'ation of historical arrcļ scientiffc l'esearch, both of which enrplrasizecl tļre idea of
process and change.
z. What Pater asks us to consicler is simply rvlrat it feels ļike to pltrnge irrto a cool stļ_eam

on a hot clay!

composed, tlre actiorr of these forces extends beyond us; it rtrsts iron ąņį
ripens corn, Far out on every side of us those eļements are broadcast, driven
by nrany forces; arrd birtlr and gestrrre and deatlr and tļ]e springing of vioļets
from the glave are btrt a fer,v ottt of ten thotrsand resrrļtant Combinations.
That clear', perpetual or-rtļine of face arrcĮ ļinrb is btrt arr image of ours, uncļer
wlrich we groĮĮp tļrern-a desigri in a web, tlre actuaļ threacįs of r.vĮriclr pass
out beyond it' This at least of flanre-like oįļl' ļife ļlas, tlrat it is but tļre con-
Currence, rerrewed from nrorrrent to rrronrent, of forces parthg sooner or ļater
on their ways.

or if we begirr witļr tlre irrr,vard worļcĮ of thought rrncĮ feelilig, the whirlpooJ
is still more rapid, the flame n-rore eager ancl devouring. There it is no longer
the gradual darkenirrg of the eye alrd facĮing of colotrr frolrr the lvall,-tlre
movement of tļre shore-side, where tlre wtrter flows clowlr irrcĮeed, tlrotlglr irr
apparent rest,-but the race of the mid-stream, a dlift of momeltary acts of
sight and passion and thought. At first sight expelience seens to bury us
rrnder a flood of extet'rraļ objects, pressirrg ĮļPoļl įļS witlr a slrarp arrcl impor-
tunate reality, callilrg tts ottt of ourselves itr a tļrousancĮ fornrs of irctiorr. But
wļren r'eflexion begins to act upon tlrose objects they are dissipatecĮ rrtlcler

its irrftrence; tlre coļresive force seems strsperrded ļike a trick of magic; eaclr
object is loosed into a grouP of impressiorrs-coĮotrt', odoul, textrrre-irr t]re

mind of tļre observer.3 And if r,ve contitltre to clweļļ in tlrorrght orr tlris worlcĮ,

not of objects irr tļle solidity witļr .,vļricļr langrrage invests tlrem, but of irn-
pressions rrnstable, flickerirrg, inconsistet-rt, whicļr but'tr and are extiriguisĮred
with our consciousrress of tļrem, it contracts still ftrrtl-rer; tļre wlroļe scope of
obseryation is dwarfed to tļre nal'Iow cļramber of tļre itrdividtral rnirrcĮ, Experi-
ence, already reduced to a swarnr of irnpressions, is rirrgecĮ r'ouncĮ for eacļ-t

one of us by tļrat thick waļļ of per'sonality throtrgh whicļl no reaļ voice has
ever pierced on its way to uS, oļ' from us to tļrat whiclr we Can only corrjectrrr'e

to be witlrorrt. Every otle of tlrose impressiotrs is tļre inrpressiorr of tļre indį
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viduaļ in his isolatioir, eaclr mind keepirrg as a solitary plisoler its o'uvtr dream
of a worļd.a Analysis goes a step farther stilļ, arrd aSSĮįļ'eS us tlrat tlrose inrpres-
sions of tļre ilrdividuaļ mind to wĮriclr, for eacļr orre of us, experience dwirrdļes
down, are irr perpettral fliglrt; that eacļr of tlrern is ļirrrited by tirne, and that
as tinre is infinitely divisibļe, eacļr of tļrem is infirritely divisible aļso; aļl tļrat
is actual in it being a single moment, gone while we try to apprehend it, of
.,vlrich it may ever be nrore tr'uly said tliat it lras ceased to be tļlan tļrat it is.
To such a tlemulorrs wisp constarrtly re-formirrg itseļf orr tļre stream, to a sirrgle
sharp impression, witļr a sense irr it, a relic ļlļore oI less fleeting' of srrch
moments gone by, wlrat is real in otrr ļife fines itseĮf down. It is witļl tlris nrove-
ment, with the PaSSage and dissoļutiorr of inrpressions, images, serrsatiorrs, thtrt
analysis leaves off-that continual vanishing away, that strange, perpetual
weaving and unweaving of ourselves.s

