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PREFACE

URING the last twelve years of his life Dickinson
wrote a quantity of autobiographical matter. He told
me that it was not to be published in its entirety, but

might be used at my discretion, so I have used it in writing
this book. It will be referred to under the general title of
‘Recollections’; indeed all quotations may be assumed to
come from this source, when they are not otherwise assigned.
I have also worked part of the ‘Recollections’ into the
substance of the narrative; for instance, the details about his
childhood and his various states of mind are not guesses of my
own, but rest on his authority.

How good is that authority? To what extent can 2 man be
trusted to review his own past? Something must always be
discounted, and in Dickinson’s case we must discount a thin
veil of melancholy which interposed between him and the
paper as soon. as he sat down to type. He was aware of this
and tried to neutralise it, and it is, I think, his only defect as
an autobiographer. For when he tried to look back at him-
self he was at the height of his power as a prose writer; his
mind was active and clear, his outlook fearless and humane;
intent on the truth, he never exalted himself, and even re-
sisted the more congenial temptation of self-depreciation.
Such a breadth of outlook would have been impossible for
him in his pre-war days, such detachment would have been
impossible during the war. It was only at the close of his life
that he was fitted to record his life, and—except for the
tendency to write it down as rather sadder than he felt it to
have been—his record may be accepted.

After the ‘Recollections’ my chief source has been his
letters, a number of which I have read, thanks to the kindness
of his family and friends. He was not, in my judgment, a
great letter-writer, but he always provides interesting views,
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terse sentences, relevant information, and I have quoted
frequently. His books have also helped, and though I have
not attempted detailed criticism of them I have referred to
them all in passing, and have also described the contents of
his privately printed works and of some unpublished MSS.
Most of his books are now published by Messrs Allen & Unwin.
“The Greek View of Life’ is to be had from Mecssrs Methuen,
‘Goethe and Faust’ from Messrs Bell, the ‘Life of McTaggart’
from the Cambridge University Press. ‘From King to King’
and ‘The Development of Parliament in the Nineteenth
Century’ are out of print.

I have not tried to exclude facts about him with which I
am not in sympathy or which might be held to decrease his
reputation. To do so would be to pay him a poor compli-
ment, for neither did he care anything for his reputation, nor
was he dazzled by the reputations of others. He admired a
biography not when it treated its subject in a reverent spirit
but when it made it come alive. I should like to adopt his
own standard here. I should like to make him live for people
who never met him in the flesh, and to whom his voice when
he broadcast was sometimes the first indication of his exist-
ence. It is for the general public rather than for his friends
{who need no words of mine) that I write this book, and for
that reason he will be oftener referred to as ‘Dickinson’ than
as “Goldie’. He was not merely intelligent, affectionate,
charming, remarkable; he was unique. But how is this to
be conveyed?

I knew him for thirty-five years, and knew him well for
twenty, so feel qualified to write about him from the personal,
and perhaps from the literary, point of view. But there my
qualifications end. I can discuss him neither as a philosopher
nor as a publicist, and these sections of the book are bound to
be unsatisfactory. I thought indeed of asking others to under-
take them, and to deal in particular with his League of
Nations work. But it seemed better that one person should
be in charge, however obvious his imitations. Collaboration
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leads to thoroughness but not to consistency, and it i3 only
through unity of treatment that the underlying unity of
Dickinson can be stressed.

The arrangement of the book has been rather a problem,
for his life was not dramatic and does not divide into strongly
marked periods. I have aimed at a narrative but a halting
narrative, which is interrupted by Chapter x1 (his extra-
European interests) and to some extent by Chapter vir. Thave
tried to write simply. Some of his friends, who do not know
foreign languages, have suggested that quotations in them
should be translated, but I was unwilling to interrupt the
flow of his prose, and think that the few words of Greek,
Latin, French and German which occur in it will be explained
by their contexts.

My thanks are due in the first place to his sisters, Miss May
Lowes Dickinson and Mrs Lowes. Although the responsi-
bility for the book is mine, it would not have been begun
without their approval, and it could not have been completed
without their help. In the second place I desire to thank the
Provost and Fellows of King’s College, Cambridge. They
have given me every possible facility, and I want, in this con-
nection, particularly to thank Mr R. E. Balfour, Fellow of the
College, for his bibliography. Mr Balfour has done a lasting
service to future students. In the third place special acknow-
ledgment is due to Dickinson’s main publishers, Messrs Allen
& Unwin, for the assistance they have so willingly given. In
the fourth place comes the list of those who have lent letters,
supplied information, given photographs, and helped in other
ways, a list which includes the names of:

Mr H. G. Alexander, Lord Allen of Hurtwood, Mr and Mrs
C. R. Ashbee, Mr Julian Bell, Mr E. K. Bennett, Mr Bernhard
Berenson, Mxs Bridges (for Robert Bridges), Mrs O. W.
Campbell, Mr H. Corner, Mr J. J. Darling, Lord Dickinson,
Mr Bonamy Dobrée, Mr O. P. Eckhard, Mr Leonard Elm-
hirst, Mr C. R. Fay, Mr Elliott Felkin, Professor Roger Fry,
Professor A. J. Grant, Mr Gerald Heard, Mrs E. B. C. Lucas,
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Mr Edward Marsh (for Rupert Brooke), Mr J. H. Mason,
Mr R. J. G. Mayor, Professor H. O. Meredith, The Misses
Moor (for Mrs Moor), Lady Ottoline Morrell, Mr W. A. R.
Munro, Mrs Newman, Mr Robert Nichols, Lord Passfield,
Lord and Lady Ponsonby, Mr Dennis Proctor, Mr D. H.
Robertson, Mr D. K. Roy, Mrs C. P. Sanger (and for C. P.
Sanger), Mr Peter Savary, Mr F. N. Schiller, Professor G. C.
Moore Smith, MrDominick Spring-Rice, Miss Melian Stawell,
Mr Cecil Taylor, MrN. Teulon~Porter, Miss Cecilia Townsend,
Mr and Mrs R. C. Trevelyan, Mr Stanley Unwin, Miss Webb
(for Mrs Webb), Mr N. Wedd, Mr H. G. Wells, Colonel E. J.

Wighton, Mr and Mrs Leonard Woollf, Professor W. Perceval
Yetts.
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CHAPTER I
FAMILY

OLDSWORTHY LOWES DICKINSON
(Goldie) was the son of Lowes Cato Dickinson and
Margaret Ellen Williams.

On the father’s side the family was Northumbrian, and
has been traced back to the great-great-grandfather, Jacob
Dickinson, of Whitfield (d. 1773) and his wife Alice Alexander
(d. 1800). There is a story that this Jacob and his brother
were [oundlings, who were dropped off a coach on the moors,
nicely dressed, and that a farmer of the name of Dickinson
adopted them, but no one can vouch for the truth of the story.
The great-grandfather, William Dickinson (1738-1819) had a
farm near Bardon Mill; he married Jane Lowes (1749-1811),
and there are other instances of marriage between these two
families.

Goldie’s grandfather, Joseph Dickinson (1782~1849), came
to London at ithe beginning of the nineteenth century,
and set up a print- and lithograph-shop and photographing
business in Bond Street. He was gentle, sensitive, artistic,
considerate of others, and what one may recognise as the
family type emerges with him. His wife, Ann Carter, was
from Devonshire, and claimed connection with Sir Humphrey
Gilbert; Goldie always felt more in sympathy with this
Devonian strain in him than with the Northumbrian. The
children could just remember their grandmother and thought
her formidable. She was certainly a woman of character, if
I may judge by her entries in the family bible: “Hope this
will be the last’, she writes opposite the birth of one of her
babies, and opposite the next birth ‘This must be the last’.
Asit was. Some of the babies were christened out of Plutarch,
for whom Joseph Dickinson had a great admiration, Cicero

QLD 3



2 FAMILY

and so on, and about half-way down the long list comes
Goldie’s father, Lowes Cato Dickinson, born in 181g.

Lowes Dickinson (he dropped the Cato) grew up in the
Bond Street shop, and was earning his living by the age of
sixteen. He began as a lithographer. In 1850 he was sent by
some friends to Italy to study art, and the charming letters
which he wrote during his three years® tour have been printed
for private circulation. In his day, to travel meant to live
with the people of the country, and his delightful personality
gained him a warm welcome from them. Hc made some
attractive water-colour drawings of the scenery, which have
been preferred by some critics to his more professional work
as a portrait painter. On his return from Italy he came into
touch with F. D. Maurice and the Christian Socialist move-
ment, and, together with Charles Kingsley and Tom Hughes
and others of that group, he set himself to transform socicty
in the intervals of his work, and if possible by means of his
work. He helped to found the Working Men’s College—
which was then not the trim municipalised institution up in
Crowndale Road but a lodge in the wilderness of Great Or-
mond Street. Here he taught drawing for many years, in the
midst of discomfort and enthusiasm, Ruskin was a fellow
teacher. Although never a fashionable painter, he was in
steady demand among the intellectual middle classes, and
many London clubs and Cambridge colleges posscss cxamples
of him. He specialised in posthumous portraits; the picture
of one of his heroes, Gordon, now hangs at Khartoum, a re-~
plica of it being in the Gordon Boys’ Home.

He married Miss Williams in 1857, and lived at first in a
studio at Langham Chambers, where the four clder children
were born. Then he moved out to Hanwell, His relations with
them all, unti] school intervened, were perfect. He would go
up to his work and return in the evening to play, or to read
Scott, Shakespeare or Coleridge aloud, while Goldie and his
sister May perched together on a stool by the wood fire, In
1877-9 he built a London house close to his old studio—1 All



FAMILY 3

Souls Place, a tall dark red wedge-shaped house all windows
and hospitality, and it was there that I saw him once or twice
towards the end of his life. He was then nearly ninety, and
he walked round the rooms with a candle to show some
pictures which he thought would give me pleasure. His
courtesy and intelligence left a deep impression. Perhaps,
like many happy natures, he was better suited for affection
than for intimacy; Goldic, though he loved him, never felt
that they knew each other well. Father and son were alike
in one respect, they were both subject to fits of gloom. But
whereas the son could give reasons for his depression which
are only too convincing, the father was vaguer about it; he
would write a despairing letter, and be puzzled when a
consolatory answer was returned. Despair in the nineteenth
century was a male prerogative; there was held to be some-
thing noble and authoritative about it. The twentieth century
has had to take a less romantic view.

When we turn from the father’s side of the family to the
mother’s, we find much the same tradition of decency and
sensitiveness. There seems to have been no notable clash of
types in Dickinson’s make up and he experienced none of the
dangers or thrills which may be traced to war within the
blood. His grandfather on his mother’s side was William
Smith Williams. Mr Williams was for many years literary
adviser to the publishers Smith Elder & Co.; he discovered
Charlotte Brontg&, and welcomed her when she made her
famous first visit to London. His correspondence with Char-
lotte has been printed in Clement Shorter’s Life. He was in-
capable of self-advertisement. After his retirement, he lived
quietly at Twickenham, where he died in 1875. His wife, a
Miss Hill, possibly had Jewish blood in her and this would
preserve Dickinson from the stigma of pure Aryan descent;
otherwise the ancestry seems to have been English. The
Williams had several daughters, one of whom, Anna, became
a famous singer. Another, Fanny, is said to have had an even
finer voice.

: ' 1.2



4 FAMILY

The marriage of Ellen Williams to Mr Lowes Dickinson was
supremely happy, and perhaps that is why their son came to
regard marriage as the best attainable earthly state—a risky
state, like any other, but promising a union of emotion and
companionship which cannot be found outside. Mrs Lowes
Dickinson was a woman of sweet but firm characier, with
strong opinions as to what is right and wrong, and with a
narrow vein of piety running through the abundance of her
natura] goodness. She died when her son was only nincteen,
so he never developed with her the close relationship which
often exists, for good and evil, between a mother and a
grown-up son. He looked back on her as he did on his
father: with love and admiration, but with the (ecling that
there had never been any intimacy. There certainly was
nothing which can be described as an exchange of ideas.

There were five children to the marriage: Arthur (now Sir
Arthur Lowes Dickinson), May, G, L.D. himself, Hettie (now
Mrs Lowes), and Janet. Arthur was three years older than his
brother, and they were so different in outlook that they never
became intimate, though there was friendliness and respect.
On the other hand, Dickinson remained in close touch with
his three sisters. His earliest companion and friend was his
sister May. In their childhood May was ‘rather precocious,
she acted and sang and danced, and 1o the best of my re-
membrance flirted’. The ‘little ones’, Hettic and Janet,
scemed then to be separated by a great gulf of years, and he
and May were anxious lest they should intrudc. ‘However,
we were all very friendly together, and unless the sentiment
of the past deceives me we were all very happy.’ He was in
many ways well fitted for domestic life, and he never knew
real misery until he was wrenched away from it.

He took his name Goldsworthy from Sir Goldsworthy
Gurney, one of the Cornish Gurneys, who were related to the
Carters. Sir Goldsworthy was an inventor, and considering
how his namesake denounced motor cars it is ironjcal that he
should have invented the first steam carriage and should have
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driven it to Bath and back at the rate of fifteen miles an hour.
After his death, a stained glass window was put up to him in
St Margaret’s, Westminster, which window is not as well
known to visitors as it should be, Most of it is occupied by
saints, but at the bottom of its central light two very graceful
angels hold up a plaque on which is the little steam carriage
itself, traversing an undulating landscape in grisaille. Sir
Goldsworthy Gurney is aboard driving a party of passengers
in top hats, while some gentlemen admire him from an
adjacent hill. In a separate compartment to the left of the
angels he reappears on a large scale, thinking out something
in his study, and to their right is a lighthouse amid a
stormy sea. The inscription says: ‘He invented the steam jet
and the oxyhydrogen blowpipe’. Who could wish to trace
the name of Goldsworthy back any further after this? though
a Miss Goldsworthy, ancestor to the Gurneys, is said to have
been maid of honour to Queen Anne.

The origin of his second name, Lowes, has already been
indicated; it came from his great-grandmother on the father’s
side, and it has been adopted by all his branch of the family.



CHAPTER II

THE SPRING COTTAGE
18621872

DICKINSON’S ‘Recollections® begin as follows:

The earliest thing I remember—or rather remember to
have remembered; for that is how it now presents itself to
me—is looking out of a pointed window, opening like a door
and filled with small diamond panes of glass, at the peoplc
coming home from church through the little gate of our
garden. I may have been two years old and my nurse was
holding me. This was in our cottage at Hanwell, then a
little country village, now part of the suburbs of London.
One or two other memories seem to float vaguely at this
threshold of consciousness. Once, for example, stars looked
large, with points all round them, as they used to be painted
on the roof of the old St James’ Hall in London. For I re-
member one night, later, looking up and feeling surprised
and disappointed to sec nothing but pale tiny points of
light. That seems all I can recover of those carlicst days.
After that, memory proper begins, treacherous, compli-
cated, stratum piled on stratum, reflection and comparison
vitiating experience.

He had been born in London (Aug. 6th, 1862), and his family
moved to The Spring Cottage soon afterwards. It was first
thought to be ‘Spring Cottage’, and associated with the vernal
season, but this proved a mistake; it took its name from a
neighbouring residence, ‘The Spring’, whose grounds con-
tain a spring, and its note paper had to be altered. All his
early memories centred round it. It was—or rather is, for
it still exists—the sort of house which excites and charms a
child, for it was small, and completely surrounded by a
garden. When the family arrived there were only two sitting
rooms, two bedrooms, a kitchen, and a verandah covered
with white roses, but they added a dining room on the ground
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floor and nurseries above it, and since the new dining room
was connected with the old drawing room by a greenhouse,
no conceivable delight was lacking not even panes of coloured
glass. Then there was the furniture: the library table and the
Hepplewhite chairs which followed him finally to Cambridge;
the black clock ; the Collard piano in a boxwood case, ‘sweeter
in tone, I think, than pianos have since become”’ ; the Sheraton
sideboard ; the green velvet chairs; a vase supported by two
litle cherubs; the books, dark in colour, and including
‘Curiosities of London® where a boy was blinded by tying
across his eyes itwo shells in each of which was a live beetle. . ..
The children dashed quickly up to bed past the books. And
above the white roses on the verandah grew a wistaria, which
his mother, leaning out of her window, plucked to put in her
hair. The whole picture, as he recalled it, has the graciousness
and the solidity of a woodcut belonging to the period. It is
a childhood of the ’sixties.

The garden hangs in my past like a vision of light. Flower
beds are brighter than they have ever been since, shrub-
beries more mysterious, spaces larger, storms and rain
more exciting. How I recall at this moment the oncoming
of a storm, the black sky, the still air, and us in the twilight
garden running and screaming with delight. And the
lightning hour after hour, the sky opening and closing like
an amazing flower, as I lay and watched it from my bed,
till at last some elder pulled down the green venetian blinds
and there was nothing to be seen but the flicker of light at
their edges.

The various trees in the garden had their characters. The
fir tree was smothered in ivy, the chestnut commanded a view
of the road, the sycamore dropped seeds on to the fernery, the
cherry was covered with double white blossom, and under it
his mother sat and sewed while they read aloud to her; to the
end of his life this particular image recurred whenever he saw
the double cherry in the Fellows’ Garden at King’s. There
was also a kitchen garden, a shed, and a swing in which he
and his brother and his sisters would impersonate the broad-
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gauge engines of the Great Western Railway. And outside
the garden began in easy processes the world, reached by
the trains, or by the new village cab upholstcred in purple
velvet, or on foot, or in a perambulator.

When Emma their nurse took them into the world, the ex-
pedition usually ended at a cemetery. Hanwell was happily
placed for cemeteries: there were two large ones, besides the
churchyard, and Emma liked to see the hearses come slowly
down from London. Under her supervision, the children
watched the interments from a distance, and spelled out the
inscriptions on the tombs, and observed that the hearses called
at a public-house on the return journcy, and then proceeded
less sadly. A young grocer who was courting her sometimes
took them for rides in his cart. This was a great delight, and
they gained lessons in deportment too, and learnt to refer to
people mysteriously and by initials only: Mr A., Mrs C.—
a method to be extended later to royalty. They learnt
too that tea should be drunk with a loud smacking sound.
Emma married her grocer, and Dickinson kept in touch
with her until her death, which occurred a year before his
own. She was a most warm-hearted and affectionate
woman.

The children were by no means left to run about with ser-
vants. They moved in the first circles of Hanwell socicty as
soon as they could move at all, for although their father was
not rich he was an artist of repute and position. “There were
the people you knew and the people you only knew about,
and the tradespeople who were outside the pale, and the poor
who sat in what were called free seats in church, and were
visited and helped if they were good.’ Their chief friends were
at The Spring—=Sir Alexander Spearman and his family—but
they were constantly at the rectory too, and this is important
in view of later developments. The rector of Hanwell, Derwent
Coleridge, was a son of the poet. He was a learned old gentle-
man, with a shaven chin and white side whiskers, who knew
several languages, and preached an annual sermon beginning
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‘Reading Plato the other night...’. He had a son Emest,
a daughter Christabel, and a niece Edith, who knew Greek,
and taught the children’s mother, who, in her turn, taught
them. The most interesting feature of the rectory was not the
Coleridges but the long succession of young Americans, who
came to be initiated by them into English niceties; seated
upon the knees of one of these kind young men, Dickinson
asked him why his face was so spotty—a piece of innocence
which it horrified him to recall, yet it was not uncharacter-
istic. There was also an ecclesiastical crisis. Mr Coleridge took
1o turn east during the creed and this involved him in a dis-
pute with the squire, who turned west as a counterweight.
The Dickinsons took the rector’s side, and their father, who
was fond of writing letters, sent one in which he rebuked the
squire for ‘straining at the gnat of turning to the East while
swallowing the camel of unchristian feelings at the com-
munion table’. But the children visited at the squire’s house
too—if indeed he was the squire: there was a little doubt, he
was melancholy and had an organ. And there were other
figures who seemed, in retrospect, almost too fantastic to have
lived; the lady who sang but could not shake until she heard
Grisi sing The Nightingale, ‘and then I shook and shook and
have shaken ever since’; the lady who was shocked because
work was done on the new railway station on Sunday, and
cried: ‘Be sure Mr Dickinson, God’s blessing will never rest
upon it’, and the rector calling to his wife in the middle of
a party: ‘Mary, my dear, we must have a little Poe in the
drawing room’. The chief drawback to all these kind people
was that they were elderly and had no little children. For
purposes of play, less eminent families had to be com-
mandeered.

“In this place and society I passed my earliest years’, and
then follows a long list of litile memories. Among them are
‘Lying in bed in the dusk, listening to the Moonlight Sonata
played below; lying in bed in the morning; playing at fairies
with my father which meant stealing up and tickling his bald
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head while he pretended to be aslecp ; singing in a littlc piping
voice a song about a little fish; singing hymns on Sunday
evening’; composing a hymn of his own
Woe unto ye Pharisces
Woe unto ye Scril:;lcs
Walking in the darkness
Of your darkened eyes

and reciting it to his mother; being sent to bed, and crying for
hours; being spanked, once only. And then lessons, based on
Little Arthur’s History and other text-books of the period, and
not at all interesting, though not repellent.

My mother with infinite patience conducted us through
this routine, ag well as running the house, providing her
little dinner parties, Icarning her Greek and adoring my
father who also loved her but not I think as she loved him.
Then every year a month or 20 by the sea, sands and donke
rides, sea anemones, bathing, blackberrics and cream.
happy life as I look back on it, and the happier because it
way followed by such misery. For the time came when I
was sent to school.



