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INTRODUCTION

THE war and our action in it led to my
retirement from public office. The world is
travelliﬂg under formidable omens into a
new era, very unlike the times in which my
lot was cast. This is no reason why an effort
to recall some lines in the physiognomy of
those times should be out of place or season.
There is an old saying that to live is to out-
live. This is not to tell us that ¢ from the
. taplet should be abolished quite the cheerful
past.” It means no more than that Ideals
bhave their hours and fade. The oracle of
to-day drops from his tripod on the morrow..
In common lines of human thought and act,
as in the business of the elements, winds
shift, tides ebb and flow, the boat swings.
Only let the anchor hold. We should not
cast our hofoscopes too narrowly. One's

first associations must have been ill ¢hosen
vii



viii RECOLLECTIONS

if fidelity to their essence and foundations
comes to be overclouded by the falling mists
of afternoon.

Mockers say that men of principle are,
dispensed from the necessity of succeeding ;
principle is its own reward. But the ironic
point depends on your standard of success.
We may perceive plenty of wrong turns
taken at the cross roads, time misused or
wasted, gold taken for dross and dross for
gold, manful effort misdirected, facts mis-
read, men misjudged. And yet those who
have felt life no stage-play, but a hard
campaign with some lost battles, may still
resist all spirit of general insurgence in the
evening of their day. The world’s black
catastrophe in your new age is hardly, a,
proved and shining victory over the principles
and policies of the age before it.

A personal story is soon told. In political
records its main interest must lie in the
points at which it chances to touch weightier
things besides the familiar matters of to-day.
‘What arms did your man carry in the serried
conflicts of his time? Did he let them rust,
and trust for safety to his shield? What
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pace did he strive to keep with the revolving
forces of his age? Did unnoticed tributaries
force the channels of his life, at this point
or that, to run off into barren sands ? Diu
multumque vize. It has been my fortune to
write some pages that found and affected
their share of readers ; to know and work
on close terms with many men wonderfully
well worth knowing; to hold responsible
offices in the State ; to say things in popular
assemblages that made a difference. Such
recollections must always be open to the re-
proach of egotism. I hope that here at any
rate it is not of the furtive sheepish kind.
From the point of egotism, again, be sure
that comp‘lacency and self-content are lucky,
if amld things vanished in that “ other world
we call the Past,” they do_not stumble on
plenty of material for self-surprise and self-
reproof, and awake to the discovery that fair
names of statesman, thinker, writer, were
only courtesy titles after all, without real
rank, or claim to wider vogue or attention.
Much of my ground obviously involves
others ; deeply should I regret if a single
page were found unfair, or likely to wound
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just sensibilities. More deeply still should
I deplore it, if a single page or phrase or
passing mood of mine were either to dim the
lamp of loyalty to Reason, or to dishearten
earnest and persistent zeal for wise politics,
in younger readers with their lives before

them.
J. M.

August 19117,



BOOK I

THE REPUBLIC OF LETTERS

THE Man of Letters properly so called is a peculiar being ; he does not
look at things exactly with his own eyes; he has not merely his own
impressions ; you could not recover the imagination which was once his ;
’tis a tree on which have been grafted Homer, Virgil, Milton, Dante,
Petrarch ; hence, singular flowers, which are not natural any more than
they are artificial. . . . With Homer, he has looked at the plain of Troy,
and there lingers in his brain something of the light of the sky of Greece ;
he has taken something of the pensive beauty of Virgil as he wanders on
the Aventine slopes ; he sees the world like Milton through the grey
mists of England, like Dante through the limpid, burning sky of Italy.
Out of all these colours he makes for himself a new colour that is unique ;
from all these glasses through which his life passes to reach the real world
there is formed a particular tint, which is the imagination of the man of
fetter® —Doupan.

VOL. 1 B






CHAPTER I
LANCASHIRE—OXFORD

Men’s thoughts are made aocording to their nature; their speech accord-

ing to the precepts imprinted on them; but their line in action is after
that to which they have been acoustomed.—BAOON.
In a Lancashire valley at the foot of bleak, stern,
moorland ridges lies what is now the important and
prosperous manufacturing town of Blackburn. Three
neighbouring ruins of abbey, castle, tower are pictur-
esque links with old history. Antiquaries discover
traces of Roman roads, and in the neighbourhood
from time to time make valued finds of pottery,
coins, cinerary urns, funeral tumuli, weapons, bones,
testifying to the presence in corners in and adjacent
to the Blackburn parish in remote ages of the
'Roman legionaries, and after them to what Milton
disrespectfully rated as scuffles between kite and
crow, among Saxons, Angles, Danes. Cromwell
marched to and fro through Blackburn in the course
of his rout of the Scots in the battle of Preston, and a
current story ran that he slumbered for a night in
the parish church.

Its modern existence began with the momentous
double event in 1770, when Watt patented his steam-
engme, and Arkwright, that marvel of a man alike
in inventive skill and preterhuman energy of pur-
pose, patented his spmnmg-]enny It took three-

CHAP.
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4 RECOLLECTIONS

quartérs of a century, or more, before the factory
system with all its opulent triumphs and all its
strange new social perplexities, had definitely estab-
lished itself in the Lancashire cotton towns, and
worked from stage to stage a social revolution in
north and south of this island far more extensive in
range of interests than any purely political chapters
of the same epoch. Of all this a group of towns in
our Blackburn corner grew to be a manufacturing
centre.

The district was the centre of the almost count-
less divisions and subdivisions of the puritan non-
conformity of Fancashire, just as Catholicism pre-
vailed without movement in another area of the
same county. The attempt to trace links between
industrial movements and the Reformation is without
historical support, but the spirit of the factory towns,
whether church or chapel, was stiffly evangelical.
The people had a character with marked force of
its own. Ready to respect where respect on any
good ground was due, they are ready, too, with
a blunt pride that is no bad form of self-respect.
They have always had the virtues of fraternal and’
genial plain speakers; they show themselves inde-
pendent, shrewd, quick, keen-bitten. They have a
cherished vernacular with broad accent and original
vocabulary, which enables them to do apt justice to
any of their opinions and emotions. In this dialect
a native genius has produced songs that touch the
Lancashire ear at home or over the seas, as Burns
touches the Scot. Waugh’s “ Come whoam to thy
childer and me” has been pronounced by critics not
too much given to superlatives one of the most
delicious idylls in the world. The popularity of
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this and other vernacular products in prose and verse
does something to illustrate the kindness and right-
mindedness .of the people. They are full of local
public spirit, and have the excellent quality of putting
Jheir whole hearts into the things they care for, grave
or gay. Here the writer was born in the last week
of 1838. Here was my home off and on for some
twenty years to come. The punctual clang of the
factory bell in dark early mornings, with the clatter
of the wooden clogs as their wearers hastened along
the stone flags to the mill, the ceaseless search for
improvements in steam-power and machinery and
extension of new markets, the steady industry, the
iron regularity of days and hours, long remained in
memory as the background of youth, with perhaps a
silent passage into my own ways and mental habits
from the circumambient atmosphere of some traits of
my compatriots.

My father was a surgeon of good professional
repute. He came of homely stock from one of the
Yorkshire valleys near Halifax, and my mother was
Northumbrian. A man of strong character, he was
*exdcting, though capable of delightful geniality, a
moderate lover of his profession, a born lover of
books. He had taught himself a working knowledge
of Latin and French, and I long possessed the pocket
Virgil, Racine, Byron, that he used to carry with him
as he walked to the houses of handloom weavers on
the hillsides round. Born a Wesleyan, he turned,
though without any formality that I know of, from
chapel to church, but he was negligent of its ordin-
ances, critical of the local clergy, and impatient as if
of some personal affront of either Puseyites on the
one hand, or German infidels on the other. Though

CHAP
‘r—-‘



6 RECOLLECTIONS

Boox vague, his disapproval of these foes of evangelical
truth was stern ; the divine to whom he was chiefly
* addicted was Chanmng, and the ecclesiastic whom
he most admired both as preacher and church governor
was the famous Chalmers. We were baptized by a,

ﬁ genial clergyman from the neighbouring parish of
' Tockholes, who in his youth had been a subaltern at
Waterloo.

As domestic disciplinarian he was strict, and the
rigours of Sabbatical observance forced on us a
literary diet that neither enlightened the head nor
melted heart and temper. He sent me to an excellent
school in the town,kept by an Independent of much
local renown for accurate teaching and severe exacti-
tude in general habits. This school had a strong
hold on me, for it abounded in the unadulterated
milk of the Independent word, and perhaps accounted
for nonconformist affinities in some of the politics
of days to come. Here I made such satisfactory
way that, after a short spell at University College
School in Gower Street—where Chamberlain had pre-
ceded me, and Bywater the great Hellenist was my
companion—my father thought it worth while to sdnd*
me, though he could not well afford it without personal
sacrifice, to Cheltenham College. Here under three
or four fellows of Trinity, all of them teachers of
talent and experience, I worked along the regular
groove, without any marked proficiency, except that
now and then I did a set of Greek iambics that was
praised and handed to posterity in the school album,
and in two or three successive years I carried off the
first prize for history in a combined class of the two
highest forms. I tried my hand at a prize poem on
Cassandra, princess of evil omen ; it did not come near



'OXFORD 7

the prize, and I was left with the master’s singular
consolation for an aspiring poet, that my verse
showed many of the elements of a sound prose style.

From Cheltenham I got a scholarship at Lincoln
College, Oxford, and it gave my father a little
"Whimsical pleasure to think that John Wesley had
been a fellow of the College (1726), nominated thereto
by a rector whose two names happened to be my
own. For many terms I was lodged in Wesley’s
rooms, sometimes ruminating how it was that all
the thoughts and habits of my youthful Methodism
were 80 rapidly vanishing. At the moment Lincoln
was in a state of sad intellectual dilapidation. A
common-room intrigue had ended in the installation
as its head of a clergyman from a college living in
Yorkshire who hardly knew how to read and write.
The consequence was the withdrawal in black,
unphilosophic mortification from all college work
of Mark Pattison, the man whose zeal and compet-
ence for university teaching in its true sense was
unsurpassed by any tutor or professor then in Oxford,

and only rivalled perhaps by one. If I had fallen

* under his influence, it would assuredly have made all
the difference in a thousand ways. When he after-
wards became my friend it was too late. The tutor
to whom I fell was Thomas Fowler, afterwards the
Head of Corpus. He had taken a splendid degree,
and the spirit of an ardent practical reformer glowed
in him through the whole of a useful, well-filled, and
truly honourable life. His interests and attainments
were much wider than those of most dons of that
time, when natural science was just fighting in earnest
for a place in education outside of the monopoly of
" Anglican divinity and the ancients. Without any

CHAP.
-LL

"—/



8 ‘  RECOLLECTIONS

sook marked originality, he had vigour and insight; he

X was careful, moderate, and sound. He had the
quality of the better men of the era in refusing
ignoble contentment with life as it is and things as
they are. He had not, it is true, the rare magic of
psychagogic influence which, for that matter, made
some contemporary purveyors of cloudy stuff pass
for greater than they were. As might be supposed,
he made me Aristotelian and not Platonist, for apart
from tutorial teaching that was, I think, the Lancas-
trian temperament. However that might be, we all
knew our debt for his example of firm clearness of
exposition, his ready helpfulness, his patient perse-
verance in work, his kindness, his sterling worth.

I attended Conington’s Virgil lectures, Stanley’s
on ecclesiastical history, in which I was delighted by
new knowledge and an attractive historic moral ;
and of course Mansel’s Bamptons, the famous official
reply, if reply it was, in the great controversy of the
moment between the doctrines of Mill and those of
Hamilton. History as a subject of serious study—
strange as it may seem to-day—was not formally
recognised in either university until the middler of ®
the century or a little later, and Goldwin Smith,
although a master of brilliaut and penetrating ex-
pression, figured rather as politician than professor.
In politics he was a Liberal champion, with much
influence both on educated men and on those who
were glad to have one of the best educated men of
his day on their side.

Seldom did I miss a sermon of the Bishop’s at
St. Mary’s, for Wilberforce excelled any man I ever
heard, ecclesiastic or secular, in the taking gift of
unction. For this I must confess an irresistible
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weakness. The only rival within my experience, cHaP.
unless it were Guthrie at Edinburgh, was Spurgeon I
in South London; he had a glorious voice, unques-
tiohing faith, full and ready knowledge of apt texts

of the Bible, and a deep earnest desire to reach the
‘hearts of congregations who were just as earnest in
response.

The association of antique halls and grey time-worn
towers went deeper than the schools, and companion-
ship was more than lectures. Overton was a friendly
and popular man at our scholars’ table, afterwards
the writer of various books, pronounced by competent
opinion to be truly meritorious in the field of Church
history and biography. His volume on Law, author
of the memorable Serious Call, is liberal-minded and
readable, as, the story of a figure that in spite of
theology even Gibbon found attractive, we should
expect it to be. Our ways ran in opposite directions,
to a distance that the pious founders whose bread
we ate in common would have ill understood, for 1
think my book on Diderot appeared in the same year
as his history of the English Church in the eighteenth
*century. Meanwhile he was stroke of the boat and
captain -of the Eleven. More is to be said of another
comrade of very different type.

Beyond the influence of any tutor or professor
was the senior commoner, Cotter Morison. No more
engaging figure appeared in an Oxford quadrangle,
nor one, it must be confessed, in tone, manners,
knowledge, and way of thinking and living, more
entirely unacademic. He was some six or seven
years my senior, and at twenty this was the distinc-
tion between manhood and boyhood. He had lived
much abroad, mainly in France, with a mother whose
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over-tender devotion left him to the undirected
gratification of tastes and interests that had grown
up within him somehow, and would by this time
have given him a command of really effective attain-
ment, if only they, or any of them, had been con-,
centrated. Migratory residences had made him
desultory and discursive. This, however, was the
quality that did him no harm in the endless discus-
sions, morning, noon, and night, de omni scibili, of
ingenuous, sharp-witted youths, with the lively
intellectual ambitions natural to their years, fresh
and jubilant from the restraint of school, just
stepping on the threshold of new shrines. It was
very bad for exercises in examination, but it was
stimulating, awakening, and, in a slightly random °
way, instructive. He had made a special study of
the age of Louis XIV., was capable of considering
it seriously in relation to ideas of general history,
was well versed, well informed, and even passionately
concerned in Catholicism, not as a body of faith
and rite, but as a stupendous system of government
with profound significance in the annals of mankind.
He longed, as in truth any of us well might, for°the’
historian to arise who, as he used to say, would
depict with sweeping brush the Decline and Fall
of Theological, as did Gibbon of Imperial, Rome.
Even in these days he was hard at work in preparing
the life of St. Bernard, which was so interesting
to read, is described to-day as the best biography
of a leading mediaeval spiritual figure, and had the
good fortune to gratify so singular a trinity as
Carlyle, Manning, and the Positivists of every tinge.
It remains a lasting contribution to the story and
the meaning of Catholic monasticism. His mono-
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graphs of a later date on Macaulay and Gibbon are
admirable estimates. His talk was, I have said,
discursive, but Lie was a serious literary worker, not
a dilettante. He was versed in music, and something
of an adept in great church architecture and its
history. He' brought our young souls into vivid
and edifying contact with the forces of Carlyle, with
Sartor, the essays on Johnson and Burns, and the
epic of the French Revolution. He pressed Emerson
upon us, but for that wise teacher none of us were
then ripe, I least of all. He had the art of kindling
new life in our spirits, and if you had anything of
your own to say, you were sure of quick, sincere, and
brotherly response. For brotherly he was in the
widest sense both now and always. He was not a
man of trenchant power ; but his way of easy remon-
strance at a paradox, fallacy, or blunder was a
hundred times better corrective and stimulant than
an hour of sermon or lecture. Well did Meredith
mark him as ‘“ a fountain of our sweetest, quick to
spring, in fellowship abounding.” His animation won
for him a popularity in college that extended beyond
*the*scholars. He was at home in the saddle, a fencer
skilful with the foils, and an excellent boxer ; indeed
the last of these manly tastes led to a passing dispute
of some heat with the college authorities, who insisted
that our pious Wycliffite founder four centuries ago
could never have intended an undergraduate to
receive in his rooms lessons in self-defence from a
too ill-scarred prize-fighter, then seeking patronage
among us, and whom the college porter was, at
whatever personal risk, forbidden to admit. It was
a long journey to the little Holy Club of Oxford
Methodists that had, in the face of gay opponents,

CHAP.



BOCK

12 RECOLLECTIONS

gathered itself in the same ancient quadrangle a
hundred years before.

Some of Morison’s opinions passed through odd
fluctuations. He was ready to look at anything
seriously presented to him; ready to measure and
appreciate all values with blithe candour of approach ;
he had genuine liberality of intellect, sometimes
verging on mere vivacity of intellectual impulse.
It was in Comte’s school and church that he really
lived ; he was one of their most brilliant adherents.
Yet he wound up a volume of fragments under a
pregnant and moving name, The Service of Man.
It drew hot fire from orthodox quarters, and in other
ways particularly scandalised the Positivist brother-
hood of all their colours. It must, I fear, be judged
a miscarriage both of thought and composition.
We can only call it the rash attempt of failing days ;
it could not impair the captivating comradeship of
his prime.

It was noted that when Palmerston made his
Government in 1859, his Cabinet held six Oxford first-
class men (three of them double-firsts), and out of
the Cabinet four first-classes. Between 1850 and 1860°
—my Oxford days—the clergy held the education of
England in the hollow of their hands. Their day was
soon to be over. New avenues of speculation had
been opened in the two fields of natural science, and
critical inquiry into the documents and faiths of the
world, and philosophic explanations of them. Both
avenues were gradually thronged by eager crowds :
the learned and competent on the one hand, and
people of common, plain intelligence on the other.

The metaphysical quarrel bgtween intuition and
experience, a8 I have said, filled the sacred galleries
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of St. Mary’s with dgitated undergraduates, while
Mansel in his Bampton Lectures (1856) made as
vigorous an attempt to demolish Mill as Adam
Sedgwick had made to pulverise and affront the
Vestiges of Creation fourteen years before. Loud
ecame the din of internecine war. One group of
scientific men fought another group over the origin
of species. Within the bosom of the Church of

CHAP.
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England orthodox divines dragged other divines,

including even a bishop, into courts of law.
Wiseman had seriously begun the important move-
ment that was destined, under the later influence
of men of spiritual genius and literary power like
Newman, and men with the art and talent of govern-
ing like Manning, to go so far towards bringing
Roman Catholic ideals into the English field of
serious argument, and securing for their professors
the same liberality and same respect as was usual
towards other communions. In my college we had
the first Catholic undergraduate. The divers German
schools began to find clandestine way into theological
disputation here, and traditional thought, devotion,
*dogma, were brought from their place of inaccessible
constellations in the spacious firmament on high,
down into the rationalist arena of earth. The force
of miracle and myth and intervening Will in the
interpretation of the world began to give way before
the reign of law.



CHAPTER 11
SPIRIT OF THE TIME

For Meroy has a human heart,
Pity a human face,

And Love the human form divine,
And Peace the human dress.

BLAKE.
BOOK CriITics to-day are wont to speak contemptuously
Y of the mid-Victorian age. They should now and
then pause to bethink themselves. Darwin’s famous
book appeared in 1859. Buckle’s History of Civilisa-
tion caught lively public attention the year before,
and whatever may be decided on his worth either
as philosopher or scholar, his system with its panoply
of detail must, as Acton, the severest and most
destructive of his Catholic critics, allows, have power-
fully appealed to something or other in the puibli¢
mind, or told something or other very important
that people wanted to know. This something or
other in the public mind was, in truth, a common
readiness to extend an excited welcome to explana-
tion whether of species or social phenomena by
general laws, at the expense of special providence.
Anybody can see what tremendous questions this
curious ferment brought to issue. Herbert Spencer
began with Social Statics in 1850. In Memoriam
(1850) exhausted no problems, but it intimated many

of the deepest of them, and lent the voice of pathetic
1
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music and exquisite human feeling to the widening
doubts, misgivings, and flat incredulities of the
time. The lines in The Two Voices about coming
through lower lives, and growing through pagt experi-
ence to be consolidate in mind and frame, were taken
by Herbert Spencer and other people to show right
evolutionary interest in the elucidation of mental
science. In 1857 George Eliot began the career of
story-teller ““in shadowy thoroughfares of thought,”
that laid such hold upon the reading England of
her time, and made critics of high authority, both
French and English, both Catholic and rationalist,
call her the most considerable literary personality
since the death of Goethe. On such an estimate as
this perhaps we may say in passing that some teachers,
it may be, are too great to be found fault with—a
point well worth bearing in mind by fallible mortals
—but we should not be over-prompt in allotting these
seats side by side with the Olympians on their throne.
We may now have outgrown our first glow of enthusi-
asm for George Eliot’s wide and profound culture,
her enviable diligence and fidelity of observation,
der.strong and conscientious intellect, the beneficent
humanity of her genius. Experience, as the wise
in time discover, brings discrimination. Even of
Goethe himself, many and many a page has grown
unreadable. There was a philosopher who ruled
the official world of thought in France about this
time ; a rival philosopher said of him that for three
days of the week he was mediocre, for three da.ys
absurd, but for one day sublime. Let us remain
grateful to writers of George Eliot’s standard for
their seventh day. At least we cannot but agree
with Acton, as a fact of public mental history, when

CHAP.
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he calls her books the emblem of a generation dis-
tracted between the,intense need of believing and
the difficulty of beliefs, while her teaching he called
the highest within the resources to which Atheism
is restricted. Then the second volume of Modern
Painters, which George Eliot once told me made 4
deep and lasting mark in her mind, was published
in 1846, and the fifth volume in the summer of the
last year of our decade (1860). The Seven Lamps
and Stones of Venice belong to the intervening period.
Long and singular was Ruskin’s journey through
many landscapes, and his influence in all directions,
gocial and aesthetic, was so remarkable that even
those who have least predilection for it may perhaps
call it the greatest event in our literary history since
Lyrical Ballads and Waverley. At least one excep-
tionally good observer judged that as Carlyle, now
busied in the clamorous sophistries of his Frederick
the Great, had written himself out as a source of social
inspiration, it was Ruskin alone among writers of
prose, apart from fiction, who relieved us from the
reign of Commentators. Brilliant and valuable as
some of these may have been, they lived in the witad
ideas of others. Whatever else may be said, it was,
I think, at any rate possible to be, or think yourself,
a fervent disciple of Ruskin, without adhering to a
single article of -theological tradition er authority.
As much may be said of Carlyle, whom Ruskin
called his master. Ruskin explained his use of the
plural word gods as meaning “ the totality of spiritual
powers, delegated by the Lord of the universe to do,
in their several heights or offices, parts of his will
respecting men, or the world that man is imprisoned
in—not as\in fully knowing, or in security believing,
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that there are such, but in meekness accepting the
testimony and belief of all ages to the presence in
heaven and earth of angels . . . aiding good work and
inspiring the mightiest. . . . For all these I take the
general word ‘ gods’ as the best understood in all
languages and widest in meaning . . . and myself
knowing as an indisputable fact that no true happi-
ness exists, nor is any good work ever done by
human creatures, but in the sense or imagination of
such presences.”

The currents of our atmosphere of governing
forces blew too strong, as we found, for the potent
curiosity of youth to resist. To the charge of youth
those of us who were audacious enough could only
reply that Descartes, Hume, and Berkeley each
achieved his revolution in thought at an age nearer
twenty than thirty. It was easy to reproach the
new spirit of negation with being rash, headstrong,
dilettante, pococurante, and to contemn it because
we did not, like Dante’s lecturer in the Paradiso,
“ gyllogise ” our invidious truths. It was idle to
demand from us, as some did, what pains we had
fakeh seriously, accurately, definitely, to master
controversies about the authorship of the Fourth
Gospel, or the Epistles to Ephesians or Colossians,
or the Second Timothy. Such questions, to be sure,
had their own importance and they were left
unsettled, but they found the rationaliser uninterested
and indifferent. The wind had risen, and questions
such as these were dissipated. The rationalist felt
no more urgently driven to answer as to particulars
of orthodox faith on the banks of the Isis than to
answer objections of the faithful at Bombay or

Teheran or Hyderabad. He withdrew into the
VOL. 1 c
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spirit of a poet’s line—" To the eternal silence of the
divinities above, cold silence must be the only meet reply.”
This was to be agnostic. There was no mental.
indolence in the rationaliser; more of that might
be charged against the other side. We know after
the event—call it Anarchy or by what other name
you will—the tremendous changes of thought, faith,
conceptions of life, that coming years and new
historic forces were waiting to unfold before the
undergraduate when he had once floated out beyond
the college bar. Newman, that great master of
speech, has drawn what he well calls the heart-
piercing case that stood at hand for the refiective
mind. Here it is:

To consider the world in its length and breadth, its various
history, the many races of men, their starts, their fortunes,
their mutual alienation, their conflicts ; and then their ways,
habits, governments, forms of worship, their enterprises, their
aimless courses, their random achievements and acquire-
ments, the impotent conclusion of long-standing facts, the
tokens so faint and broken of a superintending design, the
blind evolution of what turn out to be great powers or truths ;
the progress of things as if from unreasoning elementg, net
towards final causes, the greatness and littleness of man, his
far-reaching aims, his short duration, the curtain hung over
his futurity ; the disappointments of life, the defeat of good,
the success of evil, the pervading idolatries, the corruptions,
the dreary, hopeless irreligion, that condition of the whole
race so fearfully yet exactly described in the Apostle’s words :
* Having no hope and without God in this world ” ; all this
is a vision to dizzy and appal, and inflicts upon the mind
a sense of profound mystery which is absolutely beyond
human solution.

The Cardinal’s own solution had lost its sovereignty
in face of the revolution that was beginning to sweep
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over English minds soon after the middle of the
century. The position of the churches was sum-
marily set out by Matthew Arnold, descendant of the
most unsparing of believers, the son of Winchester
and Oxford: “ There is not a creed which is not
shaken, not an accredited dogma which is not shown
to be questionable, not a received tradition which
does not threaten to dissolve. Our religion has
realised itself in the supposed fact, and now the fact
is failing it.”

It was easy to reproach us with sunless creeds
and declarations of mental insolvency. Supernatural
magic was by no means payment of the rational debt
in full, and the fortitude of a resolute, open-hearted
stoicism is no bankrupt or useless ‘thing. Well
might students discern how the epoch about the
middle of the nineteenth century resembled in
England the epoch of an older world seventeen
centuries before. Tide swept upon tide—Evan-
gelicalism, all the movements of liberal theology,
Catholic reaction within the Anglican communion,
stay of ultramontane leanings among English
Catholics, the school then so popular in our middle
class of High and Dry. Those who are most alive
to the great human impulses that reared the Christian
fabric, will most readily recognise the analogy between
this age and that which witnessed the introduction
of Christianity, as it was put by Leslie Stephen from a
point of approach opposed to Arnold’s—much empty
profession of barren orthodoxy, and, beneath all, a
vague disquiet, a breaking up of ancient social and
natural bonds, and a blind groping toward some
more cosmopolitan creed and some deeper satisfac-
tion for the emotional needs of mankind.

CHAP.
II.
N !
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BOOK Foreign ideas reached us of that generation in
L __ glorious mould. England was the refuge of two
famous exiles between 1849 and 1871, a great Italian
and a great Frenchman, voices of the most energetic
and most imaginative genius since Byron and
Shelley. Mazzini and Victor Hugo imparted activity,
elevation, and generous breadth of cosmopolitan
outlook to the most ardent spirits of the new time
in our own island. Humanity fought one of its most
glorious battles across the Atlantic. An end had been
brought to the only war in modern times as to which
we can be sure, first, that no skill or patience of diplo-
macy could have averted it, and second, that preser-
vation of the American Union and abolition of negro
slavery were two vast triumphs of good by which
even the inferno of war was justified. The silent,
unbroken patience of Lancashire in the sore priva-
tions of the cotton famine was another element in
the popular direction. If we seek a word for the
significance of it all, it is not hard to find. Alike
with those who adore and those who detest it, the
dominating force in the living mind of Europe for a
long generation after the overthrow of the French
monarchy in 1830 has been that marked way of
looking at things, feeling them, handling them, judging
main actors in them, for which, with a hundred
kaleidoscopic turns, the accepted name is Liberalism.
It is a summary term with many extensive appli-
cations ; people are not always careful to sort
them out, and they are by no means always bound
to one another. There are as many differences in
Liberalism in different ages and communities as
there are in the attributes imputed to that great
idol of the world which has been glorified under the
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name of Republic, though the system of the American
Republic is one thing, and the working principles of
the French Republic are another, and the republic
in the north of the American continent has little in
gommon with either system or spirit in the republics
of the south.

Respect for the dignity and worth of the individual
is its root. It stands for pursuit of social good

I

against class interest or dynastic interest. Itstands

for the subjection to human judgment of all claims of
external authority, whether in an organised Church,
or in more loosely gathered societies of believers, or
in books held sacred. In law-making it does not
neglect the higher characteristics of human nature, it
attends to them first. In executive administration,
though judge, gaoler, and perhaps the hangman
will be indispensable, still mercy is counted a wise
supplement to terror. General Gordon spoke a
noble word for Liberalist ideas when he upheld the
sovereign duty of trying to creep under men’s skins
—only another way of putting the Golden Rule.
The whole creed is a good deal too comprehensive
%o Be written out here, and it is far more than a
formalised creed. Treitschke, the greatest of modern
absolutists, lays it down that everything new that
the nineteenth century has erected is the work of
Liberalism. Needless to say we use the mighty
word in its large, far-spreading, continental sense,
not merely in the zone of English politics and party.
It is worth noting that a strange and important
liberalising movement of thought had awakened the
mind of New England with Emerson for its noble and
pure-hearted preacher in 1837. The duty of mental
detachment, the supreme claim of the individual
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BOOK conscience, spread from religious opinion to the
Y conduct of life and its interwoven social relations.
Not a reading man, Emerson said with a twinkle of
good humour, but has a draft of a new community
in his waistcoat-pocket. The Blithedale Romance and.
Walden are enough to tell us what this strange dis-
quiet came to. In deeper, graver, more extensive
shape, the like new -born ideals of simplification,
release, enlarged outlook as to Labour, Property,
War, political Rule, excited like a flaming comet the
reflective imagination all over Europe in 1848.
Newman, to whom FEuropean Liberalism was
Antichrist, drew up a provisional list of no fewer
than eighteen of its obnoxious tenets, with plenty
of power to add to their number. These, at least,
were to be renounced and abjured. There is little
to quarrel with, either in the Cardinal’s catalogue or
his illustrations, and of course such lists can never
disclose the mental disposition, the temper, the
frame of mind, the moods, that give them life. They
are words emblazoned on the thousand banners that
mark the batt1e~ﬁe1d of our long era. All over
Europe poets, ]unsts publicists, parliaments, steftes-
men, demagogues, impassioned mobs, divines of all
persuasions, have taken their part, modest or over-
whelming as it happens. I have mentioned a great
name in the Western Church. A name hardly less
notable among contemporary enemies of Liberalism
is to be found in Pobedonostzeff, the acting head of
the holy synod in the orthodox Church of Eastern
Europe, the tutor, counsellor, and colleague of two
successive Czars of Russia. According to -him, a
free Church in a free State is an abstract illusion ;
elected parliaments are mixed comedy and hypocrisy ;
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jury trial is a fraud upon justice; the press with
its doctored news, its misleading headlines, and its
headlong peremptory criticisms on events and men,
weakens all individual development of thought, of
will, of character ; popular education is one of the

worst maladies of our age, for it hands the young to,

rationalising pedagogues, and destroys the sanctity
of home and faith. Why address prayers to St.
Nicholas, they say, when you have never seen him
help? To the girl, why become the slave of a
husband, when reason teaches that thy rights are
just as good as his ? What is all this but to kidnap
the young of the flock under pretence of instruction,
and then leaving them to wander, wilful and unguided,
in the wilderness. The case against the school of the
holy synod was both trenchantly and persuasively
worked by the boldest genius that Russia has pro-
duced. ““If society and social order continue to
exist, no thanks to the magistrate with his severities,
but on the contrary in spite of the magistrate, and
because by his side men continued to have pity one
for another and to love one another.” This was
*Tolstoy’s doctrine, no bad formula for at least one
liberalist interpretation of the social union.

It was inevitable that this deep conflict of theory,
idea, social aim, should come to a head in politics.
They go to the root of government and order;
and government and order are obviously in the
essence of men as political beings, whether in rulers
holding in their hands the direction of a nation’s
fate, or in that great general mass described in
Burke’s imposing phrase as ‘‘ those whom Providence
has doomed to live on trust.” But if government
and order are of the very essence, so, too, are con-

CHAP.
I
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BOOK science, principle, the thinker, the teacher, the writer.
To treat these elements of the social structure as
strictly secondary and subordinate is the contra-
diction of Liberalism. Napoleon was the master
type. If thinkers thought wrong, or gave an incon-
venient ply to conscience, or carried a principle to
lengths that were troublesome, it was like mutiny
in the regiment. If the spiritual power gave itself
airs before the temporal, you would lock it up at
Savona or elsewhere until it came to its senses. For
all this to-day’s name is Militarism, the point-blank
opposite of Liberalism in its fullest and profoundest
sense, whatever the scale and whatever the disguise.
Dr. Johnson, though the best of men, marked a sad
divergence from the Liberalism that reigned in the
century after him when he said, “ I would not give
half a guinea to live under one form of government
rather than another: it is of no moment to the
happiness of the individual.” The strange, undying
passion for the word Republic, and all the blood and
tears that have been shed in adoration of that sym-
bolic name, give the verdict of the world against
him. « €
But what of University life ? At Oxford a leading
mind between 1860 and 1880 was T. H. Green, a
man remarkable both in mental power and influence.
He first gave a shake to Mill’s supremacy as logician
and metaphysician. But, notwithstanding Mill’s
conviction that false philosophy is the support of
bad institutions, his critic’s intuitionist philosophy
did not prevent Green from being an ardent reformer,
with Cobden and Bright for idols. In 1858 he
ventured on a motion at the Union in approval of
Bright. “It was frantically opposed,” he said,

L
[
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“and after two days’ discussion I found myself in
a minority of two. I am almost ashamed to belong
to a university which is in such a state of darkness.”
Yet light was breaking in more than one quarter of
the sky, and the process was due in no small degree
to the sons of Oxford, to be led by the most illustrious
of them all.