Ph.iĮosophit'e1ļ' SayS Novaļis, ist de1iltĮegntatisiren, oioificĮrerl'$ Tļre service of
plrilosoplry, of speculative crrļture, towards the lrrrnrarr spirit is to r'ouse, to
startļe it ilto slrarp arrd eager observatiorr. Every motlerrt sotrre for'ņr gĮows
perfect irr lrarrd or face; sonre torre orr tļle hiļļs or the sea is clroicer' tlran tļre
rest; some moocl of passion or' ilsiglrt or iltellectuaļ excitenretrt is ir'resistibly
real and attt'active fol us,-fol that moment only. Not the fruit of experience,
brrt expelierlce itself, is tļre elrd, A cotrrrted nunber of ptrlses orrly is giverr to us
of a variegated, drarrratic ļife. Horv may we See ūr tļienr alļ that is to be seelr irr
tlrem by tļre finest senses? How slraļļ we pass most slviftļy from poirrt to point,
and be present always at the focus where the grerrtest nuutber of vital forces
unite in their purest energy?

To buru always witļr tlris lrrrrd, gernlike flirme,7 to mairrtain this ecstasy, is
SĮlcCeSS in life. Irr a sense it might even be said tlrat otrr failure is to form
liabits: for, after a]ļ, lrabit is reļative to a stereotyped world, and meantime it
is only tlre r'ougl-rrress of tlre eye tļrat makes irtry two persoļļs, tlrings, situatiotls,
seelrr irļike. Whiļe irļl n-reļts ttrrcļer our feet, we may weļl catclr at arry exqtrisite
passion, oI atļy corrtributiorr to krrowledge that Seems by a lifted lrorizotl to set
the spirit free for a moment, or any stirring of the senses, strange dyes, strange
colortrs, anc1 curious odours, or wor'k of tļre artist's lrands, or tlre face of one's
fi'ierrd. Not to discrimirrate every moment some passionate attitude in tļrose
about us, and in tlre brilliancy of tļreir' gifts some trrrgic dividing of forces on
their' werys, is, on tļris slrort day of frost and surt, to sleep before evening' With
this sense of the splendour of our experience and of its awful brevity, gatherilg
aļl we are into one desperate effort to see and touclr, we slralļ hardly have
time to make theories about the things we see and touch. What we have to
do is to be for ever culiously testing new opinions and courting new impres-
sions, nevel acquiescir-rg in a facile orthodoxy of Comte, or of Hegel,s or of onr
own. Philosophical theories or ideas, as points of view, instruments of criticism,
may help us to gather up what might otherwise pass unregarded by us. 'Philos-
ophy is tļre microscope of tlrouglrt.'9 The theory or idea or system which re-
quires of us the sacrifice of any palt of this experience, in consideration of some
interest into which we cannot enter, or some abstract theory we have not identi-
fied lvitļr otrrselves, or wlrat is only conventional, has no real claim trpon us.

one of tlre most beautifuļ PaSSageS in the writings of Rousseau is that in the
sixth book of tlre Confessions, where ļre describes tļre awakening in lrim of tļre
literary Sellse, Alr rrndefinabļe taint of death had always clung about him, and
now in early marrlrood lre believed himseļf smitterr by mortal disease. He asked
himself how he might make as mucļr as possible of tļre ilrtervaļ tlrat remained;
arrd he was trot biassed by anything in his previous ļife wļrerr lre decided that
it mtrst be by irrteļļecttial excitemeut, wļriclr he found just then irr the clear,
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fi'eslr writings of Voltaire.lo Weļļ! we ar'e aIļ cotl'dņ'nl,nės, as Victor Hugo sąy5;
\,ve are aļļ under Serrtence of deatļl but witlr a sort of indefirrite reprieve_-7go
Īlolltnles sont totLs con'dan'tnės d n'tort aoec des sttrsis it"ucĮėfit-üs: we have an
interval, and tlren our place knows uS ļlo nrore. Some spencl tļris intervaļ irr
listlessness, sorne in lriglr passiorrs, tlre rvisest, at ļeast arnong 'tļle clriļdr.err of
this worļd,'11 in art arrd sorrg. For oul olre cļrarrce ļies irr exparrding tļrat iriter-
val, itr getting aS illatļy ptrlsatiorrs as possible into the given tin-ie. Great
passions may give us tlris quickerred setrse of life, ecstasy and sorror,v of ļove,
the various forms of entlrusiastic activity, disinterested or otlrer'uvise, rvhicļr
come rraturally to maļ]y of us. orily be sure it is passiou-tļrat it does yield you
this fruit of a qtrickened, nrultipliecl corrscioLįSlļess. of tlris wisdotrr, the poetic
passion, the desire of beauty, the love of art for art's sake, has most; for art
comes to you professing frarrkly to give notlrirrg but tļre lrigliest quality to your
mornents as they pass, and simply for those moments' sake.
fi71 1873, rBSB