CHAPTER I

THE MISSES WOODMAN’S
MORNING CLASS
1872-1874

HE first school was not alarming, indeed it was only
an extension of his home life. It was a day school kept

by two sisters called Woodman at 13 Somerset Street,
Portman Square. He never forgot the address because he
got a prize every term, and on its cover was stamped the
Misses Woodman’s monogram surrounded by their address
and by the words ‘Morning Class for the sons of gentlemen’.
Tom Hughes’ sons, Pip and Plump, went to the same school
and it was evidently the best that Christian Socialists could
provide for their young. Tradesmen werc excluded, except
when they were definitely rich, like Tab, afterwards Lord
Brassey, and vice should have been excluded too, but it crept
in and there was an appalling scene one morning during
geography when a red-headed boy was detected telling a lie.
‘William Watson!® said Miss Woodman in tcrrible tones,
‘You have told a lie]® ‘I thought’, said the assistant mistress
afterwards, ‘that Miss Woodman would have fainted.’

To this snobby, conscientious, and harmless establishment
the child went up daily, taking the early train from Hanwell
to Paddington, and returning in the afternoon, to be wel~
comed at the garden gate by his nurse. He had a pleasant
time, and was ‘well grounded’. Education, as we understand
it to-day, was scarcely attempted. Everything was Iearnt by
heart. His mother had taught him Greek and Euclid by
heart, and the Misses Woodman continued on her lines. Be-
fore long he could repeat a number ofsentences like * Common
are to either sex, Artifex and opifex’, and ‘ Syllaba longa brevi
subjecta vocatur iambus’—sentences to which neither he nor
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the Misses Woodman atiached any meaning. In geography,
when a country was outlined on the blackboard and round
blobs were put for its towns, he could namc the blobs as long
as he looked at the board. No one suggested to him that
‘ijambus’ had to do with poetry, Greek with literature, and
geography with Hanwell or Paddington. They were incanta-
tions which his preceptors desired him to memorise,

There were two Miss Woodmans, Miss Woodman proper,
who was stern and ironical, and Miss Maria with a cast in
her eye, who was violent and ugly. When we said our ir-
regular verbs to Miss Woodman she would repeat ‘Yes.
Fatiscor. Fatiscor, I am weary, I am weary of you boys’.
Meanwhile from the room above, out of the floor of which
a circular hole opened into the room below, would come
the smack smack of Miss Maria boxing some one’s cars,
Miss Woodman would pause with a sigh and then resume
operations: Fatiscor, I am weary. About these two great
goddesses the lesser mistresses revolved deferentially. Later
on a man was introduced as an expcriment. Hec was called
‘the graduate’, but he was not a success, I can’t remember
why. At any rate one term saw the end of him and at the
prize giving Miss Woodman remarked with caustic wit that
should the graduate turn up it would be as an uninvited
guest,

Miss Woodman was a remarkable character. His sister
Hettie taught in her school some years later and got the same
impression of her love of the dramatic and her digciplinary
power; ‘lay not this flattering unction to your soul’ was a
favourite and a mysterious exclamation.

Once his parents went to America, the Hanwell cottage
was shut up for a term and he was sent to board at the school.
He became a favourite, and the misiresses cosseted him. Hc
ez_xjoyed scripture and breakfast in the morning, for he was a
plous and hungry little boy. In the afternoon there were
walks in Hyde Park, where a steam engine was seen, not Sir
Gf)ldsworthy’s but an object in a vermilion box. Midday
dinner ‘was served in the gas-lit basement:
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We were expected to provide the Miss Woodmans with
what they wanted without their having to ask for it, and
terrible it was when I heard a voice ‘ Goldie, I have had to
ask for the salt’, I learned to say thank you instead of
please, and became conscious of a much improved style.
A curious thing is memory! For now there comes back to
me a picture of Miss Maria, in the water closet, trying in
vain to flush it, and screaming ‘Someone has been using
much too much paper’. Many years later Miss Woodman
married and Miss Maria separated from her. ...

The term passed rather slowly and he was glad to be back
at The Spring Cottage again. He found that his sisters had
grown out of all recognition, and he felt much more important
himself. His childish outlook continued. He still loved play-
ing at engines, he still thought education meant learning by
heart, and, instigated by his mother, he was still very ‘re-
ligious’. Every night he read a chapter of the bible, sitting
in his night-gown out on the landing under the gas jet and
wishing someone would come and see how good he was. He
must have been at the same time a charming and a morbid
child. The charm was immense. All the visitors loved him
and tried to spoil him. The morbidity may have been fostered
by misguided training. The piety of his parents was, in his
later judgment, unhelpful. It checked his instincts for enjoy-
ment and gave him nothing with which to take their place.
Yet how delightful life was—until the age of twelve. Then
came the last childish holiday, at Croyde in Devonshire, and
the news that he was going to a ‘real’ school. His heart sank,
but there was nothing to he done. The Misses Woodman and
The Spring Cottage itself faded away, and he was carried off
by his mother and left by her in a large newly scrubbed
room, there to await the arrival of real boys. '



CHAPTER IV

BEOMONDS
1874~1876

ICKINSON once took me to sce his old preparatory
D school. Itis at Chertsey, not far from the poet Cow-

ley’s house, and stands with its flank to the road. Tt
is still a school, but for girls. We rang the bell on the chance,
and were let in. He told the young mistresses how unhappy
he had been there once, and how cold, and how he had
scrambled in the morning for hot rolls, and they patronised
him, but they were impressed when he told them that Charles
Kingsley had once attended a prize distribution in the room
where we were all standing. It was the room on the right of
the entrance, and perhaps it was here that his mother left
him to face the world. Frail, distinguished, and in. the eyes
of the mistresses doubtless somewhat absurd, he looked sadly
round his former prison, which had become romantic because
it was so far away. Then he thanked them with his usual
gentleness, and returned to the world—a place which, for all
its horrors, had never quite fulfilled the preliminary threat.
‘One suffers more later, but one has at least expericnce to
correct it and character to fight it. At school a timid boy
like me has no aid and no hope.’

When he went to the school it had just been started by
Ernest Coleridge, the son of the rector of Hanwell. He was
a pompous fattish man, ‘who later found his proper work as
an editor of Byron®, and his letters to Mr Lowes Dickinson
about his pupil make ironic reading, when one thinks of the
black pools of misery beneath~—decent prim letters, such as
schoolmasters always will be content to write and parents to
receive. He likes Goldie and reports that he can be taught
anything, ‘and has more or less mastered the style of Horace’,



Age 14

Phore by Imickinson Bros,






BEOMONDS 15

but is inaccurate, and ‘not an ascetic in regard to his dinner’.
The housekeeping was first done by Mr Coleridge’s sister,
Christabel. Then he took to himself a wife, whom he was said
to have courted for years. There was rather an awkward
silence when he brought her into the schoolroom to be intro-
duced. Nonc of the boys could think what to say. At last
Charles Kingsley’s son, who had a certain amount of savoir-
faire and had previously becn at Harrow, said, ‘I am sure
sir we all congratulate you very much’, and the situation was
saved.

The wretchedness began at once. When it is recorded it
looks like nothing at all, and seems to constitute no real in-
dictment of the boarding-school system. There wasno physical
bullying to speak of, and no revolting orgy; indeed to the
normal boy and the complacent grown-up Beomonds must
have seemed quite a sound place. But, like most boys who
have any imaginative contribution to make, Goldie was not
normal, He suffercd from torments which assail the spirit,
from moral bullying, of which there was a great deal, and
from his own timidity. Sometimes he gave in to schoolboy
ethics as in the crisis of the potatoes, which shall be re-
corded presently, and then he was tortured by remorse. Some-
times he held out, but at great nervous expenditure and with
none of the glow of martyrdom as a reward. He managed to -
get the worst of both worlds, to appease neither his darker
angel nor his brighter, and for the reason that the third world
~the world of Ariel—was excluded. Instead of the Moon-
light Sonata, floating up through the floor of The Spring
Cottage, sounds like these assailed his ears:

Sitting round the table in the evening, supposed to be
preparing unintelligible “work’, I was disturbed and per-
lexed by the talk of older boys. ‘Bitches.” What was a
itch? Did I know? ‘It’s a female dog isn’t it’; asked:

‘Kingsley, and I said yes, and thought perhaps it was. But

then why talk about it? Then someone put something cold

down my back, Then grayers in the hall, all the servants

‘trooping in and Mr Coleridge in great form. Prayers I
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think always ended with ‘For so he giveth his beloved
sleep’. That sounded soothing. But then one went up to
a bedroom with three other boys, one older and inclined
to bully, and there were many pains before sleep was given
to one who I fear was not his beloved.

What with the sinister hints, what with his top hat, which
had belonged to his brother and turned Sunday into a
catastrophe, and what with his babit of washing thoroughly
at night and only a little in the morning, whercas the other
boys washed only in the morning and not at all at night, he
was instantly reduced to despair, and before a week had
clapsed he wrote home and asked to be taken away. Very
characteristically he wrote on a postcard. It was intercepted,
much to his surprise, and he was summoned by Miss Coleridge
to the drawing-room. Buxom and eflusive Christabel took
him on her knee, cosseted him, talked to him like a mother,
and ended with: ‘And now we will destroy this unlucky post-
card’. It wentinto the fire, and with it his last hope of cscape.
Hislettershomewerehenceforwardread by the masters,indecd
he no longer thought of escape: after the unlucky postcard had
been burnt, there was nothing to be done, and time siretched
forward endlessly, without a gleam to vary its monotony.

The gloom was increased by Mr Coleridge’s attempts to
deal with what was still termed ‘ the mystery of sex’. Serious
and incompetent, he had summoned Goldie to the rectory at
Hanwell before school opened, and had made some vague
remarks that had no meaning whatever. Later on, hearing
that he had had a bath with another boy, he called him to his
study and cross-questioned him, The child was absolutely
bewildered, he had no idea what the conversation was about,
and Mr Coleridge soon became scared at the absence of
response, and then dismissed him with the words ‘I don’t
know whether you are more fool than knave’. He never
heard one sensible word from any grown-up person on the
subject, Omce at home he had noticed that the cat looked
larger than usual, and hazarded the guess that she had
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kittens inside her—not that he really believed anything so
preposterous. His grandmother, who heard him, became
humorous and sly, and changes in sleeping arrangements were
the only answer.

His parents loved him and they had good instincts. But it
was an age in which principles, not instincts, were valued,
and they harnessed their love to the chariot of a narrow
morality. The boys at Beomonds, for instance, were forbidden
to buy sweets from the tuck shop in term time; they all did
it, so did he, and he referred to it in the holidays. His mother
was deeply distressed, she spoke to his father, there was a
painful lecture, and he returned to school with the feeling that
it was definitely ‘wrong’ to buy sweets or break any rule
whatever. ‘Wrong’, and at the same time ‘right’; he felt for
the first time the fascination of disobedience for its own sake.

The effect was far greater than might secm probable.
It formed a kind of complex which haunted me all through
my school life, Perhaps it was at the root of my impatience
now of most current rules of conduct. But now I have
reason and character to justify myself to myself. Then it
was a mere fetish which got hold of me to my undoing.
Why though did it get hold of me when most boys would
have let it pass indifferently? That, I suppose, goes deep
into my character. At any rate a confusion of conscientious~
ness timidity and hypocrisy seized upon me and held me
for many years. I emerged from it ultimately as a rebel,
and at bottom have been so all my life. But by what
strange and devious routes the approach was made!

We can see from the above passage (if indeed its evidence
were necessary) that he was not the ordinary sensitive boy.
He was sensitive, but he was not ordinary, for he had the
power of turning his unhappiness to account. There was
something pretty tough in him—something which he con-
sciously developed in later life. He could draw strength from
the most unpromising objects, And though he regrets the
‘strange and devious route’, and the apparent waste of
energy and time which the fuss about the tuck shop caused

aLD b3
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him, we may surmise that he could not have reached his
final position by any other route, so that his parents were
guiding him better than he knew.

The immediate consequences wecre, no doubt, most ener-
vating. Here is a letter which reveals them in all their force.
Note that he is writing not from Beomonds but [rom Charter-

house, some months later.
Charterhouse,
Godalming,
Oct, 22nd, 1876.
My dearest Mother,

I want to tell you of something wrong that I did at
Mr Coleridge’s. I only remembered it the other day and
thought that I should like to tell you. We used to cook
things in the school room on Saturday evening and once or
twice they sent me to get potatoes out of the stables and I
did not like to refuse and so I went and I suppose it was as
bad as stealing as they were Mr Coleridge’s and I took little
things like slate pencils too but I suppose that didn’t matter.

Please write to me soon.

Ever your affecate son
Goldie.

His mother evidently dealt with this letter as a parent in
the ’seventies would, and she seems to have declined to dis-
tinguish between potatoes and pencils. Anyhow she elicits
a second agonised confession in which the boy assures her
that he is suffering over his wickedness quite as much as she
can suffer and prays God to pardon him. A parent of to-day
would have been bright and brief, and, without condoning
theft, would have managed to censure sclf-consciousness.
Though even to-day has the recipe for handling sensitive
children been formulated?

Beomonds had its pleasanter moments. He spouted Tenny-
son’s ‘Dora’, and Miss Coleridge said, “Well done, little
Goldie’, He acted Mrs Bouncer in Box and Cox amid great
applause, though when he cleaned himself up one of the
guests remarked : “What | Was it that little whippersnapper |’
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There was skating, and walking, and bathing in the Thames
without costumes—the middle classes had not yet adopted
this fetish. And, occasionally, though more rarely than before,
he caught sight of the glory of literature. ‘I have seen the
sea’, said Mr Boyd, a much admired master, meaning by
those words that he had seen Salvini in Othello, and the words
thrilled Dickinson, and in after years he echoed them. And
when he had to translate Horace into verse—even if it was
not the Horatian style it was not so bad for a boy of thirteen:

Why love the pine and poplar white

With mingling boughs sweet shade to spread,

Why does the murmuring brook delight

To hurry down its zigzag bed?

But these amenitics lay at the edge of his life. Its centre
was covered with rubbish and worry. And at its opposite
edge lay an imbecile boy whom he sometimes kicked in order
to ingratiate himself with his schoolfellows. He made no
special confession to his parents about this; it was not a crime
like the potatoes, nevertheless it haunted him.

-2



CHAPTER V

CHARTERHOUSE
18961881

OF Charterhouse he writes:

I was there the other day, an elderly stranger, and still
had the remembrance of prison and the joy of onc released.
It was the same thing as Chertsey, only longer and worse.. ..
The House was left to the monitors, who had power to
punish by boxing the ears (called ‘Swingeing ') and beating
with sticks (called ‘cocking up’——from the attitude as-
sumed by the victim). The house in my time was what
would be called a ‘Hotbed of vice’. The odd thing is that
though in a sort of way I knew this I wasn’t interested in
it and didn’t attend to it.

There follow some mournful and bitter reminiscences. He
was worried by sex and by the evasions of his clders on the
subject, and he was still more worried by the fetish of rules.
One Sunday, Dr Haig Brown preached a sermon about the
importance of keeping rules, and revived the tuck shop
trouble in Dickinson’s anxious mind. What rule had he
broken last? He had been guilty of talking in the dormitory
after dark. The dormitory was divided into cubicles, and the
boys used to chat over the partitions although they were told
not to. That night, half dead with terror, he announced that
he would talk no more, then he put his head under the clothes
expecting martyrdom. Nothing happened. When he listened
again, the dormitory chattered as usual, on other topics,
shough later on one boy did remark, ‘funny bim saying that’,
and another replied *yes’. Nor was he persecuted next day,
He felt both relieved and disappointed, and before long he
resumed talking himself. All that emerged from his effort was
the feeling that he was alien, and that whether he talked or
was silent the rest of the dormitory belonged to another world.
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‘1 have never lost this feeling. Indeed in my old age I feel
it as never before. Men become to me simply unintelligible.’

Then there was another address from Dr Haig Brown on
the mysterious subject of Collecting. ‘I pitythat boy’,boomed
the authoritative voice, “who has never been a Collector’, and
Dickinson, who was that boy, felt ashamed. ‘But I pity still
more that boy who has remained a Mere Collector’, and he
felt he must be that boy too.

Then there was Confirmation, for which he was prepared
on a manual drawn up for domestic servants. Another vague
and alarming sex-talk accompanied it. He became more
devout and attended Holy Communion with unreal but
conscientious religiosity, liking to feel good, and sometimes
longing to be bad. He was in a complete muddle, without
any standards except what were imposed from outside and
even his rebellions were conventional. Left to himself he
would have escaped into the lost world of Ariel, where neither
obedience nor disobedience existed, and the only sacrament
was beauty. And on one occasion that world was redis-
covered. He was doing a dead language, Greek. Suddenly the
smut, the moral tension, the meaningless lesson vanished, and

At length in the dreary chaotical closet

Of Erebus old was a privy deposit

By night the primaeval in secrecy laid;

A mystical egg that in silence and shade

Was brooded and hatched ; till Time came about,

And Love the delightful in glory flew out,

In rapture and light, exulting and bright,

Sparkling and florid, with stars in his forehead,

His forehead and hair, and a flutter and flare

As he rose in the air triumphantly furnished,

To ra.ngc his dominions, on glittering pinions

All golden and azure and blooming and burnished.

What had happened? Why, Mr T. E. Page, the Sixth Form'

master, was reading out to his class a passage from Frere’s
translation of the ‘Birds’ of Aristophanes. Yes, but what had
happened? What was this new existence? These words which
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came in the middle of Greek and had nothing to do with it,
this magic which had nothing to do with chapel, this music
which kept its measure apart from rules or the breaking of
rules? Mr Page stopped reading, Greek was resumed, the
door shut. But Dickinson had had a glimpse of the land which
was his home.

One wonders, sharing his exultation, and knowing that in
later life he could enter that land at will: one wonders why
he did not stay there constantly, always with Ariel and Love
the dclightful, and rapture and sunlight and the Moonlight
Sonata, where sorrow is transformed into grace. Here was
his home, and he admitted as much. Yet he entered only to
withdraw, and to return to the anarchy whose dark pre-
monition had been shown to him at school. Was it that school,
acting on his raw character, had warped him? Or was it,
as he came to maintain, that the world of Ariel will not
satisfy us until Caliban is tamed, Antonio reformed, and
Prospero restored to his kingdom? Perhaps the difference
between hig hoyhood and manhood was that as a boy he could
not escape from the horrors of existence, and that ag a man
he would not escape from them. To a man of his character
this constituted a profound difference, and he was never
again to be as unhappy as at Beomonds and Charterhouse.

His social career was obscure. He made only two friends—
W. A. R. Munro and T. H. Bowlby. Munro was moved by
the great protest in the dormitory, came up next day, con-
gratulated the hero on his courage. ‘The reward of virtue,
I suppose.” Later on Bowlby joined them. They formed one
of those alliances which are not uncommon between un-
popular boys, and which spring largely from circumstances.
In any community it is necegsary to have someone with whom
you can. consort and who will not turn against you when you
are attacked, and it is most necessary in the community of
school, where attacks are so capricious, and so relentless when
they start. Dickinson, Munro, and Bowlby clung to each
other through the perils of Charterhouse, played fives to-
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gether, looked on at games, which were not at that date com-
pulsory, and shared a study where they sat up with cold feet
till past midnight, doing work which they did not under-
stand. They were all highly good boys, they worked hard and
rose from form to form till they were made monitors, and the
school showed them what it thought of them by calling them
the Three Graces. Munro is now Rector of Lincoln College,
Oxford, Bowlby became headmaster of Lancing and is now
a canon at Chichester. Dickinson kept in friendship with
Munro, who has preserved several sympathetic memories of
him, and thinks that his own memories are somewhat too
pessimistic. He lost sight of Bowlby.

Another slight alleviation was acting. His sister May acted
well, and he himself had performed with applause, at Han-
well and Chertsey. At Charterhouse the visit of a Miss Volkes
developed in him a passion for the stage which, subsiding into
an interest, was maintained all his life. Miss Volkes was a
professional actress, who had come down with a company of
old Carthusians, and her rendering of ‘My Johnny was a
shoemaker’ threw the lad into unusual agitations. He
mooned about the court in the hope of seeing her again, and
even wrote out by heart the play which she had given, with
a view to performing it during the holidays. She echoed as
it were the chord struck by the Aristophanes passage, ‘spark-
ling and florid, with starsin his forehead’. She had ‘a wonder-
ful laugh, a sort of ripple’, and the boys declared she got a
little tight while stopping with the Haig Browns. She went,
and her gaiety with her, but she bad shown him the way to
the footlights, and a tendency in that direction which never
proved fatal gathered strength after her visit. His music
developed also: a more permanent possession. Munro still
remembers his Mozart and Beethoven on the piano. He took
up the violin for a time and performed in the school orchestra.
And there were anemones and bluebells on the hill in spring,
but he couldn’t feel they belonged to him, for he did not yet
belong to himself.
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In this dim and unsatisfactory fashion the years wore away.
Of course there were the holidays, but they were overshadowed
by the masses of the departing and of the approaching terms,
they were like a valley between high cliffs, into which the sun
has no time to penetrate. No sooner had he got rid of Charter-
house than he had to get ready for it. Some pleasant things
happened: one year his father took him and Arthur and May
to Switzerland. It was the first time he had been abroad.
He enjoyed himself, but he could not remember much after-
wards except that they had argued about the names of
mountains, and that his father, when trying to pinch his
ear in the hotel, had pinched a young lady’s by mistake.
Other holidays were spent in London; when he was sixteen
they left The Spring Cottage and moved into the house in
All Souls Place. Memories of the ‘Messiah’ and better still
the ‘Elijah’. . . excerpts from a quecr new thing, ‘The Ring’,
and the composer embracing the conductor afterwards.. .,
May liked ‘The Ring’, he could make nothing of it...the
Bancrofts in ‘Caste’. . . Irving in the ‘Lyons Mail’, and, most
moving of all, a play (name forgotten) in which a steamer
ran down a row boat on the stage. But each day nearer came
the fortress on the hill above Godalming, ready to imprison
him, and that was really happiness, people told him, he could
never hope to be as happy as at school.