In politics the parliamentary breed, so influential
or even imperious a factor in our national life, was
of remarkable strength. The Gladstonian star
reached its ascendant at the election that made the
new Prime Minister in 1868. Disraeli was climbing
his giddy ladder up to the high places to which his
genius and persistent courage well entitled him.
Neither of the two leaders was without sober and
capable colleagues, though one had more of them
than the other. The two Manchester men—Cobden,
who had won free trade, and Bright, who forced
reform of the franchise—were well-trusted personi-
fications of definite principles resolutely held. The
newspaper press, from lowered price of paper, and
the multiplication of people who knew how to read
dnd shad got the parliamentary vote, had come into
new importance, and was conducted with livelier
responsibility and independence and growing sense
of power. The temper of vigorous intellectual dis-
putation, again, that had been raised and sustained
in two spheres so wide apart as the war against the
Corn Laws and the war against Puseyites, had
become a sort of mental habit in the country. Men
of vivid personality took to it. Schools of thought
were metamorphosed into combative parties, and,
as I have just been saying, rationalism and natural
science blew defiant bugles against the old tradition.

‘Y__J
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Dickens, satirist and humorist, whose appearance
every month was as eagerly looked for as the morning
newspaper, kindled by his concrete pictures, not by
abstract reason, a new feeling for our fellows, new
knowledge of them and their ways, and new angeg
against the gross and stupid wrongs, social and legal,
from which they suffered. Charles Reade, the
admirable practitioner of what he called “ the great,
the noble, the difficult art of writing,” awoke our
English world to some of the cruel mischiefs in the
middle of it. Mrs. Gaskell, too, fearless of political
economy, warned people outside Lancashire of the
strange giant forces at work in the new industrialism.
Never was literary art, unless we think of Uncle Tom’s
Cabin or Silvio Pellico’s My Prisons, more earnest
and effective in stirring the heart to wise and urgent
public ends. New generations change their literary
taste, but questions of taste in books are secondary
in their own day to their active social force. The
men of letters and best known writers in every walk
were almost, if not quite, all members of the Liberal
household in their general politics. Those years—
say from 1860 to 1890—were an animated, hopefuf,
interesting, and on the whole, either by reason of,
or in spite of, its perpetual polemics, a happy
generation. Only those whose minds are numbed
by the suspicion that all times are tolerably alike,
and men and women much of a muchness, will
deny that it was a generation of intrepid effort
forward.

One word of sovereign power is to be noted. We
all know the fire and enthusiasm that spread with
splendid flame from France in 1830, or a little later,
by half a dozen eternally noble, vibrating, far-
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sounding words—Right, Justice, Equality, Fraternity,
Progress. The last of these five beacon lights had a
profound difference from its companion phrases.
Progress went far further into ‘‘the deep heart of
wan.” Belief in Progress has become the basis of
social thought, and has even taken the place of a
religion as the inspiring, guiding, and testing power
over social action. It is mixed idea, hope, emotion ;
on many lips no better than a convenient catchword,
as little able to bear anything like penetrating analysis
as the seventeenth of the thirty-nine articles. The
dialectician armed with superficial history for the past,
and with his eyes wide open on the present, may easily,
if he should have nothing better to do, seem to grind
the ideas of Progress to powder. Has strength of
mind grown stronger ? he asks. For what proportion
of the world’s inhabitants have the marvellous
mechanical inventions of our scientific age lightened
the day’s toil ? Is it only that a greater proportion
lives the same life of drudgery ¢ Is the small area
of the globe that we call civilised more humane,
prosperous, peaceful at this very hour than the
Roman Empire was under Severus Antoninus
centuries ago? A radical Norfolk vicar of bold
intelligence, and a wide traveller, found his way to
Egypt (1870), and drew an incidental picture that gave
social complacency a start.

It is now winter. Hodge turned out this morning long
before daylight. He is now working in a wet ditch up to his
ankles in mud all day long, facing a hedge bank. This is a
job that will take him three or four weeks. It is winter work,
in out-of-the-way fields ; and no one will pass in sight all day.
He will eat his breakfast of bread and cheese alone, seated on
the damp ground with his back against a tree, on the lea-side ;

CHAP.
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and his dinner of the same viands, in the same place, and with
the same company.

And what will he be thinking about all day ? "He will
wish that farmer Giles would let him have one of those old
pollards on the hedge bank. He could stay and grub it up
after work of moonlight nights. It would give a little firing,
and his missus would be glad to see it come home. Things
are getting unneighbourly dear, and he will hope that farmer
Giles will raise his wages a shilling, or even sixpence a week.
Times are very hard, and folk must live. He will hope that
baby will soon be better. He will hope his wife may not be
laid up this winter as she was last. That was a bad job. He
got behind at the mill then. Tom and Dick have been with-
out shoes ever since, and he can’t say how the doctor’s bill
is ever to be paid. He will wish he could buy a little malt to
brew a little beer. He shouldn’t make it over-strong. He
doesn’t hold with that. . . . As he trudges home you see that
his features are weather-beaten and hard. His back is bent ;
his gait is slouchy; his joints are beginning to stiffen from
work and rbeumatism. His life is dreary and hard, and so
is his wife’s. She, too, is up before daylight; and her candle
is alight for some time after he has laid down his weary limbs,
and sleep has brought him forgetfulness, She has some
damages to repair, and some odd things to do, which must
be done before to-morrow morning, and which she had no time
to do during the day. She is now seated for the first time
since five o’clock in the morning, with the exception of the
short intervals when she snatched her humble meals. She
has to look after the sick baby, and the other children ;
and to look in occasionally on her sick neighbour.

Achmed is a child of the sun, that sun his forefathers
worshipped, and whose symbol he sees on the old temples.
Every day of his life, and all day long, he has seen him—

Not as in northern climes, obscurely bright,
But one unclouded blaze of living light,

pouring ﬂopds of light and gladness about him, as he pours
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floods of life into his veins. The sunshine without has created
a kind of sunshine within. It has given him plenty of féte-
days and holidays. It has made his muscles springy, his
joints supple, his step light, his eye and wits and tongue
quick. He is not without his troubles. The Khedivé and
kis people will take all that his land produces, except the doura,
the maize, the cucumbers, and the onions that will be barely
sufficient to keep himself and his family alive. He will get
bastinadoed into the bargain. It always was so, and always
will be so. Besides, is it not Allah’s will 21

When this vein has been worked to the dregs,
when you have shown, if you can, that it is all
chimera and illusion, yet let us remain invincibly sure
that Progress stands for a working belief that the
modern world will never consent to do without. It
may be true that the telephone and the miracle of
Marconi are not the last words of civilisation, nor
are mechanical inventions of its essence. Let us
look beyond. The outcast and the poor are better
tefided. The prisoner knows more of mercy, and
has better chances of a new start. Duelling has
been transformed from folly to crime. The end of
dhe, greatest of civil wars—always the bitterest of
wars—was followed by the widest of amnesties.
Slavery has gone, or is going. The creatures below
man may have souls or not—a question that brings
us into dangerous dispute with churches and philo-
sophies—either way, the spirit of compassion, justice,
understanding is more steadily extending to those
dumb friends and oppressed servitors of ours, who
have such strange resemblances to us in form, faculty,
and feeling. These good things the decline of theo-
logic faith has not impeded, and the votaries of

1 Egypt of the Pharaohs, by F. Barham Zincke.

CHAP.
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BOOK human perfectibility are not likely to let us pause.

L An enterprising youth, emerging from collegiate
visions into the rough paths of real life, was not likely "
to take reflective stock of the wide world into which
he had been thrown to sink or swim. He has some-
thing else to think of than the Time Spirit—an
ennobling conception, yet an elusive force. Seen or
unseen, whether its main confluence or the tributaries
that swell its volume and compress its course—one
way or another the Time Spirit makes itself his master,

and is in truth his mirror.



CHAPTER III

PROFESSION

A Town is the True Scene for a Man of Letters.—HuME.

He begins to perceive that books and systems are not things to be
learned in themselves, but are only so many different object-glasses,
through which we can look at things.—PaATTISON.

TaE young graduate, born with a political frame of
mind, who towards 1860 found himself transported
from Oxford in pursuit of a literary calling, had
little choice but journalism. By political temper
I mean the same thing as was intended by one of
the best students and writers of that time when he
said : ‘ Literary opinions hold very little place in
my life and in my thoughts. What does occupy
me seriously is life itself and the object of it.” For
*thi# temper journalism is a natural profession, and
it offers the temptation of a decent livelihood at
short notice, though the too fastidious moralist, if he
likes, may mourn that one of the two gravest of all
decisions in life is so often settled by reason of gold
and silver. The notion has long since passed that
to accept money for writing is a traffic that partakes
of the sin of Simony. It had been intended that
when I was of due age I should go into orders, but
life at Oxford had shaken the foundations. For
teaching, experience with a youthful pupil whom I

accompanied for some months to Paris discovered to
31
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me that I had no liking and little aptitude.- In later
days it was my long enduring regret that I had not
made my way to the bar, with its immense oppor-
tunities, its honourable prizes, its fine gymnastic in
combined common-sense, accurate expression, and
strong thought. But I had no prospects or con-
nections, so I only read for a time in chambers, was
called, and purchased wig and gown. I was consoled
by assurances that prizes are vastly outnumbered by
blanks, and that the average income at the bar is
lower than the earnings of the rural labourer.
Journalism was left, if I should find that I had the
vocation. We promptly cast behind us the lesson
that we had just learned from Aristotle about the
Sophist being a man who took money for teaching
what looked like wisdom but was not wisdom.
Journalism is a profession with drawbacks of its
own. It is precarious in a sense that does not
affect the lawyer, the schoolmaster, the doctor, the
clerk in holy orders, the soldier, or the sailor. For
the writer routine does nothing: the more it does
for him, to be sure, the worse for his writing.
Incidents of human life that in other walks® aré
only interruptions, to him may be ruin. If his
knack, whatever it amounts to, should cease to
please, he starves ; if his little capital of ideas wears
itself out, he is dispatched as monotonous and tire-
some ; if the journal to which he is attached changes
hands or changes principles or expires, he too may
expire. I say nothing of the temptation lurking
in these irregularities for men of defective quality
to ill-starred Bohemian ways, that waste priceless
time, impoverish character, and as often as not spread
long trails of overhanging cloud through life.
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The posture into which the journalistte critic is
almost bound to throw himself, banishes what might be
a salutary suspicion from his mind that the author
or the politician under comment may possibly be his
syperior in the matter after all. This can hardly
be altogether wholesome for a man’s mental habits,
though it fitted Carlyle’s hortatory description of
the writer as the new priesthood. Wise and subtle
was the great French delineator of human strength
and weakness, who said that the pleasure of criticism
takes from us that other pleasure of being touched
to the quick by peculiarly beautiful things. Writing
year after year upon instructions, again, can hardly
be good for mental health, and I have in my mind’s
eye more than one contemporary of mine with first-
rate literary talent, whom this check upon initiative
reduced to rather second-rate work and name. Yet
we may consider that, though journalism may kill a
man, it quickens his life while it lasts. Of all men in
educated callings, unless he has a college fellowship
to rest upon, he is least able to let himself degenerate
into the too well-known type described by La

ontdine :
Il se I2ve un matin sans savoir pour quoi faire.
Il se promane, il va, sans dessein, sans sujet.

11 se couche le soir sans savoir d’ordinaire
Ce que dans le jour il a fait.

With intelligent and well-principled industry, and
the faith that his private soldier’s knapsack contains
the baton of the field-marshal, he will do well enough
both for himself and his public. .

Let me hasten to say that I thought myself for-
tunate when I secured more freedom from journalistio
urgencies by relations into which I was invited by a

VOL. I D
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BooK leader in ‘the production of books. The story of
Y __ the printing press has been mostly ignored, even by
scholars. Yet the doings of Robert Estienne in Paris,
of Aldus Manutius, Giolito, and the rest of them in
Venice, in the fifteenth century, are marked evengs
in the annals of learning; and the history of typo-
graphy is a chapter in literature. So is the book
trade. Leipzig, for instance, boasts a University, and
its name is famous for the Battle of the Nations a
century ago, but its place as the market of the book-
world, and in the record of the vexed relations
between publisher and author, has had no mean
significance in Europe. The effect of Goschen, the
publisher, on the destinies of Schiller is well known
to English readers. Aptly has it been said by one
of the most brilliant writers of our day, that the
great publisher is a sort of Minister of Letters, and
is not to be without the qualities of a statesman.
Extravagant as it may sound to the unthinking,
more than one passage in chronicles of the writing
and selling of books confirms the view. The head
of the house of Macmillan when I came to London—
it had been founded at Cambridge by an elder brothér
then deceased—had these qualities in the full sense
and measure proper for his task. He had the very
first of them to begin with: he was sincerely
interested in the drift and matter of good books
in serious spheres. The worst of statesmen is that
they sometimes rather feign than feel this sort of
interest. With him it was genuine. He went
about his work with active conscience and high
standards. He had the blessing, both attractive
and useful, of imagination, added to shrewd sense
and zeal for the best workmanship. His eye for the
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various movements in his time of knowledge and
thought, literary, scientific, and religious, showed
extraordinarily acute insight. He kmew his world :
it comprised the most enlightened of our divers
spcial strata, and he gathered a body of men around
him with many vigorous talents, with his own strict
exaction in way of competency, and his own honour-
able sense of public responsibility. His energy,
tranquil persistency, and view of his calling reminded
one of Perthes, the famous publisher who did so
much for his trade in Germany in the earlier years
of the nineteenth century.

It was no secret between us two how very
materially, as he said, my way of looking at men
and the world of things differed from his own. He
bore the light opinion I held of some favourite
teachers and apostles of his without the least im-
patience, consoling himself by the retaliatory guess
that “ Mill and the Comtists are not quite at the
centre of truth, and would speedily pass their day.”
Fortunately for me this made no difference either
in his constant and zealous goodwill to me as a

ientl, or his indulgent confidence for many years
in my professional utilities, though my advice like
most advice was sometimes bad if sometimes good.
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CHAPTER IV
TWO EARLY FRIENDS AND TEACHERS

The sigh that rises at the thought of a friend may be almost as genial
as his voice. 'Tis a breath that seems rather to come from him than from
ourselves,—LANDOR.

I

ON two illustrious names connected with early days
my memory lingers with especial pride and deep
attachment. They were borne by men in every
aspect of widely different type. But it was a true
and delightful saying of one of them, that we lose a
proper sense of the richness of life, if we do not look
back on scenes of our youth with imaginative warmth.
Well, I think, do those early scenes and their kind
and enduring associations, so far-off yet so close,
deserve this exquisite recall.

It would be hard to imagine finer personal inspira-
tion for a beginner with a strong feel for letters in
their broadest sense—letters in terms of life, and in
relation to life—than was George Meredith in his
early prime. When I came to London at five or six
and twenty to try my fortunes at a hazardous voca-
tion, he, being ten years my senior, benevolently took
to me, and extended a cordial, indulgent, and ever
faithful hand. I was happy enough to hold it until
the very end of his life, when he left me as one of his
three trustees. His genius in his early days and mine

©ose
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had met little encouragement, and his name was
neither widely known nor at all valued even by a few,
and so in truth it stood for long years after. He lived,
when I came to know him, in a modest cottage in the
Esher country in Surrey’; it had, as he said, very
much the appearance of a natural product of the
common on which it stood. The homely place was
tended by a person who was, in his own words, of
excellent temper, spotless principles, no sex. He
was a thoughtful, prudent, devoted father to his
little son. Peacock, the intimate of Shelley, and
author of fiction that the world by some mistake
seems to have almost forgotten, was his father-in-law,
and from Peacock he acquired marked qualities of
thought and style, as well as a taste for neat dishes
and old wine, though, to be sure, nobody was more
capable than Meredith all his life of fantastic tricks in
the sovereign chapter of diet.

He came to the morning meal after a long hour’s
stride in the tonic air and fresh loveliness of cool
woods and green slopes, with the brightness of sunrise
upon his brow, responsive penetration in his glance,
the turn of radiant irony in his lips and peaked beard,
his fine poetic head bright with crisp brown hair,
Phoebus Apollo descending upon us from Olympus.
His voice was strong, full, resonant, harmonious, his
laugh quick and loud. He was born with much
power both of muscle and nerve, but he abused
muscle and nerve alike by violent gymnastic after
hours of intense concentration in constricted posture
over labours of brain and pen.

His personality seemed to give new life, inner
meaning, vivacity, surprise, to lessons from whole-
some books and teachers, and to shower a sparkling

1v.



BOOK

38 RECOLLECTIONS

cataract of freshness on them all. Even the sight of
a devoted worker persevering in unrewarded toil
against clouds of difficulty, was in itself no ordinary
stimulus. My interest and love for a book as a book
he had no share in: it was to him no more than g
respectable superstition, with which for himself he
had no more sympathy than Darwin had. Loud
and constant was his exhortation. No musical note
from a lute, it was the call of the trumpet from live
lips. Live with the world. No cloister. No languor.
Play your part. Fill the day. Ponder well and
loiter not. Let laughter brace you. Exist in every-
day communion with Nature. Nature bids you take
all, only be sure you learn how to do without.

Even the trite commonplaces of conduct, set forth
in all the tones of physical joy, as he strode over his
own fir countryside, over the heights of Hindhead in
his beloved south-west wind, or along the running
waters of Wordsworth’s northern dales, were kindled
into a new light as of planetary stars. The compass
of his philosophy moved true, but after Oxford the
boat’s orientation was fresh, the sails were differentl
set. This was Meredith and the law of his unwritte
Tables. Such his animating counsels to a junior in
whose future usefulness he had faith. He prefixed
my initials to a sonnet of exhortation, now printed
in his books ;

They number hoary heads in that hard flock,
Trim swordsmen they put forth ; yet try thy steel,
Thou fighting for poor humankind, wilt feel

The strength of Roland in thy wrist to hew

A chasm sheer into the barren rock,
And bring the army of the faithful through.

Nobody in prose, and I almost dare to say nobody
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in verse, has surpassed Meredith in pregision of eye
and colour and force of words for landscape, from
great masterpieces like the opening pages of Vittoria,
or the night on the Adriatic in Beauchamp, down to
the thousand vignettes, miniatures, touches, that in
all his work bnng the air, clouds, winds, trees, light,
storm, with magic truth and fascination for back-
ground and illumination to his stage. He lived at
every hour of day and night with all the sounds and
shades of nature open to his sensitive perception.
These divine and changing effects were not only
poetry to him, nor scenery ; what Wordsworth calls
the “ business of the elements >’ was an essence of his
life. To love this deep companionship of the large
refreshing natural world brought unspeakable fulness
of being to him, as it was one of his most priceless
lessons to men of disposition more prosaic than his
own.

I once commended to him (1877) Goethe’s well-
known and ever noble psalm of life, ““ Das Gottliche.”
He wrote me that he had read it once more with a
feeling of new strength, which is like conception in
the *brain: “ This is the very spirit of Goethe. I
have many times come in contact with it and been
ennobled. Fault of mine if not more. This high
discernment, this noblest of unconsidered utterance,
this is the Hymn for men ; this is to be really prophet-
like.” He worked and slept up in his little chalet
on Box Hill. ‘ Anything grander,” he said, * than
the days and nights at my porch, you will not find
away from the Alps, for the dark line of my hill runs
up to the stars, the valley below is a soundless gulf.
There I pace like a shipman before turning in. In
the day, with a S.W. blowing, I have a brilliant
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Boox universe rolling up to me; after mxdmght I sat and
Y~ __ thought of Goethe, and of the sage in him and the
youth »  This is Meredith as he lived, and at his best.

In the stillness of the country evening it was an
experience both fascinating: and edifying to hear his,
sonorous tones, as in a sort of plain-song he read out
to me chosen sections of the fine, profound, and subtle
Modern Love, or the genial and truthful Roadside
Ballads, or some prose composition of the finished
day. Time came when this recitation lost a little
of its enchantment, for, in spite of his protest and
remonstrance, I could not always deny that I found
a page or a chapter in a novel obscure and beyond
my understanding—some riddle of elaborated motive,
or coil of incident, or dazzling tennis-play of dialogue.
It is of no avail for any writer to contend that he is
not obscure. If the world, with every reason for the
most benevolent will possible, and sincerest effort,
still find him obscure, then for his audience obscure
he stands. If the charge is largely made, is not the
verdiot already as good as found ? If the gathering
in a great hall make signs that they cannot hear me,
it is idle for me to persist that my voice is perfectly
audible. The truth is that Meredith often missed
ease. Yet ease in words and artistic form has been
a mark of more than one of his contemporaries, who
amid the world’s riddles saw deepest and felt warmest.
Even into his best talks there came now and again a
sense of strain ; if a new-comer joined the little circle
of intimates, he was transformed, forcing himself
without provocation into a wrestle for violent effects.
What would have seemed affectation in men of
another mould was natural in him, just as in a
different way was the excess in much of Swinburne’s
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prose, great and strong critic as he was, Swinburne
more than once apologised to me for his prose as
“rank stuff,” and so in truth one must ‘confess it
sometimes was, if rank means over-luxurious, lush
overgrowth, alike in praise and blame. In Swinburne
indeed it was no strain, but natural vehemence and
spontaneous rush of words. In Meredith, too, though
. with little of Swinburne’s preterhuman copiousness,
his ready resort to high pitch in thought and startling
surprise in speech came by strenuous temperament.
Or is it ungrateful to say as much of one to whom I
owe so much? He was eager to learn everything
new in public things; incomparable in fitting a fool’s
cap on a pretender, open to censure of some con-
temporary writers, a master in finding a word of
power for some sane hint or mocking innuendo. In
politics, which are mostly the salt of table-talk among
men of active mind, he used to say, *“ Generally I am
with the Liberals, but I do not always take party
views.” Mostly when people say they do not take
party views, we may safely assume they are passably
good Tories. That was assurddly no case of his.
“When our prospects in the Irish battle were darkest,
Meredith stood firm to our drooping green flag.

His aversion to sentimentalism sometimes drew
him near to a certain hardness, none the less actual
even when it was guarded and silent. It sobered
that flow of kindness from the heart which endears
choice natures, and makes life lovable. But you
were not perfectly sure of those * minute obeisances
of tenderness” that Wordsworth numbered among
his first blessings. He was considerate, benevolent,
just, but the strong-hearted Pity, that was a
glorious and visible note of Victor Hugo even at

CHAP.
Iv'
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BOOK "his most grandiose, was hardly a gift of Meredith’s.

L __ One was sometimes regretfully reminded of the
line in Laodamia about ‘the just gods whom
no weak pity moved.” Pathos—as distinct from
tragedy —is of all devices of literary art in one
sense cheapest and most easily abused. To Meredith
nothing came cheaply, but the simple and spon-
taneous stroke of true pathos may be thought
comparatively rare in his work. Still, I was always
very sure that he would not have dissented from
Bacon’s divine saying: “ The nobler a soul s, the
more objects of compassion it hath.” He was tender
enough to feel the wound of even temporary aliena-
tions. A friend to whom he was much attached,
troubled by something or another in his demeanour
or too downright and imperious speech, had written
in foolish offence that they might perhaps not un-
wisely part company for a time. His reply was a
model of magnanimous solicitude. ‘““I might well
think,” he wrote, “ that my friend would not let it
live with him, and that he knew my mind better
than to allow a sensé of variance to spring from such
difference in open talk. Possibly a nature that P
am proud to know never ceases in its growth, is
passing through some delicate stage which finds me
importunate ; or you feel that you have outstripped
me.” We may be quite sure that the breach, though
its causes were not wholly superficial, quickly vanished
in loyal oblivioa.

He was never ungenerous to the writers of his
time, but he was critical, always here ang everywhere
else striving after justesse. Of much of Browning

. he hints a thought that it would have been more
effective in prose. Swinburne’s ““vivid illumination,”
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in spite of political extravagance, was a delight to
him: “Song was his natural voice. He was the
greatest of our lyrical poets.”
To Tennyson he did full justics as *“ a fine natural
singer,” and of the grandeur of a poem like Tennyson’s
etius he was as sensible as any of us. But for

what he called the * lisping and vowelled purity > of

the Idylls and their ““ mere dandiacal fluting” he
maintained an outspoken hatred, and the Holy Grail
he described, perhaps not without point, as lines in
satin lengths, the figures Sevres china, not a breath
of vital humanity in them. Catullus he adored.
Heine’s songs thrilled him with pleasure. For Faust
in its first part he felt all the wonder and admiration
that a fine imaginative genius could not but feel. I
interested him in Lessing’s Nathan der Weise, with
its famous apologue of the Three Rings, borrowed
from Boccaccio, who borrowed it from earlier people.
Of French we have a written estimate: * For
human philosophy, Montaigne ; for comic apprecia-
tion of society, Moliére ; for observation of life and
condensed expression, La Bruyére; for a most
Helieate irony scarcely distinguishable from tender-
ness, Renan ; for high pitch of impassioned sentiment,
Racine. Add to these the innumerable writers of
Mémoires and Pensées, in which France has never
had a rival.” Of French writers then living he placed
Victor Hugo on a sublime height of pre-eminence, as
did all the world at that moment. Travailleurs de la
Mer had just appeared, and Meredith wrote:  The
Storm is ampzing; I have never read anything like
it. It is next to Nature in force and vividness.
Hugo rolls the sea and sweeps the heavens; the
elements are in his hands. He is the largest son of

Cﬁl’.
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BoOK his mother-earth in this time present ’—a superlative
> __ worthy of the great French poet himself.

We may be sure that the mighty topics of the
passing day had their full share in Meredith’s memor-
able talks. He was the least possible of a dilettante ;
so I hope were we all. The years from 1850 to 1870
made what we may call two wondrous decades, unsur-
passed in the story of European transformation since
Waterloo. His passionate interes§ in the great
European questions of the early sixties lent a singular
element of its own to Meredith’s personality. Italy
had conquered his imagination. His first vision of
the enchanted land had been in 1861, when Italy had
just risen to a place among European states. Austria
still held Venice. A French garrison guarded the
Triple Crown at Rome. Cavour was dead (1861).
The young kingdom was torn by division both in
responsible counsel and popular aspiration, and the
old story of plots, spies, conspirators, betrayal,
murders, still blackened or reddened the skies. The
elements of melodrama, joined to strong Mazzinian
moral sympathies, set Meredith’s imagination on fire,
and two of his best pieces of workmanship in® thé
sphere of fiction were the result (1864-66). Yet it
was Nature, not politics, that made Italy the source
of some mastering impressions. “ My first sight of
the Alps,” he wrote home in 1861, “ has raised odd
feelings. Here at last seems something more than
earth, and visible if not tangible. They have the
whiteness, the silence, the beauty and mystery of
thoughts, seldom unveiled within us, but which
conquer Earth wherever they are. In fact they
have made my creed tremble. Our great error has
been (the error of all religion, as I fancy) to raise a
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spiritual system of antagonism to Naturé.” This
hardly comes ,to much for purposes of controversial
logic, but the train of latent thought and feeling, thus
suddenly started in his soul, carried him far into new
rggions of art, fajth, and life. As Faust is made to
say by Goethe in his remorseful soliloquy, the world
does not reveal her secrets to dry thinking ; man must
converse with Nature, as one spirit with another;
“look into her breast as into the bosom of a friend.”
“ Italy,” Meredith writes home, “ is where I would
live if I had the choice.”” He would fain have been
settled in Italy as representative of a great London
newspaper. This was more in him than the familiar
case of seeking vague emigration and exile in a whim
of discontent with the lot that the fates have cast for
us—the whim rebuked by Goethe’s word, *“ Here or
nowhere is thine America.” Meredith’s countrymen
now and for long showed their distaste for literary
work into which he had put his best, and he, on the
other hand, thought he saw (1868) that ‘‘ the English
aristocracy has long since sold itself to the middle
class ; that has done its best to corrupt the class
undet it. I see no hope but in a big convulsion to
bring a worthy people forth.” '
When the war between France and Germany came
to a head at Sedan, it divided our small Liberal
company. The Positivist followers of Comte were
some of them, like Harrison and Beesly, ardent for
France, Morison an ardent German, Maxse, who was
not a Positivist, out and out French. ‘ Morley and
1,” wrote Meredith to his boy, “do our utmost to
preserve ‘an even balance. The war is chargeable
upon France, and the Emperor is the Knave of the
pack. Two generations of Frenchmen have been
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Book reared on the traditions of Napoleonism, and these
. , meant the infliction of wrongs and outrages on other
nations for the glory and increase of their own. They
elected Napoleon for chief because of his name, and
in spite of his known character. A more ignoble
spectacle than the recriminations of Emperor and
people on one another as to the origin of the war
after defeat, history does not show.” In a notable
paragraph next year he says to Maxse: “ What I
wish is that you and I should look to the good future
of men with some faith in it, and capacity to regard
some phases of history without letting our sensations
blind and bewilder us. I am neither German nor
French, nor—unless the nation is attacked—English.
I am European and Cosmopolitan—for humanity !
The nation which shows most worth is the nation
I love and reverence.”
To Maxee,  ‘‘ It is better to bend the knee to Wisdom than to
7 march in the chorus ranks of partisans. Morley is
not German. He agrees with me that it would have
been downright madness to create a terrible and justly
wrathful enemy for ourselves (looking to the origin
of this war) on the chance of securing a frethzied
fantastical ally.”
We both of us well knew the force of Henry
Bulwer’s pungent saying after 1871, that Europe had
lost & mistress and found a master. This did not
alter that feeling for the gifts of France, to which
Meredwh paid due homage in some fine verse at the
crushing Ypoment :

e look for her that sunlike stood .
n the forehead of our day,
orb of nations, radiating food
Fo y and for mind alway.
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Where is the Shape of glad array;

The nervous hands, the front of steel, ]

The clarion tongue ? Where is the bold, proud face ?

We see a vacant place;

We hear an iron heel.
.o On one great question—perhaps the future may
prove it the greatest of his time, and the mainspring
of the most striking part of his creative art—he was in
accord with Mill. From his earliest days of reflection
hesaid: “I have been oppressed by the injustice done
to Women, the constraint put upon their natural
aptitude and their faculties, generally much to the
degradation of the race.” He had not studied women
more closely than men, *“ but with more affection, a
deeper interest in their development, being assured
that women of the independent mind are needed for
any sensible degree of progress.”” One morning in
1869 I put into his hands Mill’s new little volume,
less than two hundred pages long, on the Subjection
of Women. Meredith eagerly seized the book, fell
to devouring it in settled silence, and could not be
torn from it all day. He had more experience than
Mill of some types of women and the particular arts,
% felfne chiefly,” to which some have recourse to
make their way in the world. It was a memorable
day when he found the case set out, with a breadth,
strength, and grasp, that raised the question brought
up in France by Condorcet at the end of the eighteenth
century, to a new and active position in English-
speaking countries in the nineteenth. Meredith had
no special choice, it seems, among the women of his
books. “ Perhaps I gave more colour to Diana of the
Crossways and Clara Middleton of The Egoist, and
this on account of their position.”” Whatever his
hidden intention, whatever we may think of them
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as creations or of the play and analysis of motive, or
of the elaborated colouring as he calls it, we can
hardly doubt that the stir of all the table-talk about
his gallery of fair ladies was in its own way a contribu-
tion to far-reaching social discussion of our time. He
would, I think, have resisted, after her earliest produc-
tion, the saying of Acton, a man both of great know-
ledge and of strength of judgment, that George Eliot’s
works are “ the high-water mark of feminine achieve-
ment.” 1 am not sure what other names he would
have proposed for competition in the flashing tourna-
ment ; perhaps Madame de Stael, perhaps George
Sand, as Matthew Arnold would so confidently have
done.

He wrestled manfully with the necessity for daily
travail, ““ and for a public that does not care for my
work.” His persistence in this sore toil was heroic.
“The quality of my work does not degenerate; I
can say no more. Only in my branch of the pro-
fession of letters, the better the work the worse the
pay, and also, it seems, the lower the esteem in which
one is held for it.” It was my good fortune, in days
when publishers gave him little welcome, to be of
use to him by printing two, or was it three, of his
novels in the periodical of which I then had charge.
Of one of these George Eliot asked me whether we
found that it pleased our readers. I answered as
best I could. She said she had only discovered one
admirer of it, a very eminent man as it happened, and
even him she had convicted of missing two whole
numbers without noticing a gap.

We know how he placed his own books in prose.
He saw many faults in all of them.  The Egotst came
nearest in proper degree of soundness and finish.
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In Diana a breathing woman is produced, and I
felt that she was in me as I wrote. Rhoda Fleming,
though liked by some (among whom by the way was
Pater), but not much by me. Feverel was earnestly
conceived, and in some points worthy of thought.
Beauchamp does not probe so deeply, but is better
work on the surface.” This wasin 1906. About that
time I talked with him as he sat a prisoner in his
chair, garden and trees in sight, breezes playing
overhead. He quarrelled a little with his literary
fate. I tried comfort for him in the reminder that
he had now at last arrested the imagination of some
of the best intelligences of his time, by a gallery of
creations some of whose names had gained a place
among the most familiar in fiction. My solace did
not move him, for his poetry had found no large
audience, and it was as oracle from the tripod of the
poet that he would have chosen to sway his age.
Hereisanotqofavisittohimi

At one drove to Box Hill to visit George Meredith, whom
I had not seen for an age. His disabilities in movement
were painful, and he is very deaf. Otherwise he was less
aftered than I had expected. One or two splendid expres-
sions fell from him, but on the whole he was less turbulent
and strained than he used to be. We sat in the garden for
a couple of hours. A glorious summer day. Melancholy
can never be absent from the last days of a disappearing
orb; but this was less melancholy than some—e.g. than
Mr. Gladstone’s. Meredith’s lifelong view of nature and
human days fits in with the evening, as with the noonday
hour. He has shunned the world, and so it costs him less
to leave it. Mr. Gladstone has been ever in the world, and
though above it in gifts, yet he has ever been of the world,
performmg splendid, substantial, and enduring duties."

If Meredith had ceased to be sanguine, hopeful
VOL. I

June 18,
1894.
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BooK confident for the world if not for himself, life would
Y __ have lost savour and meaning for him. Thomas

1804.

Hardy stayed with him (1905). “I am always glad
to see him,” Meredith writes, *‘ and have regrets at
his going, for the double reason that I like him, and
am afflicted by his twilight view of life.”” In the same
vein he could never share what was not the dominat-
ing, but the underlying, mood of a near friend of his.
I had a cast of Michelangelo’s famous figure of
the Penseroso in a library, presiding over an array
of shelves well stocked with saints, sages, and some
demoniacs, with

A look that’s fastened to the ground,
A tongue chained up without a sound.