Symphony in Yellow

An omnibus across the bridge
Crawls Įike a yellow butterfly,
And, here and there, a passer-by

Shows like a little resrless midge.

į?

Big barges full of yellow hay
Are moved against the shadowy wharĻ
And, Įike a yeĮlow sįĮken scarf

The thįck fog hangs along the quay.

The yellow leaves b"gr., to fade
And flutter from the Temple elms,
And at my feet the pale green Thames

Lies ļike a rod of rippled jade.

Impression du Marin

The Thames noctume of blue and gold
Changed to a Harmony in grey:
A barge wiü ochre-coĮoured hay

Dropped from rhe wharf: and chill and cold

The yelĮow fog came creeping down
The bridges, tiļlthe houses]walls
Seemed changed to shadows and St paul's

Loomed Įike a bubble o'er the town.

Then suddenly arose rhe clang

-of waking life; the streets were stįrred
With country wagons; and a bird

Flew to the glistening roofs and sang.

But one pale woman all alone,
The daylight kissing her wan hair,
Loįtered beneath the gasĮamps' flare,

With lips of flame and heart of stone.
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iCynara]
Non sum quaĮis erdm bonae sub regno Cynarael

Last night, ah, yestemight, betwixt her lips and mine
There fell thy shadow, Cynara! thy breath was shed
Upon my soul between the kisses and the wine;
And Ī was desolate and sick of an oļd passion,

Yea, I was desolate and bowed my head: s

I haveĮeen faithful to thee, Cynaral in my fashion.

All night upon mine heart I felt her warm heart beat,
Night-Įong within mine arms in love and sleep she lay;
Surely the kisses of her bought red mouth were sweet;
But I was desoļate and sick of an o]d passion, Io

When I awoke and found the dawn was gĪay:
I have been faithful to thee, Cynaral in my fashion.

I have forgot much, Cynaral gone with the wind,
Flung roses, roses riotously with the throng,
Dancing, to put thy pale, lost lilies out of mind; 15

But I was desolate and sick of an old passion,
Yea, all the time, because the dance was long:

Ī have been faithful to thee, Cņaral in my fashion'

I cried for madder music and for stronger wine,
But when the feast is finished and the lamps expire, 7o

Then faļļs thy shadow, Cynaral the night is thine;
And I am desolate and sick of an oļd passion,

Yea, hungry for the lips of my desire:
I have been faithful to thee, Cynaral in my fashion.

r89r, r896
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xxxv
On the idle hill of summer,

Sleepy with the flow of streams,' ::,,,

Far I hear the steady drummer :1

Drumming like a noise in dreams,

Far and near and low and lord.", ' "' '

On the roads of earth go by, 
',.

Dear to friends and food for powder,o
Soldiers marching, all to die. ,l:.,

East and west on ffelds forgotten :

Bleach the bones of comrades slain,
Lovely lads and dead and rotten; '

None that go return again.