1 curse the time as I look back on it. It seems to me all
evil and no good. Gut off from home life and they from
me, without 2 root to hold that really sprang from myself,
yet tormented by external ties of mere superstition, with
none of those passionate friendships or loves which redeem
school for many boys, despised, and as I think rightly, yet
by people who themselves were despicable, with no in.
tellectual interest and no moral conviction, alone as I have
never been since, physically unfit, mentally undeveloped—
was ever a sadder drearier more hopeless entry upon life?
And no one kmew. And so, of course, no one cared.

It is interesting to compare this indictment with that of
Robert Graves, who was at Charterhouse thirty years later,
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and has said what he thought about it in ‘Good Bye to
All That’. There is no reason to suppose that Charterhouse
either was or is worse than our other leading educational
hotels, but as generation after generation of sensitive boys
record their experiences in them, one marvels why the board-
ing house system continues at all, and why the middle classes
still insist on so much discomfort for their children at such
expense to themselves.



CHAPTER VI

CAMBRIDGE
1881-1884

O Cambridge! Cambridge! small the nced
Of plighted faith to honour thee;

Thine is the hand that sowed the seed,
The gathered fruit thy guerdon be;
‘Twere wasied breath to bid thee izke
The creature thou thyself didst make.

G. L. D, (written in 1887).

ICKINSON went up from Charterhousc to Cam-
D bridge in the autumn of 1881. Since hc was in the
popular estimation a typical don, it is curious to re-

flect that only by chance did he go to the university at all.
His father could not afford to send him up unaided, and he
was only ‘proxime accessit’ on the list {for entrance scholar-
ships at King’s. But one of the successful candidates went
elsewhere, and he was given an exhibition of £40 a year. Un-
obtrusively and indifferently he began a connection which
lasted over fifty years. He had no idea what Cambridge
meant—and I remember having the same lack of compre-
hension about the place myself, when my own turn came to
go up there. It seems too good to be real. That the public
school ig not infinite and eternal, that there is something
more compelling in life than team-work and more vital than
cricket, that firmness, self-complacency and fatuity do not
between them compose the whole armour of man, that lessons
may have to do with leisure and grammar with literature—
it is difficult for an inexperienced boy to grasp truths so
revolutionary, or to realise that freedom can sometimes be
gained by walking out through an open door. The door had
been opened before, to be closed. People, music, books and
scenery—the four gifts he loved most—had been shown to
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him tantalisingly in childhood, and then withdrawn. Now
he saw them again, all filled with a new vigour, they beckoned
to him, they were all four alive, and their recapture fills the
next years of his life. He was ofien to be exquisitely happy.
He was always to have a choice before him which alleviated
his miseries. To be a man was, in itself, a satisfaction to him,
and he set himself to occupy, so far as he could, our heritage.
When he went up to King's there were only sixty under-
graduates and a few resident dons. The Eton connection was
still very strong; indeed it was not many years since the
college bad been open only to Etonians or since its members
had had the right to claim a degree without sitling for an
examination, King’s was, and one hopes still is, a peculiar
place. Eton, its twin foundation, gave it a tradition for which
all non-Etonians must be grateful: a genuine instead of a
faked tradition. And mingling with this were the odditiesand
the crudities—peoplewho had not enjoyed their public schools
or had been to the wrong school or even to none. They too
contributed, and though the college tended at times to divide
into what hags been called the smart and the smarting set no
fatal split occurred. Brains are not everything, as we all keep
telling one another, still they do counteract social silliness,
and the fact that all undergraduates at King’s have to read
for Honours has ensured a certain level of intelligence, upon
which mutual comprehension can seize its chance to build.
His brother Arthur had preceded him to King’s, was kind,
and launched and lunched him at once, but ‘some of his
friends were with him, and everything still breathed the
wearisome air of the public school. I wasn’t at home with
that kind of man, and I hardly knew there were other kinds’.
Healthy, practical, and destined for worldly’ distinction, his
brother’s friends could only intimidate him, and he was slow
to find friends of his own. For a year or more he didn’t really
know what he wanted, and was dazed ‘like a boy recovering
from a long illness’. One of his friends, Graham, afterwards
told him that he had been a very insignificant freshman, ‘and
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I am sure he was right’. He worked ahead in the torpid,
pseudo-industrious way he had acquired at school, taking
classics because he was advised to, making notes, keeping
lectures, counting hours. He went down to the river to be
tubbed because it was the proper thing, and writes to his
mother (Oct. 22nd, 1881): ‘I am getting on pretty well with
my rowing but it is much more difficult than I thought, the
coaches are very nice and don’t blow one up nearly as much
as I expected’. The letter continues on a more genuine note:
‘I am getting on beautifully with my bicycle’. He loved the
bicycle even in its penny farthing edition, and when the
wheels became equal in size he was constantly astride. On
this occasion he got no further than Newmarket, wherc he
arrived ‘after several falls just too late for the train’, and
bathed in mud.

By the age of nineteen his desire to serve humanity was
already strong, but it took inappropriate forms, like his work
and his exercise. We find him, for instance (Feb. 13th, 1882),
joining the Cambridge University volunteers. ‘What, would
you shoot your superior officer, sir?’ is the legendary ex-
clamation of the sergeant at whom he had pointed his rifle;
and anyhow he was struck off the strength on June 8th, 1884.
Then he practised bell-ringing; he took a class of poor boys
at Barnwell; he decided to reform prostitutes and asked fresh-
men for subscriptions for that purpose; he tried to reform his
equals, and invited an atheist who had been drunk to join
the Church of England Temperance Society., The atheist
was headachy and polite, ‘but he declined the siren’s vaice’.
In all this activity we can trace the tradition of the Christian
Socialism in which he was brought up, and he was in his own
way to continue that tradition, though Frederick Denison
Maurice would disown him, and Charles Kingsley turn in
the grave. After several failures he realised that he could not
serve humanity by the old methods, so he turned to new
methods, and sometimes they were revolutionary, but he
never abandoned the notion of service.
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His rooms as a freshman were in Bene’t Street. Here he
wags able to escape and be alone, and the experience was so
delightful that he began to wish for company. Under-
graduates interested him very little during his first year, but
he was impressed by two of the dons. One of them was his
tutor, J. E. C. Welldon, who exercised on him an influence
which he could not define, ‘I was at once shy and hero-
worshipping.” Welldon performed his duties conscientiously,
but made no attempt to draw his admirer out. ‘I doubt
whether he deserved the hero-worship. At any rate he and
I have moved too far apart since then for any mutual com-
prehension.” He remained a burly and enigmatical figure,
uneasily balancing on a bicycle along the Ely road, and his
subsequent career as Headmaster of Harrow, Bishop of Cal-
cutta, Dean of Durham, and critic of the working classes,
provoked little enthusiasm.

The other don was a very different story and a longer one.
In the letter to his mother quoted above, he goes on to say
that he is hearing and playing music at O.B.’s. This is the
famous Oscar Browning, friend and enemy to so many
generations of Kingsmen. Some people loved him—and
Dickinson was to join their number. Others have disliked
him so much that they have denied his greatness, and indeed
the adjectives describing him do produce a confused effect in
their totality. ‘Falstaffian, shameless, affectionate, egoistic,
generous, snobbish, democratic, witty, lazy, dull, worldly,
academic’ is Dickinson’s list, and he might have added that
his hero could be a bully and a liar. He does add that he had
‘the Socratic gift of maieusis’—the gift which he himself
was to combine with selflessness. O.B. was never bothered
with that, still, whatever his make up, he did manage to
educate young men. His information might be erroneous,
his method of conveying it intolerable, but he did lead them
to discover themselves, and to bring to birth what would have
lain in‘embryo. It was he who brought Dickinson out of the
seven years’ darkness, and set him upon his proper road. The
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‘Recollections’ have much to say about this, and I quote
from them with the more pleasure because I agree with
what is said. I came towards the end of O.B.’s glory, nor was
1 ever part of its train. But he shines out with a2 magnificence
which has been withheld from his admirable detractors, he
remains as something unique in the history of the University,
a deposit of radium, a mass of equivocal fire,

I will set down some things I remember of him. He
came to my brother’s room, which was on the same stair-
case as his, when I was a freshman of only a few days. He
came rollicking in, already stout, alrcady middle-aged, but
with an air of equality, of youth, which I could not then
comprehend. Then I spoke at a debate at which he was
present. It was about ghosts. He was interested in my
speech, came up to me afterwards and said ‘I didn’t know
you were such a clever fellow’. This was characteristic, for
his principal gift was his power of making mcn bclieve in
themselves.. . . After that, I remember playing duets with
him on his grand piano, how his bulky form crushed me
into a small corner of the seat and the tempo was judiciously
manipulated to suit his not too agile fingers. We played I
remember the slow movement of Beethoven’s 7th sonata
[symphony?], and it became very slow indeed when we
reached the demi-semi quavers.

He always had some boy or young man as a secrelary,
and for many boys and youths he did much to start them
in life. His interest was in the young aristocrat on the onc
hand and the obscure struggler on the other. His rooms at
that time and for many years were the centre of all that
was most sociable, stimulating and genial at Cambridge.
Sunday evening he was at home, and I heard at that time
really great music., . .Later he got together some curious
kind of harmoniums supposed to represent the different
instruments of the orchestra. Undergraduates called them
O-B-ophones, and I cannot pretend that I ever heard any-
thing from them except cacophony.

O.B. was secretary of junumerable clubs, including the

club, where his corpulent person was constantly
to be found in the state of primitive nudity which, in those
early and happy days, was characteristic of Cambridge
bathing. For even in the meadows open to view, where the
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members of the town bathed, they ran quite naked in
crowds over the green grass. O.B. conducted at that time
the Political Society, which he had founded and of which I,
though then studying classics not history, became a member.
A paper was read, during which the president reclined in
his armchair, a red pocket-handkerchief of enormous size
covering his face. Then we all spoke in turn, according to
an order dictated by lots drawn out of a bag. I have passed
many dull evenings there, but some that were interesting.
And interesting or dull, O.B. produced his usual effect.
We felt that we were men, and history a serious subject.
Mr Browning’s ambition was to produce statesmen. The
only one I remember as emerging from his hearth rug is
Mr Austen Chamberlain, perhaps not the most intelligent
of men, but always, so far as I knew him, friendly and
honorable.. . .Later, when I became a teacher at King’s,
Mzr Browning was my senior colleague, I cannot honestly
say that I found it easy to work with him, for I often dis-
a§reed with him, and never was there a man more incapable
of seeing another man’s point of view.

And then comes a picture more appropriate to the Italian
Renaissance than the age of Victoria.

I found him once in his inner room, where he slept be-
hind a screen, in the act of getting up. On one side of him
was a secretary writing letters to dictation, on the other
another playing the violin, O.B. was seated in dishabille
between the two, and he began to speak on a subject always
congenial to him, himself. Once, he said, he had his horo-
scope taken. He was born in the ascension of the planets
Capricorn and Saturn, the one elating, the other depress-
ing. But however much crushed by Saturn, he always knew
that Capricorn would toss him up again to the sky.

One speculates, in passing, whether it was Oscar Browning
or Dickinson who termed Capricorn a planet; either was
capable of it. Their friendship is pleasant to remember. '
O.B. always liked ‘Gouldie’ as he insisted on calling him,
and regretted that he had not become more influential. And
Goldie, as a rule so fastidious, could thank, with more than
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usual gratitude, the Silenus who had awakened him from
nightmare.

How many young men did he stir to life who afterwards
turned against him | They were wrong, though not without
excuse. The man was more than his foibles, and I greet
him here, as many others might greet him, as one of those
who discavered me to myself.

Since he wrote the above there has been a biography of
O.B., by his nephew H. E. Wortham. He admircd it greatly,
and indeed it is one of the best biographies of the last few
years—quite unsparing and completely sympathetic.

At the end of his first year at Cambridge (May 1882) a
tragic event occurred which moved him deeply and finally
marked his transition from the alien life to the real one. It
shall be told in his own words.

One day, returning from a bicycle ride, I found a tele-
gram telling me my mother was dead. She had long been
ill, but I was expecting no change. The effect of this tele-
gram perhaps I do not justly recall. But, as it secms to me
now, it was a curious blend of conventional and real feeling.
The incredible had happened—for is not death always in-
credibleP—and I had not come across it before. There was
something about that that stunned. Then there was the
effort, as it were, to feel more than one did or could, a
curious sense of the melodrama of the position. And grief?
Yes, I think 0, and yet that not prominent and exclusive,
as I supposed it to be. I rushed across to my tutor, showed
him the telegram and burst into tears. He was very kind,
came back with me to my rooms, and helped to send me
off to town. I see myself now ringing the bell, my sister
coming downstairs in tears, my own tears, the whole dis-
tressing scene. I remember my mother, lying on the bed,
looking calm and beautiful. I remember my father’s grief.
Yet after the funeral I remember also sitting at onc of our
drawing room windows with my sisters in a state of almost
hysterical langhter, and one of my aunts remarking coldly
that we had better not laugh so much as people might think
it heartless. Then I remember lying on the sofg, i
desperately to realise the ‘never again’, the indubitable
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and yet inconceivable fact. I returned to Cambridge to
finish my term, oscillated between the grave demeanour I
felt to be appropriate and the natural forgetfulness and
cheerfulness produced by the company of my friends. I
had to stay up late to keep my term, and there comes back
to me a long solitary expedition to the fens. With this event
(the death of my mother) I connect my definite passage to
a new phase of life.

It is difficult to analyse more fully than he does himself this
very intricate experience. Love, rather than knowledge, had
bound the boy to his mother, he had never desired to be frank
with her, and perhaps that is why the emotions of the man
were so conflicting. His laughter is easily explained—it is a
common safety valve. But why the enhanced feeling for Cam-
bridge? From that time he tended to inhabit the University
spiritually. The interests and emotions acquired there began
to fill the vacations, although the house at All Souls Place
remained his headquarters for many years.

From now on my mind was in a ferment, a kind of
ferment however which would hardly I think be intelli-
gible to a contemporary undergraduate. It was as though
at last a door that had once or twice swung ajar now
opened and let me out. What I saw was a dim and moonlit
scene, exciting, perilous, full of adventure. It presented
itself to me as the problem of existence, at once felt and
thought about—if indeed what one did then can be called
thinking. It was exciting, to a degree which no modern
young man of intelligence could comprehend, to discover
that Christianity was not as it were an inextensible box,
very small, in which the whole world was packed, but that
an immense world extended quite outside of it. That world
I began to try to grasp in ways that now seem ridiculous
but that had nevertheless an intensity a passion and a
romance that it is only given to youth to experience. It
was exciting then to conceive that perhaps Jesus was not
God but only an exceptional Being. Itstill seemed shocking
at first that anyone should conceive him as only man. Then
interest in him—(such a poor ignorant interest as it had
ever been)—began tofade. Shelleysuddenlygrippedme.. ..

GLD 8
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With the arrival of Shelley the door swung wide and never
closed again. Shelley’s influence was so important, it so
dominated Dickinson till the day of his dcath, that it will
have to be described in a separate chapter, and the same
applies to two other arrivals from the world of baoks, Plato
and Goethe. ‘Books’ is an inadequate word to use in so per-
sonal a connection. It was rather that three people who knew
his language proved willing to speak to him in it and to say
sentences which he could not have framed for himself, He
entered a world which was an extension of his own heart. The
habit of awe and reverence was always suspect to him, and
he did not humble himself before his great writers, or ex-
claim (except in the first excitement of his youth) that he was
not worthy to unlace their shoes. The world into which they
called him was the world of freemen, where there is no bowing
down before thrones or chanting outside shrines. What joys
did he find in it? He communicated them as well as he could.
But we can best share them if we have known his identical
longings and pains. The ‘Prometheus Unbound’, the close
of the ‘Phaedo’, Galatea and the Homunculus—they are only
sounds in the air and marks on a page unless we have learnt
their language and been preparing to speak with them from
childhood. And one o[ my limitations in discussing Dickinson
is that the three writers who meant most to bim have never
particularly appealed to me, so that I can only divine by
analogy what he found in them. One fact at all events
emerges: he discovered these writers and human beings at
the same time.

While the mists were thus drawing up before religion,
poetry, politics (like curtains of gauze on the stage) I was
gradually finding for the first time real friends. We feasted
on ideas, on speculations, on poetry, music, what not. The
best of our life was long talks in our rooms, or in summer
pacing the grounds of King’s, still as I think one of the
loveliest spots in the world, and open still all night to talk
as well a3 to more noisy enterprises. The dedication to my
unpublished volume of poems recaptures the feeling of
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those hours better than anything I can say now, when I
pace the same ground half a ghost and more haunted by
memories than realities. But always the same beauty, as
perhaps may be the case even centuries from now.

Then he recalls the friends of this early period: A. J. Grant
(afterwards professor of history at Leeds), ‘with whom I
associate a moonlit evening spent in the grounds of Trinity
after we had climbed a locked gate to get in’; J. W. Graham
(afterwards principal of Dalton Hall), ‘older than the rest of
us, believing so ardently in progress that he would not have it
doubted that art too must have progressed’; A. P. Laurie (now
principal of the Heriot-Watt College), ‘then the most specu-
lative and bold of that little sect, a chemist, a Henry Georygite,
a perpetual talker’; and C. R. Ashbee, afterwards an archi-
tect and designer. Ashbee is recalled as ‘a long youth, en-
thusiastic, opinionated, schirmerisch’, who jumped into a
college eight and made a hole, and started a ‘Speculative
Socicty’, which was to spread through the world but collapsed
after its first term. Ashbee had a gifi for practical organisa-
tion and for sympathetic contact with the working class which
Dickinson admired but could not emulate. With him, as with
Grant and Graham, he kept in touch all his life. The greatest
of his Cambridge friends, Roger Fry and Ferdinand Schiller,
become important at a later date, and mention of them must
be postponed.

As Cambridge filled up with friends it acquired a magic
quality. Body and spirit, reason and emotion, work and play,
architecture and scenery, laughter and seriousness, life and
art—these pairs which are elsewhere contrasted were there
fused into one. People and books reinforced one another,
intelligence joined hands with affection, speculation became
a passion, and discussion was made profound by love. When
Goldie speaks of this magic fusion, he illumines more careers
than his own, and he seems not only to epitomise Cambridge
but to amplify it, and to make it the heritage of many who
will never go there in the flesh,

82
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Others of that set have gone almost out of my mind and
some of them out of the world. But still their forms appear
in the golden mists of dawn and almost I catch their voices
through talk of younger generations, heard under the same
chapel walls and the same chestnut groves, on the same
great lawns, under the same stars reflected in the same
sluggish yet lovely stream that will hear perhaps for cen-
turies yet the same voiccs at the same budding time of
youth; unless—who knows? they fall silent even before the
eternal silence closes upon me.

In a meditation such as this the old dry little upper-class
notion of an Alma Mater vanishes, and the University be-
comes for a moment universal.



CHAPTER VI
SHELLEY, PLATO, GOETHE

I

N an early sonnet to Shelley, Dickinson compares him to
Ia song, floating out of an attic at dusk over a sultry city,
and transporting the listener into a land of streams. The
sonnet exemplifies what he required from poetry. He did
not care for pure poetry; that is to say perfection of expres-
sion brought him only a passing pleasure. Nor did he care
for poetry which conveyed a view of life hostile to his own.
What he wanted was a song which would transport him out
of the world in the right direction, wings that would carry
him out of the body into a region where good and evil are
more clearly opposed than on earth, and where good triumphs
everlastingly. Sincere, enthusiastic, and fired with the same
social hopes, Shelley provided him with exactly the right pair
of wings. It was possible, in that enchanting company, to
shake off the flesh. It was possible to shake it off in the com-
pany of many other poets, but Shelley remained unique be-
cause, however high he soared, he never rejected humanity.
Dickinson loved humanity—so far as the phrase has any
meaning; and it still has some meaning, though not as much
ag it promised in the nineteenth century. Hebelieved, further-
more, in something more definite; in love between two in-
dividuals. And it is because Shelley welcomed both sorts of
love into the white radiance of eternity that he desired to
follow him there. Beyond, or beneath, the human he was
reluctant to travel; and it is significant that, while adoring
Shelley, he should on occasions have maintained a stiff upper
lip towards Walt Whitman, Whitman’s mysticism sometimes
repelled him, like D. H. Lawrence’s later on. It tended to
obliterate boundaries which he felt should be preserved. To
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‘let oneself go’ under the stress of emotion is all very well, but,
O my brethren, in which direction? Towards ‘Kingless con-
tinents sinless as Eden’? or down into a uniform orgy wherc
anything is everything, and blackberries and pismires in-
distinguishable from Socrates? Escape isfonly the first step
towards salvation. It is useless, unless we take the right turn-
ing after opening the door. Now, Shelley knows the way.
Shelley is sustained in his airy quest by human love. Hence
his supremacy.

.. .Shelley suddenly gripped me, I don’t think as a poet
but as a visionary about life. His landscapes always shim-
mering with moonlit streams, his loneliness, his passionate
and ideal love were what seized me—Alastor and Adonais
and the more ethereal and musical lyrics of Prometheus.
I read Hogg’s life of him (still in my deliberate judgment
one of the most fascinating biographies in existence) as
though it were a ncw gospel. Shelley at Oxford especially
appealed to me. And then his political ideas! I thought
with rapture and reverence of the youth of 19 dropping his
leaflets among the crowd from a balcony in Dublin. I
leapt with indignation and contempt at Godwin’s solemn
cry ‘Shelley you are preparing a scene of blood’. No one
who has not felt Shelley once like that can know, I think,
what Shelley is. I still recover those first feclings when 1
turn to him. And I still resent (rightly as I believe) the
elderly view of him as a man of genius gone astray, ignorant
of life, wild and Utopian. He had in fact a clear logical
mind, a courage of conviction almost unique, and a burning
passion for truth which is only not appreciated because it
1s of all passions the rarest. If there were indced that world
beyond of which the Platonic Socrates used to dream, there
is no one I would sooner meet; of all men of letters he is I
think the most lovable humane and genuine.