Meredith had no sympathy with either the figure
or its possessor’s argument. He was impatient of
talk of “life’s little ironies.” He wrote to Leslie
Stephen in late years when they were both of them
physically disabled for the rest of their lives: *“ We
who have loved the motion of the legs and the sweep
of the winds, we come to this. But for myself, I
will own that it is the Natural order. There is no irony
in Nature”” A manly and valiant utterance, to be
envied by all of us in good time. As to philosophy,
all depends on definition. It is at least sure that

.contradictions, incoherence, deceits, surprises, abound

in human life and character, and the Comic Spirit
could well be trusted to bring him as near to life’s
ironies, little or terrible, as nature might require.
Has the irony of human experience ever found
sublimer expression than in the famous and unfor-
gotten lines that I had first heard from his lips in

night readings at Copsham :
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In tragic hints here see what evermore

, Moves dark as yonder midnight ocean's force,
Thundering like ramping hosts of warriér horse
To throw that faint thin line upon the shore.

Of death—to so many of those who have fought most
bravely the battle of life, the sternest of all Nature’s
ironies—I at least never heard him say .very much,
though I was at his side by the grave where home
bereavement was sorest. There was good reason to
be sure with him that death too was only a thing in
the Natural Order.

One day not far from the end we went to see him
at Box Hill :

Found M. a trifle older in look, but with a vigorous tongue
and most gallant spirit: ““ Going quickly down,” he said ;
but nothing morbid, introspective, pseudo-pathetic ; plenty
of hearty laughter, as in days when we were both on a brimmi
stream : “no belief in future existence; are our dogs and
horses immortal ? What’s become of all our fathers ? ”

Twilight, after all, has its own place in our parti-
tion of the day, and a twilight sky claims its span of a
wise man’s reflective hours. But Meredith was not
meafit for pure contemplative : he was the born and
lifelong athlete, both in art and career. Milton’s
exquisite appeal to the pleasing fit of Melancholy, and
the * veiled delights * it may bestow, would not have
been the inscribed words for the porch of the chalet
on Box Hill.

It is no business of mine here to attempt nice
measure of Meredith as writer of prose and verse.
€lassifications and comparisons would seem but
barren work. It was his buoyant energy, his sincerit
of vision, his spaciousness of mind and outlook, his
brave faith in good, in the rise of good standards, in
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the triumphs of good—these it was that made him a
rare moral and intellectual force, the teacher of many
a sane and wholesome lesson, among those who had
the happiness to be his friends, long years before the
world found out the fire and strength and richneqs
in his genius.

o

Through a French friend I was presented to Mill
in 1865. His wife had died in 1859, and he was still
in the long seclusion, down at Blackheath, that
followed his loss. He had sought my acquaintance
on the strength of an article in the Saturday Review
on New Ideas, of which my friend had told him that
I was the writer. ‘° Wherever I might have seen
that article,” he wrote to me in his first note (Nov. 4,
1865), “I should have felt a strong wish to know

-who was its author, as it shows an unusual amount

of qualities which go towards making the most
valuable kind of writer for the general public.” It
was, in fact, the pure milk of the Millite word. By
and by I became a pretty regular guest at the
Blackheath Sunday dinners, at what would now be
held the uncanonical hour of five. In the winter of
1867 I made a flying visit to the United States.
Mill gave me half a dozen letters of introduction to
Emerson and others, and when I found myself
described in one of them as his particular friend, with
kind words of hope and prophecy, I knew an elation of
spirit such as goes in another order of being with blup
ribands and diamond stars. Grote, Spencer, Fawcett,
8ir Charles Lyell, Louis Blanc, Thornton, Cairnes, were
among the few others at these ideal symposia—names
that are security for plenty of independence, A
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young disciple’s reverence, gratitude, and admiration cHAP.
was pretty sure to grow stronger as the days went by, v
though even young disciples do not always lose the
rudiments of a mind of their own, and nobody would
Lave been more displeased than Mill himself had it
been otherwise. In bodily presence, though not
commandmg, at sixty he was attractive, spare in
build, his voice low but harmonious, his eye sym-
pathetic and responsive. His perfect simplicity and
candour, friendly gravity with no accent of the don,
his readiness of interest and curiosity, the evident
love of truth and justice and improvement as the
standing habit of mind—all this diffused a high,
enlightening ethos that, aided by the magic halo of
accepted fame, made him extraordinarily impressive.
Concrete topics and particulars were always alive,
yet the beacon of an abstract principle was ready at
hand to light them up into general significance.
Actualities from the newspapers had their full chance,
though ideals and principles were the interpreters.
Whatever time may have done with the place of his
philosophies in competent esteem, it is qualities -of
‘mind rather than doctrine that make the inspiring
teacher, and here he was for us unmatched. For
what could be more invigorating on the threshold of
life than such counsels as these: ““ Keep yourself in
the fresh air of the world ; do your best in the world’s
affairs ; study the active rdther than the passive ; do
not be an ergoteur, but take pains for clear thought
.and limpid expression.” He qmckened the instinct
“of great questions—the truest service of all. “ Do
not expect more from life in the world than the world
is capable of giving.” Strange is the spell of person-
ality, and Mill’s personality was transparent. In his
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BOOK collective influence he made innumerable pulses of
. , knowledge and thought vibrate in his generat;on
Respect for him became an element of men’s own
,self-respect. How of wit or humour, you ask ? He
was perfectly patient of a playful sally levelled at
bad reasoning, or perverse feeling, or questionable
act; but for himself, we were content with his swift
detection of a sophism or trenchant exposure of a
fallacy, performed with a neatness, finish, and celerity
that was a very passable substitute for wit. It was,
in' truth, a vast deal more pleasant, amusing, and to
the point than most of that which passes current for
facetie. He laid it down somewhere that though
seriousness must be the fond of all characters worth
thinking about, yet a certain infusion of the laughing
philosopher is a prodigious help towards bearing the
evils of life, and must have saved many a one from
going mad. Carlyle says of Mill’s talk that it was
rather wintry and “ sawdustish”; we may forgive
the .old prophet for this passing fling of a splenetic
moment, for he admits the talk was always well-
informed and sincere, and passed the evenings in.a
sensible, agreeable manner. So it did, and muche
more. Mill was Carlyle’s first and long his only
friend in London, and not only lent him his great
collection on the Revolution, but gave him, * frankly,
clearly, and with zeal all his better knowledge than
my own ; being full of eagerness in that cause, as he
felt I should be. He would have made any sacrifice
for me and what I had then most at heart.” It was
Mill who first set him on Oliver Cromwell. Not so
wintry, then, after all. Meredith, who did not know
Mill in person, once spoke to me of him with the
confident intuition proper to imaginative genius, as

-
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partaking of the Spinster. Disraeli, when Mill made
.an early speech in Parliament, raised his eyeglass,
and murmured to a neighbour on the bench, ““ Ah,
the Finishing Governess.” We can guess what they
meant. Mill certainly had not Bacon’s massive
cogency, nor the concentrated force of Hobbes, nor
the diversified amplitude of Adam Smith. That is
true enough, but then no more was he shrill or teasing
on small points, or disputatious for dispute’s sake,
or incessantly bent on proving or disproving some-
thing. Yet he could be both severe and plain-spoken
as anybody in Parliament or out, and knew how to
run an adversary clean through with a sword that
was no spinster’s arm. Fitzjames Stephen, who led
the first effective attack on Mill’s pontifical authority,
said he was cold as ice, a walking book. On the
contrary, he was a man of extreme sensibility and
vital heat in things worth waxing hot about. In
truth he sometimes let sensibility carry him too far.
One notable afternoon in European history, I saw
him in an instant blaze into uncontrollable anger.
It was July 14, 1870. He was sitting in his garden,
and 4 brought him the news that France had declared
war upon Prussia. He violently struck his chair and
broke out in a passionate exclamation, “ What a
pity the bombs of Orsini missed their mark, and left
the crime-stained usurper alive !

What gave value to his talk, whether in company
with six or eight or only one, was mental d.lsmphne
at least as much as tenets. The edification lay in
the processes that brought him to his conclusions—
impersonal temper, tentative feeling of the way,
acquiescence in the provisional when you could not
reach certitude, instant readiness to weigh a new

CHAP.
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fact or a revised presentation of an old argument.
Ideas are not everything in a teacher, vital' though

ey may be. Mill’s merit was the extension of them
in spirit and letter to social and political issues and
marked events, just where the tentative, suspensory,
provisional is least readily welcomed. * The future 6f_
mankind,” he used to say, “ will be gravely imperilled
if great questions are left to be fought out between
ignorant change and ignorant opposition to change.”
Boundless patience went with a social hope for
mankind that could never be shaken. All the grand
sources of human suffering, he was convinced, are
conquerable more or less by human effort. The pro-
cess is slow ; many generations perish in the breach;
every mind intelligent enough and generous enough
to bear a part, however small, will draw an enjoy-
ment in the contest which he would not for any bribe
in selfish indulgence consent to be without. Mill
distrusted emotion apart from well-directed effort.
He once called it a fatal drawback to Victor Hugo’s
claim to the world’s immense recognition that he
had not brought forward a single practical proposal
for the improvement of that society against whick
he was incessantly thundering. I offered the obvious
reflection in reply, that you have no business to ask
poets to draft bills; Hugo was inspired by sovereign
pity for his fellows, a divine rage against the in-
justices of the strong to the weak, and a passionate
revolt against the monstrous cruelties of outer
Nature to her sentient creatures, and this was exactly
what happened to be Mill’s own strongest objections
to ordinary theism. I glways felt the force of his
distrust of *‘ thunderings ” after an hour with Carlyle.
You walked away from Chelsea stirred to the depths
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by a torrent of humour. But then it was splendid
caricature : words and images infinitely picturesque
and satiric, marvellous collocations and antitheses,
impassioned railing against all the human and even
superhuman elements in ‘our blindly misguided uni-
verse. But of direction, of any sign-post or way out,
not a trace was to be discovered, any more than a
judicial page, or sense of any wisdom in the judicial,
is to be found in his greatest pieces of history. After
the grand humorist’s despair was over, it was a
healthy restorative in passing homeward along the
Embankment to fling oneself into the arms of any
statistician, politician, political economist, sanitary
authority, poor-law reformer, prisoner - reformer,
drainage enthusiast, or other practical friend of
improvement whom genial accident might throw in
one’s way.

What Mill cared for in his own plans of work was
that the aim should at least be definite and in season.
He told me that in his younger days, when he was in-
clined to fall into low spirits, he turned to Condorcet’s
life of Turgot; it infallibly restored his possession
of himself. He was, indeed, of the same rare type.
The keyword of Turgot has been described as Justice
rather than Pity. In one sense the same is true of
Mill, but perhaps Pity, especially in his later years,
was & more active spring of his passion for Justice
than even the love of well-ordered government that
consumed ‘the god-like Turgot.” They shared
aversion to sect and the spirit of sect, though they
founded themselves on the necessity of those ordered
opinions and systems of opinion that are very apt
to harden into sect, as Comte has shown, and so, for
that matter, had the very different spirituality of
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BooK George Fox shown it. He tells us that he looked
L forward to a future of unchecked freedom of thought,
unbounded freedom of action where not hurtful to
others; but also clear and strong conviction as to
what is useful and pernicious, “ deeply engraved on
the feelings by early education and general sentiment,
and so firmly founded in reason and the true exigencies
of life that they shall not, like all former and present
creeds, require to be periodically thrown away and
replaced by others.” Any one can see that every
word here exposes surfaces to comment and criticism,
but it may be left as a succinct exposition of a fervent
teacher’s waking ideals. His sense of the miseries
and wrongs of “ the greatest number” was the
mainspring of the resolute beneficence of thought and
purpose that really made his very life and daily being.
I am sure he never drew back from his own words,
that the condition of numbers in civilised Europe,
even in England and France, is more wretched than
that of most tribes of savages who are known to us.
He would hardly have dissented from the conviction
of George Eliot, that powerful writer of his own time :
“ Life, though good to men on the whole, is a doubtful
good to many, and to some not a good at all. To
my thought it is a source of constant mental distortion
to make a denial of this a part of religion ’—a denial,
that is to say, in order to vindicate the mysterious
ways in which the world’s Creator moves. Mill was
sometimes impatient—and with young men justly
impatient—of any mood like the passing musings of
cheerful Herodotus, with the eternal story of the
ruler of men abounding in wisdom but destitute of
power; of the States once great that sunk to small ;
of Xerxes watching his armed hosts with tears in his
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eyes at the thought that in a hundred years not one
of them would be alive. Things may be only a bad
second best, but energy and action, not general
rumination, is the moral. Mill would take endless
trquble to procure the reversal of an inhuman sentence
in & police court; he abhorred insensibility to the
sufferings of our fellows in the lower order of creation.
He was warm in congratulation on Freeman’s attack
on field sports published in the Fortnightly (1869).
“Y honour him,” Mill wrote, “for having broken
ground—a thing I have been often tempted to do
myself, but having so many unpopular causes already
on my hands, thought it wiser not to provoke fresh
hostility.”

It is not to be thought that because Mill from
first to last worked for a long chain of definite ends,
he, therefore, thought of his own share in affecting
general opinion, or in helping to encourage right
public action, general or individual, as a particular
merit in striking his own moral account. From
anything like literary vanity no mortal could have
been more free. He once told me that after revision
ald ré-revision of a piece of his own, he felt so little
satisfied of its exact conformity to his purpose, that
he could only bring himself to send it to the printer
by recalling how he had felt the same of other writing
that people thought useful. Apart from this, which
is a secondary point, we met a personal modesty that
almost spoke the language of fatalism. This was
one of his attractions—so singular a contrast to
the common self-applause that exaggerates a
secondary service into a supreme achievement, or

sets down good fortune to one’s own foresight and:

penetration. Deduct what you owe to influences

CHAP.
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BOOK over which you have had little control or none, then

X __ weigh how little remains for which you have a right
to claim individual credit. Mill, himself, condensed
a practical page of the chapter into a famous sentence :
“ It would be a blessing if the doctrines of necessity
could be believed by all gquoad the characters’ of
others, and disbelieved in regard to their own.”
This was both in temporal things and spiritual alike
to open a chapter in the deepest matters of govern-
ment in States and self-government in men, and of
much besides—the awful chapter of Providence, will,
fixed fate, foreknowledge absolute. I am tempted
to transcribe a line or two from a forgotten piece of
his on Socialism, published after his death :

Some are born rich without work, others are born to a
position in which they can become rich by work; the great
majority are born to hard work and poverty throughout
life, numbers to indigence. Next to birth the chief cause
of success in life is accident and opportunity. When a person
not born to riches succeeds in acquiring them, his own industry
and dexterity have generally contributed to the result, but
industry and dexterity would not have sufficed unless there
had been also a concurrence of occasions and chances which
falls to the lot of only a small number. . . . Energles and
talents are-of much more avail for success in life than virtues.
. . . In the situation of most people no degree whatever
of good conduct can be counted on for raising them in the
world WithOl’lt the aid of fortunate accidents.

I do not know whether then or at any other time
so short a book ever instantly produced so wide and.
so mmportant an effect on contemporary thought as
did Mill’s On Liberty in that day of intellectual and
social fermentation (1859). It was like the effect’
of Emerson’s awakening address to the Phi-Beta-
Kappa Society in New England in 1832. The thought
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of writing it first came into his head in 1855, as he
was mounting the steps of the Capitol at Rome,
the spot where the thought of the greatest of all
literary histories had started into the mind of Gibbon
jugt & hundred years before. He had been inclining
towards over-government, both social and politigal;
there was also, he says, a moment when, by reaction
from a contrary excess, “I might have become a
less thorough Radical and Democrat than I am.”
It was the composition of this book and the influence
under which it grew that kept him right. Mill
believed that no symmetry, no uniformity of custom
and convention, but bold, free expansion in every
field, was demanded by all the needs of human life,
and the best instincts of the modern mind. For
this reason, among athers, he thought Carlyle made
a great mistake in presenting Goethe as the example
to the modern world of the lines on which it should
shape itself. You might as well, he said (1854),
attempt to cut down Shakespeare to a Greek drama,
or a Gothic cathedral to a Greek temple. For this
bold, free expansion to which Goethe’s ideals were
the opposite, these two hundred brief pages, without
being in any sense volcanic, are a vigorous, argumenta-
tive, searching, noble, and moving appeal. The
little volume belongs to the rare books that after
hostile criticism has done its best are still found
to have somehow added a cubit to man’s stature.

It was easy and useless to show its inconsistency
with language used in the Political Economy; to
argue that though he had made the case for non-
interference more complete he had not established
a precise middle axiom in Utilitarianism; and to
press the acknowledged point that it was not original,

CHAP.
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but came from Germany. These things did not
matter in face of the vital fact that, like Rousseau,
it was a moral appeal to the individual man and
woman, and only secondarily to the legislator.
Whatever else could be said, this at least is the book 8
position as matter of contemporary history. *As
literature it will not be compared with Areopagitica,
the majestic classic of spiritual and intellectual
freedom, with its height and spaciousness, its out-
bursts of shattering vituperation, its inflammatory
scorn, its boundless power and overflow of passionate
speech in all the keys of passion. The fighting
prose of the seventeenth century was ill-fitted, indeed,
for a teacher in the nineteenth, whose conception
of liberty was to be applied over a far wider range,
and to be commended by patient and sustained

. argument addressed to a democracy very unlike the

Long Parliament or the men of the Army Council at
Putney. Milton’s plea for liberty of speech was
accompanied by pleas just as earnest for liberty of
marriage, and we may tremble to think of the treat-
ment that the author of the Doctrine and Discipline
of Divorce, Tetrachordon, Colasterion, and the rest
of that enormous performance, would have accorded
to Mill’'s Subjection of Women. Milton was assuredly
no misogynist, but by proxy he spoke of woman as
“ this fair defect of Nature,” and makes the Angel
wage war against subjection to a being not to be
valued like himself. Literary grandeur, however,
matters little where the kernel is a restatement and
new reinforcement of Tolerance, discussion without
restriction, the free life of the individual, so long as
he does not injure other people, fair play for social
experiment. On all this nothing could be more
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bracing than Mill’s handling of his lofty case, and CEAP.
the idealism of it, the enthusiasm sustained as it V-
was for page after page, very nearly approached the
electrifying region of the poetic, in the eyes of ardent

n and women in our age. Much was, no doubt,
due to the influence of the remarkable woman to
whom he paid such extraordmary homage. It is
curious to note in passmg that the same homage was
paid to a female inspirer by Comte, the other main
Positivist thinker of the time. Almost the only one
among my friends who knew Mrs. Mill was Carlyle,
and when I named her to him, he said little more
than this : * She was a woman full of unwise intellect,
always asking questions about all sorts of puzzles
—why, how, what for, what makes the exact differ-
ence—and Mill was good at answers.”

That there were risks of misunderstanding was
not unperceived by all—risks, for instance, that
people might take eccentricity to be good for its own
sake ; or that the fanatic may still be thought useful
in his way, and is never other than respectable ; or
that it is wise to ride opinions to death; or that
the fltra must always be in the right. There
were cases where this misinterpretation carried into
practice made dire havoc of life, and recalled a
favourite saw of Scott’s that ‘ the wisest of our race
often reserve the average stock of folly to be all
expended upon some one flagrant absurdity.” A
pregnant, melancholy truth. Macaulay agreed with
Mill in thinking a Chinese or Byzantine state would
be a terrible declension and calamity, but quarrelled
with him as crying Fire in Noah’s flood. Macaulay
insisted that there never was such triumph of
individuality as then. Invention was never bolder. -
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BooK Geology was a new true science, Phrenology new
Y __ and false; what servile respect for usage and
authority was shown in Comtism, St. Simonianism,
Fourierism; so great was the taste for oddity that
men with no recommendation but oddity stopd
high in public estimation. Such was Macaulay’s
demurrer. The eager acceptance of the book,
however, was proof enough that he had not taken
its true measure. If Mill’s father had survived,
he might have felt as Martin Luther felt when he
saw the rise of Munzer and John of Leyden, Zwing-
lians and Anabaptists. We cannot say, at any
rate, that Lsberty was the work of the Demagogue,
either of Rationalism or anything else, because it
was evidently a potent war-cry against the infalli-
bility of Public Opinion, and the usurpation of
Majorities, whether by Act of Parliament or social
boycott. Even Ruskin, who, when I once had the
honour to meet him—the only time—at a friend’s
board, with no other guest, and who filled the festive
hour with unbridled railing at Mill, felt drawn to
. some of the truths in Lsberty, which he found both
important and beautifully expressed, though nét
without the very singular rider that “ the degree of
liberty you can rightly grant to a number of men is
commonly in the inverse ratio of their desire for it.”
Let us leave it with the words of Tolstoy : ““ One of
the principal differences between men consists in the
different measure in which they are inspired by their
own ideas and those of other people. The one con-
fine themselves mostly only to use their own thoughts
by way of play; they employ their reason as you
make the wheels of a machine revolve, after you
have taken, off the leatherh band that binds them to
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one another ; and in the important things of life, and cHAP.
even in the detail of their most ordinary acts, they V-
rely on the thoughts of others, which they call Usage,
Tradition, Law, the Convenances.”

The tract, for it is in bulk hardly more, on the
stbjection of women was a powerful sequel. The
first time I heard Mill speak was at a meeting in
Willis’s Rooms. The audience was extremely small,
but the platform remarkable. Mill presided, and the
speakers included Grote, Froude, Charles Kingsley,
Fawcett, Louis Blanc. The common text was, I
think, the claim of women to all the privileges of
political citizenship, and to a removal of their odious
disadvantages in respect of property rights. It is
not denied that Mill’s authority had much to do
with the many Acts between 1870 and 1893 importing
a new idea of justice into the property rights of
married women, and changing a state of law which
we now look back upon with abhorrence. He
recalls the beautiful picture of Dugald Stewart, the
famous teacher of a large and powerful breed in
the generations before, including Mill’s fathers:
 The man—the enlarged, liberal, and tolerant spirit
which he carried into speculation—his unwavering
confidence in the steady progress of humanity
towards a fuller realisation of truth and virtue
. . . long remained in the memory of numerous
pupils scattered abroad, over many lands whom his
impressive teaching first awoke to a full sense of
the duty and the dignity of man.” So was it all
with Mill.

The last time I saw him was a few days before
he left England (March 5, 1873). He came to spend

a day with us in the country, of which the following
VOL. I ¥
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rough notes happened to be written at the time in.
a letter to a friend :

He came down by a morning train to Guildford Station,
where I was waiting for him. He was in his most mellow
and even humour. We walked in a leisurely way, and through
roundabout tracks, for some four hours along the ancignt
green road which you know, over the high grassy downs,
into old chalk pits picturesque with juniper and yew, across
heaths and commons, and so up to our windy promontory,
where the glorious prospect stirred him with lively delight.
You know he is a fervent botanist, and every ten minutes
he stooped to look at this or that on the path. Unluckily
I am ignorant of the very rudiments of the matter, so his
parenthetic enthusiasms were lost upon me.

Of course he talked, and talked well. He admitted that
Goethe had added new points of view to life, but has a deep
dislike of his moral character; wondered how a man who
could draw the sorrows of a deserted woman like Aurelia in
Wilhelm Merster should yet have behaved so systematically
ill to women. Goethe tried as hard as he could to be a Greek,
yet his failure to produce anything perfect in form except
a few lyrics proves the irresistible expansion of the modern
spirit, and the inadequateness of the Greek type to the modern
needs of activity and expression. Greatly prefers Schiller
in all respects; turning to him from Goethe is like going
into the fresh air from a hothouse. Spoke of style; thinks
Goldsmith unsurpassed ; then Addison comes. Greatly dis-
likes the style of Junius and of Gibbon; indeed, thinks
meanly of the latter in all respects, except for his research,
which alone of the work of that century stands the test of
nineteenth-century criticism. If you want to know why
the Roman Empire declined and fell, read Finlay. Did not
agree with me that George Sand’s is the high-water mark
of prose, but yet could not name anybody higher, and
admitted that her prose stirs you like music. Seemed dis-
posed to think that the most feasible solution to the Irish
University question is a Catholic University, the restrictive
snd obscurantist tendencies of which you may expect to have
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checked by the active competition of life with men trained
in more enlightened systems. Spoke of Home Rule. Made
remarks on the difference in the feeling of modern refusers
of Christianity as compared with men like his father, im-
passioned deniers, who believed that if only you broke up the
power of the priests and checked superstition, all would go
well—a dream from which they were partially awakened
by seeing that the French Revolution which overthrew the
Church still did not bring the millennium. His radical friends
used to be very angry with him for loving Wordsworth.
“ Wordsworth,” I used to say, “is against you no doubt
in the battle which you are now waging, but, after you have
won, the world will need more than ever those qualities which
Wordsworth is keeping alive and nourishing.” In his youth
mere negation of religion was a firm bond of union, social
and otherwise, between men who agreed in nothing else. . . .
And so forth, full of suggestiveness and interest all through.
When we got here he chatted to R—— over luncheon with
something of the amiableness of a child, about the wild
flowers, the ways of insects, and notes of birds. He was
impatient for the song of the nightingale. Then I drove
him to our roadside station, and one of the most delightful

days of my life came to its end, like other days delightful
and sorrowful.

* The sorrowful day quickly followed. The nightin-
gale that he longed for soon filled the darkness with
music, but not for the ear of the dead master; he
lay in the deeper darkness where silence is unbroken.
He died at Avignon—the famous scene in bygone
days, with Pope and anti-Pope, of many a vicissitude
in the floating records of spiritual power, papal and
anti-papal.

CHAPY.
Iv.
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CHAPTER V

FOREIGN INFLUENCES

Wonach soll man am Ende trachten ?
Die Welt zu kennen und nicht zu verachten.

When all is said, the struggle of the wise

Must aim the world to know and not desgise.
OETHE.

.

Let us conceive of the whole group of civilised nations as being for
intellectual and spiritual purposes one great confederation, bound to a
joint action and working towards a common result; a confederation whose
members have a due knowledge both of the past out of which they all
proceed, and of one another.—M. ARNOLD.

I

CARLYLE and others had given a certain vogue to
the great names of Goethe, Schiller, Ranke, Niebuhr,
but their effect on general opinion was not effective,
and even 80 late as 1854 serious men spoke of Goethé’s
work in England as at an end. The European
movement since 1830 was little studied in England
by even the leading men, much less by the average.
Some two University generations before my own,
Oxford had sent to London a remarkable group of
disciples of Comte. This group became known to
me through Lewes and George Eliot, who were both
of them, in a more or less informal way, adherents of
Comtist doctrines. Indeed, the latter of the two,
with much gravity, more than once assured me that
she saw no reason why the Religion of Humanity
68
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should not have a good chance of taking root, if
Congreve, its chief authority and expounder in our
island, had only been blessed with a fuller measure
of apostolic gifts. They were recognised as singularly
acgomplished and high-minded men; they made a
distinguished mark as writers; they were devoted
and unselfish workers in a wide range of large public
issues ; they proved peculiarly well able to hold their
own in controversy. The system, supported as it
was by the attraction of Comte’s survey of history,
laid strong hold of me; and at one time I was not
far off from a formal union with this new church.
The anti-sectarian instinct, confirmed by the influence
of Mill, held me back. Habitual association with
men like Spencer, Tyndall, Huxley, who bitterly
condemned official Positivism as Catholicism minus
Christianity, had something to do with it. Pierre
Laffitte, its French representative—and a most
brilliant, vivacious, illuminating representative he
was—in the many conversations we had together,
had tact enough not to labour the pontifical side of
Comte’s system, while he deepened and strengthened
the general impression of the soundness and value
of the early speculations, and he did more than
anybody else to furnish the key and the direction to
my French studies, whatever for their season they
were worth. He elaborated in patient detail and
with scientific method Turgot’s idea of progress, and
made of history an ordered course, not a succession
of vast epidemic fevers, Revolutions, Reactions,
Reformations, Counter-reformations. He did much
to rescue history from the desperate case put by
Bishop Butler who, one night walking in the gardens
behind his palace, suddenly turned to a chaplain

CHAP.
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and amazed him by the question whether public
bodies might not go mad like individuals, for in
truth nothing else could account for most of the
transactions in history. Frederic Harrison, in those
days incomparable as controversialist, powerful -in
historical sense and knowledge, became one of my
most intimate and attached friends for fifty years.

It must have been in this school that, besides
much else, I began to absorb the lesson that I tried
to apply all through—to do justice to truths pre-
sented and services rendered by men in various
schools, with whom in important and even in vital
respects I could not in the least bring myself to
agree. Comte has been rightly applauded for accord-
ing generous recognition to all ““ who, with whatever
imperfections of doctrine or even of conduct, contri-
buted materially to the work of human improvement.”
Far less elementary in those days than it seems now,
this sank deep in me, and in spite of some ephemeral
severities of expression that might perhaps be for-
given to one whose pen was in constant employment,
most of it controversial, it became a golden rule of
historic and literary admeasurement. This was, T
may suppose, what drew me to write about men
so mutually antagonistic as Burke and Rousseau,
Voltaire and Joseph de Maistre. 8o, too, the same
spirit towards the diverse words of thought, beauty,
exhortation, or command, ‘bequeathed by Dead
Men to their kind,” helped me often to keep a good
working understanding, and even much more than
that, with my chief contemporaries, who thought
ill of the school and cast of thought to which I was
supposed to belong. Everybody remembers Carlyle’s
now hackneyed words about himself and John
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Sterling walking away from Mill in Leadenhall
Street, arguing copiously, but ‘“except in opinion
not disagreeing.”” This denotes a broad and humane
spirit, though anybody can see that it needs some
cagution. Without firm clearness of vision, you may
discover one day that in the name of such taking
words as these, the Laodicean, the Latitudinarian, the
Trimmer, the Manpleaser, has made for himself a
complacent lodging in your bosom. Difference in
opinion may mean a good deal after all. Pope
Paul III., whatever may have been his secret drift,
was spinning no cobwebs when he admonished his
Council of Trent that Belief is the foundation of
life, that good conduct only grows out of a right
creed, and that errors of opinion may be more
dangerous even than Sin. Difference of opinion
may possibly mean everything; and so in their
later days, for that matter, when schism raised an
ill-omened head within their ranks, my Comtist
friends found out.. Still, resolute equity and diligent
breadth of outlook in assigning its place to an opinion
was one aspect of the rise of what we easily sum up
n talking of the historic method, and the triumph
of the principle of relativity in historic judgment.
The great intellectual conversion of this era, as
Renan not any too widely put it, transformed the
science of language into the history of languages;
transformed the science of literature and philosophies
into their histories ; the science of the human mind
into its history, not merely an analysis of the wheel-
work and propelling forces of the individual soul.
In other words, the marked progress of criticism and
interpretation of life has been the substitution of
becoming for being, the relative for the absolute,

CHAP.
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dynamic movement for dogmatic immobility.
Pattison’s essay on English deism in the eighteenth
century, first printed in a volume long since dead
and buried, was an early attempt in this country to
investigate the history of self-development in succes-
sive phases of religious opinion, without reference to
the truth of either the Thirty-Nine Articles or any
other fixed formulae. It was only one of the many
services rendered to thought and letters by the same
learned and ingenious man—the author, among many
other wise things, of the deep saying, so well worth
reading and reading over again, that what is im-
portant for us to know of any age, our own included,
18 not its peculiar opinions, but the complex elements
of that moral feeling and character in which, as in
their congenial soil, opinions grow.

This, however, is carrying us too far away. So
far as Comtist influence went, it left me on the broad
ledge where it stood planted by Mill and Littré—the
two most important of his early adherents—Mill
whom we all know, and Littré eminent in letters
and in science, in the literature of knowledge and
the literature of power. From the Positive Polity
they by and by withdrew with reasoned attack. A
curious change of estimate has attended Comte’s
Positive Philosophy both in his own country and
in ours. It was working powerfully on British
students and thinkers, at a time when it was scarcely
named in France. Mazzini wrote to me in 1870
(like Louis Blanc, in English as good as yours or
mine) ‘ that he considered Comtism as a various
reading, without the boldness of acknowledging it,
of Materialism ; as a fragment of Science, but only a
fragment; as a most unintelligent appreciation ‘of
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historical tradition; as an edifice without basis, like
that of Anstophanes in the Clouds. His Etre
Supréme is an empty word, and his Immortality on
the shelves of a library a farce. The school will
vgpish with Littré. I know and very much lament
it is spreading in England, but it is the case of a
dead voice: the last circle produced by a stone
thrown in a lake, still apparent, while the stone
itself is lying at the bottom, never more to reappear.”
The same hasty judgment was then held by many
others.

Yet after all, in 1902 a monument was erected to
Comte’s memory in the precincts of the University of
Paris, provided by subscriptions from nearly every
country in the world, and formally accepted by
notable members of the government of the French
Republic. I find in the last estimate of Comte that
has come in my way this conclusion of a critic so
sound, competent, and sincere as Faguet: ““ He is the
most powerful source of ideas, intellectual stimulator,
of our century, and the greatest thinker, as I take
it, that France has had since Descartes.”

II

On the other side I was mastered by the literary
Titan of that age, of whom it has been said by the
latest poetic genius of our own time, that nobody
who knows anything of poetry will dispute that
he was among the foremost in the front rank of the
greatest poets of all time, and * the greatest writer
whom the world has seen since Shakespeare.” Such
at least was Swinburne’s eager verdict.

It may be that the reader of Victor Hugo to-day

CHAP.
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may find this a hard saying, but it is certain that
he found glorious words for the highest hopes and
dreams of Western Europe in his own age. 1 was
an indifferent expert in judging his infinite command,
resource, invention, in the forms of French verpe.
I could never bring myself to the singular climax
of the poetic admirer who found Hugo’s master-
piece in half a dozen lines exclusively composed of
proper names. That did not prevent me from
being stirred to the depths from first to last by the
noble, tender, elevated, and pitying moral pulse
that beat in his verse or prose. I may be forgiven
for transcribing a letter that he wrote to the editor
of the Saturday about an article of mine upon a
book of his. It is easy to believe how a young
apprentice in criticism was encouraged in his new
calling :

April 18, 1866.—Je me suis fait traduire votre remarquable
article sur les T'ravailleurs de la Mer. C’est 13 une page de
haute et profonde critique. Jamais livre n’a été analysé
avec plus de pénétration. L’auteur de Particle s’est assimilé
toute la philosophie de I'ceuvre qu'il a si admirablemegt
compris. Je suis fier que mon livre soit présenté par un tel
écrivain au public anglais. Remerciez, je vous prie, de ma
part cet honorable et sympathique confrére. Son talent est
un de ceux qui placent si haut la grande littérature anglaise.
J’aime I’Angleterre, mon lieu d’asile, j’aime I’Angleterre de
Shakespeare, de Newton, et de Wilberforce, et je suis heureux
de me sentir en communion avec les nobles penseurs contem-
porains, dignes continuateurs de ces grands hommes.