Far the calling bugles hollo,
High the screaming fffe replies,

Gay the files of scarlet follow:
Woman bore me, I will rise.

xLi
Into my heart an air that kills

From yon far country blows:
What are those bļue remembered hiļIs,

Wlrat spires, wlrat farms are thoseĮ)

That is the ļand of lost content,
Į see it shining plain,

The happy highways where I went
And cannot come again.
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YICTORIAN DRAMÄ

Theatre was to undergo a sornewhat similar renaissance. Although hugeiy pop-

ular throughout the nineteenth Century it ļ-rad been shunned by tlre polite cļasses

who patronised the opeĪa. Theatre was given over to sensation and spectacle to light_

en the lives of the working classes. With the departure of the upper classes the sophis-

tication of Georgian drama was rendered obsolete, as an urban working cĮass craved

escape in the form of exotic melodramas and scenic spectacle. As a consequence the

technical side of theatre developed, with the addition of fly galleries, trapdoors and

gaslight. At the same time acting became sŲlised and broad of gesture, producing a

successįon of actors in the grand heroic manner: John Philip ltembĮe and his brother

Charļes, Edmurrd l(earr and William Charles Macready. The ever-adaptable Shakes_

peare WaS transformed into a vehicļe for pageantry as the quest to recreate accurateĮy

the historic past Conquered the stage. Theatres multiplied when the old Įicensed sys-

tem broke down in the 1830s and 1840s. What appeared on stage was now con-

ditioned by a new Censorship Act (1843), giving the Lord Chamberlain absolute
powers over the theatre. The resuļt \,VaS that anything remotely sensitive in the way of
religion, poĮitics or Sex was kept firmly off the stage.

And then, as was the case with music, the atmosphere changed in the 1870s. Al-
though it was to take a generation, the uPper classes were sĮowly wooed back to the

stage, essentially by a new kind of theatrical figure, the actor-manager. 'Ihat move-

ment was begun by Squire and Marie Bancroft at the Prince of Wales Theatre in the

1B6Os. As the rougher elements in ūe audience were drawn offto the newly emergent

music halls, polite socieŅ WaS attracted by a Seating hierarchy of stalls and dress

circle, and by a series of plays by Tom Robertson acted within minutely observed

drawing-room box sets. Gradually the muĮtipĮe bills inherited from the eighteenth

Century gave way to the presentation of a singĮe play on at hours in accord with the

demands of poĮite society. In 1BB0 the Bancrofts moved to theTheatre Royal, Hay-

market, which epitomised this new sophisticated elegance of milieu. By then audi-
'toriums 

had shrunk in size in response to a new Ņpe of drama, the well-made play.

Another actor-manager, George AļexandeĻ Was to undertake a similar exercise at

St. James's Theatre, finding in Arthur Wing Pinero and Oscar Wilde writers who could
both portray and attract society. Between 1B91 and i914 St. ļames'S, under Alexan-

der's management, became the most fashionable theatre in London, staging plays

which caļled for a new and more naturalistic style of acting which gradually rendered

the mid-Victorian histrionics crude by comparison.
In this way the scene was set for the two decades up to 1910 becoming the golden

age of society drama. It was a renaissance which shared with other arts a backwards

look, this time to the theatre of the Restoration era which similarly housed a drama

aimed at only a smaļl select circle of the king and his cronies. In the case of Ed-

wardian drama that circļe was admittedly largeņ consisting of the ten thousand or so

who made up what was deemed as society. The plays indeed worked from that pre-

tnise, one in which the audience Sat looking at itseļf on Stage. The theme of these

piays was sociery how to get into it and, once įn it, how to Stay there or avoid ex-

cļusįon. It was accepted and generally expected that eveņhing on stage would up_

hoĮd the established Consensus in respect of religion and morals, the established

sociaļ Structure and imperial supremacy, In this sense such plays became a kind of
sociaĮ ritual in which the audience saw the status quo affirmed. Nonetheļess what

was demanded of theatre was to an extent very different from what was asked of a
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noveļ. Tlre prime corrsideration was always tlrat any audience shouļd feeĮ entertairred.