Shelley’s immediate influence was enormous. It operated
in two ways. In the first place it turned Dickinson to politics
and schemes of social reform. Turning from his crude mission-
ary attempts, he began to study conditions, particularly the
problem of the land, as set forth in the work of Henry George.
Henry George—a free-lance economist who is almost for-
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gotten to-day—was then a living force among the young men,
and the transition to his ‘Progress and Poverty’ from ‘Pro-
metheus Unbound’ was not as abrupt as it may appear.
George was a sincere man, with a simple view of social dis-
orders and their remedies. He came and lectured at Cam-
bridge with success, and though Dickinson was never a
fanatic follower, he hoped for a little that the World’s Great
Age might begin anew through the taxation of land values.
He never re-read ‘ Progress and Poverty’ in later years, but he
remembered it as a genuine piece of work, and it led him to
make the agricultural experiment which will be described in
the next chapter.

Shelley also influenced him in a more obvious way. He
began to write poems himself. ‘Certainly they had no value.
But nothing I have written since has filled me with such ex-
citement, such a sense of being inspired.’ The first of these
poems, ‘Doubt’, was sent to the ‘Carthusian’, of which his
friend Bowlby was editor. Many others followed, he im-
proved in technique, and in 1884 he won the Chancellor’s
Medal “for a poem supposed to be about Savonarola’. The
necessary facts about Savonarola were supplied by Mrs Oli-
phant, but all else by ‘Adonais,” and the monk’s fate is cele~
brated with a pagan melancholy which would not have
consoled him and would have been more intelligible to his
persecutors:

But all too brief thy triumph, all too soon
Thy heavenly kingdom perished, all in vain
Thou climbedst to the splendour of thy noon
To sink in night eternal.. . .

Dickinson righily remarks that the poem was hardly about
the subject; ‘a way prize poems have, and no doubt a good
way’. It is really a tribute to Shelley, at whose photograph
he gazed while composing it. In accordance with the Uni-
versity regulations he was obliged to read it aloud in the
Senate House, wearing his dress clothes for the occasion and
addressing an audience largely composed of his own relatives.
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With this bizarre scene his public career as a bard came to an
end. He wrote poetry subsequently, but as a vehicle for his
private emotions, and, severely self-critical, he has not chosen
to give much of it to the world.

The other day I looked through a collection of my early
verses with very curious feelings. Some I had quite for-
gotten and could not recall having written them, even
when I read them. Some brought back an immediate
vision of the place and circumstances and time they were
written. Though they have, I think, no merit as poetry,
they are interesting as biography, as most young men’s
Verges are.

Few of us have felt Shelley’s fascination as he did, or else
we have outgrown it and taken to ‘business or Keats’. But,
granted that that strange poetry and ever stranger prose keep
in touch with human beings, the fascination is easy to under-
stand. Even when he was afraid of human beings, as at
school, or bewildered by them, as in the War, he refused to
escape from them, and it was only by a poet who maintained
an earthly connection that he could be lifted into the em-
pyrean. All through his life the devotion continued. Here is
a typical extract from a letter to May (August 18g3):

Deep down under the beefiest and brutallest disguise
there lies the same tragedy which was the essence, unveiled
and undisguised, of Shelley. I think one is always in love
with something or other; the error consists in seeking in a
mortal image the likeness of something which is perhaps
eternal. Hinc illae lacrimae—~divorces and all the rest of
it. ‘The desire of the moth for the star, Of the night for the
moon’ is the epitome not only of Shelley but of all mankind.

And there are many other references, all grouping round
the idea that though Shelley was exceptional he was not un~
canny, and interprets the average man, if only the average
man had eyes to see.

In some correspondence exchanged in 1906 with his friend
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Mrs C. R. Ashbee he goes further than this, and emphasises
the bodiless quality of his god:

Shelley never got incarnate. That’s what gives him his
unique quality, which people either love or hate according
as they are more or less incarnate themselves.

Mrs Ashbee replies with vigour that she must certainly be
incarnate herself, for she cannot stand Shelley at all:

I am poles from him, and that is probably why the
elusive soap-bubble quality—spirit—does not find any
ring of answer in me. He was supernatural I think. Itis
very astonishing women were so fond of him: it must have
been I think the physical fascination and charm, for though
women are attracted by intellectual power I don’t think
they ever get into line with the ‘children of the spirit’ idea.
I believe it is outside their range of consciousness: they can
only look on in silent wonder.

Somewhat concerned, he replies:

About being incarnate—what I had in my mind was
that spirit has to enter into matter to create, and in so
doing loses its own purity and essence. And Shelley, as I
feel him, never did enter into matter—which is what fascin-
ates me, and what, in your case repels. All women I think
have more need of and love of matter than men. Men are
the idealists. That’s why they so often make a mess of
things. Women would run the world more sensibly, but
then so deadly sensibly. A woman’s first cry is: ‘How will
it affect the children?’ A man says ‘How will it affect the
soul or the race or God?’—What rot! Pray forgive me.

She forgives him.

He edited the ‘Prometheus’ but Shelley’s real apotheosis
is postponed until ‘The Magic Flute’ (1g20) where he appears
as a morning star in the Castle of Sarastro—the castle from
which Dantehad been excluded, becausehe preferred authority
to truth. Shelley is the poet of freemen. He helped to free
Dickinson at Cambridge and he gives one more denial to the
accusation so foolishly brought against poets, that they are



42 SHELLEY, PLATO, GOETHE

not practical. If they are not practical, how is it that they
have accomplished so much? And why have legislators and
officials from Plato onwards kept such a watchful eye on
them?

2

If Shelley rose like the morning star, Plato was heralded by
the dubious twilight of Esoteric Buddhism. Like many young
men who are discovering themselves and the world, Dickin-
son wondered whether there may not be a supernormal path
to knowledge. He was by no means credulous or unable to
sift evidence, and he had taste and humour, so that Esoteric
Buddhism could not detain him long, but for about a year
he wag intrigued with it. ‘My idea I believe was that one
must first discover absolute standards of good and evil, and
then descend to govern mankind.’ So he attended the mect-
ing of the Society of Psychical Research to hear Colonel
Olcott describe how he had once been visited by a mahatma
who had dematerialised through a closed door, but had left
his turban behind him as a proof. °And here’, said the
Colouel passing it round, ‘is the turban.’ This sort of thing
does not go down at Cambridge. More impressive than the
Colonel and the turban was an Indian called Mohini. For a
short time his letters are full of Mohini; ‘if he were proved a
humbug, I would hide my face and believe in nothing no
more’, he writes to Grant. He was diffident of approaching,
but finally begged for an audience, which was majestically
accorded. Mohini refused to shake hands with a creature so
gross, but was understood to approve the study of Plato and
to recommend meditation upon the One. ‘I retired feeling
that I had got nothing, but unwilling to admit as much to
myself.’ Ashbee wearied of Mohini and suggested that a little
work for other people might be a good thing. ‘To which I
find myself replying that living for others is a mecans to
' mysticism, not vice versa, and continue to speak of Esoteric
Buddhism and mahatmas.’
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This being his state of mind, he approached Plato not as
a writer of dialogues, or as a depictor of Athenian society, or
a logician, or politician, or a publicist, but as an adept who
was in the possession of absolute truth, which he had con-
cealed in his writings, probably in his myths. Atany moment
the universe might open. And though he modified this view,
it tinged his future studies with poetry. Here is a letter to
Grant describing his original attitude—though ‘attitude’ is
too cool a word to use for the fervour and the ecstasy which
filled him. He had just taken his degree at Cambridge, and
gone to Germany with Ashbee; at the time he writes to Grant,
he was alone at Heidelberg, radiantly happy, and living upon
vegetables. The date of the letter is August 1884—that is to
say he was just twenty-two. After some preliminary gaiety
he says:

I’ve just descended from a seventh heaven, so to speak,
i.e. from something considerably above my ordinary
grovelling existence. That is to say for the last two hours
I’ve been sitting on the slope of a hill, looking out over the
town and the Schloss and the mountains and the river,
with a ‘whispering wood’ all about me, reading and medi-
tating on Plato’s Symposium. Never again will I regret
that I’ve spent years over Greek. I’m ‘sitting at Plato’s
feet’ at present, and have really never experienced such
‘ecstasy’ in the literal sense: why I can’t tell you, butso it
is. I seem to have got a new light for reading him, and it
seems all clear and quite necessarily and incontrovertibly
true. And moreover in the ‘Phaedrus’ is much palpable
‘Esoteric Buddhism’: do read it again, if you haven’t
lately, and there you will ind the indestructibility of life,
and the successive incarnations, and the one great con-
sciousness, or yuyfi and the joys of the adepts, and .
many such like. I'm getting desperate; I must discover
somehow how to keep up to the highest point in the midst
of all these necessities of eating and drinking and sleeping
and conversing, and I must discover what is olrrd 16 kaAdV,
and olx doriv 1) yuxf|, else how can I ever deliver a re-
spectable set of lectures? How can I explain, for instance,
why Shakespeare’s characters are natural and marvellous,
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and Jonson’s aren’t, unless I know what character is, and
all about it. Now, being much at peace and in perfect
surroundings, I can see clearly that until one has learnt
perfectly to control oneself, and to understand those
mysterious laws that give rise to different opinions and
passions, one has no right to expect to do any work that
shall be necessarily wise and good; therefore if indeed an
‘Adept® would speak with me and give me hope, I would
vanish to India, at least I hope so. I suppose, otherwise,
all this will pass and I shall come down and muddle along,
doing a little accidental good among much accidental
harm, and cursing as fools all who don’t agree with me.
This isn’t mere talk: I can’t tell why, but parts of the
Phaedrus and Symposium have come to me in this week
like Revelation, and just for an hour or so a day everything
has seemed ‘stale and unprofitable’ except somehow or
other to follow out Plato in the paths he hints at as leading
to ‘the life of the gods’. It’s worth having felt, if it all
subsides to nothing.

Forty years later, his memory of the Heidelberg experience
was still vivid, and he describes it in the ‘Recollections’ in
much the same words as he uses to Grant at the time. It was
not the only experience of the sort, for we shall find that he
wag visited several times by similar intimations of reality.
Except perhaps once, at the very end of his life, he never had
the mystic vision claimed by his friend McTaggart and by
some of the gaints. But he often went beyond those vague
feelings of awe which represent the furthest most men go from
the track of common sense.

Such being his approach to Plato, it is natural that he
should be involved in Plotinus. There he found mysticism
slab upon slab, without any alloy of Athenian dinner parties.
He began to read Plotinus that same summer, and the first
work of learning composed by him is a dissertation in which
the doctrines of Plato and Plotinus are compared and har-
monised. On the strength of the second version of this dis-
sertation he was given a fellowship at King’s in 1887. He

. mever published it, and it remains in MS. in the college
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library. In later years he regarded it as of little critical value,
because it made no attempt to discuss the mystic experience
upon which the assertions of Plotinus rested. ‘Plotinus claims
to have had this experience, I daresay he did. The question
is what value has it as truth.’

Since however Plotinus is a thinker as well as a mystic, and
reasons from his assumptions, there was plenty to say about
him, ‘and granting my standpoint, the dissertation is, I ex-
pect, pretty good’; Dean Inge asked for the loan of it when
he was preparing his Gifford Lectures on the same subject.

What I recall now is the curious state of mind in which
I was when I wrote it. It was written mainly in the reading
room of the British Museum, in one sense not a bad en-
vironment for this Oriental-Italo-Egypto-Greco writer.
But I really think that for the time being I was almost
abstracted from the actual, and mooned about the wintry
and foggy London with the feeling that it was all an illu-
gion, and that some day, any day, I should awake into the
‘real’ world. From the moment I finished the dissertation,
to the present time, I have hardly looked into Plotinus.
I wonder whether I ever shall again, and if so what I should
make of it.

He lost interest in Plotinus, but not in Plato, to whose non-
mystical side he then turned. From about 1890 on, he began
to care about education, politics and conduct. The Greeks
had also been interested in these subjects, and Plato was the
most intelligent of the Grecks, and, at all events in his earlier
dialogues, the most human. If Shelley dashed and splashed
through the country of Dickinson’s mind like a mountain
stream, Plato was, so to speak, responsible for the irrigation
system. He saw to it that the study of modern institutions and
conduct should be fertilised by knowledge of the past. He
provided breadth of treatment and aptness of comparison,
and that subtlest help which comes from affinity of style. Two
of the latest books are about him and he also dominates ‘The
Greek View of Life’, He was also responsible for the dialogues,
and the ‘dialogue’ with Dickinson does not merely mean ‘A
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Modern Symposium’ and ‘Justice and Liberty’, but all the
unprinted and sometimes unprintable occasions on which he
talked. In his talk, as in writing, he had the evenness of
temper, and the power to state the other side fairly which are
supposed to characterise Socrates. Indeed, to a Goth like
myself he seems much more Socratic than Socrates. Socrates
—as Plato presents him—would have emptied any modern
room at once. Dickinson kept every room full, never nagging,
never setting traps, never reducing the company to silence
while he demonstrated the supremacy of his intellect, the
justness of his opinions, the aptness of his wit, the profundity
of his vision. Even without Plato, he would have known how
to converse, and how to handle life, but he was strengthened
and confirmed by the presence of his companion—less beloved
than Shelley, but more serviceable, for in this world therc are
many mansions, and a guide through them is needful. The
Grecks—and Plato particularly—understand our political and
social confusion, but they are not part of it, and so they can
help us.

3

His love for Goethe dates from the same fuitful summer of
1884 when he read Greek in the pine woods above Heidelberg.

Oh Grant [he writes at the time], I've begun Faust, of
which indeed I will not speak, for is it not as yet unspeak-
able? such a rush of music and passion and thought as I
have not known for long takes me out of this miserable self
into heaven. Just suits me now; Faust with his weariness of
books and all things does appeal so sirongly to a bit of me;
he's studied everything ‘und leider auch Theologie’ frustra;
and then the earth spirit who ‘sits at the roaring loom of
time’ (you'll remember in Carlyle). But have you not read
Faust? yea, [ remember thou hast.

The ‘rush of music and passion and thought’ was, he dis-
co.vcred before long, not continuous. He was soon confronted
with the immense boringness of Goethe, and few Englishmen
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have faced it so frankly, and so successfully outstared it. After
a forty years’ interval he writes to Grant again:
I continue to be intrigued by Goethe and to think him

a man of vision in spite of the disquieting fact that there is

very little of him I can read. Only a German, perhaps,

could manage to be at once a pedant and a genius, an
official and a poet, a novelist and a preacher, etc. etc.

He achieved anyhow the greatest of all triumphs, which is

continuing to live to the last moment instead of dying

prematurely at forty and then lingering on as a rather
malicious and obstructive ghost, as most of us do.

At the very end of his life he paid homage in ‘Goethe and
Faust’ and in an unpublished Faust translation, and all his
last utterances and letters are full of allusions. These will
appear in their course. Here I would indicate three reasons
for the attraction. In the first place there was Gocethe’s ac-
ceptance of science—acceptance in the sense of willingness
to approach the riddle of the universe by any path which is
available, scientific or otherwise. Goethe belonged to the
tradition of the early Greek philosophers and of the Renais-
sance humanists, and was closely akin here to Leonardo
da Vinci. His own scientific work, his theory of colour, for
instance, might be as absurd as the attempts of Voltaire to
weigh heat, for it was not to be supposed that he, or any other
untrained worker, could perform laboratory experiments of
value. But he could direct the spirit in which science could
be used; he had not only curiosity but imagination and the
capacity for wonder. Dickinson thought that this was an
attitude which the modern man should try to share. He him-
self, though superficial observers dismissed him as dreamy
and wistful, was constantly striving to decrease the dark. He
hoped for a small circle of light which science would gradually
enlarge; beyond this circle stretches a region which, so long
ag it is unconquered, belongs to imagination and poetry.

In the second place, he admired Goethe’s many-sidedness.
He was aware of his own limitations, and here was a man of
congenial character, who had been not only a poet and
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scientist, but art critic, theatrical director, courtier, ad-
ministrator, financier, soldier, philosopher, &c. He never
wasted time in regretting that he was not equally various, for
he knew that to measure oneself in this way against one’s hero
is futile, and is indeed a form of conceit. But Goethc was
certainly his ideal as far as worldly conduct and scope of
practical activities were concerned. Had he been permitted to
take a leading part in European aflairs, he would have worked
in his spirit.

In the third place, Goethe had managed to grow old
properly, and the older he grew himself the more he valued
this, Most men—though not most women—become intoler-
able in old age, but here was a sage whom experience never
ceased to make wiser, and whose very love-making remained
free from senility. It is heartening to remember such a man;
he has escaped the shadow of death—and it is the advancing
shadow of death, not the actual blackness, which is such a
disgrace and terror. Dickinson himself escaped it. Though
the fates were to be unkind to him in many ways, they
allowed him to keep his strength and sanity to the end.

This admiration for Goethe was connected with a general
tolerance for the Teutonic. He liked in the Germans the
qualities which endear them to the average Englishman, their
good temper, their frankness and their romanticism; and he
pardoned, as the average Englishman cannot, their heavi-
ness, pedantry and docility, If his instincts yearned for the
Mediterranean, his sentiments still clung to the forests and
streams of the North, and in this dual allegiance he recalls
that child of Helen and Faust, Euphorion, who symbolised
the modern world.



CHAPTER VI

THE WORLD OF MATTER
1884~1887

1
ETWEEN 1884, when he took his degree, and 1887,
B when he was elected to a fellowship, Dickinson was in
an uneasy state. A first in classics, following on the
Chancellor’s Medal and other distinctions, gave him an ex-
cellent academic record, but what should be the next step?
He wanted to support himself, since his father was not well
off, and he wanted to help the human race and to impart to
it the truth and the beauty which he had discovered. How
should he begin? how, and also when? He writes to May that
it is a shocking thing to have reached the age of twenty-one
without knowing what to do, and to Ashbee at a later date
that ‘we’re all too anxious to begin ““doing something ** before
we’ve learnt even to shape our characters’. If his education
was finished, how should he utilise it, and if it was incomplete
what should he learn next?

Connected with this problem was a second one, which
arose out of his desire to help humanity. If he held aloof
from ordinary people, how could he help them, and if he
threw himself into their lives, should he not become like
them? He did not want to become like ordinary people.
Here he was definite, and he remained, in this sense, an
aristocrat to the end. To abandon culture and blunt sensi-
tiveness in the hope of breaking down barriers always seemed
to him a desperate expedient. He solved this particular
problem in later life by developing the power of entering into
other people’s positions while he retained his own, but it is
impossible for a young man to have this power: he must either
abandon himself or hold aloof, and consequently there is a

GLD 4
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slight touch of arrogance in his dealings with average humanity
which does not wear off until he has visited and endured
America.

He spent the three years of uncertainty partly in Cam-
bridge, and partly at home or in the provinces, and there
were visits abroad. It was a period of experiment and his
general state of mind at the beginning of it can be seen in
the following letter to Grant (January roth, 1885).

... At Cambridge it was as if we stood all in the light
and shook hands bravely and cheerfully and then went out
into the night, each on our different paths. And the old
myth of meeting again in the light expresses a real need
whatever its underlying truth may be. You see I find it
rather necessary to cultivate a hard outside in order to
keep alive my fire within. Men are so sceptical, so essen-
tially ‘faithless’, and one has such tendencies that way
oneself, For the sad thing to discover is that there is so
little conscious vice, that the evil is done (or at least the good
undone) by men whose position is absolutely logical and
righteous in their own eyes; there is a gradual dropping
away of the Truth until it becomes impossible to conceive
even. of a higher Right. ..Argument loscs forcec and sym-
pathy becomes impossible; one falls back on dogged and
apparently unconvincing assertion. All this is very vague,
but expresses somehow what I feel about ‘ peoplein general’,
and the danger of assimilating their ideas.

He needed above all things to defend his newly won indi-
viduality, and although he desired to help and understand
‘people in general’ his sympathy with them was still in
abeyance. This comes out clearly in the three experiments
now to be recorded.

The first experiment is a most fantastic one, and takes him
quite outside his usual beat. Full of Henry George, of the
social question, of the general ferment of things, he deter-
mined to go and work on a co-operative farm.

The farm had recently been started by Harold Cox, after-
wards an uncompromiging champion of individualism, but
at that time a socialist, He had acquired some acres of barren
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heath in Surrey, which were to be reclaimed, and he had
imported from Kent a family of farm-labourers by name of
Gibbs with whom he lived in a newly built cottage. It was
a strange establishment, which the arrival of the B.A. from
Cambridge did not make less strange, for Goldie had no turn
for manual labour, and only a theoretical affection for the
working classes. However, he did not arrive with great ex-
pectations; there were some lectures which he hoped to pre-
pare between the plough and the cow; also he was studying
Plotinus. The economic position of Cox’s enterprise was
already desperate, but he was not interested in economics;
he came because he had half a hope that he would now begin
to lead the right life—physical work on the onc hand, and
intellectual creation on the other. The walk up from Farnham
station to the farm, the scents of the country—how vividly
he remembered them! ‘the great commons with fern owls
sounding upon them in the dusk, the Frensham ponds, the
bracken and the heather were silent witnesses of much pas-
sionate brooding in those short weeks’. It was on the human
side that he failed to get into touch, because he was choosing
an inappropriate method.

He wrote Jong letters about Craig farm to his sisters and
to Ashbee. Here is the leiter to Ashbee, who was then in
Germany:

Craig Farm

Dear Ashbee, May 5, 1885

T’ve been waiting to write till I was a bit settled, other-
wise I should have sent some scathing remarks to your last,
and now alas it’s too late. Things are good here, especially
for working purposes (8 hours pretty easy to get in) but
with a distinct iendency to dulness. Cambridge talk &ct
was very distracting, but stimulating too, and the conver-
sation and ways of the rustic are a poor substitute. You
would laugh to see me solemnly seated at meals in the
kitchen talking ineffectnally to George, Will and Tom about
them there peas and how the dung rotted them, but > Arold
would ’ave ’is way, and how there ought to be hops there
and beans there, elc. etc., with jokes about Annie’s suitors

42



h2 THE WORLD OF MATTER

and Paget’s debts. (‘Paget calls ’isself a genleman, I dun
call ’im no genleman. What does ’e go for, etc. etc.)