I revelled in his other books as they appeared,
and made his acquaintance one evening in days to
come at his own fireside. By this time he had
secured a royalty of station in the world’s eye such
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the last years of Voltaire. His long dream of France
a republic had at last come true. His many years
of exile under our flag at Guernsey had given him
the hale complexion of the sea, and he was of the
sailor’s build and air. No one else was there but
Renan, just returned from Jerusalem. The old poet
listened with quiet gravity, nodding his assent to
the traveller's eager and picturesque story of the
Greek and Latin Christians, only held from one
another’s throats by the bayonets of faithful Turkish
sentries. It well fitted in with some of the veteran’s
cherished prepossessions, though Time and settled
Glory had brought to him a measure of serenity.

III

I have spoken of the illustrious French exile. The
Italian exile was a source of influence hardly any
less important to the growing generation whose
minds were taking form and colour in the sixties.
.They. were the two idols of Swinburne, and men
less profuse in incense than he still paid them a
homage that they half denied to domestic divinities,
like Tennyson or Carlyle. Of Mazzini we may truly
say what he said himself of Father Paul, the historian
of the Council of Trent, that he was two distinct
beings. He was sower of the seed, the indefatigable
organiser, the conspirator, on behalf of the idea that
he had irtvented and brought to life, of United Italy.
Besides his ceaseless industry in this vexed sphere
of action, his was the moral genius that spiritualised
politics, and gave a new soul to public duty in citizens
and nations. As practical statesman, when we have
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applauded him for the exalting political conception
which his energy, ardour, and fire forced upon Italy
and Europe, we have perhaps said all.

To understand how the realisation of his grand
idea fell inevitably into other hands, we have only to
consider some of his working maxims. Compromise,
he said, is immoral, and often dangerous; general
intuitions of the future are better guides, and place
you on surer ground, than what are called tactics
and practicalities ; no path save the straight line;
no false doctrines of expediency ; no petty Machia-
vellis of the ante-chamber; political prudence is
another name for mediocrity of intellect. And so
forth in a terrible crescendo. Yet the transmuta-
tion of Mazzini’s ideals into effective results was
brought about by agents, to whom all these austere
moralities were just as much “ nonsense” as Plato
was to Bentham. Strange agents of liberty and
progress were comprised—Napoleon III., head of
the most corrupt and essentially worthless govern-
ment that a great nation ever chose or endured;
Prince Napoleon, heir of some of the political bram
and all the contempt for scruple of his uncle, the
mighty soldier, of whom Talleyrand said that he was
immorality incarnate; Victor Emanuel, a strong
honest lover of the country and its cause, but on
the surface, as they found him at Windsor, a wild
and adventurous hunting Knight of the Fifteenth
Century ; Garibaldi, hero of the boldest and most
romantic exploits outside the romances of his friend,
Alexandre Dumas; last and greatest, Cavour, bold,
persistent, far-sighted, subtle, with the true quality
of the statesman, as Manzoni said of him, * the
prudences and the imprudences,” a prince among
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all the political calculators whom Mazzini most
profoundly distrusted and abhorred. Here was the
curiously united band who struck with such power
the political imagination of their time, so ingeniously
contrived the diplomatic forces, and in the end
crla.nged the geographic face of Europe.

There is no harm in seeking a concrete illustra-
tion to mark the difference between statesman and
geer ; I would turn for a moment from Mazzini as
leader in the agitations of Italian resurrection, to
three or four letters of that date written on the other
shore of the Atlantic by Abraham Lincoln to im-
patient Abolitionists. How happy for Mazzini if
he could have imitated the noble patience and plain
reasoning of the President’s reply (1862) to Greeley
or the religious bodies, harrying him for the im-
mediate issue of a proclamation of Emancipation.
A few lines are not without bearing in all times of
war, and even of peace :

I am approached with the most opposite opinions and
advice, and that by religious men, who are equally certain
that they represent the divine will. . . . I hope it will not be
mreverent for me to say, that if it is probable that God would
reveal his will to others on a point so connected with my
duty, it might be supposed he would reveal it directly to me,
for it is my earnest desire to know the will of Providence in
this matter. And if I can learn what it is, I will do it. These
are not, however, the days of miracles, and it will be granted
that I am not to expect a direct revelation. . . . The subject
is difficult, and good men do not agree. . . . The rebel troops
also are praying with a great deal more earnestness, I fear,
than our own troops, and expecting God to favour their side.
One of our soldiers who had been taken prisoner said that
he met with nothing so discouraging as the evident sincerity

of those he was among in their prayers. But we will talk
over the merits of the case.

\—.Y_'
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This is not the place for going through the list
of Mazzini’s misjudgments and perversities. History
has settled them. He has his place in Castelar’s
famous sentences, how Hungarian autonomy was
first preached by Kossuth, and realised by Deak, a
conservative ; republicans advocated the abolition
of serfdom in Russia, a Czar realised it ; republicans
at Frankfort preached the unity of Germany, Bismarck
realised it; in France a republic was the gospel of
Hugo and Gambetta, consolidated by Thiers, a
conservative. Cavour’s counter-stroke to Garibaldi’s
occupation of Naples (1860) was an incomparable
masterpiece of courage and calculation in a crisis
where the difficulty was supreme. Our English cases
are familiar. Those of us who could see only too
clearly Mazzini’s deficiency in affairs, still felt good
reason for honour and gratitude to him as evangelist
and prophet. In spite of loose and dangerous words
about the dagger—in which the Jesuits had anticipated
and eclipsed him—he stood for the voice of conscience
in modern democracy. Of all the democratic
gospellers of that epoch between 1848 and 1870, when
Europe swarmed with them—they were so prolific,
so ingenious, in schemes and doctrines, political,
economic, and religious—it was Mazzini who went
nearest to the heart and true significance of demo-
cracy. He had a moral glow, and the light of large
historic and literary comprehension, that stretched
it into the foremost place in the minds of men with
social imagination enough to look for new ideals, and
courage enough to resist the sluggard’s dread of new
illusions. He pressed his finger on the People’s
intellectual pulse and warned them against the feverish
beats that came-from words and phrases passed off
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as ideas, or, still more dangerous, from fragments of
an idea treated as if they were the idea whole. He
warned them that human history is not a thing of
disconnected fragments, and that recollection of great
moves and great men in the past is needed to keep
us'safe on the heights of future and present. He did
more ; though figuring as restorer of a single nation,
he was as earnest as Kant himself in urging the moral
relations between different States, and the supremacy
and overlordship of cosmopolitan humanity.

The person of Mazzini has been drawn by a
master hand in a beautiful and impressive scene upon
the Monte Motterone, at the beginning of George
Meredith’s Vittoria. The writer took great pains
with his work, for he was then on fire with the Italian
spirit and its flame. He made it all magically alive
to me, as of an evening in his Surrey cottage he
read it aloud in its progress, with his best command
of fine cadence and exulting emphasis. It was nét
a novelist’s business to judge and analyse a dictator
or his policy, but to paint the man in the company
of high-hearted adorers. Mazzini had in him Italian
elements that were as direct, severe, stern, as in
Machiavelli himself, or even in the poet mightier
than all other Italians. He could, it is true, be
tender, sympathetic, wide and rich of vision. Nobody
in London in those days was more impressive, or
more seductive. He did not always strive to be
just to those whom he believed to have sacrificed
true wisdom to deceptive short cuts. I chanced to
spend an evening with him when Garibaldi came
to London in 1864, the hero of a popular reception
well worthy of that strange wonder of the world.
Mazzini. Have you ever seen a lion? J. M. At
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the Zoological Gardens. Mazzini. You know the

. faceof glion 2 J. M. Yes, without detail. Mazzins.

Is it not a foolish face ? Is it not the face of Gari-
baldi ?—Sallies of unreason like this may well be
set down to what Mazzini himself described as that
“ consumption of the soul,” that *lingering dedth,
the Hell of Exile,” which only the exile himself can
know. It was no small thing for that generation
when the religious mysticism, of which the papacy
had become the rather outworn incarnation, slowly
changed into Mazzinian idealism.

v

The other foreign writer of the grand revolutionary
school of that day, called by at least one supreme
English critic the greatest literary force in Europe,
was George Sand. Her genius was as unequal as
it was prolific. But a religious romance of hers,
though forgotten to-day, had powerful interest in
its own time. Mademoiselle la Quintinte—such its
name—was composed as a retort to a pro-clerical
fantasy from the pen of a brilliant and skilful litergry
partisan. If it found you in a daylight mood, it acted
as a stirring rebuke to loitering quietism of brain
and all cowardice of soul, and for me an interest that

- awoke the breath of fresh and more ardent energies

for direct truth and its expression. I once had the
honour of an appointment to pay a visit to her at
Nohant, but by one of the cruel mischances of travel
I missed it, and before another chance seemed to
offer it was too late, for she was gone. No matter ;
personal communion was not needed to fan the glow
of militant fervour kindled from that noble heart.
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Tocqueville only met her once, when he found him-
self placed next to her at table. It was on the eve
of the terrible days of June in 1848. I had strong
prejudices against her,” he says, ““ for I detest women
who write, but she pleased me for all that. I found
her features too heavy, but an admirable way of
looking at you: her whole mind seemed to have
gone into her eyes, leaving the rest of her face to
matter ; what struck me especially was to meet in
her something of the natural allure of great minds.
She had in fact true simplicity of manners and of
language. It was the first time I entered into a
direct and familiar conversation with one who could
tell me what was going on in the enemy’s camp.
She painted in detail and with singular vivacity the
state of the Paris workmen, their organisation, their
numbers, their aims, their preparations, their thoughts,
their passions, their terrible resolves. I thought the
picture over-coloured, and it was not: what followed
proved it all, only too plainly.”

v

For ideas, definite thoughts, standards of truth,
the masters to whom I went to school in the days of
early manhood belonged mainly, though not entirely,
to the opposite camp. Apart from the Oxford books
read for a degree, apart from law-books read for a
call to the Bar (and I still look back to them as an
invaluable supplement to books on formal logic in
planting concrete ideas as to evidence and proof),
were Adam Smith, the Physiocrats, Bentham, Austin,
Maine, Comte, Mill, Turgot. What shall I say of

Burke ? Only this, that at my first stage, when our
VOL. I _ G
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foundations are laid, without prejudice to almost
any of every later stage, I owed more to Burke for
practical principles in the strategy and tactics of
public life than to the others. When I count how
little of the debt could ever be paid, I feel as if
a fairly creditable stonecutter should presume 'to
talk of what he owed to Michelangelo. Well might
Macaulay exclaim, “ The greatest man since Milton.”

Everybody knows Carlyle’s famous diatribes
against the Bankrupt Eighteenth Century, all its
works and all its men, save the heaven-sent Frederick
the Great. The ten volumes of the Frederick
(1858-65) added special and particular humiliations
for the Frenchmen. The first of my French studies
was Joseph de Maistre, the powerful genius whode
implacable championship of reactionary principles,
both in spiritual and temporal spheres, made him
for a time so notable a figure in the history of
European opinion. This gave something of a shock
to what I may call the regulation free-thinkers of
the Fortnightly Review, but 1 was privately refreshed
by George Eliot’s remark to a friend, that it showed
a quite unexpected improvement in my Wesen, or
mental disposition. Then Turgot—it was Mill who
strongly urged me to write on this commanding
brain and noble character. Well did the matured
contemplation of such a personage, whether as
historic thinker, wise counsellor, courageous states-
man, or fighting the administrative battle for good
government, repay the labours of the task. Here
again my study on the great chief of what was te
him a hostile school brought down a severe remon-
strance from Louis Blanc, then a refugee in London,
and my excellent and most interesting friend. I
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often had the privilege of a meal at his board. He
was busily occupied on the history of the French
Revolution, for which he found, as it happened,
more abundant material at the British Museum
thg,n was then available in France itself. The pre-
cision of his speech matched his turn for clean-cut
republican and socialist dogma ; he assured me that
he and his brother, Charles Blanc, were the only
two writers and speakers who were absolutely un-
erring masters in all the niceties of their native
tongue. His wife was German, with so dubious a
French accent that they agreed on English, which
he spoke with as much ease as myself. No un-
pleasant feature was the company at the dinner of
the 'homely Frenchwoman who had prepared it.
Louis Blanc condemned Turgot root and branch as
marking the triumph of individualism over fraternity,
and overlooking the sacred right to work. Turgot,
he said, wanted the poor to be left free to develop
their faculties, but he never admitted that society
owed them provision of the means. In after years
I sometimes thought of Turgot, when I happened
to” be the intendant of a Limoges in an island nearer
home, with some difficulties of its own. As for the
quarrel between Fraternity and Right to Work, that,
too, grew to be one of the stiffest perplexities in days
to come. I replied to Louis Blanc as gently as
might be, that if he and his allies in 1848 had learned
a little more from Turgot, France would have escaped
the alarming and disastrous experiment of National
Workshops, and he need not have been a refugee
nor Napoleon III. an Emperor.

On Turgot’s grave name I would fain add another
word. Some later writers on the sunset of the

b.'-l
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Monarchy in France argue that Necker had a better
eye for actual needs. It was either Hume or Adam
Smith who said of him, with personal knowledge,
that he was not a man of the world enough, and did
not allow enough for human nature. Be that ,as
it may, Turgot was a rare type, model, and abiding
influence. He was one of those masters and inspirers
of large and true ideas, whose adoption is deepened
by the impression of their character on those who
have in younger days sincerely felt it. Men need
not be envied who, in the voyage of their lives, are
not silently conscious in meditative hours of their
working days of some high figure who first placed
chart and compass in their hands—both in respect
of civil conscience for the day and definite thoughts
of history, progress, perfectibility, and the rest.
Turgot was for me such a figure. So was Condorcet.
Mill was another.

Well has it been said: * The wafpris 1s a distinct
character. Like most human things discipleship has
its good and its evil, its strong and its poor and
dangerous side; but it really has a good and a
strong side ; . . . its manly and reasonable humility,
the enthusiasm of having and recognising a great
master ; and doing what he wanted done” (Dean
Church). As the Dean’s praise and dispraise seem to
be balanced, I may be forgiven for saying I do not
think I have known many men with a better share
of this true spirit of discipleship than one of whom
George Meredith once said in a humour for generous
exaggeration : * He bows the head to no man.”



CHAPTER VI
CONTESTS OF THE HOUR

The judgment which my literary companions passed on life was to the
effect that life in general is in a state of progress, and that in this develop-
ment we, the men of letters, take the principal part. . . . It used to appedr
to me that the small number of cultivated rich and idle men composed the
whole of humanity, and that the millions and millions of other men who
had lived and were still living were not in reality men at all. —ToLsToY.

Light half-believers of our casual creeds.—M. ArRNOLD.

I

IN a discussion one day a leading French writer,
after laying it down that the Encyclopédie was the
central book of the eighteenth century in France,
and the writings of Port Royal as central in the
seventeenth, bade us look in the nineteenth for the
Reviews. That is to say, these are the three centres
for the best observation of fresh flowing currents of
thought, interest, and debate. The Fortnightly for
a time seemed to hold this place. It was to be
expected that the gospel of free intellectual and
social expansion, now exciting minds capable of
seeing how far it went, should seek a fresh organ of
independent thought. By the influence of Morison,
I was appointed to succeed George Henry Lewes, that
wonder of versatile talents, as editor of the Fortnightly.
This is thought by authors with a right to judge to

have a marked place in the history of our periodical
85
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literature, as well as in the diffusion and encourage-
ment of rationalistic standards in things spiritual
and temporal alike. The time had come for it.
During the fifteen years (1867-82) in which it fell
under my charge, our miscellany of writers amd
subjects was soon taken by prejudiced observers
to disclose an almost sinister unity in spirit and
complexion. This unity was in fact the spirit
of Liberalism in its most many-sided sense. Chilly
welcome was extended to those promiscuous persons
whom Treitschke found so terribly numerous at the
present day—who will offer you now a remark on the
Sistine Madonna, now an opinion on Bonapartism,
now an observation on the steam-engine—*‘ seldom
anything absolutely stupid, but more seldom still
anything shrewdly to the point.” Yet the genial
can certainly not have been altogether banished from
pages that were honoured with work from Arnold,
Swinburne, Meredith, Gabriel Rossetti, Bagehot,
Huxley, Pater, Lewes, Harrison, Dicey, Leslie Stephen,
Pattison, Myers.

For serious thinking on his own subjects, nobody
was more acceptable than J. E. Cairnes, of whom
Mill said that he had that rare qualification among
writers on political social subjects—a genuine scien-
tific intellect. Long did we regret the too early loss
of his manly companionship, where facts were so
carefully weighed and conclusions stated with such
just measure. Even the great stolid idols of the
Cave and the Market were never too rudely buffeted,
for he came from northern Ireland. A contributor
of still rarer mark was Bagehot, whose quality I had
recognised and enjoyed when 1 read his Estimates
in early literary days. His Physics and Politics, the
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English Constitution, and some other pieces, were
published in our pages. In public things he did not
really share the notions or the aims of younger men,
but he took abundant interest in friends more ardent
than himself. His good-natured ironies put them on
their mettle. He was cool and sceptical about
political improvement, was not the least an orthodox
Millite, was a very hesitating Gladstonian, was wholly
averse from French enthusiasms, and he had even
whitewashed Napoleon’s coup d’émt of 1852. What
effect Sedan had upon this unlucky shot I do not
know. I often ventured to say to him, “ You have
only one defect ; you do not feel the inherent power
and glory of the principle of Liberty.”” This not-
withstanding, we who dissented most from his maxims
on current affairs were well aware how much better
we were for his Socratic objections, and what real
acquaintance with men and business, what serious
judgment and interest, what honest sympathy and
friendliness, all lay under his playful and racy humour.
One distinguished man has named him as compeer
of Montesquieu. Here, however, as in the talk of
comparing Goethe and George Eliot, one must be
a little careful. ‘“ O Montesquieu,” cried Bentham,
“the British Constitution whose death thou pro-
phesiedest will live longer than thy work, yet not
longer than thy fame. Locke—dry, cold, languid,
wearisome—will livé for ever. Montesquieu—rapid,
brilliant, glorious, enchanting—will not outlive his
century. He must die as his great countryman,
Descartes, had died before him. He must wither as
the blade withers when the corn is ripe.” A true
image which the reader of the great books of the
world does well to take to heart. It may be true

V1.
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that Montesquieu was a precursor, not a founder;
but his thoughts had the signal quality of powerful
and immediate bearing on political action and the
requirements of political construction. It is no
disparagement of Bagehot to say that his two majn
writings, luminous, original, penetrating, and sug-
gestive as they are, make no such contribution as
did Montesquieu to the right methods of studying
the mighty spheres of politics, constitutions, govern-
ing, law-making.

The latest historian of English rationalism in
the nineteenth century says that if any one year
can be specified as that in which it reached its most
intense expression, 1877 must be named as the date.
Nearly every number of the Fortnightly, he adds,
during the second half of that year, contained an
attack by some powerful writer, either on theology

"as a whole, or on some generally accepted article of

theological belief. That is quite true. In the six-
teenth century Scottish theological faction was divided
between Puritanism with the chill on and with the
chill off. Our Rewiew was Rationalism without chill,
in one sense, though with much of it in ancther.
People quarrelled for a short season whether we
should be labelled Comtist, Positivist, Naturalist.
They were conscious of a certain concurrence in the
writers, though it was not easy to define. Everything
that the illuminating explanation of all things on
earth and in the heavens above the earth by Evolu-
tion could be stretched to bring within its sphere,
was pressed through our ordeal. Evolution was
passed on from the laboratory and the study to the
parlour, and the eternal riddles that a dozen years
before had been proposed and answered, and then in
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their crudest form, in obscure debating societies and
secularist clubs, now lay upon the table with the
popular magazines. This was by no means pure
gain, for perhaps eternal riddles are not best studied
bx the month. When Washington Irving came to
England in 1822, he was surprised to find with what
readiness men of letters were welcomed in genteel
circles; he was delighted with evening parties in
which rank, talent, and fashion were blended, ¢ where
you find the most distinguished people of the day
in literature, art, and science, brought into familiar
communion with leading statesmen and ancient
nobility.” 1In the late years of the century, the
new movements of thought made this sociability
still more extensive. Modern nobility was as affable
as ancient, and West-End mansions and country
houses became in their own way like the salons
of Paris a hundred years before. In Paris the fine
ladies made themselves judges, and not bad judges,
of the things of the intellect; what was called
philosophy was never so much admired, protected,
spoiled ; and the pet of the supper-tables was the
greatest of Scottish metaphysicians. In England,
too, Scottish metaphysicians of both camps presented
discussion on philosophic themes in its most fascinat-
ing aspect. Such was the less austere side of the more
serious change in the education of women. Thirty
years later a well-placed French observer of London
drawing-rooms noted a new type of English gentleman
—with a politeness that was rather cold, a courtesy
made up of self-esteem more than of cordiality
towards other people, with marked solicitude for
interests of the positive sort, and joining the refine-
ments of high life with the preoccupations of affairs

CHAP.
VI.
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of business. These too had their share in miscellane-

_ous discussion of the enigmas of human life.

No article that has appeared in any periodical
for a generation back (unless it be Deutsch’s article
on the Talmud in the Quarterly of 1867) excited
so profound a sensation as Huxley’s memorable
paper On the Physical Basis of Life (1869). The
stir was like the stir that in a political epoch was
made by Swift’s Conduct of the Allies, or Burke’s
French Revolution. This was in England, in the
essence of its most active curiosity, the scientific
epoch, the time of new forces, discovery, mechanical
invention. The favourite poet of the time sang that
there was more faith in honest doubt than in half
your creeds, and awoke a long train of uneasy thought
by the sombre reminder that Nature with ravine is
red in tooth and claw. When all this free-spoken
and extremely competent dissent from orthodoxy
came to be found in company with ideas on social
and political renovation of various sorts, the com-
bination awoke a trifle of discomfort in the old hands
of the political world. They are usually apt to
think as Napoleon did of men of letters : *“ Ce sont des
coquettes avec lesquelles il faut entretenir un com-
merce de galanterie, et dont il ne faut jamais songer
& faire ni sa femme ni son ministre.” It is amusing,
as we read the newspapers to-day, to think that
Harrison’s powerful defence of Trades Unions only
thirty or forty years ago caused the Review to be
regarded as an incendiary publication. Some papers
of my own on National Education were thought to
indicate a deliberate plot for suppressing the Scrip-
tures. These extravagant misjudgments passed away.
But it was far from being a mistake to suppose that
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the line taken by many writers did mean that there
was a new Liberalism in the air.

In the heats of public life at a later day, my French
studies once brought down Goschen’s reproach, at a
laxge political meeting (1888), that I was ‘ the St.
Just of our revolution,” and loud applause rewarded
his platform sally. How many in a hundred had
ever heard of St. Just, and how many in a thousand
could have told any three facts of his career, one
could only guess. It would have done just as well
to talk of Nero, Bluebeard, Torquemada. When
in the fulness of time I hinted at Welsh Disestablish-
ment as an article for the party programme, or
at the modest principle of One Man One Vote—
which as it happened I reintroduced into our
workaday politics —it appeared that I found my
models in the heroes of the French Revolution, * and
in my secret heart looked for my methods in the
Reign of Terror.” Those studies were, in fact, no
more than an attempt to remind people of the place
of French literature between Bayle and Rousseau
jn the progress of European emancipation. The
ordinary summary in men’s minds of this immense
and devious stage was a march from the universal
Church to the Reformation; thence direct to the
French Revolution ; and so on to Napoleon, Goethe,
and the Reform Bill of 1832.

o

It would be graceless indeed of me to forget the
Jong series of short volumes on English Men of
Letters, in which so many competent hands took a
part. It was my honour to wield the conductor’s

CHAP.
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baton over a band, selected not without much thought
from among the most accomplished writers of their
time. We naturally had much discussion as to the
title of the series, for to call Milton, Hume, Burke,
Bacon, men of letters was absurd. I may say a wqrd
on this later. Meanwhile the output was a useful
contribution to knowledge, criticism, and reflection,
and bringing all these three good things within reach
of an extensive, busy, and preoccupied world. It
has been unkindly observed that our age, * though
largely occupied in talking about literature, has pro-
duced little criticism of the first order.” I am much
inclined to demur when I recall a dozen volumes of
this series, and add to them a half-dozen names of
critics who are not in that list.

Editorial supervision was no child’s play. Harsh
were the binding necessities of time and space, and
heart-breaking was it to present an editorial demand
for sacrifice of slice upon slice of admirable work,
where limits were inexorable. Even the most ardent
votaries of truth and beauty cannot be expected to
escape all the infirmities of human nature; even
philosophers, savants, historians, prose penmén in
every branch, are liable to moments when they share
the ill name given by good-natured Horace to writers
of verse as an irritable breed. We had our cruel
moments. Conductor and performers mingled their
tears, but we dried them, we suppressed our execra-
tions, and bowed to an ill-fortune that was common.
One who was perhaps the most brilliant workman
and personally attractive of them all, now and again
startled me by a sudden change in the opening of a
letter from the usual geniality of address to the
frost of *“ Dear Sir,” but the petulance was momentary,
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though recurrent. I found little or none of that
contention for the last word which is the bane of
human relations. As I recall the men who worked
with our publishers and me on the list, what high
repute they had earned, with what interests and aims
in more roomy and far-reaching fields they had fought
their way through the world, I cannot but perceive
that after so long intercourse with such men, nobody
in England could have been more destitute of excuse
than myself for a narrow mind or a cynic’s temper.

III

In its seeming diversity my writing before I went
into Parliament offers a target only too ample for
critics in an adverse humour, and I might well shrink
from a verdict of any concentrated sage of a solitary
book, or the champion of some one paramount public
cause. Experience of men and life, I hope, was
not thrown away. Such story as there is, was the
developed application of principles on the demand
of successive occasions as they arose.

* AS to literary form, I took too little thought,
only seeking Correctness, and that after all is its
prime essential. In the verbal curiosity con-
temned by Milton as toilsome vanity I had little
interest. 1 was inclined respectfully to go with
Montaigne, who laughed at fools who wil go
quarter of a league to run after a fine word. Yet
here, as in other things, it is well not to hurry to be
over-positive. Hazlitt is not wrong when he says
there is “a great deal more of research in choice
of a plain than of an ornamental or learned style.
There may be ten synonyms, yet only one that

CHAP.
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exactly answers to the idea we have in our minds.”
Whether the hunt be for a plain word or a fine one,
it is less material than the excision of superfluous
words, of connecting particles, introductory phrases,
and the like things, that seem more trivial for a reader’s
comfort than they are. In a larger sense than this, how
sagacious was Schiller’s saying that *‘ an artist may be
known rather by what he omits.”” A wholesome secret
even for men of letters with pretensions to be artists.

Diderot, my gay and confident companion for
many a month, asking of painting what is its true
aim and reason, declares painting is an address not
to the eyes alone by colour, light, figure, but to heart
and mind. ‘ Without technique, no painting, to
be sure; but when all is said, I like ideas and the
rendering and interpretation of them better than
colour.” What this effusive genius said of painting
has even stronger significance in the arts of writing,
whether it be literature of knowledge or literature
of power; whether verse or imaginative prose, or
prose without imagination. Heart and mind on
both sides—there is the secret. Johnson, as usual,
hit the mark when he said of Sir Thomas Browne
and Religio Medici that his unique peculiarity of
mind was faithfully reflected in the form and matter
of his work. Faithful reflection—this is where the
Stylist, most provoking of literary degenerates, breaks
down. He provokes because he takes endless trouble,
is inexhaustible in strange devices of image and
verbal collocation, invents ingenious standards of pre-
cision, takes nothing plain from heart and mind—
only to bring upon his work that sense of insincerity
and affectation which is mortal sin in every art, as
it is in our common actual life outside of art.
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If we rashly venture on the overworked theme
of style, there are of course as many styles as there
are ages, nations, matters, personal moods, relations,
great leading minds, motives. History has advanced
with powerful stride to a commanding place within
the last forty or fifty years, and a vigorous contest
now stimulates and entertains us as to the true
genius of the historic Muse, or whether she be a
Muse at all, or only kitchen drudge; whether a
Science reducing great bodies of detail to concen-
trated and illuminating Law, or that very different
thing, an Epic Art, a source of bright and living
popular influence.

Of poetry, Dryden, that splendid master of prose,
has said that “its general end is to instruct delight-
fully.” But this is too narrow, and is only true by
leave of the reader, and the reader’s general end is
various, in poetry and prose—amusement, pleasure,
melody, imaginative flight, recall of moving associa-
tions, and the rest of men’s humours ill covered by
the name of instruction. Delightful poets have
said curious things about their art. Coleridge could
never, discover ““ anything sublime in our sense of
the term in classical Greek; sublimity is Hebrew
by birth.” Surely a shade too narrow. Some fear
that the Artificial and the Exquisite is gaining ground
among both critics and composers. Nobody has
yet either in England or France come near in the
scale of artificial verse or prose to the excellent
bishop in the eighth century who devoted some
months to composing thirty-five verses of prayer
for Charlemagne, which when read perpendicularly,
horizontally, and along the lines of an inscribed
thomboid, gave eight other acrostic verses to the

CHAP.
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same effect. But the modern artificial does seem
occasionally to come perilously near to the nebulous
and unmeaning. At any rate, my reader will make
allowances for one’s natural tenderness towards
books and styles that time has tested. However
this may be, sensible men do not suffer their pre-
dilections in this region—so accidental as half of
them are—to grow into tyrannical exclusives, but
will consider what has been in so fine a picture put
by Taine. The human mind, he says, flows with
events, like a river. ‘ From one hundred leagues
to another hundred leagues, the land changes; here
broken mountains and all the poetry of savage nature ;
further on long avenues of mighty trees with their
roots in all the violence of the stream ; lower down
great regular plains and noble horizons disposed as
for delight of the eye; there the swarming ant-hives
of thronged towns with the beauty of fruitful labour.
The traveller as he sails down the changing stream
is wrong to regret or take little heed of scene after
scene, as he leaves them behind one after the other.”
True of the world, and true for the man. And I
think, too, of that most delicate writer among adl
my writing friends, who said, ‘ In truth the legitimate
contention is not of one age or school of literary art
against another, but of all successive schools alike,
against the stupidity which is dead to the substance,
and the vulgarity which is dead to form ” (Pater).

v

My profession carried me into many fields. I
followed sedulously the course of home and foreign
affairs in the pages of the Review, and 1 had to seize
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the flying topics as they passed. It was my business
besides in different ways to provoke, supervise, direct,
and measure the work of others. I wrote books on
Voltaire, Rousseau (1874), and Diderot (1878). The
appreciation of Voltaire was summary, and was in
truth a suggestion for people with unfounded pre-
tensions to literary education, that he was a writer
on whom they ought to leave a card. * Voltaire,”
said Jowett, with some boldness, ‘‘ has done more
good than all the Fathers of the Church put together.”
In those days the hintt was useful. Of the two last
of them a leading French critic, himself of the Catholic
school and therefore free from personal predilections,
benevolently said that along with the writings of
Strauss and Rosencrantz, they were worth more
than any books in French on the same subjects,
Since then, I am sure, the international balance
may well have shifted. Rousseau and the Encyclo-
pédie of Diderot stand, of course, for signal chapters
in literary and social history. Of Diderot I then
said that, as I replaced in my shelves his mountain
of volumes, I had a presentiment that their pages
would*seldom again be disturbed by me or others,
yet they were no mere monumental ruin, a wrecked
shape of stone and sterile memories, but the grey
walls of an ancient stronghold, whence stout hands
had once gone forth to strike a blow for knowledge
and truth. They were, in fact, a powerful forerunner
of the move for intellectual emancipation that
gradually took the shape and name of what Newman
denounced as Liberalism. The Encyclopédie was
the substitution of interest in things for interest in
words ; enthusiasm for productive industry, physical

.science, the practical arts, as the right relief to people
VOL. I H

CHAP,
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tired of metaphysics and theological combats. Great
French critics have called it the most important book
of the eighteenth century, as they give the same
rank to Descartes in the seventeenth. However that
may be, Diderot’s independent writings on art,
pictures, the drama, philosophy, are an extraordin-
ary display of diversified original and sympathetic -
genius, abundant to confusion, and not seldom
stained by hideous defilement, but offering many
a page of stimulating contribution to thought and
feeling. Rousseau was different. It was in social
feeling that he struck a new note, just as his famous
friend or enemy, David Hume, struck a new note
in fathoming other mysteries. My book before
and perhaps after revision was too long and too
argumentative ; its point of view not historic enough
in its spirit, and certainly it had but little trace of
Rousseau’s own wondrous gift of the golden mouth.
It fitted in, however, with a great rising impulse of
the time in the problems of all times—government,
education, religion, labour, the home; and in pre-
senting Rousseau it did something to quicken, justify,
and expand into active energy the social pity and
fraternal sympathy that must ever be the warm
emotions best worth living for. Before her days of
authorship (1849) a friend expressed surprise at
George Eliot’s delight in the Confessions. ‘‘I wish
you to understand,” she replied in self-defence—

that the writers who have most profoundly interested me—
who have rolled away the waters from their bed, raised new
mountains and spread delicious valleys for me—are not in
the least oracles to me. It is just possible that I may not
embrace one of their opinions—that I may wish my life to
be shaped quite differently from theirs. For instance it
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would signify nothing to me if a very wise person were to CHAP.
stun me with proofs that Rousseau’s views of life, religion, Jf_,
and government are miserably erroneous. . . . I might admit

all this, and it would be not the less true that Rousseau’s

genius has sent that electric thrill through my intellectual

and moral frame which has awakened me to new perceptions
—which has made man and nature a world of freer thought

and feeling to me; and this not by teaching me any new

belief. It is simply that the rushing mighty wind of his
inspiration has so quickened my faculties that I have been

able to shape more definitely for myself ideas which had
previously dwelt as dim Ahnungen in my soul.