As theatre became an arm of the establishment those who had achieved tl-ris were
suitably honoured, both Squire Bancroft and George Alexander being knighted in the
1B90s. The theatre thus became respectable and indeed acting became a careeĪ wlrich
it was now possible for a gentleman to consider. It not only became a career but a
profession for the first time, one which demarrded formaļ trairring. In 1904 the Royal
Academy of Dramatic Art was founded folĮowed, five years Įater, by the Centraļ
School of Speech and Drama. To become a plaņvright equally attairred a new Status

and in addition became profitable. The 1887 Berne Convention on copyright and the
i B91 American Copyright Act ended the piracy of plays and meanį that they could be
safely published. As royalties began to flow writing plays becarne once more all
attractive proposition to the world of letters.

Wilde and Pinero established a new kind of adult drama in the 1890s. Wilde's
Lady lŅiņ4nrmere'S Fan (7892) was billed as a 'New arrd original play of modern life'
and inaugurated a series by him which revived the theatre of wit for the first time
since the age of Congreve. Most of his plays are about women with a past, distressed
wives and distraught husbands. The plots creak, turning on things like a misplaced
ļetter or a fan, but Wiļde used them as a vehicle for his epigrams. As a result the really
interesting characters are the peripheral ones. In The Importance of Being Eamest
(1B95) he created one of the greatest masterpieces of comedy irr what ĪVas an inver-
sion of the values of normal society drama.

Unlike Wiļde, Arthur Wing Pinero learned his craft the hard way, emeĪging to
prominence in the 1880s with a series of farces, including The Magistr-ate (IBB5),
taking up again the kind of mad world of Ben ļonson. Gradually Pinero found it
possible wiüin the confines of censorship to evolve a new kind of play, one which
responded as far as was possible to the challenge of lbsen, 'a drama based wholly on
observation and experience . . . [whichļ . . . iļlustrates faithfuļly modern social life.'

The Second Mrs Tanc1uet'ay (lB93) crossed new boundaries, putting on Stage the diļem-
ma of a man of the world who had married a woman with a past who in the end
commits suicide. The effect on the audience was eļectric. Later Pinero was to move on
to tĮagedy in /ris (1901) and Mid-Channel (1909). InTieĮawny of the'WeĮĮs'(189B) he

was to pay poignant tribute to the world of the theatre of his youth which his own
work had repĮaced. Dying in 7934,like EĮgar and Lutyens he was to outlive his era'

If the weļl-made society drama reassured its audience that all was weļļ with their
world, So too did the pageantįy of a great Shakespeare production oI a romantįc mel-
odrama under the aegis of Sir Henry Irving. Irving was the late Victorian equivalent
of Garrick, turning the Lyceum Theatre, which he took over in 1878, into a temple of
Thespis. Irving brought glamour and a sense of occasįon to every production, firre-
tuning them so that they attracted both a seļect and a popular audience. His sen-
sational success inTlrc Belk (1871) made him overnight the leacling actor of rhe age,
noted for his boid effects. In Eļļen Terry he discovered an actress whose intelpretation
of Shakespeare's heroines has never been equalled. In contrast to the box-set plays of
Wilde and Pinero this was pictorial theatre on the grand scale, dense, realistic and
mysterious, in which the heroic past unfolded itseļf before the audience's eyes in
every detail.
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This tradition M/as to be cöntinued down to the out-
break of the GreatWar in the productions of Sir Herbert
Beerbohm Tree. He built Her Majesty's Theatre (1891)
and from 1905 offered an annuaĮ Shakespeare season in

TheatrįcttĮ pictorĮtilism on tlrc gtand
scttle' Tlrc |bnnt scene įn Herbert
Beerbohm Ti'ee's protĮuction of
Shahespeate's Julius Caesaņ l911.

which romantic realism was carried to new heights of įļlusion with aberrations like
Įive rabbits on Stage in A Midsuntmer-Night's Dream.

These were the official faces of late Victorian and Edwardian theatre but, far more
than was the case with either architecture or music, there was pressure for change. In-
creasingly the educated and socially conscious cļasses wanted a form of drama which
fulĮy responded to lbsen and explored sociaļ issues of a kind vetoed by the Lord
Chamberļain's office. The only means whereby this could be done was by way of the
cļub, for such stagings could be deemed private, therefore falling outside his jurisdic-
tion. In 1 B 9i the Independent Theatre Cļub was founded to Stage plays of literary and
artisticworth. On 13 March lbsen's Ghosts was performed. The leading critic of the
day voiced the view of the estabļishment in condemning the play as an 'open drain'.