A slight interval in which I’ve been fetching beer from
the pub in an enormous brown jar; the men all sowing soot
for manure, and no one to get the beer, so I had to go. It’s
really very funny. If there were someone to laugh with,
I could laugh all day. The family is George Gibbs, silent
and humourous (at times) fond of grumbling and hard
work: details to me Harold’s little mistakes and has a habit
of making the same conversation several times over, in
which case I of course make the same remarks with as much
interest as possible. Mrs Gibbs deaf as a post with whom
I communicate mainly by signs: she however converses
much, being answered in dumb show.

Then there’s Will, fat, stupid, and Alick silently devoted
to Annie, who pities him, and Tom cutc and sclf-assertive,
with a dormant propensity to Lying and a juvenile fond-
ness for a gun: and then there’s Annic] Suffice it to say
that she is superior in culture to the rest, and considered
by some very pretty. I’ve just had the sweetest good night
chat with her, but then she is so Catholic. For instance,
a minute ago I saw her reclining in Alick’s arms. . ..

Harold I like much at present, and admire. We get some
decent talk over our hoeing and digging, but don’t agree
much I think at bottom. He is a socialist (Dem. Fed.), but
not violent or unreasonable, seems to think they won’t do
much, but ‘anything better than this’. Says it was a great
drawback to Mazzini that he believed in a God, which will
again show you how much we differ. Rather tired of the
farm, I think, that is to say has learnt from it all he will
do. Very doubtful if it will pay, all new ground and bad
ground which he has just brought to cultivation. Says it
isn’t possible to combine agricultural and student life unless
you take your agriculture as you do your exercise, for an
hour or iwo a day, as I’'m trying to do now.

Good God Ashbee (as Stone would say) there came here
the other day one Dr Elizabeth B...! All my ideas of
higher education for women and the like are pushed back
at least a century by the event! How that woman talked !
flowing periods, elaborate parentheses, scarcely a pause for
breath, words articulated like the snap of a pistol, gratified
smack of the lips at each semicolon! Unfortunate female
companion reduced to positive deafness and imbecility by
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constant association: should think she was paid listener in
chief. ‘Come here my dear and sit by me. Can you give
her a low chair?’ And we did and there she sat poor
wretch at the feet of the monster ! Miserablest of females !
‘It is my profound conviction—though mark you I profess
myself a land nationalist—that it is idle nay injurious to
advocate extreme reform before public opinion has duly
matured, etc.” Ach Gott! Talk of mental diarrhoea!...
As to Annie’s opinion of her, that you may imagine. ‘ These
pmﬁle have evidently not in any degree developed their
intellect’, quoth the learned Dr. Thank goodness, no, one
felt inclined to say.

Mrs Gibbs is becoming painfully friendly. She bursts at
all hours into my studious retirement, crying ‘ Mr Dickin-
son, I've cut open that chicken and its liver’s all diseased.
Come and see. Now what would you do with it?* I, good
heavens! And the woman is deaf. No getting at her.
There’s no denying that the family quarrels a good deal.
Tom for instance ‘is such a little beast! I do ’ate *im’.
This alas from a sister. And then Will. He will talk so
freely at dinner about kicking your ass. But these draw-
backs will occur. I've tried my hand at ploughing with
signal success. What a hardy son of the soil I should have
been if I'd been born to it! As I wasn'’t, I remain a puny
son of the pen, much in need of a sleeping draught. But
I can’t milk the cow. No, it may look simple, but I assure
you there is an art in manipulating the teat of a domestic
cow not easily fathomable. It will ever be sorrow to me,
but the fact remains, I can’t milk a cow!

O mein Lieber, how I would like to hear that nightingale.
But I know ’em of old, and how the chapel sleeps in the
moonlit water, and the limes are steeped in fragrance and
all the world asleep.

He stopped at Craig farm for a couple of months. Endowed
with a sense of humour rather than a zest for comedy, he did
not abandon himself fully to its absurdities. Plotinus claimed
him. In a cottage hard by vegetated the Salts—Henry Salt
had been a rebellious master at Eton, and was to write a book
called ‘Seventy Years among the Savages’. Salt and Cox
were both magnets for cranks, and queer people would call
on a Sunday, amongst them young Bernard Shaw. The Gibbs
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mingled freely in this company, but without pleasure, and
bhecame obstreperous and critical. There were musical parties
at the Salts, where culture demanded one sort of song, and
agriculture another. There was a Homeric meal at the farm
where Will Gibbs routed Dr Elizabeth B. by chanting that
there were worms in the soup. Dickinson’s own table manners
were called in question. Then he left, the experiment col-
lapsed, the Gibhs were re-imported into Kent, the desert
resumed its own, and Harold Cox went to teach mathcmatics
in India. ‘I have met him since, and found he still retains
the personal charm he always had. But over the farm experi-
ment a great ox sat upon our tongucs.’

About a year later, he wrote a story about this little ex-
perience, which still exists in manuscript form. It is a naif
transcript of events, where Gibbs becomes Biggs, and it is
not surprising that Kegan Paul, to whom it was submitted,
should bhave declined publication. But in the last few pages
it sails into twilight and poetry. ‘Crankie Farm’ has been
a failure, and the two young men who have been muddling
there sit by the edge of the great Frensham pond, and watch
the moon passing slowly down through heavy clouds and out
again into clear sky. Their talk drifts towards immortality,
and they agree that it exists here and now, and the trouble
of an hour ago becomes nothing; ‘we knew it had been, and
it was not: while we stood there complete without it’. The
night is filled with little sounds, not only the birds but the
trees and the water seem to speak, the moon sets behind the
trees opposite, and the Surrey landscape, without losing its
own beloved and homely character, is absorbed into the
cosmogony of Plotinus. All through his life Dickinson had
this hope that, at a touch, the world of matter would be—not
annihilated but transformed.

No, not the hand of death ! some other power
Summon to aid thee in the day of doom;
Earth shall reveal in one immortal hour
More than was ever garnered in the tomb.
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The hope was both a support and a distraction to him during
the period of his immaturity.

2

The lectures on which he had been working during his stay
at the farm were delivered during the winter of 1885-6 at
various provincial centres under the auspices of the Univer-
sity Extension Scheme. They were on Carlyle, Emerson,
Browning and Tennyson. For all these writers, except Tenny-
son, he had unbounded admiration. His idea was that he
should reveal their beauties to enthusiastic working men, who
would be grateful for any crumbs from the academic banquet.
It is an idea which other Extension lecturers have shared,
and it seems even to have flitted through the minds of the
originators of the scheme. His audiences were actually com-
posed of women of the middle classes, women who had read
their Tennysons and compared them with their Brownings
for years, and who pointed out his shortcomings with pro-
vincial mercilessness.

I had no notion how to speak, and no idea at all how
ordinary people felt and thought. Ihad my lectures written
out in fuﬁ and learned them by heart. They naturally fell
very fat, and I still remember the cheerful schoolmaster
who was my chairman at my first remarking at the end
that we ought to be very grateful to Mr Dickinson for
‘even trying’ to communjcate his ideas on these great
authors. Worse however than the manner of my lecture
was the matter, for I did not conceal the unorthodox nature
of my opinions, also dressed very badly, and was still in-
volved, whenever I had a chance, in my philosophic and
mystical studies. The travelling from place to place was
fatiguing, and altogether, looking back on myself, I seem
a sad outlandish stranded and alien figure. I had no notion
how to get into touch with ordinary people, and no desire
to do so, for I thought I was the bearer of a message which
transcended all actual life.

The message was sometimes inaudible, and according to one
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of his friends he would turn his back on the audience when he
became interested and toddle away over the platform on his
heels, patting himself meanwhile with both his hands behind.
Si ce n’est pas vrai c’est bien vu; one endorses the gesture.
Nor was he more successful with the weekly classes, the ques-
tion-papers and the personal contacts which are an important
part of University extension. ‘My sister has a bone to pick
with you, Mr Dickinson: you wrote Fool on her paper!’
Perhaps he had written ‘Good’, but it was too late; his hand-
writing was already getting him into trouble. For the first
term, his lecturing centres were Mansfield, Chesterfield and
Stamford; for the second term Chester and Southport. He
writes to May ‘it is all very disgusting, and I’ll never talk
about poetry again. It’s difficult to say which annoys me
most, the people who don’t like it or the people who do’.
And to Ashbee: ‘going to lecture now, to which I am gradually
becoming calm and indifferent. Life is so much bigger than
anything one does in it”. Such language suggests that a crisis
is approaching. It came at Chester. He began by affronting
the bishop, Stubbs the historian, to whom he addressed a
letter as “The Rev. Dr Stubbs’. His lordship deigned not
toreply. Then he quarrelled with his local secretary, daughter
to another bishop, who disapproved of his views on Tennyson.
His first lecture could not be heard on account of a musical
meal which was being given next door to six hundred poor
of the city. But the Emerson lecture was heard only too
plainly for he quoted two lines of a poem by his author called
“The Initial Love’; :
‘ . . .kiss and couple and beget
By those roving eyeballs bold—

and gave terrific offence. It was more than the cathedral
mind could stand and portions of it left the room. The ladies
of Chester were prepared to hear about Emerson, but not
what Emerson said, the local secretary forwarded their com-
plaint to headquarters, his impropriety was censured, Tom
Hughes his defender was ignored, his fate was sealed. Things
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do not alter much. I remember, thirty years later, a lecturer
upon Euripides at Weybridge having to defend himself against
the charge of condoning the conduct of the Bacchae.

It is characteristic of Dickinson that, even when appearing
to fail, he should gain something of permanent value. This
dingy incursion through the Midlands resulted in two life-long
friendships. One was with Edward Carpenter, the other
with Mrs Webb, wife of the rector of Mansfield Woodhouse.
Mrs Webb attended his course at Mansfield, and saw through
the badness of its matter and manner to the sincerity be-
hind. Though she was twenty-five years his senior, they
quickly became intimate, he poured out his difficulties, a
correspondence ensued, and after her husband’s death she
and her daughter moved to Cambridge. Although he was
never drawn to women in the passionate sense, all his
deepest emotions being towards men, his life would have
been empty and comfortless without them. He found in them
~-that is to say in a few women—a patience and a nobility
undiscoverable elsewhere, and his tribute to Mrs Webb must
be quoted here as paying tribute not only to her. He speaks
of the illnesses troubling her old age, and then continues:

But all this leaves her as it were unsullied, uncomplaining,
the most beautiful soul perhaps I bave known or shall
know, except it may be my sister Janet and Mrs Moor.

She has also a strong and sincere mind, which prevents

her swallowing any humbug. She is a member of the

Church of England and the widow of a parson. But what

she believes now I do not know, nor I think does she. But

she has ‘faith’, in the sense of courage, love, and hope.

Those are the last three qualities that abide when all things

g0, and we can but wailt our passage to annihilation or

" whatever else there may be.

. 3
His failure as an Extension lecturerled to amostextraordinary
reaction. He concluded (which one can understand) that he
had no gift for speaking or teaching. But what is so startling
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is the alternative which he adopted. After his failure at
Chester he went for a holiday in Wales. He climbed Snowdon
alone, Great torrents of mist came rolling up over the sum-
mit, revealing and hiding by turns the precipices and valleys
below. The scenic greatness of life—never far off in his out-
look—now took a new form. He still desired to discover
reality and help mankind, but was it only through literature
that this double goal could be reached? In the pinelands of
Heidelberg or of Surrey he had thought so, but was there no
other path? Abruptly, and not on the grounds of felt inclina~
tion or capacity, he decided to be a doctor.

Science always attracted him, and he had, like many men
of letters, hopes from it which are seldom cherished by
scientists themselves. In his later years he tried to follow
Eddington and Jeans and was in close touch with the popu-
larising work of Gerald Heard—work, he considered, as
valuable as any which has been done in our day. In 1886
his outlook was cruder, and he regarded science as a sort of
Buddhism; it was to illuminate and confirm a positive view
of the world, and culminate in a mystic revelation. And if
science led to reality, one branch of science—medicine—
enabled him by a happy coincidence to help mankind. Two
birds of his desire could be killed by one stone, and in deciding
to be a doctor he felt surprised that he had not thought of
this before.

On descending from Snowdon, he wrote a long letter to
his father (April 17th, 1886), explaining the position. He says
that although poetry and philosophy seem to him the best
in life, he does not find in himself the creative gift which
would make him a real artist. He has thought, therefore,
of medicine, both for scientific and humanitarian reasons,
and has hoped to make enough money by lecturing to sup~
port himself while he studies it. Butlecturing is unsatisfactory,
and prevents him from thinking; so would his father finance
him for four years, on ‘business principles’, until he has got
his medical degree, when he will pay the money back, The
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letter—like all he wrote—is both straightforward and con-
siderate; he makes it clear what he wants, and makes it easy
for his father to refuse. His father assented, and in the autumn
of the year he returned to Cambridge, and began to study
for the M.B. degree.

He was instantly seized with panic. Cambridge seemed
dead, his friends had gone down, he was no longer in college.
He saw that he would never make a doctor, and that the
arguments influencing him had been unreal, and he wrote
to his father saying that he wanted to abandon the enter-
prise. Next morning he breakfasted with his contemporary,
Headlam (afterwards Sir J. W. Headlam-Morley of the
Foreign Office), and told him what he had done. Headlam
persuaded him that he had made a mistake, and he wired to
his father telling him not to open the letter. Presumably the
letter arrived before the wire, and had already been read,
but his father never said anything about it, and he entered
duly upon the course. Itis a queer little display of wobbling,
and in his opinion (not in mine) it is typical of his character;
he also comments that it shows “the uselessness of taking up
definite work merely because one thinks it good; there can
have been few people less gifted for scientific research (as
distinguished from speculation) than myself, and few less
qualified for the observation and manual dexterity that pro-
fession requires’. This is no doubt true.

He then settled down quietly, and worked hard, but with-
out any feeling of vocation. ‘I've begun dissecting and it’s
not so bad as it might be, has even a certain kind of geo-
graphical interest’, he writes to May; ‘but I can’t arrive at
the ““artistic” view of it which the professor and others seem
to take; “it’s beautifil dissection™ is the phrase’. Later on:
‘corpses are not repulsive, merely dull’ or ‘I don’t regard
anatomy as serious work’. He informs Ashbee the physiology
interests him more, ‘but it’s such an infant science and con-
sequently a chaos of incomprehensible and contradictory
facts’, a true enough description of physiology fifty years ago.
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Roger Fry—whom he now began to know—was also doing
medicine though with neater fingers, and would sometimes
extricate him from the frog or worm with which he was
involved. He passed his first M.B. examination in 1887, his
second in 1888. But by that time his fortunes had taken
another and a more appropriate turn, and his career as a
doctor came to a close.

Medicine was certainly the strangest of his incursions into
the realm of matter, but as one looks back at a friend’s youth,
or indeed at one’s own youth, there is always a good deal
which seems strange. The personality is then freer, because
it is inexperienced, and it starts this way and that, down
avenues which will never be explored, without feeling self
conscious. Dickinson came to realise that his attempt to be
a doctor, though mistaken, was not ridiculous: ‘I still think
that that profession is the best, and does combine the possi~
bilities of that combination of learning and of life which I
wanted then and want now, and have very imperfectly
achieved as things are’.

He gave it up because, contrary to any reasonable expecta-
tion, Plotinus had turned up trumps. Though the fellowships
at King’s were then only worth £80 as against their present
£300, there were various advaniages attaching, so that he
became financially independent of his father. His father was
disappointed at his change of profession, but as usual never
said one word of blame. From 1887 onward, Dickinson made
no more false starts, but settled down to a life which, in
his opinion, was not the best sort of life but the best which
his capacities allowed.



CHAPTER IX

FROM MYSTICISM TO POLITICS
1887-18g3

I

TO the north of the front court of King’s rises a pre-
cipitous wall of stone and glass: Henry VI's chapel,
tending by its very size to oullify itself when it has
become familiar and to enter but little into the general
consciousness of the college. On the south of the court the
chapel is acknowledged by some presentable buildings of
the Gothic revival, containing the Hall, lecture rooms, the
undergraduates’ reading room, the dons’ combination reoms
and so on. Westward, the early eighteenth century speaks;
Gibbs’s Building, or Fellows’ Buildings, almost closes that
side of the court: a solid three-story block, graceful, grave,
and grouping with its precipitous and perpendicular neigh-
bour into a harmony peculiar to England. There are compli-
ments outside the rules of etiquette, and perhaps they are the
only compliments worth receiving. Gibbs is pierced midway
by a cavernous entry, known to initiates as the Jumbo House,
in whose sombre recesses are usually to be found a ladder,
a hand-cart, and a small heap of sand. These too are peculiar
to England. The range from them to the soaring chapel-
buttresses, pinnacled in the intense inane, is the range of the
English mind, They are the unexplained, balancing the in-
explicable. Above the arch of the Jumbo House rides a fine
semicircular window, above that is the chief architectural
feature of the block, a classical pediment, topped in its turn
by a couple of chimneys and by the flagstaff from which, on
days of commemoration, the dark blue flag of the college
depends. Most of Dickinson’s academic life was spent in
various rooms of Gibbs, and he would recall with amazement
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how he had wanted it pulled down when he was an under-
graduate, on the ground that it had no soul.

On the further side of Gibbs a new world opens: the fagade
of Clare; an enormous lawn sloping towards the Cam; a
bridge over the Cam; the trees of Scholar’s Piece; the trees
of the Backs; the trees, flowers and tennis courts of Fellows’
Gardens. Here we return—and indeed to most visitors the
whole expedition has been superfluous. Nearly everyone
knows what King’s College, Cambridge, looks like; it has
been depicted and described since curiosity began. But as
we return, as we recross the bridge, as we ascend the gentle
slope of the lawn, note how the buildings of Gibbs dominate,
how they set their seal upon the composite beauty of the
scene. It is they, not the chapel, who would reign in the last
resort, but they are too moderate and too civilised to declare
their power. What colour are they? Itis simplest to say ‘grey”
and to leave the initiate in the course of years to memorise
the exquisite modulations into black, into white, which have
been caused by the weathering of the Portland Stone.

There are four staircases in the block, lettered E, F, G, H.
Each gives access to six sets. Most of the sets contain three
rooms, a large one in front and two small ones behind, looking
over the Backs, but this disposition is not invariable.

2

Such was the framework. Although he was to remain in it all
his life, he was elected to a fellowship in the first instance for
six years only. During this period he is still a recluse, who
has not yet realised his teaching powers. He is moving
into the open, and, as he does so, four main points may
be.noted. Firstly, there is the development of his private
life—affectionate, emotional, disciplined, idealistic, Secondly,
connected with this, is his poetical output. Thirdly, there
is a changed attitude towards the world, which leads him
away from Plotinus and mysticism and towards Hegel and
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politics. Fourthly, connected with this last, come his early
prose publications.

This period is to bc dealt with in the present chapter, and
the following letter shall serve as an informal preface to it.

To A. §. Grant

1 All Souls Place
Langham Place, W.
July 16th, 1887

I am not unaware, O Grant, that you have probably
been cursing me; yet I hope not overmuch, being a reason-
able man and aware that friendship does not depend on
correspondence. I believe I’ve a good deal to tell you too.
The end of term and of 2 year at Cambridge is always an
excitement; even to ancients like me. People dissolve then
as at no other time and it becomes evident that there is
no good like friendship ; which indeed may be termed love;
which love, it seems to me, is the one thing to be cherished
if there is to be any purport in life; cherished as the funda-
ment of all one’s conduct and opinions—much deeper and
more important than they. That one should take a dia-
metrically opposite course to other men is to be expected;
butthatoneshould cease therefore tolove themis“anathema-
maranatha’—n’est-ce pas? Of which things indeed it is
good for the most part to be silent; but also occasionally
to speak. I've just returned from Durham where I've been
staying with Headlam. I shall misshim awfully. I’m going
into his rooms and he’ll haunt me like a ghost. He’s the
best man possible; you’ll see his soul in his eyes, if you look;
lovely eyes. He has an Oxford brother who appears to
have no mvelpx and therefore has no eyes; otherwise he
is clever and epigrammatic—rather wearisomely so. He is
naturally going into the church. You should have seen
me going to church at Durham in a top hat, with prayer
bool% and hymn book complete. Headlam took me to
Tynemouth, and I wrote this.

‘Far in the north begide a lonely shore
A priory crowned the cliff; its little bell
Morning and evening sent a drowsy knell
Across wide waters; and above the roar
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Of booming tempests oft the wild wind bore
Deep misereres seaward, greeted well
By pious mariners, who when darkness fell
Marked the rich light from painted lancets pour.

*This was: now, thick with smoke and din, the land,
Mile upon mile of brick, is populous,

Save where three arches, black with traffick, keep
A frowning watch to seaward. Men discuss,

Passing in haste to business, why they stand

Thus idly eloquent of an age of sleep.’

That art is the best thing man has, the reward and crown
when his social state is settled, is becoming my conviction.
Whether at present art is the thing is another matter.
Having got himself comfortable it remains for man to ‘see
the world and behold it is very good’; and that is what the
artist does for him. Meantime, however, he has to get him-
self comfortable—with infinite labour, and destroying all
his beauty in the process; at which, I suppose, no wise man
will unduly repine.