It would have been well for me if I could have
known these high truth-speaking words before I
began my book. They are a silver key for critics.
To-day the examination of Rousseau as a constitu-
tion-monger is being conducted among us with
sedulous interest, but his unspeakable effect was
.really due not at all to juristic novelties, but to
feeling. These French studies were intended for an
introduction to English miscellaneous readers of the
points in the era of Aufkldrung and emancipation
across the Channel, not wholly distant from that
‘whi¢h was fast ripening at home. It made all the
difference whether the young man started with
Rousseau or with Schopenhauer, and I am bound
to think, if we have to choose, the first is better for
a Liberal career in life and thought than the other.

v

More pointed and direct was my little volume
on Compromase (1874), an essay on some of the limits
that seemed to be set by sound reason to the various
arts of economy, accommodation, management, con-
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formity. A prefatory motto was taken in Archbishop
Whately’s plain-spoken sentence : “ It makes all the
difference in the world whether we put Truth in the
ﬁ/rst place or in the second place.” 1t was the age of
science, new knowledge, searching criticism, followed
by multiplied doubts and shaken beliefs. What was
well called the margin of difficulty in the case of
religious conformity provoked inevitable discussion,
and my chapters opened some portions of the field.
Privy Council judgments and other things had
planted good men on a narrow knife-edge of con-
science. Newman in well-known words had drawn
such men: ° Mistiness is the mother of wisdom.
A man who can set down half a dozen general pro-
positions which escape from destroying one another
only by being diluted into truisms; who can hold
the balance so skilfully as to do without fulcrum
or beam; who never enunciates a truth without
guarding himself against being supposed to exclude
the contradictory ; who holds that Scripture is the
only authority, yet that the Church is to be deferred
to. . . . Thisis your safe man.” Mill said the same :
“In the present age the writers of reputation «and®
influence are those who take something from both
sides of the great controversies, and make out that
neither extreme is right, nor wholly wrong.” This
was in 1854, the eve of a sweeping turn of the tide.
For a season, literature was a weapon and an arm,
not merely a liberal art.

If mistiness was a mischief in one field, the sub-
ordination of truth and principle to political or
individual expediency from day to day was another.
Well might one ask whether absurdity could go
further than when the most important of newspapers
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criticised Darwin’s speculations on the descent of
man, from the point of view of property and a stake
in the country, and severely censured him for reveal-
ing his zoological conclusions to the general public
&t a moment when the sky of Paris was red with
the incendiary flames of the Commune. Anybody
can see that thus to discourage the search for enlighten-
ment and truth by thoughts of transient social
convenience, is only a step removed from the dire
offences so freely imputed to Casuists and Jesuits.
The truths of man’s descent must be scrupulously
concealed, lest he should set fire to St. Paul’s and
slay the Bishop of London. A single step, moreover,
would take us to the immortal dictum that the Real
18 Rational, which has led, as we know, to such
formidable politics with the label of Real in all the
diplomatic Chanceries of Europe. So it seemed
then to be well worth while to use some open words
about both Neo-Christianity and Neo-Machiavellian-
1sm The essay was no plea for a life of perpetual
dispute and busy proselytising, but only that we
shoyld learn to look at one another with steadfast
eye, marching with steady step along the paths we
choose. This is a commonplace, and nobody denies
it. But then such commonplaces are just what most
constantly need new application. The little book
was meant to search.some of the sophisms by which
sound commonplace was evaded. At all events, to
travel over familiar ground can hardly be counted
either sin or foolishness by those who preach and
those who hear thousands of discourses on texts
from the best known of all books every seventh day
each week. I did not forget an old saying of my
own, that used to give pleasure to Fitzjames Stephen,
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that love of truth is often a true name for temper !
Swift put it more broadly : ‘“ Violent zeal for truth,”
he said, “has a hundred to one odds to be either
petulancy, ambition, or pride.” I once imprudently
puzzled,and perhaps scandalised,an academic audience
at Edinburgh by referring to a friend of mine whose
happy fortune it had been to know many leading
men of his time, and who assured me he did not
think he could count more than five of them as
really unsparing lovers of truth. The list has escaped
my memory. It means, I suppose, men permanently
out of the bronze prison doors of formulae; able to
discern possible good in the motives and acts of
those whom they mark for wrong in feeling and
opinion ; doubtful of any proposition as either true
or not true, unless you have taken pains to master
its contrary. Was Strauss, author of the once famous
Life of Jesus, right when he declared Bildung iiber-
haupt ist Vermittelung, Culture before all else is
conciliation and accommodation ?

The little book was probably needed, for it found
much acceptance and made a long impresgion.
According to a German writer who translated it
under the title of Ueberzeugungstreue with elaborate
annotations some years later (1879), its doctrine was
even more required in his country than in mine,
rather to my astonishment. In India it had a
certain vogue, and found its unexpected way into
Urdu and Gujerati.

VI

It was only natural that objection should be
taken. I was described as “ a writer who preter-
calmly, sub-silently, super-persuasively, but subtly
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and potently, is exercising influence on the most
advanced and most earnest thought of the present
generation; who by a refined, destructive criticism
is solving the faith of thousands, is not contributing
am iota to the reconstruction of a systematic body of
thought which can help the educator in floating the
tiniest skiff on the troubled waters of life.”” To pro-
duce a systematic body of thought was far beyond
either capaclty or ambition of mine. I aspired to be
no more than “ a comrade in the struggle for thought ”’
and the wrestle for truth. Orthodoxy, while disparag-
ing reason, and banishing it to a distant place behind,
and under faith, was rightfully glad to have reason
on its side. Why should silence be an obligation
in one camp more than in the other ? .As for religious
belief, there was nothing sub-silent or subtle in some
pages in which I spoke of Chaumette, one of the
least estimable of terrorist Jacobins, and reproached
him for his way of substituting for the imposing,
solemn, consolatory ceremonials of the Church a
detestably gaudy and essentially meaningless pagan-
ism. It drew some attention, and it was a word
in seAson :

“ Our opinions,” I said, * are not more important than
the spirit and temper with which they possess us. . .. It
would be far better to share the superstitious beliefs of a
virtuous and benignant priest like the bishop in Victor Hugo’s
Misérables, than to hold whatever was truer in the opinions
of Chaumette as he held them with ravening intolerance, and
a shallow forgetfulness of all that part of our nature that
lies out of the immediate domain of the logical understanding.

. Instead of defying the Church by the theatrical march
of the Goddess of Reason under the great sombre arches of
Notre Dame, he should have found comfort in a firm calcula-
tion of the conditions. . . . We will not attack you as Voltaire

CHAP.
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did; we shall not exterminate you; we shall explain you.
History will place your dogmas in its class, above or below
& hundred competing dogmas, exactly as the naturalist
classifies his species. From being a guide to millions of lives,
it will become a chapter in a book. The mental climate will
gradually deprive your symbols of their nourishment, dnd
men will turn away from your system, not because they have
confuted it, but because like witchcraft or astrology it has
ceased to affect or hold them.”

It is true, however, the believer had a good
reply so far as it went. You will never explain, as
you call it, he might have said, without sympathetic
appreciation, without the element of light that men
call love, without some quietness and workings of
the heart. Yes, that was all true and memorably
true. But then it was the day of battle and the
hour for plain speaking. The provocation was not
one-sided. Huxley, a close and constant friend of
mine, pointing out that the business of carrying
the war into the hostile camp of false and adulter-
ated metaphysics languished like other campaigns
for want of a good base of operations, went on
to say that (1873) “in the course of the last fifty
years science had brought to the front an in-
exhaustible supply of heavy artillery of a new
pattern ; things were looking better ; though hardly
more than the first faint flutterings of the dawn
of the happy day when superstition and false meta-
physics shall be no more, are as yet discernible by
the enfans perdus of the outposts.” Huxley was
hard-fighting leader in the battle, unsurpassed in his
time as a master in the union of clear and forcible
thought with extraordinary perspicuity of expression.
His object was set forth with manful clearness, “to
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promote the increase of natural knowledge, and to
further the application of scientific investigation to
all the problems of life to the best of my ability, in
the conviction which has grown with my growth
and strengthened with my strength that there is no
alleviation for the sufferings of mankind except
veracity of thought and action, and the resolute facing
of the world as it is, when the garment of make-
believe, by which pious hands have hidden its uglier
features, is stripped off.” If all this is less a word
in season to-day than it was then, it is only because
the climate has changed, and changed in the
direction that makes mankind the Providence of
men. I know that at least to one of the most
powerful minds of that day, most definitely positivist,
and a very direct contributory to a negative pro-
pagandism, it seemed just (1862) to condemn antagon-
ism to religious doctrines as ““ robbing ” men of their
belief, and revolting against all such robbery. Yet
let us take care. The reproach easily cuts both
ways. Nobody, I should think, would apply this
repugnant word to the band of missionaries, those
pacific ¢rusaders, whose pious devotion and unselfish
zeal for the salvation of heathen souls, from Xavier
and Nobili down to our actual hour, is commonly
taken for one of the most glorious chapters in Christian
annals. In this field, too, as at home, unholy com-
promisers were not a few, and the Pope had to issue a
brief reproving missionaries who sought converts in
India by themselves adopting Brahmin doctrines,

CHAP.
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Catholic brows the coloured marks of Brahmin caste.
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Vi

In 1874 Mill's posthumous essay on Theism
appeared—a piece that dismayed his disciples not
merely as an infelicitous compromise with orthodoxy,
but, what was far more formidable, as actually in-
volving a fatal relaxation of his own rules and methods
of reasoning. It made a sort of intellectual scandal,
like the faith of Pascal, that most intrepid of reasoners,
in the unspeakable miracle of the Holy Thorn. It
seemed a duty to keep the agnostic lamps well
trimmed. I made no attempt to argue with the
mystic or the transcendentalist, but only with the
rationalist master of those who know, on rationalistic
ground expressly chosen and profoundly impressed
by himself. What pain and sorrow it was thus to
lay hands upon my father Parmenides any one will
believe who has ever known a teacher like Mill,
colouring the lessons of a trained and powerful under-
standing with a suffusion of the charmed equanimity
by the Greeks called xdpis. Without irreverence be
it said, the essay that wrought so surprisingly upqn
us was in substance a laboured evasion of plain
answers to plain questions. Of these the central
one was vividly put by Man Friday to Robinson
Crusoe—Why did not God kill the Devil ¥—one of
the master interrogatories of human speculation. It
has a host of momentous propositions dependent on
it. Mill’s answer to poor Friday’s puzzle comes
shortly put to this. First, there is a low degree of
probability that the world is the work of a Creator,
not omnipotent, but of limited power, and he cannot
kill the Devil. Second, Benevolence is one of his
attributes, but not his sole prompter. Third, there
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is room to hope that he may grant us the gift of life
after bodily dissolution, provided that this gift should
seem to him in his divine wisdom to be likely to
do us any good. Fourth, supernatural intervention,
spectal, express, and unique, conferred on mankind
the priceless gift of Christ, standing in the very first
rank of the men of sublime genius of whom the
species can boast, and the greatest moral reformer
that ever existed on earth. So, in short, the dogmatic
assertion of creeds, faiths, and ardently professed
convictions, that are taken to guide, illuminate, and
glorify the life of Christendom, is reduced from full
shining noon to a dim twilight of bare possibilities
and blenched peradventures.

Mill’s estimate of the founder of Christianity is
a glowing, beautiful, and deeply sincere tribute.
Unfortunately for its strength as argument, he
overlooked one of the most remarkable new growths
of his time, the science of comparative religion. If
he did not overlook comparative religion, he dis-
sociated his speculation on Theism from methods
of,, ordered historic thought and knowledge, with
which it was specially connected. He had forgotten
or overlooked the shock given to orthodox faith only
seven years before by a Jewish scholar, who showed
that the sublimest sayings in the Gospels found
exact parallels in the Talmud. The originality, how-
ever, of the lessons taught to mankind in the Gospels
is a question with only secondary bearings on the
source of that benignant inspiration, whether it was
altogether human or partially divine. What became
of the whole scheme of social evolution in its successive
stages fixed by ordered mutation, if one of the most
important of all the changes'in moral history was

CHAP.
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due to a special, express, and unique act of super-
patural intervention ? Why may not the same
special interposition be just as reasonably claimed
for Athanasius, Augustine, Luther, Calvin, Hildebrand,
Knox, and the rest of the mighty actors in spisitual
and ecclesiastical transformations, by whom what
bears the common name of Christianity has been
defined, decided, settled, and set to work in the
stupendous phalanx of Catholic and Protestant
churches ? "

On the greater issue than even this, Mill represents
the Manichean doctrine as the only form of belief
in the supernatural that stands wholly clear of im-
puting moral obliquity to the Supreme Being. This
supreme merit it has, because it denies his omnipotence.
That is to say, the world is a field of constant battle
between two rival agencies, two principles, one good,
the other evil, one sprung from light, the other a
mysterious emanation from darkness. It is a theatre
of persistent conflict between the Most High and a
potent Satan. Be this as it may, think as we will
of this theory of Olympian dualism between beneficent
and malignant divinities, our consternation in those
days arose from the path along which Mill travelled
to this particular form of theistic conclusion. He,
who had done more than anybody to make language,
conceptions, reasoned argument, ipto instruments of
precision, was now for flatly sanctioning one of the
hardest of mystic propositions. Mill once said to
a friend afflicted by a sore domestic tribulation,
“To my mind the only permanent value of religion
is in lightening the feeling of total separation, which
is so dreadful in a real grief.” If you will. But can
wé really suppose that this scheme of possible con-
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tingencies, low degrees of probability, permissive
hopes, dubious potentialities, could bring comfort
or consolation worth the name to aching hearts—

In shock of loss and anguish of farewells,
R At that eternal parting of the ways ?

After all death is death, however we may meet it.
As we cannot but see every day we live, even religion
fails to wipe away the tears from the eyes of those
to whom religion is the most priceless of blessings.
We know well enough that problems of life and
death offer us a knot that is hard indeed to disentangle.
Mill here cuts it, then at the same moment he presents
us with a second knot that is still harder to dis-
entangle than the first.

CHAP.
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CHAPTER VII .

LEADING CONTEMPORARIES

The greatest error of all the rest is the mistaking or misplacing of the
last or furthest end of knowledge. For men have entered into a desire of
learning and knowledge, sometimes upon a natural curiosity and inquisitive
appetite, sometimes to entertain their minds with variety and delight;
sometimes for ornament and reputation; and sometimes to enable them
to victory of wit and contradiction; and most times for lucre and pror
fession; and seldom sincerely to give a true account of their gift of reason
for the benefit and use of men. As if there were sought in knowledge
a couch whereupon to rest a searching and restless spirit; or a terrace
with a fair prospect . . . but not a rich storehouse for the glory of the
Creator and the relief of man’s estate. But this is that which will indeed
dignify and exalt knowledge, if contemplation and action may be more
nearly and straitly confirmed and united together than they have been,—
Bacox, Advancement of Learning, 1605.

I

TrE head of the Agnostic school on its philosophic
and systematic side was, of course, Herbert Spencer.
His public influence on educated and uneducated
minds was daily extending as his work grew larger.
It was associated not merely with a special set of
philosophic principles and their application, but with
a great scheme of thought as a whole, and with a
series of direct practical application that came home
to people every day of their lives. A new general
scheme on a scale so comprehensive has attractions
of its own, especially as it would appear for new

countries like America and Russia, and for Japan
10



LEADING CONTEMPORARIES 111

and India, ancient communities ‘looking forward to
new lights. Invincible is the attraction of Synthesis,
and Synthesis was Spencer’s glory, backed by an
undisputed range of scientific knowledge.

As for Liberalism, Spencer did not fit in at close
quarters with the old expiring controversies. He had
besides the disadvantage, compared with Mill, of
being* without administrative experience in any
responsible shape, but he carried two at least of its
main tenets, individualism and energetic abhorrence
of war, to their furthest points. The repudiation of
convention was even deeper in him than in Mill, and
he was sometimes thought to be travelling danger-
ously far along the road to an anti-social Nihilism.
‘Among other innocent conventions that he resisted,
he read no books. There is something no doubt to
be said for this in one aspiring to found a system.
There are men who have lost themselves by reading
too much. They find that everything has been said.
“ It is after all the ignorant,” observed the best read
man of pur time, “like Pascal, like Descartes, like
Rousseau, who had read little, but who thought and
who dared—those are the men who make the world
go.” But this is perhaps a secret better kept for the
household of Socrates.

Inexorable and uncompromising in his ideas, he
was in life, conduct, and duty the most single-minded
and unselfish of men. He had a pedantic turn, his
nerves were sensitive, and he was not one of the large
minds in which small outside things have no place.
He could be impatient over the small mischances of
club life, and he was amusingly ready to seek an
instant classification of them as due to gross defects
of integration, co-ordination, or -whatever else the

+
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attendant molecular shortcoming might be. He had
a passion for industrialism against militarism, for
non-aggression and non-intervention, and for abolition
of ecclesiastical privilege. Argument with him on
these high matters was not easy ; in my own case it
was happily needless, for we agreed. The only time
that I recall anything like monologue at Mill’s table,
Spencer was the involuntary hero. The host siid to
him at dessert that Grote, who was present, would
like to hear him explain one or more of his views about
the equilibration of molecules in some relation or
another. Spencer, after an instant of good-natured
hesitation, complied with unbroken fluency for a
quarter of an hour or more. Grote followed every
word intently, and in the end expressed himself as well
satisfied. Mill, as we moved off into the drawing-
room, declared to me his admiration of a wonderful
piece of lucid exposition. Fawcett in a whisper
asked me if I understood a word of it, for he did not.
Luckily I had no time to answer. Away from the
contention of the moment, Spencer was as kindly
and genial as man could be. He was fond of table
games, in sport he was a good fisherman, and he had
the blessed gift of hearty laughter. This I found in
our many dinners together in company with Tyndall
at the Club, followed by the theatre; the more
irrational the play the better he enjoyed it, even
though now and again he could not restrain testy
words on’a gallant comedian’s flagrant psychological
incoherence.

I often visited him in his house at St. John’s Wood,
and on one occasion I persuaded Balfour to come with -
me. He was always extremely cordial, and evidently
fond of brief companionship. We only touched from
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time to time on serious things, and then he would
draw off in haste, as fearing cerebral agitation.
Shortly before he left St. John’s Wood for Brighton,
I drove up to see him one afternoon. He explained
that when you grow old, gardens and trees make but
depressing company ; what you need are the winds,
the changing light and cloud, the wild tossing of the
waters, the forces of mnature, in their living com-
~ motion. All this he sought as time passed in a
pleasant home on the eastern shore of Brighton.

In 1902 he published a little fragment opening
with the admission common to the old, that for years
past when watching the unfolding buds in the spring,
or awakened at dawn by the song of the thrush, the
thought arose whether ever again either of these
delights would greet his eye or ear. Then he goes
on: ‘‘ After contemplating the inscrutable relation
between brain and consciousness, and finding that
we can get no evidence of the existence of the last
without the activity of the first, we seem obliged to
relinquish the thought that consciousness continues
after physical organisation has become inactive. But
it seems a strange and repugnant conclusion that with
the cessation of consciousness at death, there ceases
to be any knowledge of having existed. With his last
breath it becomes to each the same thing as though
he had never lived.” This moving hint of difficulties
in discarding the accepted tradition in that solemn
enigma was due to the impression made upon him
by certain new speculations upon Space. The
mystéries of the objects presented to our senses, he
says, may be explained by Creation or by Evolution,
 but Theist and Agnossic must agree in recognising
the properties of Space as inherent, ‘ eternal, un-

VOL. 1 I
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created—as anteceding either creation or evolution.
It is impossible to imagine how the marvellous space-
relations discovered by the Geometry of Position
came into existence. The consciousness that without
origin or cause infinite Space has ever existed and
must ever exist, produces in me a feeling from which
I shrink.”?

Natural, pathetic, and in its implications sublime
even as this was, it seemed like a weakening of
Agnostic orthodoxy. It made some of the narrower
or the firmer among us quake. After doing my best
to find light on the geometry of position, I wrote to
tell him that the gospel of the Unknowable appeared
to be in peril of heresy, like so many other gospels,
and I proposed a visit to Brighton. Though he was
not in full strength, he had, with his usual con-
scientious kindness, prepared some clear diagrams,
the force of which he lucidly explained. I listened
closely, took his points, or thought I did, and could
only object something about Space after all being
no more than a subjective impression. With flashing
eye and astounded gesture as if hearing the incredible,
he exclaimed, ‘“ Then you have turned a Kantian,
have you 2 I saw that things could be carried no
further, so with remorse in my heart I quitted him.

I am reminded by this of a passage in correspond-
ence with a certain philosophic confederate, though
Spencer would have fought hard against being called
anybody’s confederate in terms without rigorous
qualification. It was in 1883 that Huxley wrote to
me (the letter is printed in his Life) :

It is a curious thing that I find my dislike to the thought
of extinction increasing as I get older and nearer the goal.

1 Facts and Fragments, 210-213.
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It flashes across me at all sorts of times with a sort of horror
that in 1900 I shall probably know no more of what is going
on than I did in 1800. I had sooner be in hell a good deal—
at any rate in one of the upper circles, where the climate and
company are not too trying. I wonder if you are plagued
in*this way.
My answer to his query I cannot recall; that it
was a negative is certain, perhaps supported by a
reference to Lucretius’ world-famed Third Book, or
Pliny’s ironic reproach of awvida nunquam desinere
mortalitas ; or our English—
Men must endure

Their going hence even as their coming thither ;

Ripeness is all.
A day or two before the last volume of Spencer’s
work was published, a friend who had read much
philosophy warned me that the system expounded
by Spencer was already dead, or on the eve of death.
How this turned out I am not able to decide, but
then in a single lifetime some half-dozen philosophers
in their turn, after meteoric flight through the heavens,
had fallen to the ground. Spencer at least did not
expire without having made a host of notable con-
tributions to the living and guiding thoughts of
his age.

In the antumn of 1903 he wrote to me that the end
could not be far off —an end to which he ‘looked
forward with satisfaction.” His remains were to be
cremated, and, as I should suppose, he had forbidden
any such ceremony as is performed over the ashes of
those who adhere to the current creed. “ At the
same time,”’ he went on—

I do not like the thought of entire silence, and should be
glad were there given a brief address by a friend. On looking

CHAP.
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round among my friends, you stand out above others as one
from whom words would come most fitly ; partly because
of our long friendship, partly because of the kinship of senti-
ment existing between us, and partly because of the general
likeness of ideas which distinguishes us from the world at
large. *
He added a postscript of curiously characteristic
consideration, that he had bethought him of the
danger that such an incident might prove disadvan-
tageous to my next election for Parliament, and
begging me to run no risks. I was naturally much
moved by this high mark of confidence and gladly
promised to comply, assuring him that my friends in
Montrose Burghs, though for the most part staunch
Presbyterians, would have no notion of objecting.
He passed away a few weeks later (December 1903),
and, as it fell out, the news found me far off at Palermo.
The day of his funeral I spent on the shore of the
Golden Shell—that famous centre of strange synthetic
history—pondering less upon the synthetic than
upon an indefatigable intellect, an iron love of truth,
a pure and scrupulous conscience, a spirit of loyal
and beneficent intention, a noble passion for &now-
ledge and systematic thought, as the instruments fo
man’s elevation. .

I

Leslie Stephen found his way into the Elysian
fields of literature about the same time as myself.
I first saw him at Trinity Hall, still wearing the
clerical white neckcloth, but not otherwise marked
by clerical demeanour. He drifted with success into
the writing of articles, and he and I became comrades
in the most important weekly journal of the time,
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both of us being found so useful as even to be worth
a special retaining fee. Another contributor was the
important man who became Lord Salisbury. He and
I were alone together in the editorial anteroom every
Tyesday morning, awaiting our commissions, but he,
too, had a talent for silence, and we exchanged no
words, either now or on any future occasion, though,
as it happened, we often found something to say in
public about each other’s opinions and reasons in
days to come. Stephen and I were shut out from
political writing, for we were both of us in politics in-
exorable root and branch men ; our editorial masters
were just as strong for Church and Queen, with even
a dark suspicion of partnership with Dr. Pusey, and
an odd admixture besides of two or three of the most
unflinching and dogmatical Erastians in the kingdom.
The staff must have worn a curious physiognomy to a
candid observer who knew the secrets.

People who did not know Stephen found him
unceremonious and even grim, and in truth he did not
suffer gladly either a bad argument or a fool in person.
With nobody was it more impossible to quarrel, and
consiflering that he held editorial reins for most of
his literary life, in highly responsible enterprises and
with miscellaneous teams to drive from roadsters to
Arabs, we may see why Meredith summed him up
on this side as ““ equable.” His natural kindness of
heart, supported by his passion for reason and fair
play, made him the most considerate and faithful
of men. The day after his first great stroke of
tribulation fell upon him, he made his way to me at
Brighton, and we had a week of walking together
over the wintry downs. In a long letter on his return
home his desolation found words that could only

CHAP.
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have come from the tenderest of hearts. At the end
he said: “Men don’t often make declaration of
affection, and it is best not, but I may for once use
the privilege of deep sorrow and say that I value
your friendship as highly as any man’s, and hope
that you and I may hold together as long as we are
in this queer world.” And so we did with all our
hearts, through long years of companionship. We
were both of us endowed with powers of reserve on
right occasion, though once at a memorable date in
history I thought he abused this gift. One Sunday
afternoon he had walked over to my remote fastness
on the Hog’s Back far away from telegrams and news,
in the beginning of September 1870. For two or
three hours we discussed books, ideas, philosophic
intimates. On parting, as we sauntered up the
avenue, he slowly turned round as for some after-
thought, and in prosaic tones dropped the quite
casual observation: ‘“I suppose you have heard
that the French army has surrendered at Sedan and
the Emperor is a prisoner.”

His industry was prodigious and his workmanship
thorough. He hardly excelled in the power ascribed
to Rembrandt of making his figures original, real
complex beings, and not mere parcels of ideas and
outside acts. In this gift Carlyle was so pre-eminent
as to be the only writer of his time to whose genius
it belonged ; Macaulay, great though he was, did not
find his way to the indwelling man of many of his
figures. Stephen keeps entirely clear of that studied
style which has been called a * toilette performed
from folly or vanity ” before the glass, sometimes
approaching the waxwork. There are no rockets
or Roman candles. He did his best to obey the
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admirable, but for most of us unattainable, rule—
“ Suppose yourself with a company of friends in your
room, and you are telling them an event in your life ;
affectation would fill you with horror ; sublime words
and. sonorous antitheses dare not intrude.” In his
grave histories of speculation he writes plain natural
prose, though it has not the incomparable lucidity of
Hume or Mill nor the telling force of Huxley. It is
often open to the objection that he found in his own
philosophic writing—its turn for ‘logic-chopping ”’
and splitting a straw into four. It is different in his
studies on the fascinating themes of pure literature ;
there, as in the vignettes of its great practitioners,
he is as excellent as untiring diligenee, sound judg-
ment, sense of proportion, the mastery of a clear
sentence, can make a critic. Two peculiarities are
striking. His range does not go much beyond the
writers of his own country, Greeks, Romans, Italians,
Germans, even Frenchmen, appearing but little.
Second, he is not of the school who seek in a book
its social bearing and relations to the needs or condi-
tions of its day. In both of these aspects he differs
from Matthew Arnold, not altogether for the better.
His sarcasms were light, though they could be
pungent ; his ironies frequent, and they were part of
him. No agnostic of his strong nature, for that
matter, stoically content with the limits of human
knowledge as they confront and bind the thinker,
could avoid irony in a world where so many thousand
dreams have always passed for certitudes.

To say a word more on style. Stephen was at his
best in writing, where he found most enjoyment as
companipn of mountain nature. Meredith used to
say that some pages in Charlotte Bronté’s Vaillette,
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and some in Hawthorne’s Marble Faun, are the high-
water mark of English prose in our time. There are
pages in Stephen’s Playground of Europe that I would
like to join to this pair. The piece of The Alps in
Winter is a masterpiece in the rare and exquisite
art of reverie. Only it was not art at all; it is the
natural outpouring of a tender and masculine spirit
with a patient gaze in a sore hour. He hints a
modest reproach that Ruskin’s Matterhorn is perhaps
too fine, and some of us at least prefer Stephen’s
pensive but accurate vision of desolate Alpine effects,
saturated as it is with deep thoughts and impressive
human feeling, not a word of it forced out of the
vein of sincere spontaneous musing, as in every sense
more moving, strengthening, and true than elaborated
prose like so much of Ruskin. The fifth of Rousseau’s
Réveries is a delicious idyll, and well deserves its fame,
"but Stephen’s three or four Alpine pieces have a ray
divine that is all their own, and they wear well, as
he says of Wordsworth, because they rest on solid
substance. They rest on the association of a personi-
fied. sublimity in mountain nature, with the awe,
reverence, hope, love, that mark the highest hature
in man. To nobody was anything to be called
sentimentalism less attractive than to Stephen. He
defined it as indulgence in emotion for its own sake.
These terrible eternal presences led him to a manful
lesson all the more wonderful for & man walking in
the Valley of the Shadow of Death.

Some felt that the iron of his short clerical period
had entered his soul ; he could not forgive what he
called the old device of twisting faith out of moon-
shine. Truth to him was truth, and stood first and
foremost. An article in a creed was either true or it
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was not true. A symbol meant something, or else
it was illusion and dream." ‘“ We shall be content to
admit openly,” he wound up his dgnostic’s Apology,
“ while you whisper under your breath or hide in
technical jargon, that the ancient secret is a secret
still ; that man knows nothing of the infinite and
absolute ; and that knowing nothing he had better
not be dogmatic about his ignorance. And mean-
while we will endeavour to be as charitable as possible,
and while you trumpet forth officially your contempt
for our scepticism, we will at least try to believe that
you are imposed upon by your own bluster.” Still
more impatient was he of the * refined Epicureanism
or “ vapid optimism ” which he thought one of the
worst and commonest tendencies of the age. ‘ The
so-called believer of this type,” he said, ““1is a cynic
in a thin disguise. He is partly aware that his belief
is & sham, but he is not the less resolved to stick to
so pleasant a sham. He answers his opponents by
a shriek or a sneer. The sentiment which he most
thoroughly hates and misunderstands is the love of
truth for its own sake.”

Oi the political side of things he began as an
ardent Liberal, partly owing to the influence of Mill,
and partly from his friendship for Fawcett. He was
one of the most vehement and enlightened champions
of the North in the American Civil War. He went
all the way with the Manchester school and its ideals.
Then his political temper changed—mnot from any
particular reaction in opinions ; but his interest paled,
and he saw nothing useful and practical for him to do.
His philosophy did not harden him, as sensible
philosophy should, against the creaking and slow

grinding of parliamentary machinery. In short, he
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dropped politics. He could not take up anything
without making it an effective pursuit, and for
effective and continuous study of politics his bondage
left him little time. “ You have soared into a
political empyrean,” he wrote to me in 1885, “ while
I am knee-deep in dictionary and drudgery.” I
could have explained to him that even political
empyrean is not exactly safe against what much
resembles drudgery.

Often in this long battle I thought more than
usual of a saying of his own, that what people call
their principles are really their pretexts for acting
in the obviously convenient way. Amid the angers
of the Boer War, in which I am pretty sure that he
was again on what I thought the wrong side, he wrote
the ripest of his books in our series, an estimate of
George Eliot. His biographer has thought it worth
while to transcribe a letter of mine to Stephen about
it, and it is anything but egotism that makes me
glad to read some of it over again :

November 1901.—I1 spent yesterday by my fireside, after

a political pilgrimage in Scotland, in reading your George
Eltot. Seldom has any day’s reading given me more real
and unalloyed pleasure. The criticism is, to my mind, the
best the world has seen for many a day, and I owe to you
my first comprehension of Middlemarch. In this region, my
dear Stephen, there is no Englishman living can touch you.
It is a comfort to think of you as having undergone your
full share of the varied experiences of life, and yet remaining
so kind, serene, genial, penetrating, ripe . . . Vom Herzen
I congratulate you.

He died some three years later, patient, open-minded,
unselfish, firm, unshaken to the end.
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One of the choicest characters of this time of
vigorous intellectual life was Henry Sidgwick, a man
justly marked for presenting, in a time of doubt, an
unfaltering belief in the reality of truth. * Great in
range and exactness of knowledge, great in subtlety
of analysis, great in power of criticism, he offered the
highest type of a seeker of the truth, more anxious
to understand an opponent’s argument than to refute
him ; watchful lest any element in a discussion should
be unnoticed, patient, reverent, ready to the last to
welcome light from any quarter ” (Bishop Westcott).
His friends will recognise in such words as these an
excellent description of a remarkable man. We must
add to them ready wit, fine humour, sympathy,
friendliness, and an inexhaustible freedom of spirit
which harmonised with the mental colour of the era.
He broke with orthodox Christianity in an early
stage of his life, and seems to have made no return
to it, though his hospitable mind tempted him into
a region of speculations in psychical research which
provokad in some of his friends just as lively anathema
as Mill’s lapse into Manicheanism. Like the best
minds of his generation, whatever their turn in
philosophy, he felt the common impulse to active
interest in public affairs and practical devotion to
improvements both in political theory and opinion,
and in the diffusion alike of knowledge and more
exact modes of thought. He knew that to be the
. only safeguard of a decent democracy.

He fought one of the stiffest battles of the time in
the movement for the better education of women.
This was no doubt due to the influence of Mill, though

Henry
Sidgwick.
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 BOOK _in later years the admiration of Mill as teacher and
thmker with which he had begun his intellectual
course had been withdrawn. He spread the impress
of an energetic, sincere, and truth-seeking nature—
that impress of character which often means so much
more both to others and the man himself than any
external career. It was his feel of the realities of
truth that brought him perilously near the genius
of scepticism; by the incessant and fine-drawn
refining and testing to which he subjected common-
places in politics, morals, and individual and national
action alike. If any Englishman ever belonged to
the household of Socrates, Sidgwick was he. Nobody
was further removed from the fault of * fatuous
self-confidence > which he once noted down against
Comte and Spencer. As a writer his method made
him difficult, and his contribution as a whole is not
easy to grasp, even by people as painstaking as
himself. Yet in nobody did rationalism clothe
itself in more ingenious, subtle, or effective forms.
There is a story that as an examiner at Cambridge
he found in the candidate’s paper some mysterious
Hegelian passages, and he observed to a Brother-
examiner: “1I can see that this is nonsense, but s
1t the right kind of nonsense 2 Elucidation would
spoil the secret of this dark interrogatory. Intelligent
readers will not miss its drift as to truth and toleration
and the mould of man to whose lips the query came.
To comprehend that nonsense can ever be right in
kind is one of the many keys to genuine richness of
nature. He left a world of affectionate admirers,
but he founded no school; and if he had, nobody
would have been so competent as himself to reduce
the pretensions of its scholars to a nullity.
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What is a man of letters ? The French are skilled
in the whole range of literary art, and I have taken
for a motto on my first page a French writer's defi-
nition. Of one side of the man of letters nothing
cou]d be more admirably said. Of the mens divinior
in him it is an excellent account, and happy the man
of letters of whom it is true. Happier still if, with
this subtly composed background in his mind, he can
besides find a steady and well-guided hand for practical
service of the human commonwealth.