,/6a



hįĮr.,a,ę 4^rųo @
It was Ceorge Bernard Shaw who was the first playwright to begin to expĮore these

new horizons. Before 1914 only two of his pĮays ever reached the public stage, the
otļrers beirrg performed for the Independent Theatre Cļub and latterly for another
cļub at the Royal Court Theatre where no less than eļeven of his pĮays were put on
between 1904 and 1911. The earliest, Widowers' Houses (1892), sent shock waves but
not nearly as many as did Mrs Warren's Profession (1898), which dealt with the un-
mentionable subject of profits from prostitution' A whole spate of plays foĮlowed,
including Candida (i89B), NLan and Superman (1903) and ŅgmaĮion (1912). Aļl of

. them expĮored the relationship of the sexes in what was a rapidly changing society by
means of a revival of the elegance and wit of Restoration comedy. In these plays Shaw
utilises the formuļa of the weļl-made society play to his own end, adapting it to
satirise and attack conventional middle class ideas. Many of the plays can stiļI hold
įhe Stage today thanks to theįr comic effect, but his characters remain unreal, not
flesh and bĮood but ideas įn human form. once Shaw abarrdoned his comic taļent
for sermonising and political writing that hold slipped. Although he was to Įive untiĮ
1950, and was awarded the NobelPrize for literaturein 1925, he was a spent force in
the theatre after Hearlbreak House (1919) and Saint loan (1923)

Shawwas not aļone. Others followed him in the exit from the drawing-room, dar-
ing to tackle forbidden themes. Iohn Galsworthy's plays like Strife (1909) explored
the factory the offrce and the prison cell: Harley Granviļle-Barker's, among themThe
Voysey Inheritance (1909), exposed the rottenness which so often lay concealed be-
neath the shallow faęade of established respectability' The early plays of Somerset
Maugham crossed the same barriers, as the wicked were seen no longer to be pun-
ished by the time the curįain fell, and doubts over religion began to be openly
expressed by characters on stage.

The sense of attack on the established theatre by the new drama set off a move in
the opposite direction towards escapism. J. M. tsarrie purueyed whirnsy to his public
whether' it was QtLality Street (7912), a sliglrt Regency CostulĪe dfatna, or Peter Pa'n

(1904) whose subtext in retrospect is now viewed as disturbing. The enthusiasts for
tlre tlew drama irr fact belorrged to a narlow educated rniddle class ėļite. TIre main_
StĮeatn of Edwardįan tlreatre depended on spectacle, on tlte continuing popular-ity of
rotlratrtic tnelodranra, and aĮso otl a tlew gellte/ tlre rnusical cornedy' George Ed-
wardes atthe GaietyTheatre from the 1870s onwards was to transform this rudimen-
tary form into the acme of elegant froth, leisurely, lavish and ingenuous.

Harley Crarrville-Barker was not only a drarnatist of distirrctiorr but tĮre fitst tlan
to be a new kirrd of figure irr tlre tlreatre, tl-re producer-directoņ tlre man wlro co-
ordirrated eVeņI paft of a prodtrction frotn its desigrr to tlre delivery of tlre lines, tnove-
melļt on stage and liglrting. At exactly the same titne tlrat Irvirrg atrd Tree węrę dazz-
lirrg arrdierrces witlr urrtold visions of old ErrgĮarrd atr alternative approaclr to SĮ-rakes-

peate production was aļso undetway/ a įĪļovelnent in wlricļr Grar-rviįie-Barker played
a nrajot part. Įt WaS olle wļriclr restored prirnacy to the text atld was piotreered by
Wilļiam Poel wļro forrned tlre Elizabethan Stage Society ir-r 1B94. IIe supewised per_

forrnances of Shakespeare, recoltstlncting the type of
stage that the plays wor-rld originally have been per-
forrned upon. Though in one sense this can be seen as a
tnodernįst impuĮse, it was aļso a quest for oĮd Englarrd,
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