I've made various plans for myself this long; among
others the reading of some Hegel. I don’t know if that’ll
come off; just now I’m a little sceptical of metaphysics,
but without more reason than other people. To be sceptical
of metaphysics means, as often as not, that one is too lazy
to read them; it means that with me at present. I’'m goi
away with my people to Thursley at the foot of Hinde
Head, near Tilford (do you remember) for August. Can’t
go to Cambridge; there’s no one up that I know. Or is it
really a fact that Berry is going up for August? Tell him
to let me know.

Are you enjoying Germany much? I don’t feel as iff
Géttingen is an exciting place. You ought to go to Heidel-
berg and see Ord. Are you reading Der grosse Goethe at
all yet? Or what are you reading in special? I should like
to have come to see you; but I'm going to stay and work
like a good boy. When do you come back?

P’ve seen Laurie to-day. He’s been trying 511;1 top hat
and black coat) for an Edinburgh professorshi , but is
pilled. Hehas got a post however, at the * People’s Palace’;
£150 a year. I saw Stevenson at Newcastle. He’s coming
up to live at Toynbee in October.—It’s very wrong of you
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not to be keener over ‘Lohengrin’. You must hear ‘Tann-
hauser® before you leave Germany; and go in a duly
solemn frame of mind.-—Headlam, Ashbee, Fry and I had
a most delicious 4 days on the river, rowing from Oxford
to London; I think the best time I ever had; a glimpse
of the ideal possibilities of life. This summer has been
glorious to me; to you too, I hope. England is so lovely
it seems idle to go abroad. Even for pictures there are
enough in the National Gallery to last one a life-time,
I suppose I don’t much deserve for you to write to me;
but I would be awfully glad if you would. My love to

Berry. Yours ever,
G. L. Dickinson.

The people mentioned in the above letter are contemporary
Kingsmen. Headlam is Headlam-Morley; Arthur Berry, a
senior wrangler, afterwards became vice-provost of the col-
lege; Roger Fry, the painter and critic, is now Slade Professor
of Fine Arts at Cambridge. The sonnet about Tynemouth
was printed with a few variants in the ‘Cambridge Fort-
nightly’, a magazine which Fry edited. The letter, as a whole,
is the sort of thing which Dickinson turned out when he was
feeling easy, and in its unpretentious way it introduces various
points which must now be considered : friendship; poetry;
intellectnal development; prose.

3
Shortly before becoming a fellow, he had been elected to one
of those discussion societies which still flourish at Cambridge
and play an appreciable part in its mental life. The charac-
teristics of such societies vary but little. The members are
drawn from the older undergraduates and the younger doms,
they meet of an evening in one another’s rooms, a paper is
read, lots are drawn to determine the order of the speeches,
the order is observed or ignored, there are developments and
digressions, and finally the reader replies to his critics, handing
round as he does so some such refreshment as anchovies on
GLD 5
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toast or walnut cake. Some of the discussions are Jogical in
their tendency, others informative or whimsical, but in all
cases formality is avoided, presidents and secretaries are re-
duced to their minimum, and there is no attempt to be forensic
or even parliamentary. The young men seek truth rather than
victory, they are willing to abjurean opinion when it is proved
untenable, they do not try to score off one another, they do
not feel diffidence too high a price to pay for integrity; and
according to some observers that is why Cambridge has
played, comparatively speaking, so small a part in the control
of world affairs. Certainly these societies represent the very
antithesis of the rotarian spirit. No one who has once felt
their power will ever become a good mixer or a yes-man.
Their influence, when it goes wrong, leads to self-conscious-
ness and superciliousness; when it goes right, the mind is
sharpened, the judgment is strengthened, and the heart be-
comes less selfish. There is nothing specially academic about
them, they exist in other places where intelligent youths are
allowed to gather together unregimented, but in Cambridge
they seem to generate a peculiar clean white light of their
own which can remain serviceable right on into middle age.

Dickinson’s life as a young don was more intense than as
an undergraduate, and under this white light he entered upon
what may be regarded as the recond cycle of his friendships.
His intellect and his affections were more closely connected
than most men’s, and discussion for him was not a cerebral
exercise but an agitation which went deep into his being.
His severely logical mind did not tolerate hutmbug or hazi-
ness, and in most cases such a mind either atrophies the
emotions or functions independently of them. In his case it
reinforced them. He was attracted to people in the first
instance because they shared or seemed to share his interest
in intellectual problems. Other and more important links
might be forged, but a mutual desire for truth must precede
personal intimacy. Thus he, Roger Fry, J. E. McTaggart and
Nathaniel Wedd were originally drawn together by. their
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passion for philosophy, and they were fired by a belief which
McTaggart at all events never abandoned : the belief that
philosophy explains the universe. Itnever did that for Dickin-
son, but it established relationships which lasted till death.
Since then I have seldom been out of love, if the word
love may be used of a fecling continually thwarted on the
physical side. That question I leave to casuists and medical
men, though without much expectation that they will have
anything important to say about it. For emotion, which
to me is the determining fact, lies outsid¢ their province,
and usually outside their compctence.

Fry and McTaggart had come up from Clifton together.
Goldie’s relation with Fry soon became the more profound,
and they ‘lunched and breakfasted together every day’ in
the academic year 1887-88. Fry went down with a science
degree, but determined to become a painter. He lived for a
time in the dignified house of his father the judge. Dickinson
vigsited him, but did not at first make a good impression
on the establishment: he was unobtrusive and untidy and
forgot to bring his white tie. ‘Have you any further luggage
coming, Sir?’ enquired the footman. More congenial were
the expeditions that the friends made together in the country.
Dickinson loved England, he felt its scenery to be trembling
on the verge of an exquisite mythology which only Shake-
speare has evoked and he only incidentally. Despite our vile
climate and the increasing vileness of our towns he kept a
vision of sunlight, water, hedgerows, flowers, and the names
of flowers. These last—though he frequently forgot them—
were an earnest of our native poetry, he thought; speedwell
and traveller’s joy represent something which has scarcely
found entrance into our literature, and not at all into our
Lives.

It is a lovely place [he writes of the Frys’ Somersetshire
home], We sat in the garden and walked about the country,

I rpmember an early morning sunrise, the sun coming up

a huge red globe. I remember a hot walk when Roger

52
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who was afraid of sunstroke plunged hishead into a stagnant
and filthy pool. I remember a wood full of foxgloves which
prompted the little poem printed in my book. Another time
we walked along the Dorsetshire coast from Corfe and Lul-
worth to Weymouth and back by the valley of the Stour.
I remember after a long day’s walk supping out of doors
at Weymouth and realising what so often I have felt before
and since, the perfection of happiness given by physical and
emotional well-being, a happiness by which the young and
even the older are apt to interpret, as I did then, as some-
how revealing the nature of the universe. Alas, it is but
a little moment, casually permitted to one of the little
creatures meaninglessly produced in a world indifferent
either to their happiness or misery.

Fry’s influence naturally increased Dickinson’s interest in
pictures. He had not here the same sureness of instinct as in
literature and music, he desired to educate himself, and to
share his friend’s enthusiasms. Difficulties arose, for Fry was
constantly developing both his theories and his practices. The
chariot of art, as driven by him, has never pursued a straight
course in the literary sense of the phrase, and Dickinson often
flew out of it at a sudden turn of the road. Fry, though never
scornful, was often surprised, for he could not understand
why a jolt should have been communicated. Hewould reason
with his fallen companion, and would induce him to remount
and admire objects which he disliked or endorse arguments
which he mistrusted. Here are two letters recording an early
mishap. The first is from All Souls Place (April 18th, 1891):

I went to the English Art Club the other day, and I now
feel sure that if that’s what pictures are I have no sense
for them. I suppose colour and tone are really lost on
me.. ..1 can’t do without form, and if it once gets recog-
nised that pictures have nothing to do with form I shall
be much relieved, for then I can make up my mind once
for all that I don’t care a damn for ‘art’, and go no more
to exhibitions. But I still cherish a hope that you’re going
to do some Fictures I can like, or else give me the necessary
perception for such things. I went with Furness who agrees
with all T say, and ten times more.
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And he remarks of the work of Steer: ‘One can only hold
one’s tongue and pray about it’. But his next letter, dated
from Cambridge a week later, is humbler in its tone; some-
thing persuasive must have arrived from Roger in the interval.

I gave you my real feelings about the N.E.A.C., but
they’re too negative to be worth much; just the kind of
criticism in fact that I bar in literature. It’s quite true that
I don’tunderstand the thing because I don’t feel it; perhaps
you’ll make me some day. You know I’ve learnt most
things that depend on the eyes from you, besides many
more important things. I’m glad to be up here again (the
letter goes on), it’s cold still but there are daffodils and
primroses and undergraduates and all the positive things
which it is the one delight of the world to present to one
and then add ironically ‘that isn’t the truth nevertheless’
and so she negatives it all with winter and death and
politics and ‘social questions’ and philosophy. . ..

The New English Art Club was not the last of his troubles.
It is true that he learnt to require tone, and that he was
conceded form, but he was conceded it rather too insistently,
and was asked to sacrifice on its rigid altar the one thing for
which he did care: subject matter. He teok the ‘literary’
view of art, if by ‘literary’ we may understand poetic. What
he wanted in a picture, and what he discovered with mis-
chievous friendliness in Roger’s own pictures, was romance:
hills, not of this world, where the spirit could walk, people,
recognisably human yet transformed—all the trailing gar-
ments of Shelley. Thus when the Post-Impressionists came
along he should have been sorely tried, but by then he had
grown content to pick his own way on foot, and to realise
there were tracts he should never explore.

At the beginning of 1892 Fry’s work took him to Paris, and
they spent many weeks there—rather a dolorous visit. Italy
had already been visited with Ashbee, and brought over-
whelming delight; there are long paeans, respectably pagan,
about its blue skies and its wine: *No words can describe the
divine enchantment of this place’ from Tivoli, and from
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Rome ‘P’ve been lying on my back with Rome below and
the stars above and murmuring waters all around’. Paris
proved uncongenial, though he praises it to May as ‘a city,
whereas London is a congeries of houses’, and compares
Haussmann’s architecture to Wren’s. He did not fecl easy
there. He was to develop no special sympathy for France,
nor indeed for any foreign nation except China.

Roger and I took a room in the Rue de Tournon, close
to the Luxembourg. He was studying art and I visiting
museums and galleries, attending lectures at the College
de France, and writing a kind of drama on Mirabeau. This
I still bave, though I have not the interest or paticnce to’
read it through and I daresay it has no merit. Stll, it
interested me at the time. I used to write at it in our
untidy attic, after we had had our roll and coffee and when
Roger had gone out to his work. I should think that few
young men ever got less out of Paris than I did. For to
get anything out of it, it seems to be essential to approach
it by the route of women and that was no routc for me.
I am amused, as I look back, to remember a visit 1o one
of the dancing places—was it the Moulin Rouge?—and my
boredom for the short time I could stay. And also, how
a very ugly old prostitute came up to me once, in some
eating place, and began fondling me. I fairly ran away.
Paris, to me, at that time, was merely a place where one
continues one’s own thought in more or less discomfort.
But of course I liked being with Roger.

The ‘kind of drama on Mirabeau’ is often mentioned in his
letters at this time. He writes to Fry: that ‘behind all these
feverish actors I must get a divine uéyxn, partly from lyrical
interludes, partly from giving the irresistible brute force of the
populace—which I find is rather difficult to treat’. He was
hopeful of himself as a poetic chronicler, and had already
published ‘From King to King®. I must be the only person
for many years who has read ‘Mirabeau’. Itis partly in prose
and partly in verse, and it is less interesting as litcrature than -
f;r its connection with ‘Revolution and Reaction in Modern
rance’, '
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This constant companionship was interrupted when Fry
fell in love.

I still recall the conversation we had, late at night, in
the house where he was then living in Beaufort Street,
Chelsea. I was unhappy, yet not very, nor lastingly. For
Roger did not cut me off from anything I had had. Later,
he became engaged, then married, and I saw less of him,
yet still a great deal. All our life we have been friends,
and I have indeed a kind of married feeling towards him.
Now, when age is coming on, we seem to have less in com-
mon in our interests, for he has become more and I less
and less interested in art, Still, I think our affection will
last as long as we do; it rests on so long an intercourse, so
continuous, so varied. At Dorking, at Hampstcad, in Italy,
in Switzerland, 1 see myself with him, and always happy
with him.

He got to know Jack McTaggart at the same time as Fry.
He has himself written about McTaggart with respect and
affection, so it will be sufficient to quote a passage from the
‘Recollections’. It was written about 1926, before his friend’s
death, and it is more vivid than anything in the published
memoir, and also more frank about the estrangement ncces-
sitated by the war. Since it is chiefly concerned with early
memories it finds its proper place here. Note Dickinson’s
method of depicting character: he begins from within, and
then proceeds to the oddities which make up the visible man.
Method of the dialogue-writer rather than of the novelist, who
hopes, by recording the surface, to indicate the forces beneath
it.

McTaggart, if I may digress for a moment about my old
friend, at one time the most intimate and most frequented
of all, was, from the philosophic point of view, quite unin-
terested in the concrete, for he did not believe that philo-
sophy could handle it, except in one important point—
important enough. For he held then and I suppose does
still that in the relation of love we come into the closest
contact we can attain with Reality; for the Reality is an
eternally perfect harmony of pure spirits united by Love.
This then is the key to McTaggart’s philosophy, and the
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real thing that drove him to pursue it. The rest has been
a continuous and (I suppose) vain attempt to prove it by
logic.

g'Il’he concrete and phenomenal world being excluded
from philosophy, he was able to submit frankly to his
prejudices, as something so to speak too low to be taken
seriously. But if he did not take them seriously, he took
them very violently. When he first came to Cambridge he
was an unkempt young man, thin, crooked, walking always
with a twist of his body towards the wall because as was
credibly affirmed he was always being kicked at school;
and with amazing grey eyes, through which his soul shone.
He was a follower of John Stuart Mill, a radical, and an
empirical realist. But after a year or two, having dis-
covered Hegel, he became an idealist, and also became,
for most purposes, a conservative. He has been, ever since,
an imperialist, a believer in public schools (of the older
type), a lover of all ceremonies and traditions, of feasts,
port wine, gorgeous robes, professorships, mayors and cor-
porations, bishops, the House of Lords, and in fact every-
thing English except the House of Commons. One of his
suggestions for the reform of the Upper House was that
those bishops should be added to it who were excluded
under present rules. He became in fact, and is still, the
most curious combination imaginable of Doctor Johnson,
Hegel, and Robert Browning. He was at this time the most
intimate friend of Schiller, Fry, and mygelf, the inspirer
of our thoughts, witty, profound, sentimental, absurd,
everything in turns, at once exasperating and delightful,
and never more delighted than when he exasperated. When
I see him now, with all that shut in under go thick a veil,
when I consider what he was to us and compare what he
now is for younger gemerations who hardly take him
seriously, I could weep or I could laugh. Yet both attitudes
are probably irrelevant. For the same man I believe is still
there behind the mask. And occasionally the mask lifts
and astonishes the young men with the vision of something
they cannot understand or accept, yet cannot fail to be
impressed by. The war broke off my intimacy with him,
and I suppose it will never be renewed, But there have
been few men to whom I owe so much, few who have been
more part of my life, and I salute him here, in words that
he perhaps will never read, but that spring from a depth
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below our estrangement, from that common fountain in
which once the springs of our youth were mingled.

Happy in his friendships and his dislikes, McTaggart is
said, by those who are qualified to judge him, to have been
a great and a lovable man. But to a biographer of Dickinson
it is rather the greatness of Dickinson which comes out in the
foregoing passage. Few men can so have combined the powers
of the head and the heart, and by the use of reason have so
fortified the affections to withstand the inevitable shocks
which await them. It is sometimes said ‘What is the use of
education?’ Well, here is an instance of what education
can do.

A recent letter to their contemporary, G. C. Moore Smith
(Dec. 4th, 1931) says:

As to Jack’s character and performance of course one’s
judgment depends upon what one thinks is the proper use
of the mind. Desmond MacCarthy was insisting last night
that its only proper use is to attempt to comprehend the
whole universe and that Jack was the last of the great

hilosophers who pursued that purpose. My own view now
1s that that route is closed and that presumably the human
mind and senses are so limited that men while they are men
cannot expect to comprehend, though they ought never to
abandon the aim, pursuing it however by other methods,

What lies behind death I do not know but suspect it may

be stranger than we are apt to supposc. We are both

getting near it now, and it remains true anyhow that the

‘readiness is all’.

The fourth of this group of friends who centred in the
discussion society is Nathaniel Wedd. When I was at King’s,
Wedd taught me classics and it is to him rather than to
Dickinson—indeed to him more than to anyone—that I owe
such awakening as has befallen me. It is through him that
I can best imagine the honesty and fervour of fifty years back.
Wedd was then cynical, aggressive, Mephistophelian, wore
a red tie, blasphemed, and taught Dickinson how to swear
too—always a desirable accomplishment for a high-minded
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young don, though fewer steps need be taken about it

now.
He is, I think, one of the ablest men I have ever known.
He became a fellow and classical tutor at King’s, and his
teaching was universally admired by his pupils. But he was
more than a teacher. He gave up all his time and energy
to the undergraduates, was at home to them at all hours
of the night, stimulated comforted amused, and generally
maintained the best tradition of King’s, that of friendship
and intimacy between undergraduates and dons, but over-
worked and oversmoked himself so that in the end he fell
seriously ill and many years of his life have been frustrated.
During all that time I never saw him cast down, nor did
his mind or memory ever seem to weaken. He is now back
at King’s and in better health than it ever seemed likely
he would achieve, though not able to do much teaching.
Some memories still survive of that far distant discussion
society of theirs. The paper by Dickinson which made most
impression was called ‘Shall we elect God?’ It imagines a
mecting of a celestial branch of their group convened for that
purpose. The members present are Goethe, Hegel, Turgenev,
and Victor Hugo. They speak in turn, and each from his own
standpoint is doubtful or hostile over the proposed election.
They know too little about this God, or do not like what they
have heard about him. Just as they are going to vote, there
is a knock on the door and God comes in. He wears a hat
and cloak, and his face cannot be seen. They must hear him
speak before deciding, he says, and he tells them that how-
ever little they think they know him, it is he whom they
meet at every turn of their lives. If they go into the street,
it is his eyes which peer out at them from the faces of every
passer-by, he is all they struggle against, all they believe in,
they cannot exclude him if they would, for he is himself
the founder of their society. The four members are moved,
but unconvinced. ‘Let us see your face’, they say. God agrees
and throws off his hat and cloak. They all cry out at
once—Goethe ‘Das Schéne!® Turgenev ‘La Vérité}® Hugo
‘L'Idéel!’ Hegel ‘Das Absolut!’ This paper of his and
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another by McTaggart entitled ‘ Violets or Orange Blossom?’
were preserved for many years. The peculiar mixture of
honesty and idealism which inspired them has now passed
away.

One more fricnd of this period remains to be mentioned:
Ferdinand Schiller. He stands apart from the rest and he
was to occupy the supreme position in Dickinson’s life.
Although Schiller belonged to the same set and had strong
intellectual powers, he had an even stronger vein of common
sense, which led him to take a sardonic view both of philo-
sophic speculations and of schemes to regenerate or improve
the world. He was naturally drawn to the business career
in which he has since become successful. In the summer of
1888 he had left Cambridge and was preparing to go to
Calcutta, and though he and Dickinson had been previously
acquainted it is from this moment that they begin to know
one another well. Schiller’s people were at Gersau, on the
Lake of Lucerne. Dickinson, Fry, and McTaggart all went
to stay there, and the visit seemed in retrospect an idyll of
laughter, wit, and romance.

His mother was the kindest humanist most pagan woman

I have ever known. Her husband being in India, she had

brought up her sons at home in England. Her devotion

to them and to all whom they cared for was her almost
exclusive motive for living, I remember as though it were

yesterday our first arrival at Gersau, Max (now a K.C.)

on the tennis court, Canning (now the pragmatist and don

at Oxford) and the dear lady overflowing with gaiety,
kindness and shrewdness. There was a tennis court behind
the house, a bathing shed in front. Close by was the church
with its clanging pitiless bells. The house is now the Pension

Fluhegg. How it lies bathed in sunshine and gaiety is in

my memory! There was a largish party, and I shared a

bedroom with Roger outside. We walked, played tennis,

bathed, chaffed, for 2 happy month. Then the end came
and Ferdinand, that autumn, left for India.

Five years later he returned on leave, and there was a
second visit to Gersau, and the foundation of a relationship
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which was to be affectionate and permanent, yet disturbing.
Devoted to Schiller, but constantly parted from him, and
doubtful whether his devotion was returned, Dickinson suf-
fered for many years from a sense of frustration which the
sensitive will understand. They corresponded regularly, he
writing every week and Schiller once a lortnight. Their letters
are pessimistic in different ways. Schiller is despondent about
the world, and amusingly bitter over the poor chances it
offers to people who want to be decent, or even wealthy,
Dickinson, equally despondent, dwells rather upon its hos-
tility to perfect intercourse, and hopes for the ‘company of
pure spirits related to one another by perfect love’, which
constituted McTaggart’s heaven. ‘I cannot understand®, he
comments afterwards, ‘how I thought that this personal pas-
sion in transitory individuals could be the key to the uni-
verse.’ Schiller could not understand it at the time. He left
India in 18gg, for reason of health, and settled in England,
and Dickinson looked forward to being with him constantly,
This was not to be; the diversity of their occupations and
intevests kept them apart and it was not until later that
affection and fidelity triumphed over circumstances, and bore
fruit. Schiller is implicit in much that Dickinson wrote, par-
ticulaslyin the sonnets and in the character of Philip Audubon,
of the dialogues.