In discussing the influence of habits of business
upon literary pursuits, Mill considered that nothing
promoted activity of mind more. He found, in his
earlier days at least, that he could do much more in
two hours after a busy day, than when he sat down
to write with time at his own command. Bagehot
is a conspicuous example of the union of admirable
composition with close attention to practical affairs.
Gibbon, as we all know, says he never found his mind
more vigorous nor his composition happier than in
the winter hurry of London society and parliament.
Grote, on the other hand, who worked eight hours a
day atehis Haistory of Greece, found the demands of his
bank too severe before he got two of his eight volumes
out.- One of the most agreeable novelists of our day
was a hard-worked servant of the Post Office, and sat
down as punctually to tell the stories of Barchester at
five or six o’clock every morning, as if the whole of
his masters at the Treasury had been on the watch.

v

The man of letters whom I should like to place in
the front line of my generation in serious drift,
influence, importance, and social insight was Matthew

ViI.
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Arnold, and he was a Government Inspector of Schools
with mechanical habits and fixed demands on time.
He was the most pleasing and sociable of companions,
so diverse and well mixed were his gifts and interests.
He had the first element of a good talker, he was a
good listener; there was no slowness in accommodating
his mood to yours; he really cared about what he
was saying, and he supposed the same care in you ;
you felt both seriousness and charm. He did not
willingly talk about nothing, which might seem a
peculiarly modest merit, if it were not so uncommon.
In a moment of unthinking dream, I once earnestly
assured him that if I could have chosen my lot, I
would have chosen Wordsworth’s life among the
lakes and fells. “ No, no,” he said, “ you would not ;
it was a peasant’s life ; you would soon have longed
for us two to be dining together at the Athenaeum.”
I daresay he was right, and like Lawrence, * of
virtuous father virtuous son,” I should not have been
sorry to accept his invitation to some * neat repast
to feast us, light and choice, of Attic taste, with wine.”
When I mentioned the point to Mr. Gladstone once,
he assured me that he often saw Wordsworth, and
found him a polite and amiable man, and Mill, who
visited Rydal in 1834, has drawn a singularly attractive
gketch of the poet, praising him particularly for
freedom from one-sidedness, which is perhaps a
peasant’s trait.

Nowhere was Arnold so delighted and delightful as
in his Surrey cottage, joyous in the play of warm home
affection ; in watching the cedars, flowers, blossoms,
lawns of his skilfully tended garden ; in the faithful
salutation of favourite bird or dog—fidelity repaid
by an immortality in verse that moves the lover of
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the dog like the lines where the Father of Poetry
makes the old hound Argos prick up his ears at the
voice, of his long-absent master, and then clpse his
eyes in dark death. A word of recognition for his
work from people whose words were worth having
gave him unaffected pleasure. I informed him once
how Renan had told me that George Sand had said
to him when she saw Arnold a good many years before,
“1l faisait P'effet d’'un Milton en voyageant.” It is
no wonder that even such fugitive memory as this
pleased him, from a genius to whom he always gave
the superlative praise that she was the greatest spirit
in our European world from the time when Goethe
died.

As critic in an epoch that stood in peculiar need

of criticism in its largest sense, Arnold must be called -

incomparable among Englishmen of his day. In the
region of bookish taste, and in vision for the right
tests, alike in prose and verse, he was admirable, if
not always absolutely sure. In application of such
tests from rich historic stores, along with insight for
the temper and needs of his time, he was sane,
measured, just, competent. He was, too, extraordin-
arily ingenious in finding the summary keyword. It
is true to say of him, and if it be true, it is enormously
important, that in every branch of his work his aim
was social, or, if you like it better, patriotic. Birrell
has well said that Liberalism is not a creed but a
frame of mind, and Arnold’s claim to be considered
a Liberal was justified. In every page of his literature
you have the rare feel for life, and sincere living care
and interest in the world around us. Swinburne was
right in crediting him with at least one most loyal
and liberal service to his countrymen: ‘ He has
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striven to purge them of the pestilence of provincial
thought and traditions, of blind theory and brute
opinion, of all that hereditary policy of prejudice
which substitutes self-esteem for self-culture, self-
worship for self-knowledge ; which clogs and encrusts
all powers and all motions of the mind with a hard
husk of mechanical conceit. And here, heaven knows,
in his dull dumb way the Briton stands ahead of all
men. In the stone walls and iron girders of this faith
our champion has done what a man may to make a
breach.”” While some chose frontal attack, Arnold
adopted criticism in flank columns, but on every
side—manners, literature, education, theological faith,
church polity, Ireland. He says in a private letter
to somebody that I owed him more than I thought.
This was not so, for I owed him much, and from
Oxford days I well knew it. Arnold and we others
of a very different school, not without something of
unholy passion for naked pugilism, had common
enemies to encounter. Reason, criticism, informa-
tion, foreign as well as home, made a common weapon
against thick-sighted prejudices and moveless con-
ventions, bad for the individual, bad for the com-
munity. Arnold was usually, though not always,
more at home in a velvet glove.

If anybody seeks a definite measure of the signal
advance that has been made in Liberalism on its
imperialist side, he will find what it is good for him
to want in Arnold’s short book inviting the study of
Celtic literature. It is prefaced by a passage from
the leading newspaper of the period, directed in the
best Corinthian or bruiser fashion against the Welsh
fondness for their old language and legends as no
better than mischievous and selfish sentimentalism.
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Arnold’s own doctrine that the spread of English in
Wales is quite compatible with honouring and pre-
gerving the Welsh language and literature was rudely
set down as arrant nonsense, and he is mocked for
his ,coxcombry in requiring something flimsier than
the strong sense and sturdy morality of his fellow-
Englishmen. Yes, Arnold replied, but my fellow-
Englishmen must add something to their strong sense
and sturdy morality ; new ideas and forces are gaining
power in England, and almost every one of them is
the friend of the Celt and not his enemy. When
shall we learn, he asks in a sentence well worth in-
seribing in letters of gold in four at least of the great
offices of State in Whitehall,  that what attaches
people to us is the spirit we are of, and not the
machinery we employ ”’ ? “ Behold!” he exclaimed,
as he threw down the bruiser’s article, ““ England’s
difficulty in governing Ireland ! In truth, his insight
into the roots of the Irish case, and the strong per-
sistence with which he pressed that case upon un-
willing ears, were in some ways the most remarkable
instance of his many-sided and penetra.ting vision.

It féll to me to say a word or two in the House
of Commons (1888) on this bright ornament, and
much more than ornament, of our day, and the
recognition of his loss was well taken by members
on bath sides. But not many really knew the service
of a man who had put his finger on one of our most
urgent needs. ‘‘ Our middle classes are the worst
educated in the world. The education of the mass
of the middle classes is vulgar and unsound, our
body of secondary schools is the most imperfect and
unserviceable in civilised Europe.” These pregnant

words were backed by serious and long work in
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mastering continental systems of national instruc-
tion on the spot, and no voice of his time was more
fervent in trying to awaken his countrymen to their
shortcomings in that vital sphere. Persistently,
again, but with far less effort, he strove to recon-
struct the foundations of theology. He believed
this to be the essential function of literature in
our generation, and literary criticism to be more
effective for the purpose than either natural science
or philosophic history. He startled the world by
new definitions of mysterious things. Religion is
“ morality touched with emotion. The universal
order is a stream of tendency by which all things
strive to fulfil the law of their Being. The supreme
Ruler is a Power, not ourselves, making for righteous-
pness.” And so forth. More than once his literary
tact did not save him from slips; the velvet glove
in at least one case wore cruelly thin, and devout
people were more shocked by his artifices of polite
letters than they were by the more plain-spoken
negation.

He somewhere sketched the main religious stages’
of the modern world. Dante set forth the lesson of
the world as it was figured in Catholicism through
the Middle Ages. Then Shakespeare came, leaving
undisturbed the traditions of Christendom reformed
and unreformed as the spiritual basis, but exposing
the significance of human life in all its fulness, variety,
and power as it was brought to light in the fertile
and exciting néw knowledge of the Renaissance.
When Goethe next appeared, the old spiritual basis
had been lost to Europe, and the inevitable task for
him as for the modern poets who accompanied or
followed him was to interpret human life afresh,
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and to supply a new spiritual foundation. Byron’s
daring force and Goethe’s sage mind brought passing
reliefs to an ““ iron time of doubts, disputes, distrac-
tions, fears,” but it was left to Wordsworth to show
oncg more the freshness of the early world.

When all is said for and against the worth of
his contribution to theology, the debt of Liberalism
to Arnold as a general critic of our needs will long
deserve grave commemoration. But even people who
were not much amused by levity, or by personifica-
tions that needed the concrete genius of Dickens to
make them as typical as he intended, still recognised
the real value of his talk of sweetness, light, philistine,
barbarian, culture, sweet reasonableness, and were
i their hearts grateful to him. Disraeli told him,
on the strength of these current phrases, that he was
the only living Englishman who had become a classic
in his lifetime.

Such was Arnold’s loose outline of past and pre-
sent. The critic was not all, was not the highest nor
the most enduring part of him. The reading world
will long and more and more be grateful to him as
the writer of true and beautiful poetry. English
literature has three elegiac poems of the first order,
Lycidas, Adonais, and Thyrsis, and Swinburne, no
mean critic, gives to the last of these the second place.
At least it is a very fine third. In narrative poetry
Sohrab and Rustum belongs to the very first order,
in pathos, colour, solemnity of march, tenderness,
the image of the breeding eagle, the strange pity and
awe of the closing gloom. Tristram and The Forsaken
. Merman do not fall behind in their power and beauty.
Arnold was delighted to tell us of a message sent to
him from Tennyson, bidding him write no more of

b.r-’
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such prose things as Literature and Dogma, but to
give us something like Thyrsis, Scholar Gipsy, The
Forsaken Merman. In the same spirit George Eliot
told a friend that of all modern poetry Arnold’s
was that which kept constantly growing upon .her.
One of the slender volumes of his verse has made
a cherished companion of mine on many a journey.
The book of selection takes little compass, and in it
anybody who is for a short interval a traveller away
from the hurry of the world’s rough business, may well
find beauty to.refresh, wisdom to quiet, associations
to remind and collect. As it happens, I find written
on the fly-leaf of this small treasure some words I had
inscribed at what was to prove a memorable date :
Read with much fortifying quietude of mind on the
glorious forenoon of our departure, on the matchless
terrace at Beatenberg, June 12, 1914. In a few weeks,
hardly more than a few days, the blunders and pre-
cipitancy of folly-smitten rulers let loose a fierce
hurricane of destruction and hate that swept quietude
out of the world for a long span of time to come.

v

Of strangely different poetic calibre was Brown-
ing’s muse. On one great illustration of the difference
I would say a short word, though it took an unusually
long word in the pages of our Review. A sense of the
struggle that truth has to make against slackness of
mind, difficulty of vision, and the strange devious
ways of the world, moved some of us with strong
feeling for a new poem of Browning’s in four volumes,
a parable of that struggle in a tragic legend. Say
what we will of The Ring and the Book, its dubious
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aesthetic, its strain on language and even grammar,
the absence from a good half of its pages of music,
its impossible length, yet its intellectual moral is
lighted up with an intensity of dramatic force that
is hardly to be surpassed in literature. * Half Rome,
the Other Half Rome, the Tertium Quid,” show us how
ill truth sifts itself, to how many it never comes at
all, how blurred, confused, next door to false it is
figured even to those who seize the hem of the garment.
Apart from the mixed power and tenderness, the
diabolic personalities and the angelic, this is what
made the supreme value of the book, and pointed
with profound imaginative power and subtlety a
moral of which men can never hear too much. My
extraction of this prose from poetry of such extra-
ordinary strength was indeed the exchange of gold
for copper, but it caught the attention, not always
the approval, of other critics, and it gave some pleasure
to Browning himself.

CHAP
VIL
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CHAPTER VIII
A POLITICAL BIOGRAPHY

You seem to me to be in danger of dividing yourself from the fact of
this present Universe, in which alone, ugly as it is, can I find any anchorage,
and soaring away after Ideas, Beliefs, Revelations, and such like into
perilous altitudes, as I know. . . . Surely 1 could wish to see you return
into your one poor nineteenth century, its follies and maladies, ita blind or
half-blind but gigantic toilings, its laughter and its tears, and trying to
evolve in some measure the hidden Godlike that lies in i¢—that seems to
me the kind of feat for literary men.—Carlyle to Emerson.

To trace the career and character of a man of signal
public virtue, of humane and tolerant temper, un-
ceasing activity in national service, of ardent faith
in peace and freedom, must be counted good for-
tune for a political writer. Such good fortune fell
to me when I undertook a life of Cobden. I had,
it is true, the double disadvantage of never having
kmown or even seen him, and of being then without
personal experience of the ways and spirit of the
House of Commons. But I enjoyed the zealous co-
operation of Sir Louis Mallet, who ‘pressed this im-
portant duty on me. He was one of the most com-
petent economists of the time, Cobden’s close friend
and disciple, with a firm grasp of his whole doctrine
in it widest bearings. In our present overwhelming
days such hope as is left to Europé and America
seems to yearn for some formal confederacy of States
that shall keep the world’s peace, There are many
134
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reasons for suspecting illusion. The dream is old,
and historic awakening has been rude. It was in
spirit, at any rate, the idea of Cobden’s teaching. To
repeat old words, it was not free trade between any
twe countries that was his aim, but to remove obstacles
in the way of the stream of freely exchanging com-
modities that ought, like the Oceanus of primitive
geography, to encircle the habitable world. This ideal
made him essentially the international man, and it
was for this, above every other aspect, that Mallet,
with all the experience of public offices, found the
surest ground for admiring and revering him. Mallet
was a man of manyremarkable and attractive qualities,
mingling something of the spirit of his ancestral
Geneva with the good business of Whitehall. To me
his fervid intelligence was an irresistible stimulus in
a congenial task.

Cobden died in 1865, and my book appeared in
1881. Disraeli intended what was on his lips the
highest of all compliments when he assured doubting
hearers that Cobden was ‘“a statesman.” Such
tribute was a generous contrast to the obloquy with
which organs of his party assailed the Manchester
bagman, and loudly blamed Ministers for not sup-
pressing the Corn Law League, * the foulest, the most
gelfish, the most dangerous combination of recent
times.” Then and since men denounced political
economy, though they took care to have a political
economy of their own, just as in a more spiritual
field those who denounce the incurable infirmities of
human reason are always extremely anxious to
show that human reason is on their side. Cobden
had discovered no new economic or fiscal truths, nor
was he the first to press free trade into working:

CHAP.
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politics. Shelburne, the political instructor of Pitt,
and himself the disciple of French teachers and of
Adam Smith, was Cobden’s precursor in his main
principles. The philosophical radicals had worked
out the free trade principles which had come into
practical view in the age of Lord Liverpool, but the
radicals were a school, and what the times now
demanded was not a school, but organised and active
combatants. People have criticised the saying that
his secret in the new career of agitation lay in his
use of Persuasion; for it seems that, according to
the dictionary, persuasion is applicable to the passions,
and argument to the reason. Cobden’s appeal was
invariably to reason and never to passion; he did
not persuade, his aim was to convince, that better
way of giving to opinion an enduring base. This is
no point to quarrel about. Peel’s memorable words
are enough, when he said that Cobden’s eloquence
was the more to be admired because it was unaffected
and unadorned. Even so fastidious a judge as
Matthew Arnold, though deeply pained that Cobden
should have thought Oxford would be all the better
if more of the time given to the Greek stream ‘of the
Ilissus had been given to Chicago, and found more
things worth knowing in a single number of the
Times than in all the works of Thucydides, still
called him a man of exquisite intelligence and charm-
ing character. When it is said that Cobden’s was
the radicalism of a class, two things are ovérlooked :
his early battles were necessarily contests against
the class in whose interests the Corn Laws happened
to be obstinately upheld, and that aspect of Cobden’s
activity could not be helped. The second thing is
the fact that his radicalism was the least vital and
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important part of him. When he is condemned as
having no coherent system, this is exactly what he
had, just as Disraeli had a coherent system in Imperial-
ism. He may, or may not, have misjudged the
political position, but if he did misjudge it that was
because he was too systematic for popular apprehen-
gion. His deep insight into large actual and pro-
spective circumstances and relations of the country
—this was what made the writer of Cobden’s two
pamphlets the most original British statesman of
that day, as Cavour among other famous contem-
poraries eagerly perceived. Early in life three broad
propositions forced themselves upon his mind, and

he kept them to the front all through. The curse’

of our policy, he argued, has been our love of inter-
vention in foreign politics ; our direct home difficulty
is Ireland ; the United States are the mighty economic
rival that will rule the destinies of England. This
was the threefold presentation of his case, and the
advance of Russia westwards was not left out of
account. Protection on corn was only one of the
two giants against whom Cobden drew his sharp
blade. Passion for intervention in every European
difficulty was the other. Whether it was a legacy
of excitability about foreign affairs after the long
war with Napoleon, or else a native instinct in the
British bosom—however we explain it—insane people
in 1834, two years after the Reform Bill, cried out
in grave rebuke, “ What is the government about,
with no more to show for itself than bills about
parliamentary reform or the poor law, while Don
Carlos was fighting in Spain; Don Miguel was
threatening a new conflict in Portugal ; Prussian
troops occupied Frankfort against the Treaty of

CHAP.
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Vienna; Algiers turned into a French colony in
spite of the solemn promises of 1829 ; ten thousand
proscribed Polish nobles wandering all over Europe ;
Turkey and Egypt at daggers drawn. Had we mno
British armies to put all these monstrous wrongs
right 2 We may laugh at the Don Quixote or
Sancho Panza view of a national policy, but very
little sufficed for a great part of Cobden’s life to
make its spirit the rival, and by no means a wholly
unsuccessful rival either, of the policy with which
he strenuously resisted it. The base of your State,
he urged in season and out of season, is economic ;
all depends upon the soundness of national wealth :
it is possible to be an economist without being a
statesman, but you cannot be a statesman without
being an economist. We may deride the Bagman’s
millennium as we will : as Bastiat put it, our doctrine
of national wealth does not mean only more sovereigns
in your exchequer; it means more bread to the
hungry, more clothes for people trembling with cold,
it means education, independence, manhood, and

- self-respect. What in heaven’s name are Don Carlos

and Don Miguel and ten thousand exiled Polish
nobles to us ?

In the efficacy of extensively reformed franchise
Cobden was not so fervid a believer as Bright, his
illustrious coadjutor in the battle for free trade,
though he naturally fell into line when the hour
struck for parliamentary reform. Political machinery
was to him secondary in interest to economic products
and their distribution. In early days he was even
captivated with the absolutism that governed Prussia
at the date when Queen Victoria ascended the British
throne. He contrasted Prussian thrift and practical
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efficiency, and the modest comfort of its people, with
the extravagance of an aristocratic government in
England, from which the mass of the people were
practically excluded both in legxslatlve and executive
branches for so many years after the reform of 1832.
This was, however, only the fugitive impression of
a traveller; and we may well remember by way of
extenuation that other great men of the time were
tempted in the same direction. These were the
days when Carlyle was devoting fourteen years to
his ten volumes of panegyric on Frederick the Great,
and Comte was giving the Prussian king’s name to
the month of Modern Statesmanship in his famous
Calendar. Turgot, the noblest of French reformers,
assumed a centralised authority as the source and
engine of improvement.

In the days when with indomitable industry and
tact Cobden was pushing forward the French Com-
mercial Treaty, he fell into some disgrace with two
different sets of people. First came the narrow
economists who espied in a treaty the damning
heresy of reciprocity. Next there were uncom-
promising politicians who could not bear to think
of him in confidential relations with the Man of Sin,
who had shed much blood and broken a parliament
to plant himself on a despotic throne. No doubt
the common condonation of Napoleon’s start in
empire, followed as that was by all the arts of corrup-
tion, political enervation, and military repression,
was shallow enough. He was at any rate accepted
a8 their ruler by the French majority, and this seemed
whitewash thick enough to justify a valuable political
bargain with him. A touch of mephistophelian con-
solation was found for over-fastidious critics of the

CHAP.
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treaty in the fact that it kindled the active wrath
of manufacturing interests in France, and so hel
by and by to oust the imperial adventurer from
his palaces.

Democracy had not grown to be a favourite
word of English politics in that epoch, though the
Manchester men insisted vehemently on the mischief
of monopolist aristocracies. The frenzy about the
papal aggression (1850) might have warned them that
the removal of national prejudice and ancient pre-
possession takes time. To their surprise and vexation
they soon discovered that in the arena of foreign
policy the aristocracy had Demos on their side, and
that the two together were their masters. The
famous case where, to establish the claims of a
Gibraltar Jew whose house had been sacked in
Athens by a Christian mob (1850), Palmerston resorted
to force against Greece and made a quarrel with
France, whose good offices he had accepted and then
rejected, was a curious sign that civis Romanus was
still to be the key to British hearts for the coming
epoch. The perverse blunders of a British diplomatist,
the distractions of a coalition cabinet, the confused
designs of Napoleon III., brought England into the
Crimean War. Of no war was the folly exposed
with more force of argument, better informed judg-
ment of facts, more splendid eloquence, more un-
daunted civil courage. Yet it all went for less than
nothing. The fury against the Czar outdid the fury
against the Pope. The heroes of the long campaign
for free trade could not appear on a public platform.
At my ancestral fireside I remember heartfelt wishes
that Cobden and Bright could be flung together into
the unsanitary waters of the Irwell. As all know,



A POLITICAL BIOGRAPHY - 141

it was left to a powerful Conservative statesman
some years later to express his fear that the whole
*Crimean enterprise had been putting money on the
wrong horse.

« As for the once famous, but now long forgotten,
affair of the Arrow and the quarrel with China (1857),
Cobden’s repulse was even more vexatious, and to
onlookers still more instructive. Here, too, standard
sophisms were complacently trotted forth, with the
advantage that China was only a weak Power. The
officer on the spot, it was held, had no doubt gone
flagrantly wrong, but it would never do either to
recall him, or to redress the injustice to which he
had committed us, for orientals, as all the world
knows, mistake attempts to do justice for fear;
if legality did not exactly warrant violence at Canton,
at any rate' policy demanded it. Such was the
defence of proceedings which a man of cool temper
and good experience like Lord Elgin pronounced
a scandal, and a majority of the House of Commons
thought so too. But Palmerston appealed to the
electors. The parliament that the Manchester men
had “entered as victors in the stoutest struggle of
their time was dissolved, and sweeping disaster over-
took them all. Bright was not thrown into the
Trwell, but he was turned out of Manchester at the
bottom of the poll. Cobden and the rest of the band
shared his mortifying fate. When the Duke of
Wellington had his windows broken less than twenty
years after Waterloo, he may well have been angry,
but his principles were not absolutely shattered,
the King’s government could still be carried on.
Cobden, on the other hand, had fought his battle
in reliance on a rational public opinion, and that

CHAP.
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proved a broken reed. It was the whole line of his
fortification that fell to wreck.

After one of Cobden’s peace speeches Dlsraeh in
a fugitive sally laughed at him as a dreamer of the
school of Rousseau. No two human beings were
ever more unlike than these two, and we may smile
at any association between free trade, non-interven-
tion, commercial treaties on the one side, and the
Social Contract, Emile, the Savoyard Vicar on the
other. But the pervading spirit of a prominent
man may be something to note, apart from his special
performances, and the spirit of peace, social simplifica-
tion, brotherhood, human kinship, that diffuses itself
through Rousseau was in its own way, and with its
own dialect, the underlying sentiment that gave
energy and soul to our Manchester manufacturers.
Disraeli, who knew so much of literature, was not
quite wide of a reasonable mark.

Some reproached me with not insisting more
upon Cobden’s limitations. If Rousseau by one of
the strange caprices of the stars had been a member
of Parliament, he would certainly have voted for bills
regulating the hours of labour in factories; Cobden
on the other hand disliked them. He had early pro-
claimed himself for free education, and against the
employment of young children in the cotton-mills.
So far he was before his time; there he stopped.
This mishap in his career was all the more singular,
because while insisting that labour was strong enough
to extort beneficent restrictions by its own independent
action, he declared with peculiar emphasis that he
would rather live under a Dey of Algiers than under
the independent action of a Trades Committee. As
if unorganised demands in hours and wages were not
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just as useless as demands for free food would have
been without the organisation of his own League.
The Trades Union Acts of 1872 and 1875 averted a
revolution, but nobody denies that the Factory Acts
of 1844 and 1847 were open to Cobden’s objection,
whatever it may have been worth, that their
tendencies were socialistic. The industrialism that
Cobden’s economic policy directly reared into such
colossal dimensions was sure to lead to new currents
of thought on property, wealth, and the rights of man.
Cobden, like other great statesmen, worked for his
generation. Not for one generation, but for the
best part of two, his political thought supplied both
parties, more or less sincerely, with working principles
and fighting watchwords, and was accepted as the
system by which the strength of the nation could be
best secured. In words, of which it has been said
that they are just as true of Bismarck’s conversion
from free trade to State Socialism in 1883, I ventured
to sum up our Englishman’s plan: “ Great economic
and social forces flow with tidal sweep over com-
munities only half conscious of that which is befalling
them» Wise statesmen are those who foresee what
time is thus bringing, and try to shape institutions
and to mould men’s thought and purpose in accord-
ance with the change that is silently surrounding
them.” If it comes, the substitution of the State
in the administration of capital for the Manchester
gospel of individual self-help, will mark an epoch as
does the Reformation or the French Revolution—
each of them associated with long, vehement, con-
fused struggle, neither of them ending in unclouded
blessings. Meanwhile, the statesmen are forgotten,
their mistakes and their successes. Quickly over
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both gathers the moss of time. In Cobden’s case,
name and personality survive. Bagehot said there
had been nothing like him in English history before,
and perhaps there will not be anything like him after.
His character was ‘““of the simple, emphatic,
picturesque sort, which most easily, when oppor-
tunities are given, as they were to him, goes down
to posterity.” To have had anything to do with
the literary presentation of a character so admirable
and attaching and of work so important, may well
indeed be reckoned good fortune.
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CHAPTER 1
A NEW FRIEND

When thou wishest to delight thyself, think of the virtues of those who
live with thee; for instance the activity of one, and the industry of another,
und, the liberality of a third, and some other good quality of a fourth.—
MagcUs AURELIUS.

Verae amicitiae difficillime reperiuntur in eis qui in honoribus reque
publica versantur.—CICERO.

It was in 1873 that I made the acquaintance of
one who soon became one of the most conspicuous
figures in the public life of his time. Chamberlain
did not originate new political ideas, nor launch
political projects that nobody had ever heard of
before. But then everybody knows how constantly
history has shown that a personality may be a force
as powerful in the world as projects and ideas. This
proved to be a case. His gift of speech was original,
and it impressed his character upon the country—
a character of vivid and resolute energy, fearless
tenacity of will, vehement confidence both in the
merits and the triumph of any cause with which
he was induced to concern himself. Well might it
be that such a man, believing every word he said,
was destined for a generation to come to play a
memorable part in the fortunes of both of our great
party confederacies, first one and then the other.

His singular aptitudes for public affairs had already
147
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dazzled that vehement spirit whom Meredith depicted
in one of the most effective of his romances. Maxse,
who was fired by all the political sailor’s passion for
Thorough, had made up his mind that Chamberlain
and I were meant for one another. He introdnced
us at a small meeting called to protest against a
section of Forster’s Education Act. The exact
iniquities of the Twenty-fifth Clause of that famous
measure have vanished from the mindful tablets of
most people’s brains. They were held up to just
anathema at meetings of the Radical wing of the
Liberal party. More moderate politicians, I believe,
thought it a narrow ditch for mortal grapple between
two great hosts of men armed to the teeth. Yet
sound principles were at stake, and Chamberlain and
I fell into an understanding which, unlike as were
our antecedents, soon developed into sworn alliance
and much more. .

No man wasted less time than Chamberlain in
regrets over either mishaps or mistakes in the race.
Yet he was sorry that he had missed chances for
wider beginnings in the humaner letters. When in
later days he paid his first visit with me to Jowett
at Oxford, and I had taken him round the garden
walks, antique gates, and ‘‘ massy piles of old muni-
ficence,” he said to me in fervid accent, * Ah, how
I wish that I could have had a training in this place.”
Yet he came to be more widely read in books worth
reading than most men in public life, and there was
no limit to his interest in art, modern history,
imaginative letters, with all that they import in
politics. Asit was, he drew round him at Birmingham
a remarkable circle, and in after-dinner conversations
with them in his library there was an activity of
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mind, a discussion of theoretic social views in terms
of practical life, an atmosphere of strenuous and
disinterested public spirit, all far superior for effective,
purpose to the over-critical air and tone of the
acagemic common-room. One of the company was
an ardent expounder of Ruskin. Another was a
clear-headed Baptist divine, and a third a broad-
minded Unitarian divine, though for that matter no
disputes on dogma were allowed as hors-d’eceuvre to
spice their feasts. The traditional feud between
Churchman and Unitarian was still alive and deep
in the town that had been the home of Priestley;
it went so far as to check even intermarriage and
commensality, so the Church of England was un-
represented. A fourth was George Dawson, the
friend of Mazzini, Carlyle, Emerson, who had done
as much as any Englishman of his time by the
picturesque force of his lectures, both in Birmingham
and other large towns all over England, to awaken
curiosity and popularise interest in the great names
of literature and history. Then an able editor, in
no satiric sense, knew how to temper zeal and warmth
with wholesome judgment, and kept them awake
to quiet currents of popular opinion, which without
him might have been overlooked. I should be wrong
to forget Mr. Jesse Collings. That unselfish and
whole-hearted man brought the needs of the toiler
in the fields into the forefront, with all the force of
living experience, and with an appeal to practical
justite, common-sense, direct human sympathy, that
made the land question from his lips something
extremely different from the same matter in the
hands of the conveyancer, the family solicitor, the
writer on tenures, or the a prior: radical with land
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reform as the one flag on his bare poles. Before
them all in strength of calibre was R. W. Dale, the
embodiment in its full strength of the spirit of free
churches after the New Model, a true Cromwellian
in vigour of political imagination and virile sense
of the trumpet-call of public duty. Dale’s vdice,
“his look, his gesture, his outspoken courage, were all
Cromwellian. The procession of the ages had added
in him the grace of tolerance, so fatally absent from
his Protestant forebears of the seventeenth century.
A passionate enemy of establishment, he yet did
full justice to the Church of Engldand as a spiritual
body, and was not afraid even to proclaim in un-
surpassed force of language how little he was insensible
to the historic ¢ majesty and grandeur of the Church
of Rome.” There is true point in Birrell’s saying
that it has always been very hard in England to be
a Nonconformist. It demanded an effort, and was
felt to be cutting yourself off, not from the fountains
of holiness, but from the main currents of secular
national life. One peculiarity of this sort of isolation
was that it had never prevented either them or
evangelical churchmen from joining hands with free-
thinkers in the attack upon slavery or the advocacy
of education. James Mill and Francis Place were
regarded as atheists, and were yet adopted as close
philanthropic allies by Zachary Macaulay and by
the Quaker, William Allen. Other negations made
my welcome none the less cordial.

True, all this makes no finished literary picture
like Falkland’s famous Convivium philosophicum et
theologicum, a university in a less volume. That

" notwithstanding, it was a manly training- ground

in living social interests, public duties, civil exercises
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of the time. The object was not brilliant contention,
but fruitful co-operation in thought and knowledge for
plain common ends. The political credo was straight-
forward—better popular education in popular hands,
the elevation of municipal life, its duty and its
dignity, the energetic extension of its activities, plans
for making electoral power more responsive to
efficacious public opinion, religious equality above
all. Seriously as they applied themselves to their
topics, gaiety was abundant. As was said of
Friedrich Wilhelm’s Tabagie Collegium, tobacco taken
in company allows a man to be silent without em-
barrassment, though, on the other hand, taken in
solitude tobacco is suspected of furning thought
into reverie. Nobody could be more readily and
cheerfully silent than the host, nobody a more
narrowly attentive listener. He had a certain testing,
half-ironic, yet never supercilious glance, that kept
men to their point. Swift in debate, he was not in
the least affected with the barren spirit of contra-
diction. I know no better account of his way of
conversation, now and always, than was afterwards
given by an illustrious man of unequalled experience
in discussion. Mr. Gladstone wrote of him to a
colleague (Oct. 8, 1885): ‘ Chamberlain has been
here. He is a good man to talk to; not only
from his force and clearness, but because he speaks
with reflection, does not misapprehend, or (I think)
suspect, or make unnecessary difficulties, or endeavour
to maintain pedantically the uniformity and con-
sistency of his argument.” No description could
be more exact. In other words, nobody was ever
so little of an ergoteur, the man with the wearisome
passion for importunate argufying, the hound’s
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zest for worrying its bone to the last splinter. I find
no better words for him than the description of a
certain Pope as “wverus, inleger, apertus, nil habust
ficti, nil simulati,” though, like the same Pope, he
found plenty of detractors for whom he cared little.
Many men of mark in action have gone to school
to books, and taken care, in the midst of minor
business, to live in hours of leisure with the immortals
of a library, for refreshment, edification, stimulus.
That is true. But after all, the influence of his time,
whether it finds a willing or unwilling, an assenting
or reluctant subject, is the educating as well as
the stimulating force, and Chamberlain’s school was
affairs and the demands of circumstance and event.
In short, though not of the politicians who are forced
into action by an idea, he was quick to associate
ideas with his actions.