Scenically this relationship was set against a background
of mountains and mountaineering. In Schiller’s company
and on his account he climbed the Piz Palu in the Cima di
Forno group as well as minor heights and also walked all
one night to the top of the Gemmi Pass. On one occasion
(August 1gth, 1g02) he did with J. J. Withers a climb which
has been recorded in the ‘ Alpine Journal’—the ascent of the
south-east face of the Piz Pisoe in the Ofen Pass district. One
does not think of him as an athlete, but he had toughness
and determination, and delighted in the life of the body
pr?vided it was unorganised; he could scramble, ride, boat,
swim, and when he could combine any of these exercises with
romance he was perfectly happy.%Though he deplored the
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uglinessof Switzerland, its lumpiness, spikiness, and woolliness,
and often contrasted it with Italian grace, he could not forget
the deep emotions and the radiant health vouchsafed there,
nor the visions—oh that they were true l—where precipices
and avalanches seemed to promise an ecstacy unattainable
on earth, and
the valley waters found,

Far gleaming to the dim horizon’s bound,

Among the cloudy islands of the Blest

In that most ancient river Ocean, rest.

It has been necessary to dwell on these early relationships
because though he made other friends they never sank so
deeply into his life. His nature was not only loving, but
tenacious, and it is impossible at any period of his life to
conceive of him as apart from Fry, McTaggart, and Wedd,
or, more particularly, as apart from Ferdinand Schiller.
Similarly, though he made various women friends, there were
none who could ever take the place of his sisters or of
Mrs Webb, or of two who have not yet been mentioned—
Mrs Moor and Miss Stawell. It is now, when his mind is
developing, that his heart is most sensitive to joy and pain,
and his surrender to intimacy most complete. Itis now that
he writes to Mrs Webb: ‘I think the one immortal thing we
are given in direct experience is love; I don’t believe it goes
when it seems to; it only gets hidden’.

4
Through his emotions we approach his poetry., In his own
Jjudgment, he was too much interested in ideas, and too
little interested in form to be a great poet; his diction
was facile rather than distinguished, his style was derivative
and he had not the power of transforming little things. But
as an expression for what would otherwise have remained
unexpressed he valued his poetic craft highly. It is not
only in early manhood, when emotional developments were
agitating him, that he turned to verse; the impulse recurred—
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for instance in 1913 when he was in China, and again in
1929.

9T%1e tribute to Shelley under the robes and cowl of Savona-
rola has already been mentioned. His next printed work was
¢ Jacob’s Ladder’ (1887), a twenty-two page brochure, which
he had multiplied in about twenty copies for private cir-
culation. It is a curious experiment, consisting of a pro-
logue and seven sections. The theme is the progress of man-
kind through the ages, towards some lyrical consummation,
‘and as usual it was the idea not the form which interested
me®. A dying Viking (who exhibits the influence of William
Morris), a Greek (M. Arnold), a Roman of the empire (in
the style of Browning), an ecstatic Christian, and a tough
optimistic evolutionist (Browning again) are followed by the
twilight which is passing into dawn. Two ideas (he tells us)
were in his mind at the time of writing: the idea of perfecti-
bility in time and the idea of perfection in eternity, and he
was not clear how the two were to be reconciled. If, as the
nineteenth century thought, the universe is getting better and
better, when will it become best? how does progress cul~
minate in heaven? And heaven, the absolute, was necessary
at that time to him, as at all times to McTaggart, because
without it he could neither explain the strength of human
love nor justify its shallowness. It is the experience of most
of us that personal relationships are never perfect, but that
when they are intense they hint at perfection. A modemn
young man is inclined to dismiss such hints as unimportant:
Dickinson’s temperament and upbringing inclined him to
take them very seriously. The Rev. Page Roberts shrewdly
remarked to his father that ‘Jacob’s Ladder ran up rather
oddly into personal passion’, and indeed it must, for without
the personal the universal could not be attained,

Where we oft had been
We sauntered by familiar sweeps of lawn
Axnd silent places waiting for the dawn,
Where chestnuts arched above, and, rarely heard,
Sounded the note of night’s enchanted bird,
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These are the Cambridge Backs, and because of the emotion
felt there the ladder can reach heaven. He wrote the poem
mostly in the British Museum reading-room, but part of it
on a backwater above Henley, lying in a sort of ccstasy
throughout a golden summer morning.

Robert Bridges was encouraging, and said that the Greek
section ‘gives promise of poetry of a new and original
character’. Dickinson now became less doubtful ofhis powers,
and writes to Mrs Webb (January, 18g1):

Last Sunday I spent with Robert Bridges the poet. Ilike
him. He was particularly kind to me, and we talked much
on poctry, metres, &ct., and agreed a good deal, though
he’s not interested much in some things which are the most
interesting to me. He was very encouraging about my
poetry and I begin to be surer myself that my faculty is
in that direction: certainly, by a negative exhaustive pro-
cess, it appears demonstrately not to lic anywhere else.

The idea of progress was more successfully expressed in
‘From King to King’ (1891). This, his first book to be offered
to the general public, is connected both with his historical
studies and with his theory of history. Its theme is the
puritan revolution, treated in a series of prose and verse
scenes, and it illustrates his belief that history should be a
form of art, and that it had never been better treated than
by Shakespeare. He retained that belief in later years, but
when he wrote ‘From King to King’ he held that history
should also be a philosophy, and he had spent much time in
reading the eighteenth-century and early nincteenth-century
theorists. This did not spoil the freshness and charm of the
book. The early summer meadows at Thames Ditton, a foal
in the grass, Milton’s ‘Penseroso’, a moonlight walk, friends
absent and present, are entangled in its charming sequence.
Writing to Fry, shortly before its publication, he says:

It is a kind of satisfaction to me to have got something
done at last; we used to defend ‘being’ as opposed to
“‘doing’, but I can’t now; one must create somehow or other
in order to be. Creation’s a sort of digestion, and there’s
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all the world to be digested before a single soul can be
finished,

And thirty years later, in the ‘Recollections’:

I siill have a weakness for that little book; for I believe
it was a good idea of handling history, that the moments
were well chosen and the drama succinctly unrolled, from
Eliot in the Tower to the execution of Vane. And the
words of Mr Pepys introduced at the close still strike me
as an admirable ironic commentary on the whole. I sup-
pose however that the conception was inadequate. Anyhow
the book excited no interest.

Those who have read ‘From King to King® probably share
his favourable opinion of it and wish it could be reprinted.
He issued an American edition of it in 1907, containing
a few alterations, chiefly in the prose scenes.

‘Mirabeau’ has already been mentioned, and he was evi-
dently hoping at that time to develop the poetic chronicle as
a form of art. But critics were discouraging. Robert Bridges
was disappointed with some further work which was sent to
him, and considered it inferior to ¢ Jacob’s Ladder’. For one
reason or another Dickinson experimented no more in this
particular direction. His two acting-plays, which will be men-
tioned in their place, are of another type, as are the dramatic
fantasies which he wrote during and after the war.

But it is in his lyrics and sonnets, rather than in longer
poems, that he best expresses the spirit of these early years,
their unrest, yearning, rapture, sensitiveness to nature and to
man. He had begun to write verses as soon as he emerged
from the nightmare of school, and he could dimly remember
a poem evoked by the event of his mother’s death, and the
moad of pleasure, pain, romance, sentimentality, in which
it was composed. One of his early efforts was sent by a friend
of the family to Christina Rossetti for her opinion. She replies
(May, 1883) with a long and unfavourable judgment; the
poem submitted to her, she writes, ‘shows talent rather than
genius’. And he complains of his own work to Fry:
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There’s something terribly Tennysonian about it, how-
ever, and Tennyson will not do; he’s only half alive, and
that half is diseased. But as Heine says, Modern Literature
is one vast hospital. What if Walt Whitman isn’t a poet,
he’s got the temper the next great poet will have.

The numerous MS. poems of this period confirm these dis-
couraging opinions; they are sensitive, sincere, and elevated
and have a sort of generalised charm, but they lack vitality or
distinction or the magic of words.

He did, however, write some poems which satisfied him,
and he issued them in 1896 in a small privately printed
volume for circulation among his family and his friends,
Here are twenty-five ‘Shakespearean’ sonnets written in
1893—4, and some lyrics of the same or of an earlier date.
The sonnets are in his opinion ‘my best poems and have
1 think really some permanent value’. I hope that there may
be some opportunity of re-issuing this volume for the general
public. I quote from it now wherever I can. He does, here,
attain Parnassus. Personal passion, mountaineering, rowing
on the Thames, sunsets in Surrey, foxgloves in Somersetshire,
the music of Tristan—all the experiences he enjoyed or en-
dured in those sensitive years—are secured by the accident
of art against the ravages of time.

The thing that hath been, is. Those heavenly lights
That made a marriage of the hills and sky,

Those azure shining days and shadowy nights
With all their golden candles set on high,

Even in this wintry fit of rain and snow

Fade not nor fail because the summer’s dead....

The beauty and the accomplishment of the 1896 volume have
delighted and sustained his friends for many years; and it is
surprising that his desire to be a poet, his honesty, his intense
feeling, his musical ear, and his technical ability, did not
between them carry him further. But he bad not the tempera-
ment which creates verses out of nothing and has produced
aLn 6
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so much worthless yet authentic stuff. He could only write
in a mood of high seriousness, and there are perils in such a
mood which he did not avoid. Escaping the dust, he became
involved in the clouds. It has, indeed, been objccted against
him that his poetry is too philosophic and his philosophy too
poetical, and that this has endangered his supremacy in either
sphere. Probably it has. But there are certain people who
cannot be judged in terms of spheres. Their total achieve-
ment is greater than the sum of its parts., They trinmph
through a medium of which they are not consciously aware:
through the capacity for visitation accorded in theology to
certain angels.

It is convenient to mention at this point a later volume
of poems, ‘ A Wild Rose’; ten short studies in unrhymed verse,
a form in which he became interested. He wrote them about
1906, when he was stopping with Ashbee at Broadway (the
title poem was published in the  Albany Review’, June, 1907),
and he showed them to his friend, J. H. Mason, a scholar
and a printer, who conducted a printing class under the
London County Council. Mason grew to like the poems, and
personally printed an edition on large paper as a tribute
(1910). He also produced a small-paper edition, as an exercise
for his students, One of these poems from ‘A Wild Rose’
(‘If as I love my friend...’) is included among the lyrics
of “The Magic Flute’. Another (*Do you name your hope?’)
was reprinted in the brochure which was issued on behalf
of the college after Dickinson died.

Poems by him, signed and unsigned, have appeared in
various periodicals. There iz a fine one, for instance, in the
‘Cambridge Magazine® for April 1912, called mé&vrer kévis.
It is about the wreck of the ‘Titanic’, and may be compared
with Thomas Hardy’s ‘Convergence of the Twain’, which
the same catastrophe inspired.

If I had been a poet I should I suppose have had to be
one. }But I had, it would seem, some justification for my
experiments in that direction. Anyone who reads this
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memoir [i.e. the ‘Recollections’] will quickly perceive that
I had no overmastering impulsc at all, only a wide range of
sensitiveness.

There was one direction in which he did have an over-
mastering impulse, and here is the place to mention it. His
feeling for music went far beyond the sensitiveness of the
ordinary cultivated man, and had his specific gift been
adequate he might here have achieved the ideal which he
vainly pursued through poetry. Mozart and Wagner, the
main pillars, show that the edifice was of catholic scope. Once
inside it he felt sure of himself, and in a place more real than
the other arts provided. Mozart received homage at the end
of his life in “The Magic Flutc’, Wagner near the beginning
of it in the 1896 Poems. With them were Gluck and Bach,
Beethoven and Schubert. To these six he probably owed
even more than to Shelley, Plato, Goethe, because they were
not an extension of his life, but a revelation which he would
have missed if they had not existed. Music, returning via
them to his philosophy, convinced him of transcendental
truth, which existed as surely as the reunion of Tristan with
Isolde when the final curtain falls, or as the union of passion
with peace in the last movement of the Choral Symphony.

On the executive side he was becoming an attractive
pianist with a charming touch and marked facility. He played
duets not only with O. B. but with a much finer musician,
his friend Adolf Behrens, down at Richmond. His range was
increasing when it was checked by the loss in muscular con-
trol which also affected his handwriting, He never com-
plained of this, but it was a serious blow. Later on rheumatic
trouble developed, and he gave up the piano before I knew
him well. His sisters remember his Handel in childhood.
Munro speaks of the Beethoven and Mozart at Charterhouse,
Fry of the Gambridge period ; all agree that, for an amateur,
his performance was remarkable. There is no doubt that,
though he lost the power to play, the fact that he had once

6-2
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had it allowed him 1o enter more deeply into music, both
technically and passionately, and to pass beyond the ante-
chamber of ‘appreciation’ where most of us have to stop.

5

While his emotions deepened and flowered into poetry and
music, his intellect developed on practical lines: indeed this
period in his life may be labelled ‘from mysticism to politics®,
though such labels are rather misleading, for his mysticism
always remained in his heart, folded up like a flower before
the heat and brightness of a new day. He desired, as the
sun rose, to help humanity, and realised that he could not
do so without discovering what people are like and how they
live. Some young men who have this desire rush about the
world in search of what is termed ‘actuality’, but Dickinson,
to his own regret, was ill-equiped for field work, and de-
scended into the public arena by the slower route of academic
history.

A few years before he would have been impatient of history,
and invoked Mohini or Plotinus instead. But by 1887 he
could no longer accept their assumptions that the universe
is & veil to reality, for the reason that this view, though it
may well be correct, offers no scope for action or thought,
and ignores the existence of pain. Pain, to Dickinson, was
indisputably real. There is no getting round the toothache.
He dreaded pain both for himself and for others, he was
impatient of any attempt to explain it away, and outraged
by any theory which glorified it. His knowledge that people
suffer pain, his belief that suffering can be cured, are the two
foundation stones of his political life. And just as he had
been attracted to medicine because it heals the individual
body, so now he turned to the diseases of the state, and
examined the remedies philosophy prescribes. The worst of
these diseases—international war—had not yet expanded in
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his consciousness, it too lay folded up like a flower. He was
rather occupied with such problems as forms of government,
social distinctions, the distribution of wealth, the franchise,
and war in the nineteenth-century sense of that activity.
Behind every problem he sought for a solution.

This gradual movement towards practical affairs is coupled
with the unexpected name of the German philosopher Hegel.

We have seen from the letter to Grant that his first struggle
with Hegel dates back to 1884. Threc years later he writes
to Fry:

I’ve really begun my tussel [sic] with Hegel; it’s the
hardest work I ever had, worse than Plotinus. I don’t get
in more than a couple of hours and then collapse into
idiocy and physicality. You will wonder doubtless why
I bother myself, but it’s worth bothering about, for the
thing that Hegel professes to do (I haven’t the least notion
whether he’s done it) is the thing I’ve already wanted done
as a preliminary to anything clse in thought: i.e. to establish
the relation of thought in general to the objective world
and what it is thought everywhere is trying to do and what
is its necessary movement.

He now began to read the monster systematically under the
guidance of McTaggart, to whom Hegel meant ‘a release
from his empiric realism to the idealism he has since pur-
sued’. They did so many pages a day, in an English transla-
tion, and got through the Great and the Small Logic. It was
a curious situation, because though he followed McTaggart
faithfully into the ‘Hegel of Eternity’ and was pleased at any
road which seemed to lead into a mystic world, he was also
peeping about for a path of his own in the ‘Hegel of Time’.

Our reading seems to me in retrospect to have been very
unprofitable. We never really discussed the difficulties: and
the whole notion (5o preposterous as it now seems to me)
that the world can be deduced from abstract logic, and
that, being so deduced, it somehow changes its whole
character by merely becoming what is called ‘rational’,
we accepted as a kind of article of faith. :
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That was the aspect of Hegel which interested McTaggart.

I was however myself more interested in the applications
of the logic, though I was compelled to admit that they
were not logical. Nevertheless I believe that the real merit
of Hegel is in that extraordinary survey of the life of man,
his history, his art, his religion, which brought it all into
a seeming concord with postulated laws of thought. I re-
member sitting down with a sort of intoxication to a book
like the Aesthetics, and I know not how long it took me
to discover that this fascinating rhapsody omits altogether
the thing that is specifically art. But in that it resembles
most other treatises on aesthetics. And I did not then care
about art. I wanted tosee Reason progressing magnificently
through the panorama of life ; and so she did, in the crabbed
cunning imaginative works of that pedantic and poetical
enchanter.

What he gained from his ‘Hegel of Time’ was a belief in
the understandability of history, and a hope that by under-
standing the past he might influence the future. He had first
found this hope in the political writings of Plato; now it was
extended and confirmed. Since the accumulation of facts for
their own sake did not interest him, he neither became nor
wished to become a professional historian, and only one of
his works (“The International Anarchy’) shows any high
degree of research. His aim was to interpret rather than to
record, and if he did not become viewy and careless, like his
admired O. B., the explanation lies in his scrupulous regard
for truth.

His political opinions at this time were illogical and har-
monious. Was he conservative, liberal, or socialist? It would
be difficult to say, but it is casy to recognise his voice. By
temperament he loved tradition—old houses, old trees, all
the feudal charm with which he has surrounded the figure
of Lord Cantelupe. Nor was he even insensitive to the joys
of Jingoism; there are some letters to R. C. Trevelyan during
the Diamond Jubilee of 18¢7 which make painful reading for
his steadier admirers; he explains how wonderful it is to see
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the Empire marching past, and he contemplates bicycling
down to Spithead to see the Naval Review. He never reached
Spithead. It was too far. And even oligarchy did not carry
him over the edge. ‘I unfortunately like anachronisms but
do not believe in them’ he writes to Grant, and he knew that
old houses and old trees, exquisite as they are, breed old men.
His conservatism was not mere sentiment, and he could find
serious arguments for it. But he found that as a working
proposition it would not do, and by the end of the century
he had moved to the left, and had re-occupied with stronger
forces the position marked out fifteen years before under the
influence of Henry George.

For the working classes as then existing he had little
enthusiasm, and it was not until much later in his life that he
established personal contacts with them. He had been brought
up in a Victorian household, he minded h’s being dropped,
he knew he ought not to mind, still he did mind. And—a
more serious aversion—he could not see that the working class
movement was proceeding in a direction which was either
good or new. He writes to Fry after the Trades Union
Congress at Liverpool: ‘We’re really in a revolution without
knowing it, and how dull itis! And all things except *“friend-
ship wit and love”. As soon as the working classes begin to
get their bread and butter they show up as 2 new and equally
dreary bourgeoisie’. He might have written ‘an even drearier’,
for when Labour gets thoroughly respectable, and is stimu-
lated neither by danger nor by art, it does seem to acquire
a sausage-and-mashed quality unknown to Suburbia. Miss
Stawell :remembers him once denouncing ‘a state of things
where we have men enjoying their work, enjoying their
play, enjoying their food, and wondering in the dis-
cussions of their well-regulated debating societies what in
the world Shelley could have meant by “the desire of the
moth for the star”’. He was lecturing at the moment on
the Spencerian ideal of progress, but the stricture applies to
modern democracy generally. He feared that there would be
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a levelling down, instead of 2 levering up, and that the Many,
in the process of making themselves comfortable, would throw
away the pearl of great price which has been handed down
to them by the Few. Art, literature, music, culture are not
external decorations, but age-lopg secretions in the soul of
man, and one of the problems of our revolution is to prevent
man from despising or forgetting his own past. Thus, although
he came more and more to condemn our economic system
and advocate drastic changes, he had no sympathy whatever
with the Marxian who rejects Shakespcare and Tchekov on
the ground that they wrote for Capitalists. Such a view seemed
to him childish and self-conscious, and best corrected by an
intelligent study of history.

As soon as one has got the general hang of his character—
and I do not think it is a difficult one—his apparent political
contradictions fall into line. From his main idea he never
departed. He wanted a democracy where everyone will be
an aristocrat. And all his work as a teacher is directed
towards this Utopia.

6
His earliest historical work, ‘From King to King’, has already
been mentioned under the heading of poetry. In his own
opinion, there is no distinction between the two muses:
‘dramatic treatment is the only one that really represents
truth at all, and most history books are mere materials for
books’ he tells Mrs Webb, It was, however, followed next
year (18g2) by a work very different in form: ‘Revolution
and Reaction in Modern France’. This was the outcome of
a set of Unijversity Extension lectures at Norwich, and it
attempted ‘to see what had become of the revolution, and
to test (or ought I to say to impose upon history) my rather
vague and tentative theory of progress, and to trace the ideag
underlying events down to the establishment of the Third
Republic’. It was his first attempt to write in prose at length,
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and ‘the style I evolve, a series of very short sentences,
grouped into paragraphs and unconnected except by the
colon, which I misused for the purpose, is not good. But it
was sincere, in the sense that I was determined to avoid all
mere talk and meaningless empty sentences, such as fill so
many text books of history’. Indeed it anticipates in its bare-
ness, though not in its accomplishment, the prose of his latest
period, when he frees himself from ‘literary’ apparatus and
brings us into direct contact with his mind. It was well
received, both in England and France, ‘mais je crois que
vous tirez trop les choses au tragique ou plutt au roman-
tique’, writes the historian James Darmesteter, ‘et que vous
les considérez en poéte plus qu’en historien, sans peut-&tre
vous en rendre compte vous-méme’. In 1927 the book was
reprinted with slight modifications in the last chapter.

The next book, published in 18935, is remarkable for its con-
servative tendency. Itis thus described in the ‘Recollections’:

I sat down to study the Parliamentary history of England
from the first Reform bill onwards, still with the idea that
the history of the recent past would give guidance for the
future. I Eloughed through debates, pamphlets, histories,
innumerable dry-as-dust stuff, which ultimately turned
into the book ‘The Development of Parliament in the
Nineteenth Century’, which was published in the year
1895, and has long been out of print and never reprinted.
As may be seen from this book, I was then in my political
opinions a kind of socialistic Tory. This was due I suppose
on the one hand to a contempt for the House of Commons,
as I imagined it to have become, a contempt really based
on Carlyle; and an absurd belief in the House of Lords,
based upon nothing but antagonism to the Commons.