Now, as when later he came into wide popularity
and power, he had none of the childish and overdone
discretion in which politicians of; a certain order
are apt to flatter their self-importance. He could
be as secret as anybody when he pleased, or when
secrecy was a binding duty towards other people.
But he was an open man, a spontaneous man. I
have always thought him, of all the men of action
that I have known, the frankest and most direct,
as he was, with two exceptions, the boldest and the
most intrepid. This instinct was one secret of his
power as a popular leader. When he encountered
a current of doubt, dislike, suspicion, prejudice, in
some place or some section of his party, his rule and
first impulse was to hasten to put his case, to explain,
to have it out. This gave him a character that was,
as might have been expected, a genuine source of
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strength, apart from keenness of dialectic. He was
not easy to disconcert, either by adverse argument
or untoward news; he listened, and in an instant
his mind turned in search of the best way out. Right
or,wrong in his conclusions, in thought or reasoning,
or decision or act, nobody was keener in clearing
a question of its lumber. Firm in character, he
was as yet a moderate in the cast of his intelligence.
Conciliatory by temperament, as the really good man
of business is conciliatory, he was Thorough in his
methods. People who are careless about using
right words called him cynical, when they meant
no more than caustic, just as they clumsily call a
touch of irony a sneer. He was impatient of those
clever men, more numerous than we suppose, who
have an unlucky aptitude for taking hold of things
by the wrong end. Still more impatient was he of
any clever but irresolute man, whom he could describe
in Scripture language as untempered mortar, or a
cake that had not been turned. The friend and
colleague of John Bright, he was bound to revere
the worth of political independence, but the im-
potente of the impracticable type of perverted public
spirit moved both anger and contempt. Of this type
he thought Roebuck—with whom he unsuccessfully
contested Sheffield in 1874—the awful example.
Of equanimity he had not more than his share, but
then this virtue is not always a mark of strength ;
perhaps less often so than not, in spite of Aristotle.
He was a master of self-control if occasion demanded.
When he was busy on temperance and the Gothen-
burg system, we had one of our talks with Carlyle.
The sage told him that he rejoiced that this mighty
reform was being attempted ; then all at once he
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“took fire at thought of compensation for the dis-

possessed publican, and burst into full blaze at its
iniquity. Fiercely smiting the arms of his chair,
with strong voice and flashing eye, he summoned an
imaginary publican before him. ‘ Compensation|”
he cried, “ you dare come to me for compensation !
I’ll tell you where to go for compensation! Go to
your father the devil, let him compensate you’’—
and so on in one of his highest flights of diatribe.
Chamberlain, still as a stock, listened with deferential
silence for long minutes, until he was able in patient
tone to put the case of the respectable butler whom
a grateful master had set up in a licensed and well-
conducted tavern: was Mr. Carlyle sure that to
turn him out, bag and baggage, was quite fair play ?
And so0 on through the arguments. The old Ram
Dass with the fire in his belly attentively listened, and
then admitted genially that he might have been all
wrong. If Carlyle had been an angry public meeting,
Chamberlain’s method would have been the same.
I once saw hmm handle a gathering of exasperated
shipowners in my constituency at Newcastle with
equal success. .

Of the small personal jealousy that is the torment
of men who lack confidence in their own qualities,
it is little to say that Chamberlain had none. From
that root of evil nobody in the world stood clearer.
His fidelity to a political ally was incomparable,
but for a man who was more to him than a political
ally his solicitude was always alive and anxious,
and I have known more than one instance where it
was even singularly chivalrous. He was intent upon
his public ends, and confident that they must in the
long run succeed. In the moves and manceuvres
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that are inseparable from the machinery of party
he speedily became a peculiarly sharp-sighted expert,
for they were indispensable in carrying policies for-
ward. Of him we may say, as was said of Thiers,
he was fit for all the parts in*the great drama. In
general ideas, as I have just said, his equipment
was not at this stage particularly wide. But he
knew enough to be sharply interested in any general
ideas that were from time to time presented to him,
and he liked and valued any contribution from my
own modest stock of that commodity. There never
was a less negligent listener; you could never say
a serious thing without attracting his attention, even
though its dismissal might be rapid. His mind was
open to ideas, to new subjects, new interests and
purposes, but sceptical about generalised systems
for unravelling the tangles of the social world.
Enough for a statesman, he thought, to bring in-
telligent and energetic perception to events and
forces as they arose. He knew that logic has its
place, and in its place is a sort of moral duty, but
in practical politics he rightly counted mere logic
ruin. » As his son well said, “ He never rested. To
his last day he seemed too young to leave things
as they are.” « He was ever a man with whom tierce
and quart of mind with mind filled the day. No-
body ever better fitted Halifax’s description: ‘A
difficulty raiseth the spirits of a great Man ; he hath
a mind to wrestle with it, and give it a Fall. A Man’s
Mind must be very low, if the difficulty doth not make
a part of his Pleasure.” Only let us be careful to
note that Chamberlain was the last of men to engage
in battle for battle’s sake. Fight was no barren
pleasure. Nor was it ever the ingenious lawyer’s
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contestant advocacy. He took up a cause not
from a brief, but from the inspiration of a sincere
and animating interest.

His politics came to him, now and. always, from
a penetrating observation of things around him as
they actually were. At this time the common
principles of the radical school, a generation after
the first Reform Bill, were enough for him, and in
an ordinary way he worked informally on utilitarian
and rationalist principles. As a Nonconformist of
active type he hated the idea of a privileged church,
exalting her mitred front in court and parliament,
both wasting public money and hindering education
by its claims upon the schools. He was strong from
direct observation for extension of the functions
and authority of local government. Free education
was politic and just for the workers, and therefore
expedient for the nation as a whole. Allotments
and small holdings were a needed device for keeping
labourers on the land, and giving them an interest
in the soil they tilled. He insisted that democracy
to be strong must be concentrated ; its force would
be wasted unless units organised themselves for
electoral purposes in free, open, representative, local
associations with freely chosen and recognised leaders.
Vested interests, special crotchets, personal claims
of all sorts, the family lawyer of the great house,
naturally combined; they were like disciplined
regiments against random mobs. Nothing provoked
livelier antagonism than this strenuous advocacy of
the Caucus.

Our friendship ripened steadily. In 1875 he
wrote to me that he sometimes thought he must be
like the lunatic who believed all the world mad, for
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after seven years of active public life he only knew
four or five sane politicians. His definition of this
enviable type was men free from every prejudice
that would blind them to a policy, and prevent their
ready reception and assimilation of it because it was
new; above all he meant with a just sense of the
proportion of things. Most men seemed to make
shipwreck on one or other of these rocks. Next
year a heavy stroke of domestic tribulation fell upon
him, and it naturally gave me true pleasure when he
wrote, ““1 value your friendship very much, and it is
the one bright spot in my new life that I should see
more of you” (July 11, 1876).

At his first dinner with me in London I made him
acquainted with three men of note, Fawcett, Courtney,
and Harrison, whose points of view were very different
from his tobacco parliament. The three, however,
as I well knew, differed quite as much from one
another as they did from Birmingham. That the
first reciprocal impression was hopeful, I was not
sure. His exposition of the virtue of the caucus was
not convincing, even though he assured themr in an
ironic sentence that ‘ the caucus tolerated everything
—why, we even tolerate opposition.” Evidently my
friends would have a long piece of road to travel
before they could all come abreast as leaders of a
Liberal team.

From time to time I ventured on a note of philo-
sophic admonition. * The only syllable in your
speech,” I once wrote him, ‘“is the expression of
natural rights. It has a good sound, and has been
a powerful reforming weapon before now. But I
don’t think it is a true way of putting things, and
certainly not the most useful and fertile way on
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British platforms at this time of day. No right is
worth a straw apart from the good that it brings, and
claims to right must depend not upon nature, but
upon the good that the said rights are calculated
to bring to the greatest number.” And so forth,
with the like Burkian and Benthamite rudiments.
Crude enough, but not too crude for the purpose. I
had been able to declare that to the best of my
knowledge and belief I had never said a word about
Natural Rights in any piece of practical public
business in all my life; and Chamberlain’s reference
to them dismayed me as if I had seen a deinotherium
shambling down Parliament Street to a seat in the
House of Commons.

At a later date (June 17, 1883) I sounded a
warning note on a suspicious tendency that seemed
discernible :

Your doctrine about keeping the priests, etc., under the
grip of the State is bad, in my sober and daylight judgment.
It is the Whig and Erastian plea for Establishment: viz.
that it enables sensible politicians to keep fanatics in qrder.
Leave the spiritual power alone, I say. You will only get
into a hopeless mess, as Bismarck has done. I’'m all against
your ‘‘ autoritaire.” I don’t believe in it, and I never did.
Your Cromwells and Fredericks didn’t do their work half
as well as slow, sober, free American citizens. I’ve just come
across a letter from Carlyle t6 Emerson in his old age (1871)
about America :

“In my occasional explosions against Anarchy, and my
inextinguishable hatred of it, I privately whisper to myself—
‘Could any Frederick or most perfect Governor you could
hope to realise, guide forward what is America’s essential
task at present faster or more completely than anarchic
America herself is now doing ¥ Such ‘“ Anarchy ” has a
great deal to say for itself.” ”

*
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Those are my sentiments, and, apart from my sentiments,

I don’t believe that our constituencies will stand the autori-
tarian evangel.

Now and then, after the serious business of a meal
was over, he would with ironic strokes preach me a
pointed homily on the whole duty of journalistic critics

to a friendly Cabinet. On one of these occasions I
wrote to him :

I fear that I cannot come to dine with you on the 5th,
as you are kind enough to ask me to do. The Durham Miners
have their annual turn-out that day, and as I missed last year,
I am half bound to go this—if they ask me, which they are
préetty sure to do. The Northumbrian Miners vote by lodges
for the two speakers to be invited to their feast. My name
heads the poll, with 113 votes : Cowen is at the bottom, with 6.
I wish I could have come ; for one of your drastic desserts
like the one you regaled me with last Thursday must, I fancy,
be very good for one. So wholesome, even if not nice to the
palate ; such an infallible specific against vanity, undue self-
esteem, and the other morbid growths of that queer thing,
the human mind. The next morning to restore myself I
hastened to read Cicero de Amicitia, Seneca de Ira, Boethius
de Consolatione Philosophiae, the demonstration of the Stoics,
Nec injuriam, nec contumeliam accipere Sapientem, and
finally, some of the lengthier discourses of Mentor to that
young ass, Telemachus. Addio, addio. ‘ Dr. Goldsmith,”
cried Dr. Johnson in a loud voice, ‘‘something passed
to-day where you and I dined; I ask your pardon.”
'Goldsmith answered placidly, “ It must be much from you,
gir, that I take ill.”

Needless to say he was prompt to own his sin, and
offered to apologise at any time, in any place, and
in-any language I pleased. “ You have two faults,”
he once said, ““ you are sensitive and you are reserved.
It was wrong to think that I meant anything amiss,
and if you thought so, it was wrong not to have it
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out.” *“ Let me tell you something,” I answered.
“ A man’s weak points are usually parts of his strong
ones, if he is lucky enough to have any. Sensitive-
ness is an element or counterpart of sympathy, and
a gift of sympathy either in a public man or anybady
else is a tower of strength. Reserve, again, is an
element in Pride, and pride of the right sort is a
tower of strength too. There’s a dose of pocket
psychology, of which I make you a present.” In
truth he did not need it, for to the world at large he
was reserved enough, and he surprised the House of
Commons by his emotion at a graceful and sincere
tribute paid by Mr. Gladstone to his son’s first
speech.

His annual holiday was a matter of principle;
it was a needed refreshment of spirit. We made a
dozen or more expeditions abroad together. Friend-
ships do not always survive the ordeal of long journeys.
We two underwent the test year after year without
a ripple. He was a delightful companion, patient,
good - natured, observant, interested in pictures,
buildings, history ; alert, and not without a pleasant
squeeze of lemon to add savour to the daily dish.
We had not an insipid hour. I have read of two
eminent contemporaries of ours who spent five
delightful weeks together alone in a villa on the
Riviera ; when they parted one of them said to the
other, “ Not a single observation of mine that you
have not contested.” One envies this activity of
full minds, but the politician who fights hardest
when he takes the field, is often the least pugnacious
when he is off duty. Once in a journey from Munich
to Salzburg in 1876 at the roadside stations we heard
loud “hochs,” and found ourselves in a train bearing
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the great master of Europe. We slumbered under
the same roof at a Salzburg hotel that night. Bis-
marckium tantum vidimus, but our vision was full
and interesting. As a boy I was just in time to
catch sight of the Duke of Wellington. In Paris we
made two, three, or four visits to Gambetta, who
received us each time with the open cordiality that
made him one of the most attractive of men in private,
as he was then for too short a span one of the most
powerful in the public affairs of his country. We
made friends with Cherbuliez, a publicist, of much
knowledge and sensible principles, and the author of
lively and ingenious fiction that gave both of us
uncommon pleasure.

We stayed at Liége with Laveleye, then a publicist
of European note, as different from Gambetta as any
grave, well-informed, careful thinker ever was different
from any tempestuous man of action. Then and
for long years to come Laveleye had a thousand.
speculative misgivings about democracy. Chamber-
lain for his part only knew in those days that his
concern was to work democracy and its forms in
Great * Britain as he found them. The two met
frequently, and felt mutual pleasure and respect, but
they had not really much to say to one another.
Clémenceau came later, and as the three of us broke
up after a long déjeuner at the Café Anglais I had a
feeling that my companion had a good deal more
affinity in type with his new French acquaintance
than with the Belgian. A dream came before his
vision, as we two sauntered on to the boulevard,
of practical co-operation with Clémenceau in the
common interest of European democracy. Alas,

like the dream of the international socialists, such
VOL. I M
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union had far too little common basis against
divergent tongues, race, tradition, economic interest,
spiritual faith.

Full-fledged imperialism in Chamberlain was the
growth of a later decade. Free Trade was not un-
impugned, but no rival policy took root. It is, how-
ever, an error to suppose that Chamberlain ever had
anything like complete sympathy with the Manehester
programme. His friendship with Dilke naturally
went some way in accounting for this at his early
stages. As I was writing about Cobden towards
the end of the seventies, our talk naturally fell now
and again upon colonies, non-intervention, foreign
policy. Without any formal declarations of dissent,
I still had an instinctive feeling that the orthodox
Cobdenic word was by no means sure of a place in
the operations of the future leader. So in the case
of Ireland. On returning from my first visit to
Ireland (1882) I broke the journey home at Highbury.
He was eager to know my impressions. My visit
had not made me any headlong convert to Repeal or
even Autonomy, but it bettered our case at the time
for the remedial bill and against coercion bills. We
had, therefore, nothing to quarrel about, for on these
two cardinal points we had warmly agreed. But I
felt that he was slow to realise the scale, the pro-
portions, the prodigious magnitude and complexity
of the Irish problem, not only in Ireland, but wherever
Irishmen were gathered and could make trouble for us.

In after years Mr. Gladstone found a standing
puzzle in the long intimacy between Chamberlain
and me. ‘ You are not only different,” he used to
say : ‘“ man and wife are often different, but you two
are the very contradiction.” Of these contradictions
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I must obviously be the last person in the world to
attempt a catalogue. Looking back I only know
that men vastly my superiors, alike in letters and
the field of politics, have held me in kind regard and
cgred for my friendship. I do not try to analyse or
explain. Such golden boons in life are self-sufficing.
The general terms of character are apt to have but
a lifeless air. Differences as sharp as ever divided
public men by and by arose between us two on
burning questions of our time. Breaks could not
be avoided ; they were sharp, but they left no scars.
Fraternal memories readily awoke. As his end drew
near, we sent one another heartfelt words of affec-
“tionate farewell. Meanwhile for thirteen strenuous
years we lived the life of brothers.
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CHAPTER II
THE COMING DANGER

Reflect seriously on the possible consequences of keeping in the hearts
of your community a bank of discontent, every hour acoumulating, upon
which every company of seditious men may draw at pleasure.—BURKE.

Man, born in a family, is compelled to maintain society from necessity,
from natural inclination, and from habit. The same creature, in his farther
progress, is engaged to establish political society, in order to administer
justice, without which there can be no peace among them, nor safety, nor
mutual intercourse. We are therefore to look upon all the vast apparatus
of our government as having ultimately no other object or purpose but
the distribution of justice, or, in other words, the support of the twelve
judges. Kings and parliaments, fleets and armies, officers of the court
and revenue, ambassadors, ministers and privy councillors, are all sub-
ordinate in the end to this part of administration.—HuME.

CHAMBERLAIN did all he could to press me into action
and to play a part in congregations of the faithful.
I became at home upon the platform. Our fellow-
ship lent me political credit even among those for
whom Rousseau and Diderot were too strong meat,
compared with which Chamberlain’s profession of
Unitarianism was a passable orthodoxy. All this
needs no particular commemoration. Our union
began to count for something new in the Liberal
hope and anticipation of the day.

The general election of 1880 was drawing near,
when the great struggle between Gladstone and

Beaconsfield was to close. If the Liberals should win,
164
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& new strlfggle was inevitable between two dividing
schools in the victorious host. In foreign policy the
gale blew hard against all extended engagements.
Labour was coming into new view among political
forces. On the eve of 1832, a whimsical genius had
uncharitably described the “ game-bagging, poacher-
shooting, .foot-path stopping, common-enclosing,
rack-renting, and the other pursuits that make a
country gentleman an ornament to the world, and
a blessing to the poor.” On all this the time had
come for laying a vigorous hand. The questions
were who should lead, and what should be the pace.
Chamberlain wrote me a long letter from Southbourne
at the beginning of the year (Jan. 25, 1880), lament-
ing that I had not been present at ‘ eventful and
exciting conversations with Harcourt,” for whom,
he said, they ‘ immensely increased his personal
liking.”” The point of the situation was the enormous
advance made by the Whigs in Harcourt’s person.

Look through the enclosed letter as an illustration of the
spirit in which he approached the matter—and then please
returp immediately, as it is of course private, and I hardly
like to let it out of my hands.

We discussed the possible Liberal Government of the
future—the great difficulty is, of course, Gladstone. H.
says if he (G.) means to be chief, nothing can prevent him—
but it is impossible that he should take a second position.
There is not the least chance of his going to the Lords. H.
himself says he would urge G. to take the lead, if he were
convinced it would be best for the election—he admits it
would rouse the enthusiasm of all good Liberals, but fears
that in close contests the moderates would be frightened
and tail off. I told him (and Dale afterwards still more
strongly) that I had no doubt the balance of advantage would
be greatly in favour of G.’s lead—though I did not conceal

CHAP,
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my own personal feeling that he would be K.mg Stork, and
that some of us frogs would have a hard time of it under
him.

They have been thinking of Lord Derby as a colleague,
but I exerted all my eloquence against this idea. Childers—
or more probably Goschen, if he could get over the County
Suffrage—would be C. of Exchequer. H. himself would take
Attorney-General—if he were allowed a seat in Cabinet, which
seems reasonable.

As to Radicals only this—when I was speaking of * you,”
H. interrupted, “ Why don’t you say we. I have never
concealed from myself that a Liberal Government is im-
possible unless the Radicals are fully represented, and it
is absurd to suppose that we could carry anything without
your cordial assistance.”

My reply was, “ Give us a policy we like, and you may
be certain of our assistance whether in or out of the
Government.”

For programme of legislation — County Sufirage, but
separate from Redistribution, which must be postponed—
County Boards really representative on the model of Town
Councils—and some considerable measure of Land Reform.
For Ireland, Bright’s proposals—Extension of Franchise,
both Parliamentary and Municipal, and arrangements for
transferring local business, including local Acts of Parliament,
to Dublin.

The assembly of the new Parliament in 1880 was
accompanied by many excitements. Lord Beacons-

-field, who had fought the battle of a strong career for

fifty years or more, had been finally displaced from -
his hard-won ascendancy. The statesman who had
so long been his parliamentary rival, and whose
temperament, gifts, character, and governmental
ideas had been for all those years so alien to his own,
had carried the day at the polls by grand acclamation.
The interesting question whom the Queen *would
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choose to fend for as Beaconsfield’s successor was
lively and acute. The victorious party still bore
marks of many-coloured divisions, both personal and
political, that had grievously perturbed them since
their eloquent and impassioned chiéf had withdrawn
from leadership in 1875. That question was settled
against the desires of the Sovereign by Mr. Gladstone’s
return to Downing Street. All the schools of move-
ment, and especially the school of peace, were con-
fident of the speedy dawn of a Second Advent, and
those who knew too much of parliamentary business
and its devious ways, though not confident, were
still hopeful. Amid all this animated bustle, what
was incomparably the most vital circumstance of the
time escaped more than superficial attention, in spite
of the dethroned Prime Minister’s pregnant warning.
Ireland, Lord Beaconsfield said, in words that rapidly
became notable, was distracted by a danger scarcely
less disastrous than pestilence and famine.

It needed strong pressure both from Harcourt and
Bright to induce the new Prime Minister to propose
office to leading representatives of the Radical wing.
Mr. Gladstone had never a perfect judgment of the
relative value and importance of men, nor, perhaps,
I might add, of the significance of what enly looked
like minor movements in his party. He considered
Bright as the one Radical he needed, and to Bright
he adhered, among other reasons, on the rule that
though it is a serious thing to take a man into a
Cabinet, it is a more serious thing to leave a man out
who has once been taken in. It was noted by adverse
critics as an omen of evil significance, that fourteen
of the Cabinet were members of the Cobden Club.
Chamberlain and Dilke claimed a seat for one of them

CHAP.
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in the Cabinet, and an outside post for the other.
In the &nd Chamberlain went into the Cabinet as
head of the Board of Trade, after it had been refused
by Whitbread, the wisest and most unselfish of Whigs.
Dilke became Under Secretary at the Foreign Offige,
with Lord Granville for his chief. I dined privately
with the two new Radical ministers on the day when
all was settled, and had my first vision of the red
boxes which already began their ceaseless flow from
the Foreign Department, then on the eve of unfore-
seen troubles that lasted as long as the administration
itself. While we three ate our meal and went deep
into the thousand topics of the occasion, for me too,
as it happened, new destinies were waiting.

In a week or two I took charge of an evening print
that had been raised to well-deserved prominence by
the talents, industry, and zealous political sincerity
of its first editor. Greenwood had a most ingenious
pen, his judgments alike in politics and letters were
independent without being flighty, the topics that
interested and absorbed him were well chosen and
thoroughly worked, and he attracted a staff of writers
of ampler literary training than his own; but they
owed much to the liveliness, gaiety, and clever pointed
insight of an editor who, from his early days as a
journeyman printer, had carried on a hard fight with
naked realities of life, and had learned to explore
them with energetic and unquenched splnt He
soon began to do his best to encourage a vigorous
all-round reaction against the Liberalism associated
with Mill in one field and Gladstone in another.
Hitherto he had taken it on trust as other people
took it ; but as things went on, as the incidental draw-
backs of the creed came into view, a Tory instinct
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that has often quite as deep a root in born sons of
toil as in nobility and gentry, revolted both against
theories of liberty, equality, and fraternity, and
against crusades of sentimental passion for turning
the Turks bag and baggage out of Europe. Of this
gallant ship, the Pall Mall Gazette, of which Jingo
ideas had thus been the cargo, I now undertook to
be the captain, under a liberal-minded and courageous
owner, as loyal and bold as he was indulgent. We
were lucky enough to induce to join us as assistant
a man from the north of England, who by and by,
sailing under his own flag, became for a season the
most powerful journalist in the island. Stead has
said enough of our relations. He was invaluable:
abounding in journalistic resource, eager in con-
victions, infinitely bold, candid, laborious in sure-
footed mastery of all the facts, and bright with a
cheerfulness and geniality that no difference of
opinion between us and none of the passing embarrass-
ments of the day could ever for a moment damp.
His extraordinary vigour and spirit made other
people seem wet blankets, sluggish, creatures of
moral® défaillance. After a striking career that was
not without melodramatic phases and some singular
vagaries of mind, he perished in a collision between
a giant liner and an iceberg on the Atlantic Ocean.

II

Lord Beaconsfield’s prediction of a coming danger,
scarcely less disastrous than pestilence and famine,
speedily came true: agitation and bloodshed in
Ireland, violence and confusion in Parliament. The
ragged Sphinx had once more come forth with deadly
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weapons under her tatters. In the days of Whiteboy

; crime, shortly after the Reform Bill (1835), Cornewall

Lewis had attacked the fatal Irish question with
force and knowledge, moved by the national scandal
of an insecurity of persons and property in Ireland,
more like the wildest districts of Calabria and Greece
than anything else in Europe. He recalled Bacon’s
story of the Spanish commander, who vowed that
when the Devil upon the Mount showed Christ all
the kingdoms of the earth and the glory ot them, he
left Ireland out and kept it for himself. Lewis was
far too much a man of his own generation to resort to
a superhuman demon for mischiefs easily to be ex-
plained by the unwisdom of poor man, nor did he
carry despair to the point of Giraldus Cambrensis,
who decided that the Irish question would be settled
a little while before the Day of Judgment.

Then among serious writers came Mill. He was
of the school who have faith in the indubitable access
to people’s minds of any good argument; who dream
that man will see light, will measure the poise and
balance of reason, will shift from right limb to left,
and be roused from slumber to determined act, if
you only seek his ear with a case persuasive on the
merits. Yet against this we all know that in political
action it is event and circumstance — what seems
accident, if you like—on which the efficacy of your
counsel turns. Mill wrote a pamphlet (1860) exposing
the Irish land question in its true light as a main root
of Irish disturbance. He brought Indian experience
to bear against the almost unchallenged ‘‘ supersti-
tions of landlordism,” and he mixed with his views

on the ruin wrought by those blind and ruthless

superstitions as applied to Ireland some plain
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language against our general misgovernment there.
At the same time he made what he took to be a strong
argument to show that separation between the two
countries was equally undesirable for both. He was
not at all unconscious of the menace that was every

day gaining fresh ground against our system. In’

ten years the menace had grown to be a reality of
startling urgency. The Irish revolution—begun by
Catholic Emancipation, transformed by Famine and
Emigration, and consummated by the Franchise
Act of 1884, which gave the Irish national forces
their political chance—had entered on a decisive
though protracted stage that Mill did not live to
see. His piece was not a success: it even gave
a slight shock to his pontifical authority among
economists. .

The new Parliament had not been long in session
before it felt the urgency of Irish affairs. Disorder,
attended by all the hateful cruelties that mark every
jacquerie, gradually spread over large areas ; evidence
against perpetrators of agrarian crime could not be
procured ; juries were unwilling to convict; con-
stabuldry and clergy were impotent ; military power
was useless. The difference between this new scene
and the too familiar operations in older days of
Ribandmen, Whiteboys, and the rest of the lawless
calendar, was the appearance of an Irish group in the
House of Commons, working with hands of iron to
extort the satisfaction of a revolutionary aim out of
constitutional forms, with all the glare of lurid side-
lights from agrarian insurrection.

Few chapters of our history do us so little honour
as the quarrel between England and Ireland in the
five years from 1880. The Cabinet gave up an

CHAP.
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existing coercion law in July. It introduced a bill for
compensating the dispossessed tenants; but that was
rejected by the House of Lords, in which Irish land-
lords alone, undiluted by a single interloper from
the popular camp, represented the people of their
country. In these five years the ordinary law was
three times suspended against evildoers, and then by
what passed for logical necessity the franchise was
extended so as to give the party of the evildoers a
decision in making and administering ordinary law.
When the last card had been played against the Irish
leader, some sort of arrangement with him became
just as inevitable as the Iron Duke’s first great step
in emancipation half a century earlier. This time
it was Chamberlain who, with much courage and
self-denial, played the part of agent in the new
departure. That story I have told elsewhere.

The fact that I have just mentioned about Irish
land in the Upper House was the Irish question in a
nutshell. We need not go over the particulars of
Tudor, Cromwellian, Williamite and other confisca-
tions, or plantations in Ulster and Leinster. Well
may learned Irish writers compare the clean sweep of
the landowners to the clean sweep of landlords from
Bohemia, or from Alpine provinces of Hapsburgs,
or of the Moriscos from Spain. Well may they
point out how the policy of to-day, after frightful
discords and at enormous cost, is the undoing of the
work of confiscation and the gradual restoration of
the land to the older race. There is no injustice
in the observation that the balance of power in a
state rests with the class that holds the balance
of the land, or in the further statement of a fact of
modern history that the laws affecting Irish land,
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the great vital Irish interest, have been effectively
controlled by the peerage, without a single repre-
sentative among them, direct or indirect, of the vast
mass of the population of Ireland.

At the end of 1880 Mr. Gladstone said to the Speaker
of the House of Commons : “ During more than thirty-
seven years since I first entered a Cabinet, I have
hardly known so difficult a question of administra-
tion as that of the immediate duty of the Govern-
ment in the present state of Ireland.” Coercion was
of course the standardised medicine that always left
the malady where it was, unless it made it worse.
Three successive doses, as 1 have said, were ad-
ministered in these five years. As to the first Coer-
cion Act, Bright frankly admitted before the Parlia-
ment came to an end: “I think the legislation of
1881 was unfortunately a great mistake, though I
was myself a member of the Government concerned
in 1t.” In the Pall Mall Gazette we fought against
that mistake steadily from evening to evening,
mainly on the ground that it would prove ineffective
for its own special purpose, and would prejudice
besides® the reception of remedial legislation. The
remedial legislation came in the shape of the Land
Act of 1881, and Mr. Gladstone told Parliament in
1893 that if there'had been no Land League, there
would have been no Land Act. The tenant party
found flaws in it, and Parnell, after some days of doubt
and perplexity as to his tactics, prepared test cases
likely to throw a shadow on the Act. The Govern-
ment decided to arrest him; one morning before
breakfast he found himself transported to the prison
at Kilmainham. For a print of ministerial colour
that had resisted coercion in January, it was awkward

CHAP.
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to defend the application of it in November, as the
following letter to Chamberlain may show :

October 19, 1881.

As you may suppose, I have not had a particularly good
time of it since we parted, for the post brings me lefters
every day, and everybody that I meet in these dens talks as
if I had got myself into an absurd fix, and were vainly trying
to wriggle myself off the hook. That would not matter a
pin, if I did not really feel in a fix.

Bright wrote me a long letter (unsolicited) on Monday—
perceiving the difficulty of my position, but saying that it
is all my own fault for opposing Coercion in January. This
makes it undeniably a ticklish thing to defend Coercion in
October. I have read your letter most carefully, and shall
read it again—until I seize some working point of view.
Of course if 1 were like I could turn round straight
in a night. doesn’t mind being told that he is a spaniel
who will run and pick up any dirty stick that Gladstone
throws. 1 do mind rather. And I mind it the more because
in my heart I feel that the League has done downright good
work in raising up the tenants against their tyrants; and
with this leaning at the back of my mind, I have not been
able all at once to call the League bad names.

Then the tone of people I meet—even Liberals—makes
me boil. Parnell ought to be hung—transported—blown
from a gun—anything you please! This sort of insane rage
hardens my heart.

All this I say to you by way of excuse and apology for
a * wobbliness ”” which nobody is more conscious of, or more
disgusted by, than I am.

I wish to heaven you were here, for I stand absolutely
alone, between lunatics of the stamp, and bloodthirsty
dunces like the and the oracles of clubs.

You are quite right in saying that we are in the same boat ;
there is a regular run against both Bright and you. * Why
now if not then ?” “ Why don’t they resign 1 etc., eto.,
etc. I only hope you won’t go too hot against the League
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at Liverpool ; or at any rate that you will not lend yourself
by a phrase even to this cowardly howl.

The thing must be stopped I agree. As the Government
chose Coercion, it must be stopped by that means. When
one comes to explain why we only think this now, it is possible
tosgive a good account of oneself—but it implies a sort of
apologetic air which does not come very kindly, I fancy, to
either of us.

Since 1 began my letter, I receive one from Lord Houghton.
Here it is: “ The Pall Mall is in a fix [regular phrase].
Gladstone is repeating himself. More than half a Papist, he
turned on poor Pope Pius like an Orangeman, when he
thought that the Vatican opposed his Irish University
Scheme. Just so he lets the Irish Jacobins loose, till they
come into contact with his Socialist measures, and now he
will go any lengths against them, even before the Act has
come into action at all.”” That’s the sort of thing. How-
ever, we won't give up. But my painfully unstatesmanlike
aversion to John Bull in a passion makes me a bad hand at
this moment. Your letter has done me good.

I will certainly come on the 29th if the office will let me—
even if it be only for a night.

What words I found to extricate myself, I have
forgotten; I hope they were decently consistent
with editorial self-respect and faithful duty to one’s
readers. Against Coercion as a policy we went on
persistently.

In April 1882 I printed an article which was in
fact a large and reasoned exposure of the utter failure
of the Irish government, and an argument that
change both of policy and persons was inevitable.
The first effect, as I had foreseen, was to provoke a
kind of reaction in Mr. Forster’s favour, but the
reaction was not strong and did not last. The failure
was too undeniable and embarrassments too flagrant.
“ My thunderbolt,” I wrote to Chamberlain, * has

CHAP.
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made a stir, for the reason that it is believed to have
been inspired by you. You very well know that I would
go far to avoid saying a syllable that would damage
you. For the moment you may have been com-
promised by my frankness of speech, whatever com-
promising comes to. I need not say that if any
embarrassment comes upon you from my manifesto,
I shall look to you to dissociate yourself from it in
the most emphatic way that you may think fit.”
What Chamberlain had to say was this :

The immediate result has been to establish a kind of
reaction in favour of Forster. I do not believe that Mr. G.
could dismiss him at this moment even if he desired to do
so. The position of his successor would be almost intoler-
able—especially if a malevolent fate should select one of
the members for Birmingham for this post. The enclosed
came to me the other day and does not at all surprise me.
I felt that it was certain that I should be accused of a base
attempt to oust the Chief Secretary. It does not matter as
things stand, but if there were any idea of a change, a feeling
of this kind would gather strength and would do much to
destroy any chance of success which I might otherwise have
had. I doubt whether the British public is ready even for
a change of policy just yet—let alone a change of persons.
But you have set them thinking and they will get used to
both ideas in time.

I wish you could openly advocate Shaw—an Irishman—
a8 Chief Secretary. H. is not certain that the electors would

reject him. It would be an appeal to them to aid in the

creation of a new policy and they might rise to the occasion.
If they did not, at least the English Government would be

free from reproach and would have tried to rule Ireland by
the Irish.

A fortnight later (May 2), going down to the House
of Commons, I heard in the lobbies that Forster was
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out. The fever of excitement may be imagined.
Chamberlain sent out word asking me to be sure to
dine with him. Harcourt said to Chamberlain : * Your
mischievous friend, J. M., has done this.”” As matter
of fact Forster was not at all the man to quail before
a feading article, and whatever other reasons he may
have had for quitting the Irish Office—and the change
in his authority by the new appointment of a Cabinet
Viceroy may have been one of them—there was
nothing unnatural in his distrust of a policy of con-
ciliation in concert with a man of whom he thought
as ill as he thought of Parnell. It was in the mind of
everybody, with the exception of the Prime Minister,
that Chamberlain would be bound to take Forster’s
most unenviable place. I dined with him on Monday
and Tuesday, May 1 and 2. I, at any rate, and 1
suspect he too, looked for a message from Mr.
Gladstone at any moment. On the Tuesday evening,
after dinner, he went to an evening party at Downing
Street, and there first learned that Lord F. Cavendish
was to go to Ireland. If the Irish Office had been
proposed to Chamberlain, he would have accepted it
as matter of public duty, for he had been the most
strenuous opponent of Forster’s policy. But he would
have accepted it with the very natural expectation
that it would destroy him, as it had destroyed Forster.

The desperate tragedy that followed in the Phoenix
Park (May 6) made the Sunday morning when the
news was spread in London an hour never to be
forgotten. The cruel fate of the two victims, its
demonstration that the policy of coercion had failed,
made an occasion of indescribable pain and infinite
political perplexity. The assault on some of us was

naturally severe and loud, both public and private.
VOL. I N

CHAP.
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Alfred Lyall, best and most reflective of friends, wrote
to me in a warm strain against the lesson that we
were * teaching the dangerous classes in India, when
you show that men can terrorise by assassination
within a few miles of England.” *“1I suppose,” he
concluded, “that you are all deafened by the rdar
of London talk. I think it stupefies public men, and
is thus bringing parliamentary government into
paralysis of all organs but the tongue.” I find my
reply to this has been deemed worth printing in his
biography, so it may be of interest, and here it is :

May 31, 1882,

I don’t wonder that you should be strongly moved at the
hideous crime in the Phoenix Park. You may imagine what
& blow it was to us on the spot, especially coming as it did
in the moment of a sharp political crisis. Never shall I
forget the shock of that terrible Sunday.

But I don’t at all follow your moral about the * incapacity
of the English people.” Surely we are not the first society
in the world that has found it easier said than done to deal
with a jacquerie or with secret societies. You say we are
disgraced in the eyes of Europe : does Russia find it so easy
to put down Nihilists? Did Austria beat the Italian
Carbonari ? )

I don’t agree with you that the first duty of governments
is “ to protect life ”—if you mean that they are to think of
nothing else at the same time. Such talk is merely in principle
the talk of George III. and Lord North—* We must preserve
the authority of the British Crown and Parliament ; we won’t
parley with rebels ; let them surrender, and then we’ll see.”
“ No,” said wise men like Burke, * conciliate them.” For
my own part, like Chatham in that case, ““I rejoice that
Ireland has resisted.” Our neglect has been infamous. The
landlords have been as greedy and insolent a set of tyrants
as ever ground the face of the poor in any country in the
world. I hope that the hour of their destruction is now
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striking. In the face of a great issue of this sort I am not
going to turn pale and run away because one or two of the
common atrocities of civil war (very few, indeed, mark you)
are perpetrated. I am thoroughly glad that the French
landlords were sent flying for their lives a hundred years
afo in spite of the bloodshed and injustice which marked
the process.

“ What sort of a lesson,” you ask, ““ are we teaching the
dangerous classes in India ?” You mean that we are to bully
the Irish in order that you may bully the Indian. Well,
that’s not my notion of the fitness of things. I have no
particular objection to your getting up Afghan wars, and
trifles of that kind, for the sake of overawing your dangerous
classes, but I have the very liveliest objection in the world
to making the dangerous classes in India the arbiters in the
domestic struggles of our own country. If this is to be an
argument, I shall at last throw in my lot, might and main,
with the “ Perish India ” sect.

But now, look. I am as much for order—even temporary
and provisional order—as you are. You never quite under-
stood my hostility to the policy of coercion. . . . Yet the
Government found out that I was right. The Coercion Bill
has practically vanished . . . and Lord Spencer is doing
exactly what I said all along ought to be done, not locking
up politicians by lettre de cachet, but thoroughly reorganising
the police. That ought to have been done at first—mere
bullying isn’t governing, and it has unmistakably failed.

Now, my dear Lyall, I am out of breath. Excuse me if
I have been too vivacious. The truth is that I have fought
this battle pretty much alone; and that produces a certain
tension in the mind. But be sure that your heresies don’t
make me any the less than heretofore ever your very grateful
and very affectionate

This vivacity was justified in a supplemental
epistle by pungent references to Arthur Young,
Castle Rackrent, and some truly striking pages where
for our own generation Lockhart describes the im-
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pression made on Sir Walter Scott who visited Ireland
in 1825—how the ¢ heart of the stranger was sickened
by such widespread manifestations of the wanton
and reckless profligacy of human mismanagement, the
withering curse of feuds and factions, and the tyran-
nous selfishness of absenteeism *’ ; how the Protestants
of the old school struck Sir Walter as ‘‘ a fine race, but
dangerous for the quiet of a country; they remind
me of the Spaniards in Mexico’ ; how he found a
constant moral affront in the contrast between the
luxurious mansion and the squalid cabins upon whose
rent the mansion is nourished ; it affected him and
poisoned his enjoyment. “ The constant passings
and repassings of bands of mounted policemen, armed
to the teeth and having quite the air of highly dis-
ciplined soldiers on short service ; the rueful squalid
poverty that crawled by every wayside, and blocked
up every village where we had to change horses, with
exhibitions of human suffering and degradation—such
as it had never entered into our heads to conceive ;
and above all the contrast between these naked,
clamorous beggars who seemed to spring out of the
ground at every turn like swarms of vermin, and the
boundless luxury and merriment surrounding the
thinly-scattered magnates who condescend to inhabit
their ancestral seats.” .

It was nearly sixty years after this cruel picture
that I made my first visit to the country of which I
was soon to see so much. I remembered Macaulay’s
noble eloquence about the great party which traces
its descent through the Exclusionists up to the Round-
heads, continuing during thirty years in spite of
royal persons and popular clamours to demand a
share in all the benefits of our free constitution for
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those Irish Papists, whom the Roundheads and the
Exclusionists had considered merely as beasts of
chase or as beasts of burden. I thought rather
ruefully of his hope that wisdom and justice should
do in Ireland what it had done in Scotland, and that
all the races inhabiting the British Isles might be
indissolubly blended into one people. It was as un-
happy as his famous prediction about Indian educa-
tion that thirty-five years after its iutroduction not
a single idolater would be found in India. The great
Whig experiment had been tried for two generations.
Yet Ireland looked worse thatiit had ever looked since
the Rebellion of 1798, whose last struggles had taken
place in the Wicklow Hills, whose Seven Golden
Spears give the traveller his first vision of the
changing beauties of the land.

I went about in Ireland in the company of an
official expert in land, rent, tenants’ improvements,
evictions, and the rest of that dolorous long story ;
saw powerful agents who were a strange mixture of
Legree and the Plymouth Brother; saw a hundred
cases of the confiscation of tenants’ improvements
such® as figure wholesale in the Blue Books, Devon
Commission, Bessborough Commission, and the rest
of that most overloaded and unedifying shelf. I
mentioned to a very important civil officer a tale
of coercion warrants told me at Dromore—the point
being that it was a toss-up which of two opposing
sets of men should be locked up, and that possibly
the wrong men had been arrested after all. “ No
matter,” says the official, “ so long as somebody or
other was arrested ; the great thing is to show them
Force somehow.” If you please, but then do not
forget this is a game for two.

CHAP.
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One could not be blind or deaf to the obvious fact
that the bitterest complaints on the lips of the Irish
tenant were constantly to be found directed not
against his landlord, but either against his father for
dividing the farm, or his brother for marrying, e»
his neighbour for bidding against him. The efforts
of the League have been as much directed against the
covetousness of tenants in face of one another, as
against the covetousness of landlords and agents. The
root of this class of mischief is well understood by
anybody who has studied the condition of the old
system of landholding. In face of such a system,
the good side of Irish character has been evident and
splendid—its patience, resignation, cheerfulness, good
humour. It was time for a Land League. The men
arbitrarily arrested were more often than not the most
respectable and influential in the neighbourhood.
Energetic characters turned to nationalism. At tables
d’hdte, when politics came up, I was sometimes
reminded of what was said of the revolutionists in
Russia at that time, that they lived in a thick fog of
confused ideas. But then I am not sure in these
distracted days that this would not have been® just
as true of luncheon talk about Ireland among dis-
tinguished and influential friends of mine at the
Athenaeum Club in Pall Mall.

We all know what happened. Within three years
Parliament lowered the qualification for a vote. This
instantly proved itself one of the cardinal landmarks
in our history. When the election came, Parnell
won 85 out of 89 contests by overwhelming majorities,
his men all pledged to obey or else to go. One-fourth
of them had been locked up in prison under the
Coercion Act of 1881. Three or four pages in my
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book on Mr. Gladstone analyse the significance of cHAP.
this sweeping national protest with an accompaniment _'T
of appropriate Te Deums and Songs of Miriam.
Nothing more of that very seasonable music is

needed here to-day.
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CHAPTER III
PARLIAMENT

We know how power and responsibility change men in matters of this
world. They become more serious, more vigilant, more circumspect, more
practical, more decisive; they fear to commit mistakes, yet they dare more,
because they have a consciousness of liberty and of power.—— NEWMAN.

I

Or all the thousand felicities of youth what can
surpass the elation of a literary apprentice, free from
tyrannous ambition and conscious of disinterested
public spirit, yet alive to the uses and adaptabilities
of life, one day finding a gate open for him in the
great parliamentary turnpike road ? After seeking
a parliamentary seat in Blackburn in 1869, and at
Westminster in 1880—both of them forlorn hopes—
in the spring of 1883 I was elected member for
Newcastle-on-Tyne. Success was mainly due to the
influence of Spence Watson, a member of the Society
of Friends, active in the field of education, with all
the sympathy of the Liberals of his time in the
emancipation of certain foreign communities abroad,
with a stirring gift of the tongue, and a brave and
noble heart. The constituency was the largest, I
think, of any borough in the kingdom at that time,
and my supporters, though the middle class was not

absent, consisted mainly of the skilled artisans of the
184
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great Elswick factory and other like concerns of less
renown. We held the seat for a dozen years, not
without fighting seven severe battles in that short
span. My colleague to begin with—it was a con-
stituency with two members—was Joseph Cowen;
a picturesque figure, of much political information,
supposed with or without foundation to have been
mysteriously concerned with Orsini and his bombs,
affecting the costume and native accent of the
Northumbrian pitman, and with an extraordinary
gift of florid, impassioned, ingenious and overwrought
rhetoric, to which it was impossible to listen without
wonder and even admiration, provided, as Bright
caustically said of Cowen’s last speech in Parlia-
ment, you did not attend to what he said. His
practical defect was that he could not work with
other people; he was always insisting on better
bread than could be made of wheat, and though
he had all his life truly professed himself the most
ardent of Home Rulers, we were forced in our many
struggles to count him as an enemy, not a friend.
He was much swayed by easily irritated personal
prepossessions, in a domain that ought to stand, so
far as infirmities of human nature will allow, above
such dire impediments to love of plain truth for its
own sake. As it happened, he violently disliked and
distrusted the Liberal leader and all the coin that
came from the Gladstonian mint.

A transition from books, study, and the publicist’s
pen to the vicissitudes of political action is not much
favoured by happy precedents. Let us not be shy
of going too far back. The most historically
influential type among famous men of letters, say
what we will, is Cicero, the immortal, the all-wise

CHAP.
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Tully, and we know Cicero’s blood-stained end on
the Italian sea-shore, attended by the ill-omened
flight of crows from the temple of Apollo. To pass
to nearer times and more moderate names. We need
say nothing of Clarendon, Halifax, Bolingbroke, vor
Addison, the first of half a dozen men of letters who
held the post of Irish Secretary. The practice has
been commoner in France than here, where in fact
it has been rare, with Macaulay, Disraeli, Bulwer, for
exceptions. Tocqueville, for instance, was a publicist
of the first order, but a third-rate minister. French-
men will tell you that the literary event of the early
nineteenth century was Chateaubriand’s Genius of
Christianity (1802), the most superb rainbow that
ever rose in a storm-beaten sky. By and by this
great writer, who did not fear Napoleon, took to
politics on the Bourbon side, wrote a pamphlet so
effective that Louis XVIII. counted it worth a whole
army, then became an ardent member of the worst
of restoration ministries, went to the Congress of
Verona to advocate the worst of policies, tempted
France into her war with Spain. To-day the book
that once was a spring from which a flow of moral
ideas flowed over a new generation is dead, its writer’s
politics are matter of universal condemnation, and
his name seems sunk under long eclipse. Thiers, the
ablest if not the greatest Frenchman of his century
after Waterloo had closed an era, said he would
willingly give the writing of ten successful histories
for a single happy session in the Assembly, or a
single fortunate campaign in arms. Thiers, however,
had a weakness for loud superlatives of this kind, as
when he declared that rather than see the Austrian
eagle on the Vatican, he would destroy a hundred
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constitutions and a hundred religions. Most of the
men I have known would rather have written the
Decline and Fall than have been Mr. Pitt. In the
present case, that immortal history assuredly was no
maye within reach and compass than were the triumphs
of Austerlitz, Rossbach, or Trafalgar. The choice
was the more modest selection between an outdoor
publicist on the one hand, and member of the House
of Commons on the other, with all the advantages
of a wider and closer field of political observation,
and all the chances of influence that this position
carries with it.

With cordial solicitude Arnold had pressed me
three years before to aspire to the place held in Paris
at the time by a serious and admirable journalist—
“a proud and very useful place, where you would
be more useful, happier, more yourself, than in
Parliament.” A man might well be proud of being
thought of in association with John Lemoinne—the
most perfect example of the political journalist, as
he has been well described, to whose nature the
complacent banalities of the hour were antipathetic,
whose *style was short, clear, neat; abounding in
body without inflation ; who went straight to point
and fact with the speed and lightness of a well-shot
arrow from the bow; whose voice amid the daily
clamour of a hundred journals detached itself with the
ring of true metal. Perhaps Arnold was right; he
was certainly kind, for such a place was no mean
prize. Who knows? A great scholar of our day
has observed that the studious man is more apt in
practice to over-rate than under-value those who are
engaged in active life. No doubt he has to leave
some of the favourite parcels of his baggage at the
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door of the House, but then politics are not by any
means the only profession of which this is true. There
are men enough, though not too many, to show that
a man may be idealist without being doctrinaire or
what has been called a walking theorem, and practical
without being pure empiric. Half a dozen English

writers were then of eminent rank in political equip-

ment, and very considerable in their interest for

readers of training in books and ideas like their own.

But I have heard every one of them complain that

any influence of his on responsible statesmen was of

a peculiarly academic sort (though one or two financial

experts among them were from time to time casually -
consulted), and their political friendship was no better

and no worse than platonic. No wonder: for it is

all-round responsibility for one thing, and fuller

knowledge of decisive facts for another, that make

all the difference. However this may have been, no

words can really be needed to explain why now and

then a man should grow wearied of decent proficiency

among the horns and strings of the orchestra, and

resolve to try his tread upon the stage, where, besides

the declamations of the scene, he is freshened by

pithy asides in the coulisses. A man to be sure

ought to be himself, as Arnold said, but he is strangely

fortunate if, as Horace put it to Maecenas, he does

not in his hour wish to be somebody else.

In my example were some antecedents that
exposed an experiment to peculiar risks. It seemed
absurd for one who had begun on the literary side of
his life by repudiating conventjons, to launch into
political action which has for its very first working
principle compliance with conventions. What was
the sense of a chartered preacher against Men-
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pleasers embarking on an enterprise whose whole
chance of success depended, either in a broad or
narrow sense, on pleasing a majority out of 20,000
or 30,000 men with votes, and, apart from votes,
with some decided convictions and prejudices on
sacred things having nothing to do with parliament ?
The party enemy on the Tyne was naturally not slow
to let fly his bolts against my theological opinions,
and of that I made no complaint. I declined to
answer questions, and I only made a single reference
to the matter in two or three sentences, in which I
promised them that it should be my last, as indeed
it was. “Religion,” I said, “ has many dialects,
many diverse complexions, but it has one true voice,
the voice of human pity, of mercy, of patient justice,
and to that voice your candidate, to the best of his
knowledge and belief, has always done all he could to
listen.” 1 frankly confessed that when I learned how
some good men and women were distressed and per-
plexed by hostile asseveration to my disadvantage in
this great chapter of human things, I had been much
inclined to wish that I had never come among them
to disturb their peace and comfort of mind. Here all
public utterances on the matter came to what most
people regarded as an honourable end, nor was I
ever conscious of the cold shoulder in private.

II

On the day—so glorious in the anticipation of
men—when he was to walk up the floor with me to
take my seat, Chamberlain warned me that after
the opening hours men found that life in the House
of Commons answered none of their expectations.

CHAP.
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At first, like other people, I did not escape disappoint-
ments, but I soon reflected that what was good enough
for men like Gladstone and Bright was quite good
enough for me. Clarendon says of Coventry, Lord
Keeper in King Charles’s day, that ““ he had in ¢he
plain way of speaking and delivery, without much
ornament of elocution, a strange power of making
himself believed, the only justifiable design of elo-
quence.” No bad aim for any sober man’s ambition
in any day. So, without any special aptitudes for
the House, except a general desire to speak the truth,
which is one of its surest aptitudes, I was bound to
persevere, and people were indulgent. The daily
comradeship of men of action blessed with good sense
and public spirit engaged in common causes must be
counted one of the truest pleasures of life, notwith-
standing even Burns’s ““ dear deluding joy of joys.”
The inspiration of such comradeship was not in the
least marred by the double-edged sayings of ancient
wisdom about friends turning into foes, and your
enemy of to-day becoming your ally of the morrow.
The waste of time, where so much of it goes to
what has the singular peculiarity of being neither
business nor rest, to one whose years had been in-
dustrious and practical, was not far short of heart-
brg.king, though perhaps after all the House of
Commons is by no means the place where one’s
waste of time is worst. With a rueful memory I
many a time recalled that Franklin and Washington
never made speeches more than ten minutes long.
I thought of their countryman whose speeches were
too lengthy for their pith, and who was compared to a
train of fifteen cars only conveying a single passenger.
Some mistook popularity for consideration, while
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others were influential without being popular. Some
were useful and meritorious without being interesting.
Some presented the painful phenomenon of great
talents without great minds—men whom the dis-

coyery of a new hare to hunt delighted as if,

the hare were some new social truth, and who
seemed incapable of being either used up or worn
out. Then there were the troops of men who
not only coveted the ‘“loud applause and Aves
vehement > of the majority—that was natural—
but with whom it seemed axiomatic that ° the
country” or “our people” could be the dupe of
any claptrap that appeared to fit the humour of an
hour. This was far from natural, and committed
both individuals and parties to many a dangerous
blunder. It was just as true of one British party
as the other.

Randolph Churchill exclaimed to me one day,
““ Ah, but then Balfour and you are men who believe
in the solution of political questions.” This belief
may or may not be a weakness, yet the alternative
that the statesman is a man who does not believe
in the- solution of political questions, was startling.
It was said of Thirlwall’s History that, though his
principles of criticism were sound, he always seemed
like Lord Eldon to exercise his ingenuity in evading
a decision of the question. In the writer of history
I for one have no quarrel with this, but it is not
politics. In Parliament, as out of it, one sighs heavily
over those optimistic hearts who, through blasts that
are destroying forests, throwing down strong walls,
laying harvests waste, and sweeping away a whole
generation® of men, keep the fingers on the dial-
plate of their barometer nailed firm at ‘“‘ Set Fair.”

CHAP.
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They' are mainly useless, and they are provoking. In
the House again, as out of it, in synods, oecumenical
councils, and everywhere else, are always men who
will fight as stubbornly over the thin shadow of a
shade of difference as if it was cardinal, fundamental,
covered the whole ground, and settled the main case.
So there were the kindred men who habitually insist
on mistaking the ephemeral for the Day of Judgment.

Much of parliamentary debate is dispute between
men who in truth and at bottom agree, but invent
arguments to disguise agreement and contrive a
difference. It is artificial, but serves a purpose in
justifying two lobbies and a party division. You
have patiently to learn the wholesome lesson, that
wisdom may be wisdom even when she chooses
rhetorical apparel. You cannot expect to escape
a continual exhibition of the common error of politics,
and of much besides, the attribution to one cause
of what is the effect of many; nor the vexation of
listening to the wrong arguments for the right object.
Above all, one often felt the pregnant truth, that
most mistakes in politics arise from flat and in-
vincible disregard of the plain maxim that it is
impossible for the same thing to be and not to be.
But then here too parliament is only representative.
Nowhere are you more puzzled than in political
battle for a working reply to Goethe’s searching and
pathetic interrogatory, “ Whatever are we to do with
people who mean well 2> And what with those who
will have it that if a thing be desirable enough it
must be possible ? In truth the theorist, idealist,
doctrinaire, or by whatever name we choose for the
salt of the earth, is exposed to one curious peril of
his own. He often becomes in business excessively,
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narrowly, and tiresomely pragmatical and opportunist,
and actually cultivates near sight. With or without
cause he suspects himself, and is bent on showing
that he is as fit for the profession of real politics
as. the best of them. There is a danger in the
opposite direction of which I might perhaps have
been more sensible. Windham was the idolater of
Burke, for whom I should have had none but good
words if only, by the way, he had not been the
champion of bull - baiting, cock - fighting, and the
slave trade. ‘ From the indomitable bravery of
his disposition,” says Brougham of Windham,
““and his loathing of everything mean, or that
savoured of truckling to mere power, he was not
infrequently led to prefer a course of conduct or a
line of argument because of their running counter
to public opinion or the general feeling.” This is
a weakness, however, which Parliament is no bad
place to cure.

The ruinous struggle with Irish obstruction that
began in 1880 was practically over in 1883, and when
all is said on that ugly episode I saw nothing to
shake “my faith in the inherent virtues of repre-
sentative government or of the party system, or
in the House of Commons as a sovereign institu-
tion. The test was severe, for I sat there five-and-
twenty years (1883-1908), and for seventeen of
them we were in a minority. The House was
generally, though by no means always, true to
its better traditions. Still, we are bound to be
amused at Disraeli’s heroic extravagance when he
was bold enough to say, * No really bad bill is ever
passed.”

Detestation of elected assemblies was the one
VOL. 1 o
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rooted conviction in the vague and vacillating
brain of Napoleon III., and Bismarck pronounced
parliamentary life to have something demoralising
in it, making even the best man of the world grow
vain, taking to the tribune like women to their
toilette. If anybody supposes that troublesome
vanity is always absent even from selected cabinets
and councils of State, he is much deceived. What
satisfaction, and surely not quite out of season, to
copy from a letter of Cavour’s: “1I believe you can
do with a parliament many things that would be
impossible to absolute power. An experience of
thirteen years has convinced me that an honest and
energetic ministry, that has nothing to fear from
revelations in the House, and 1s not in a humour to
be frightened by the violence of extreme parties, has
everything to gain by parliamentary contests. I
have never felt so weak as when Parliament was not
sitting. Besides, how could I betray the principles of
my life? I am the son of liberty, and it is to liberty
T oweall I am. If her statue must be veiled, it is not
for me to do it. The parliamentary road is longer,
but it is surer.” Material for cheap irony about
government by majority of votes abounds, but a good
enough answer lies in the witticism that we must
either count or fight, and counting is better than
fighting.

In reading Tocqueville’s Souvenirs at a later date
I was surprised to find his tone so bitter towards
nearly every one of his contemporaries. There is a
striking passage where he describes his miseries in
Parliament, and his essential unfitness for success in
an uncongenial atmosphere.. One reason was his
readiness to turn aside to reflect, instead of acting;
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though, to be sure, he was a man who might have
seen that reflection is often more real than what looks
like action. There are good expressions and fertile
thoughts : these Tocqueville could not miss. Only
one could wish that he might have been a trifle
easier and more lenient about men who, though not
great, were better equipped for the public service than
himself. It would be childish to expect' a man in
affairs to equal the virtue of Wordsworth, who said
that in no part of his writing had he ever mentioned
the name of any contemporary, that of Buonaparte
only excepted, save for the purpose of eulogy.
Chateaubriand in his famous six volumes of memories
lets out some awkward secrets in his own ostentatious
genius, but his vainglory was on so grand a scale that
he takes but little trouble either way about other
people. There is this to be said for Tocqueville, that
he wrote his recollections after 1850, when the iron
had entered his soul, when his hopes, public aspira-
tions, private illusions and ideals, had all foundered in
the Second Empire. Still, he would have been happier
in his memories if he had accepted Gladstone’s maxim
to a friend, ‘It is always best to take the charitable
view, especially in politics’; or what Cobden said
of Palmerston, “I believe he is quite sincere; the
older I get, the more do I believe in men’s sincerity.”
These two were men of the high responsible world,
and they were great men, perfectly aware of the force
of the Medicean truth that States are not governed
by paternosters. Eldon once asked Mr. Pitt whether
men were governed by decently honourable principles,
or oftener by motives low and corrupt. Pitt replied
that he had a favourable opinion of men as a whole,
and he believed the majority were really actuated

CHAP.
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as a whole by fair meaning and intention. Let us
add to this a rider in the words of Gibbon upon
Pitt’s great rival, Fox: “ Perhaps no human being
was ever more perfectly evempted from the taint of
malevolence, vanity, and falsehood.” .

II1

The stream of contention over great issues at
Westminster kept its flow. Before the election in
1880 Bismarck observed, justly enough, that in foreign
things the incoming Liberals must in general follow
the same lines as Beaconsfield. We found Balkan,
Egyptian, Transvaal puzzles still at full pressure, and
the sword was not returned ofthand to the sheath. A
new theological sword was drawn, for its time sharper
than the others. Ome of my first votes was for the
abolition of a religious test imposed on any member
duly chosen by a constituency. Another was for
some Irish motion strongly opposed by Government,
in which—so short was men’s foresight about Irish
prospects—I had only the company of two other
Liberals. On the many questions about Egypt and
the Soudan, I moved an amendment against Ministers,
and made the acquaintance of the remarkable and
most unsatisfactory type of men who eagerly agreed
with its purport, but took it for granted that we
should not dream of pressing it to a division. Among
these faint hearts were men who might have been
expected to know better. The crucial defect even
in a superior kind of politician is lack of fibre.
He may have knowledge, good principles, sincerity,
elevation, but fibre is the best name that I can



PARLIAMENT . 197

think of for the quality that is the test for creating,
working, and even by the sin of an unpalatable
and unpopular division, thrusting forward, a critical
moment. We have all known men in public life
almost deserving to be called great, who for want
of fibre, fortitude, and sap proved broken reeds
in a dark hour—the only real test of a man in
earnest. Faint-heartedness Mr. Gladstone called the
master vice. It was in the same manful spirit that
he once imparted to me a secret of effective speaking :
Collect facts and figures as accurately and as con-
clusively as you can, and then drive them home *‘ as
if all the world must irresistibly take your own eager
interest in them.”

In the field of domestic policy the question raised
by Trevelyan, of extending household franchise from
boroughs to counties, took the first place both in
Parliament and out of doors. One of the most
interesting of various conferences over which it fell
to me, on Chamberlain’s initiative, to preside, was a
gathering of delegates from the Union of the agri-
cultural labourers. The expenses of the journey
were paid either by the delegates themselves or by
subscriptions raised in the villages. The object was
to support Trevelyan’s motion. Unexcited observers
were struck, as they were glad to confess, not only
by the sound sense and good vernacular of the spokes-
raen, but by the extraordinary political sobriety of
them all. An attempt was made to carry what was
then the will-o’-the-wisp of universal suffrage over
the head of the proposal for the enfranchisement of
the agricultural labourer. The delegates were deter-
mined to stick to the demand within their reach, not
to grasp at what was beyond it, and the amendment

CHAP.
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was defeated by a great majority. The chairman
was said to have touched the heart of the meeting,
when he pointed out how monstrous it was that a
measure for compelling the children of the agricultural
labourers to go to school should be discussed by a
Parliament which does not represent the agricultural
labourers at all. The fact that it was right in feeling
did not prevent this from being a sound political
argument. After all, no sound political argument
can be wrong in feeling.

By and by in our own party there was a pre-
liminary question on which the division threatened
to be sharp: should county franchise precede or
follow the reform of London government? It is
only worth mentioning because it came up, and was
settled against the precedence of London reform,-at
a great meeting of the federation of Liberal associa-
tions, held at Leeds (October 1883), over which I was
chosen to preside. It was my first test of capacity
for bandling one of these gatherings, and all went
satisfactorily enough. What was more important,
it was here that Bright, who had been standard-
bearer in the battle for household suffrage in boroughs,
made his memorable suggestion for overcoming the
Lords, if, as was certain, they should resist the ex-
tension of the same franchise in the counties. If
the Peers rejected a Bill once, he said in his cogent
way, and it had been considered in a subsequent.
session by the Commons, and if, after due delibera-
tion, it had been again sent up to the Peers, then
the Peers must pass it, or it will receive the Royal
assent and will become law. The idea had, 1
think, been broached by James Mill some thirty
years before. It took time, as reforms do, but the
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hour struck. Little did I foresee, as 1 listened, that cuap.
some thirty years later it would fall to me to make M-
and carry in the House of Lords the final motion

that embodied the spirit of our noble veteran’s bold
innovation.
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CHAPTER IV
THE CRISIS : PARTING OF FRIENDS

I

As the autumn of 1885 went on I was, among other
things, usefully occupied as intermediary between
masters and men in a threatened strike at the great
Elswick factory on the Tyne. This was extremely
instructive in men and affairs, made me no enemies,
and cost me no friends. In one or two disputes in
the country about the selection of parliamentary
candidates, I undertook the thankless task of arbitra-
tion. I made speeches at every point of the geo-
graphic compass. I need not disinter the mummies
of these old discourses, for even heaven-sent manna
was not good on the second day. When the eléction
came (1885) I kept my seat at Newcastle, under a
peculiar circumstance. We had 7000 plumpers, or
single votes, Liberals who would rather throw away
one of their two votes than split with Cowen. So that
singular genius, though he had fought for good causes
in his day, was now constrained to hold one of the
two seats by Tory aid, and was finally dislodged from
his claim to represent the Liberals of his own city.
The election was followed by three months of dis-
tracted doubt, confusion, anxiety, for which there is
little parallel in our party history.
200
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Chamberlain and I were too busy on the platform
to write many letters, and they were good-humoured
as usual. Here is a scrap from me to him :

November 6, 1885.

Sunderland was a great day. There were over 200 men
at the luncheon and 4000 at the meeting, and the cordiality
of the welcome almost knocked me over. As I had to listen
(on the three occasions) to six speeches of welcome, and six
speeches of thanks, I felt at last like the man in Zadig. Do
you remember ¢ The king to cure him of vanity sent a
chorus to sing to him every three minutes :

Que son mérite est extréme !
Que de grices ! que de grandeur !
Ah combien monseigneur
Doit étre content de lui-méme !
The first day was delightful, the second dubious, the third
tiresome, the fourth insupportable, the fifth a torment—and
so in like manner the twelfth dose of “ the accomplished
writer ”’ etc. etc. was as terrible as sugary champagne.

It was the animated era of the Radical programme.
The particular articles were less effective in the
towns, than some of the novel principles and striking
phrases with which they were served up. Religious
equallty, free schools, free land, and the other items,
were intelligible, and in their way exciting, but it was
such words as ‘“ Ransom,” such suggestions as taxa-
tion graduated in proportion to the superfluities of
the taxpayers, that seized the interest of the public.
Land was the question on which Chamberlain 1m-
pressed with characteristic lucidity his belief that
the greatest and most urgent reforms were centred.
With a force that no professed Socialist has surpassed,
he set forth in concrete shape the claims of the poor
on the justice of society. He challenged opponents
for alternative suggestions. How did they propose

CHAP.
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to stop the flow of emigration from the country into
the towns ¢ How did they propose to help the poor ?
That this new political temper in a responsible party
leader of Cabinet authority should be accepted with
silent serenity by Whig colleagues, could not be
anticipated. In September (1885) I went from
Birmingham to Mentmore, where I found, along with
Rosebery the host, Hartington and Harcourt. There
was no extremity, though there was no disguise of
wonder at Chamberlain’s unchastened attempt to force
the Whig hand. As we broke up, Hartington took me
aside and gave me arguments for inducing my friend
at Birmingham to keep the peace. My friend and
I soon after dined together at the Athenaeum before
going to a great meeting at Victoria Hall, and I
faithfully recapitulated over our meal the arguments.
They did not prevent a clincher. The meeting over
which it was my business to preside was enormous
and ardent. Chamberlain defended his proposals,
and then told them that of course he could not press
them against the majority of the party if the majority
should resist, but ‘it would be dishonourable in him,
and lowering the high tone that ought to prev¥ail in
public life, if, having committed himself personally
to the expediency of these proposals, he should take
any place in a government that shut them out of its
programme.” Though the language of this ultimatum
was as correct as it was high, it sounded a note of
battle within the party, and rival trumpets rang loud
until the days of the poll came. Those days brought
immense surprises all round. Neither the personal
ascendancy of Mr. Gladstone nor the Radical pro-
gramme was enough to save us all in the boroughs—
a little wearied of the first, and a good deal frightened
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by the second. Chamberlain was accused of breaking
his party, and compared to the man who burned the
temple of Diana at Ephesus. Next he earned the
homelier style of Jack Cade: when the turn of the
counties arrived, the rural voter was found to have
rallied to the party who had fought for his new
franchise, and one at least of whose leaders had
bound himself to an agrarian policy of captivating
promise. The end of it was in Great Britain a
majority of 100 Liberals, right wing and left wing
together—333 against 233.

What of Ireland ? Not a single Liberal was
returned ; in the last Parliament she sent 14, but of
the 89 contests the Nationalists now won 85, mostly
by overwhelming majorities. It was noticed that
more than one-fourth of this triumphant band bhad
been locked up in prison under the Coercion Act of
1881. Ulster now sent 18 Nationalists against 17
of the opposite persuasion.

The British public then discovered the disastrous
illusions of the last five years. Irish Ministers had
appealed with ill-starred confidence from the men
below the gangway to their constituents. This was
the answer. Efforts were naturally made to give
the illusions a longer life by talk of the screw of the
priest and the screw of the League. This well-worn
chorus could not seriously affect either the moral
fact of a hostile national demonstration, or the
parliamentary fact that the Irish phalanx of 85 held
the balance between the 251 supporters of Lord Salis-
bury’s Government and its 333 opponents. I may
well apologise for what I know only too well to be a
sadly stale story, but it is of the essence in any political
memories of mine, be their interest much or none.

CHAP.
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II

I began December by a visit to Chamberlain.
After a speech of his at Glasgow in September I had
written to him at the end of the month, deprecating

his anti-nationalist line :
September 19, 1885.

I cannot bring myself up to your pitch about Ireland. 1
don’t suppose that we differ an atom as to the next step to
be taken, whatever it may be. But I, for my part, cannot
refuse to consider the question of some sort of autonomy.
However, the hour for it has not yet come.

At Birmingham we naturally had long close talks
about Ireland, both tactics and strategy. Differences
between us came into full light as usual. He said to
me then, as he wrote to me a day or two later, that
our past political intimacy and our position as leaders
of the same section made the situation difficult and
responsible. 1f he thought I had