The book argues that the House of Commons can only
express the forces which excite the nation, whereas national
wisdom is expressed in the House of Lords—which is further-
more necessary as a rallying point for the Empire.

I was not then a socialist, but I saw at least that the
question of labour and capital would overshadow all others
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in the future. (Of foreign politics and war I was not then
thinking.) This is expressed in a book which is at any rate
genuine and sincere. Its weakness was that it was written
from a place so remote from the actualities of politics; and
from that point of view the annoyance or contempt of such
practical radicals and socialists as attended to it is probably
justified. Here I am only concerned with it as an indica-
tion of my attitude at the time. I bad had since my early
youth the double impulse both to deal with contemporary
problems and to maintain detachment and impartiality.
Perhaps this is impossible. But the impulse kept me all
through my Cambridge life in a state of tension and unrest.

In 1906 ‘The Development of Parliament’ was translated
into French, and Dickinson wrote a new preface for it, which
is interesting as showing the growth of his political opinions.
He says that further study of democracy, particularly in the
United States, has convinced him that it is 2 menace to the
poor rather than to the rich, because the rich have the in-
telligence and the leisure to manipulate the political machine,
whereas the poor are too inexperienced and too much occu-
pied in the struggle for existence. He notes, furthermore, that
it is the Cabinet rather than the House of Commons, which
governs: also that the governing classes tend to experiment
in the direction of socialism, and that a revolution may be
obviated or mitigated thereby. On these points he disas-
sociates himself from the opinions expressed in the English
original published eleven years before.

Neither the original nor the French translation attracted
much notice and the failure seems to have suggested to
Dickinson that his life had become too secluded. ‘Not wholly
from the world withdrawn, Not wholly to its service sworn’
was his motto for himself, ‘bad verse but a good maxim’,
and he was always faced by the problem of using Cambridge
without being used up by it, a problem which in the long
run he surmounted triumphantly. His immediate move was
in the direction of academic teaching, and though the pro~
gress of a don from his own rooms to his lecture-room is not
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spectacular it may have important developments. When he
had lectured before it had been either in a missionary spirit
or because he needed money. Now that his mind and his
heart had developed teaching became a pleasure to him.
This change, and its consequences, form the subject of the
next chapter.

The chapter now ending has emphasised Cambridge,
architecturally, emotionally, and intellectually, and has said
little about his home life. He remained in very close touch
with his sisters, and the marriage of Arthur in 1888 served
if anything to emphasise this. Most of his vacations were spent
at All Souls Place, where his father continued to work as a
portraitpainter, and where Hettie and Janetkeptalittleschool.
He met quantities of young people there of various types, was
frivolous and domestic, took part in the musical evenings, was
charming to the girls of all ages, and then would vamish to
his room at the top of the house. This home life is not easy to
convey in a memoir, it was so light and so quiet, but it bclongs
to his permanent background and must never be forgotten.
‘Though its social ease never quite penetrated him to the core,
it did act as a partial solvent and stop him from becoming
eccentric. A friend of the Dickinson family, Miss Townsend,
well remarks: ‘No one could be 5o intellectually unselfish as
Goldie quite without effort. He came from a home where
an analogous and perfectly successful effort had become
second nature’.



CHAPTER X

THE SOCRATIC METHOD
1893-1914

I

N the autumn of 18g2 the question of the renewal of his
Ife]lowship came up before the governing body of the

college. A committee had been appointed to report, and
expressed the opinion that his studies were ‘likely to be of
material service in the promotion of Historical and Political
Science’. They quoted the favourable critique of Lord Acton
on ‘Revolution and Reaction’, and they recommended that
his fellowship, which ran out in the following spring, should
be renewed for five years, However, when the motion to
renew was proposed in the college meeting it was defeated
by one vote. The news was brought to him by his friend
Laurie. He was playing the piano at the time, was ‘more
excited than distressed® and began to wonder what he should
do now that he was thrown on his own resources and obliged
to make his way in London. He did not speculate for long,
. for that same afternoon the college held a second meeting
and made him librarian, a sinecure post to which a fellow-
ship was attached. He held the librarianship till 18g6, and
was then appointed college lecturer in Political Science, also
with a fellowship. This he held till 1920, when he was given
a pension fellowship, tenable for life.

‘This chapter covers events between the renewal of his fel-
lowship and the outhreak of the war, with the ¢xception of
his visits to America and the East and their implications,
which will be considered separately. The outstanding event
is his emergence as a teacher. He becomes more and more
anxious to stimulate, and less interested in learning and
artistic expression for their own sakes, Hisstudies, his political
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opinions, his lecturing, his published works, his capacity for
friendship, his interest in the young—all flow into a single
channel, which might be called educational if the word were
not so misused, and ‘maieutic’ if the word were not a little
pedantic. Though he does not remind one of Socrates per-
sonally, though he had neither the nagging qualities which
wore down the sophists, nor the physical high spirits, nor the
toughness to fight at Potidaea, nor the desire to fight there,
yet Socrates is his master. It is as a teacher who was con-
stantly being taught that he must be regarded during these
twenty-one years.

A letter to May, dating from the threshold of this period,
will serve as an informal preface to it, as did the letter to
Grant in the case of the period preceding. While quoting in
full T have missed out most of the underlinings, because like
the stresses in his talk they are faint, the pen travelling lightly
beneath the word, and only emphasising balf of it.

King’s College, Cambridge,
March 10th, 188g.

Writing the date reminds me of your birthday, for which
I send all possible good wishes and greetings—and would
send a present if I had one! Isn’t this spring weather
delicious? At least it is here—snowdrops and crocuses and
aconite everywhere, and that delicious sense of beginning,
which is so much better than fruition.

‘And then, and then came spring and rose in hand

My threadbare garment of repentance tore’,

which is a sentiment of Omar Khayyam I quite under-
stand. Fred was here last Sunday, that perhaps was partly
why I didn’t write, and also I was busy with papers. I'm
not pleased with my lectures, but I don’t quite know how
they ought to be; they’re certainly not interesting enough,
and I should be very angry with myself if I were in the
audience.

I’m growing magnificent ideas of what a university ought
to be; it ought to lead thought, as it did in the Reformation,
and not skulk behind and talk of vested rights. And there
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never were places with such chances as Oxford and Cam-
bridge. I don’t want them popularised, I want them to
educate leaders, and lct there be other universities to
educate the rest. So we ought to teach politics somehow
through history, which has always been O. B.’s idea, and
like all his ideas is good. We do teach peoplc how to live,
how to make friendships, &ct, but I don’t think we teach
them, as a rule, how to think, i.e. how to apply their
knowledge to here and now. All this is ‘ideal’, and one

ets ashamed of what’s ideal, but it may become practical.

shall probahly come to London next Thursday week, or
thereabouts. The Choral Symphony must have been fine.
We had Mozart’s Requiem on Thursday in chapel; music,
different to anything else of his. Great as Beethoven, I
think. Bestlove. I heard of you from Miss Johnson. Isn’t
she nice? A. Berry was up yesterday, and Lenniec —— (?)
gets nicer and nicer.

Lennie’s surname is indecipherable, but that he got nicer
and nicer there is little doubt: most of the people who con-
stantly saw Goldie did that, though he did not realise why.

2

He ceased to be a bad lecturer and became a good one as
soon as he ceased to ‘lecture’ and began to speculate aloud.
In his University Extension days he had tried to convey facts,
to impose opinions and to arouse emotions, but he modified
considerably on all these three points. As for facts, he soon
realised that they are best learned from text-books and that
the Jecturer who ladles them out to an audience who gobbles
them down is only carrying on the educational traditions of
the Misses Woodman’s morning classes for the sons of gentle-
men. As for opinions: the formation of these was indeed his
chief aim, but his method became more tentative as his grasp
on reality tightened. He believed that his own opinions were
right or he would not have held them, but he never dictated
them or desired that they should be accepted; instead, he
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encouraged clear thinking and decent feeling and hoped that
on such a soil right opinions would flourish. And as for
arousing emotion: he neither aimed at this nor did he achieve
it in any crude sense. The scriousness of the theme provided
its own emotion. Knowledge of the past will help us to
control the future, and unless we can control the future our
happiness, private and public, is at the mercy of chance.
Thus a subject like the History of Political Theory which is
on the face of it academic, became arresting and disquicting
under his treatment, because he made his audience feel they
might influence Fate. For instance the dilemma of Jeremy
Bentham-—how can a selfish statesman provide an unselfish
policy?P—appeared as real to his audience as it had been
when Bentham formulated it.

Dickinson had the external framework necessary for a
lecturer; he was accurate, well informed, polite, dignified,
clear, punctual. But it was the light within which impressed
his audiences—no will-of-the-wisp of the Coleridge variety,
but a light which for all its spontaneity shone steadily and
guided to a goal, His voice and his expression are not easily
conveyed, because they were not dramatic; it was no mission
of his to vibrate with emotion, or to point out the choice
before us with his forefinger, or to stamp upon international
anarchy with his foot. He left such achievements to orators,
What did come across was a modulation in the tones and a
light upon the face, which showed that the whole man
was alive and was working at a distance to bring help.
"This helpfuiness was present at all times, but it was unusually
moving when it shone through the formality of a lecture-
framework.

His official subject at King’s was Political Science, then
locallyknown by the title of Analyticaland Deductive Politics,
and he continued in it two terms a year from his appoint-
ment in 1896 to 1920, when he resigned the lectureship. He
was, during precisely the same period, lecturing at the London
School of Economics, and some reference must now be made
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to his activity there. Ithasnotthe glamour of the Cambridge
connection, and it is not so generally known, but it was
important to his audiences and to himself.

The London School of Economics and Political Science
was founded in 1895, chiefly owing to the efforts of the Sidney
Webbs. Dickinson’s early socialism had brought him into con-
tact with Fabjanism, and he had already arranged for visits
to Cambridge from Webb, Hubert Bland, Olivier, Bernard
Shaw, and others then belonging to the group. The visits had
caused some excitement. Webb had argued with McTaggart,
neither side scoring a victory. Bland had talked football
to the young men. Shaw had lectured brilliantly, also
telling a story about an Irish uncle who thought he was in
heaven and hung from the ceiling in a basket dressed in
gauze. Asked on behalf of Dr Westcott what his moral basis
was, Shaw had replied to Dickinson on a postcard, ‘Ask the
old boy what his is, and tell him mine’s the same’. So, though
Dickinson’s temperament was far from Fabian and his methods
anything but statistical, it was natural that he should be
invited to teach at the newly established School. His con-
nection began in 1896. In 1911 he was put on the permanent
staff aslecturer in Political Science; in 1920 he resigned. His
lectures at the School were, so far as their subjects and general
outlook went, a repetition of the courses delivered at
Cambridge. Here is a complete list. He began with ‘The
Machinery of Administration in England’. He followed this
by courses on ‘The Use of Political Terms’, ‘The Bases of
Political Obligation’, ‘The Structure of the Modern State’,
‘Popular Government’, ‘ The British Empire and other Com-
posite States’, ‘Some Theories of the basis of Political Obliga-
tion’, ‘The Government of the British Empire’, ‘The Struc-
ture of the Modern State’, ‘The Functions of the Modern
State’, “The Central Government of England comparatively
treated’, This brings us to the year 1902, when he began to
deliver the most noteworthy of his courses, on ‘The History
of Political Ideas’, and repeated it with constant changes
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until 1920, In 1924 he returned to the School to give onc
short course on ‘The Causes of the War of 1914°—one of the
picces of work preliminary to ‘The International Anarchy’.

Since the London School of Economics is non-residential,
there was little opportunity for social intercourse. He travelled
up, gave his lecture in the afternoon or evening, held an
informal class in connection with it, and then went back.
But even such an arrangement as this leaves a mark when it
continues for twenty-four years. Besides doing good there,
he enlarged his experience, for he met students who were not
as well off as their Cambridge contemporaries, and were less
exclusively the products of Public Schools, and he also became
acquainted with Indians and Chinese.

The titles of some of his Cambridge courses were: ‘ Modern
France’ (1892), ‘The Transition to Democracy in Modern
England® (18g94-96), “The Machinery of Administration
under Democracy’ (1897), * The Theory of Law and Govern-
ment’ (1897-99), ‘Analytical and Deductive Politics’ (1900
onwards). When he looks back at his lecturing both there
and at London his summary is as follows:

My business was to enlarge and concretise my subject,
which became, in fact, a general discussion of modern
political problems. I came in time, I believe, to lecture
well in the academic way. I spoke always from notes,
added continually year after year to my matter, as was
natural in a subject so continually developing, not to say
bulging and obtruding outside all skins of general theory.
I was interested myself, and I think I interested my pupils,
most of them. At any rate my audience always continued
to the end without any defalcations to speak of, and varied
round about a hundred in the latter years. I had a quite
definite idea of what I wanted to do in lectures—to stimu-
late the students’ interest so that they should feel they were
dealing with a live subject which was going to be of interest
and practical importance to them all their life. I used not
to conceal my own opinions, but also not to preach them
unfairly, having in fact, in many important questions, a
very open mind. I lectured in this way for some twenty-

GLD 7
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five years, never losing my own freshness and interest,
Whether I produced any result, or what, who can say?
The parable of the sower applies to all such work, and a
single teacher is rather a light makeweight against family
and social interests and preoccupations. Still I expect I
helped to wake up some minds. What more can a teacher
do, or what better?

Most people would say that he was a really great lecturer
of his type. That type, as he is careful to point out, was the
academic. Neither his matter nor his manner could move
masses of people, and he believed indeed that it is impossible
to touch men to any fineness when they are gathered into
anything so clumsy as a mass. Towards the end he was a
triumphantly successful broadcaster; he had the opportunity
of addressing numbers of individuals who remained indi-
viduals, an opportunity which no speaker has yet had since
the beginning of the world ; and he was cxtending his audience
in this sense when he died. But except at an election (for
instance, at Scarborough in 1gog), he never addressed a
crowd. His hatred of crowd-psychology was so great that
he could scarcely bear to discuss it, much less to utilise it;
in fact it was too great, and limited his utility; when two or
three hundred were gathered together, he felt too sure it was
in the name of the devil. And it must be remembered that
he believed in the devil—that is to say in the existence of evil;
it was onc of the points on which be differed from his more
youthful audiences.

After his death one of his former London students con-
tributed this impression of him to the  Journal of Education’:

We were an odd job lot at those evening classes! Clerks
and students and teachers, young and old, men and women
of all sorts and conditions: but he interested us all and
aroused us in a truly wonderful way.. . . He had no physical
advantaaexcept a charming smile and a very sensitive
mouth. His voice was always husky though very pleasant
to listen to, and he had none of the arts of the orator. But
there was a distinction about his whole individuality that
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arrested attention and in some curious way kept his large

class of not highly intellectual students, such as he lectured

to in Cambridge, spellbound. I think perhaps we never
knew what to expect and we never quite grasped his point

of view....He seemed now to be an aristocrat, now a

thorough going democrat, so that often his class was left

gasping. You went away to #hink—and that was, I suppose,
what he wanted.

A sympathetic impression of his lecturing at Cambridge is
to be found in Osbert Burdett’s ‘The Art of Life’.

Lecturing, as he conceived it, was a thoughtful conversa~
tion. No reply was anticipated, but the speaker had to keep
the naturalness and good manners of talk. So that the transi-
tion from the lecture hall to the class, in which his pupils
did talk, was easy and welcome, and the transition from the
class to luncheon or to a ride, where his pupils could both talk
to him and lecture him, was easier still. He broke up the
illiberal distinction between lessons and leisure which has
done so much to cramp human development; hard work lay
at one end of the scale, amusement at the other, but both
required intelligence and sensitiveness, and were aspects of
education. So continuocusly did he belicve in education. that
he seldom used the word; it was the air breathed by the spirit
of man, and if the air a man is breathing is resolved into ifs
components, the result may be stimulating to experts, but
the man himself dies.

Besides the classes held in connection with the lectures, he
took the third and fourth year History men at King's in
Essays. The sort of subjects he set were: Church and State,
Machiavelli, Toleration, Malthus, Wells* ‘Utopia’. When
the essays came to be corrected it became apparent that, like
all genuine educationists, he did not teach for teaching’s sake,
He roped people in to get ideas on some problem which
puzzled him and so would talk more about the problem itself
than about their treatment of it. This disconcerted his weaker
pupils, who wanted to be shown where they went wrong,
but his indifference to their heresies was counterbalanced by

73
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his severity over their style. ‘It hasn’t come yet’, he would
say. He knew very well when sentences went wrong, had no
patience with the ‘mot injuste’, which often seems so marvel-
lous to the young, and came down, perhaps rather too heavily,
on the side of limpidity and logic. How good is his own
prose style? He was at that time disciplining it and paring
away ‘beauties’, so that it might respond better to the move-
ments of his thought.

From his classes and essay-talks we slide onwards into
social intercourse and hospitality, and this is the moment
when I want to introduce myself.

I first met him in 1898. A friend of his father’s and of my
aunt’s had agked him to be kind, so he invited me to lunch,
We had Winchester cutlets, a sort of elongated rissole to
which he was then addicted, but I can remember nothing
about the conversation, and probably there was none. Im-
pressions get so mixed; but I recall him as sadder and older
than he appeared to be fifteen years later. He knew nothing
about me—there was nothing to know—and I had never
heard of him. His rooms were on staircase H of Gibbs,
ground-floor—the staircase nearest the chapel (see illustration
p. 122)—and we sat alone in the large front room silently
eating the cutlets and drinking the reddish-brown sauce in
which they lay. The food was less good than it became in
later years, the host shyer, the guest shyer still, and I departed
unprepossessing and unprepossessed. A few weeks later I
asked him to lend me a play which had a great vogue among
my fellow freshmen. I forget its name. He handed it to me
gloomily, and asked when I brought it back what I thought
of it. I replied nervously that I wag afraid I didn’t think it
so very good. His face lit up. ‘No, of course it’s no good’,
he said. This lighting up of the face was a thing to watch
for. It meant that he had seen something which must vaguely
be called ‘life’, and it brought life to anyone who saw it.
It was part of what—vaguely again—must be called his
charm. Charm, in most men and nearly all women, is a
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decoration. It genuinely belongs to them, as a2 good com-
plexion may, but it lies on the surface and can vanish. Charm
in Dickinson was structural. It penetrated and upheld cvery-
thing he did, it remained into old age, and I saw it first that
afternoon at the end of last century, when he was only thirty-
five, and when I kindled him by managing to be honest over
a trifle. The “lighting up”’ really belonged to a greater occa-
sion than this—io the entrance into the room of a friend.
Then he would emerge from his inner life with a smile, which
made him for the moment indescribably beautiful.

He photographed well, so that I need not try to describe
his features. The complexion was not good, the head bowed
a little forward from the shoulders when he walked, though
the shoulders themselves, like the body generally, were shapely
and strong. The hands were large. The clothes, except during
the American visits, erred on the dowdy side—dark blue
serges, shirts of indistinction, podgy ties. I dress like that
myself, except for illogical flashinesses, and once when I in-
vited him to accompany me into one of these he replied that
it is hopeless to dress well unless one’s personal appearance
corresponds. This made me realise that he wasg at all events
not contented with his own appearance. I did not under-
stand why. There was a beauty about him which cannot be
given that patronising label “spiritual’, a beauty which, though
it had nothing to do with handsomeness, did belong to the
physical, so that his presence was appropriate amid gorgeous
scenery or exquisite flowers. The portrait of him on the frontis-
piece by Roger Fry features a sumptuous costume, which 1is
not typical, but it is satisfactory that he should have been
obliged to wear it once.

I did not see much of him while I was an undergraduate,
and when in my fourth year I turned from classics to history
and planned to go to him for essays I was dished by Oscar
Browning, who said: “You’re not coming to me at all, you
must come to me’. So once a fortnight I read aloud about
Wallenstein or Louis XIV to the handkerchief which covered
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0. B.’s face, and Dickinson’s power to teach rcmained un-
known to me, except as {ar as I have heard of it from others.
I belonged to his ‘Discussion Society’, however. He had
founded it in 1904 as the result of some popular lectures on
philosophy which had been delivered by McTaggart. It was
a blend between the type of society described on p. 65 and
the tuitional type presided over by a don. Dickinson presided,
but there was freedom for the rank and file. The papers I
forget, with the exception of one on Sex, read by George
Barger (now Professor of Chemistry at Edinburgh). Sex was
not mentioned at Cambridge in those days—that is to say,
not in the small circle I kncw—and there were some high
anticipations about Barger’s paper, and some care on Dickin-
son’s part to ensure that only seriously minded youths should
attend. The paper was statistical, the discussion stilted, the
evening interminable, yet I recall it as an example of his
sensitiveness and tact; he knew just how large a stone it is
wise to drop into the pond.

The above trifles may show how consistent his influence
was, and how it could penetrate unpromising material.
‘I think of him’, writes Dominick Spring-Rice, ‘at the queer
society he ran in which you drew lots as to your turn for
speaking and had to tell what you believed was the truth;
standing, at the end, in front of the fireplace, rubbing himself
and saying clearly for each of us what in our muddled way
we could not say clearly for ourselves.’ Teaching, to him, was
a process which transcended any formula and went on at all
times, and it could not be distinguished, in the final analysis,
from being taught. By the end of his life he had become so
wise that he was able to learn from the young. His affection
for them and his desire to help them were joined with a much
rarer quality: respect. *“Maxima debetur pueris reverentia’?
No, certainly not. It was not that type of respect. It was a
recognition that the young may instruct the old.

Financially his lectureships enabled him to live and to write
books, and since the college considerately let him confine his
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teaching to the two winter terms, he was left with the Summer
Term and the Long Vacation for creative work, ‘an arrange-
ment which no commission would ever approve; it slipped
through under the freedom of the old Cambridge’. Before
coming to the hooks themselves we must glance at his general
attitude towards the universily, the university for which
he entertained such high and unusual hopes, as the letter
quoted at the beginning of this chapter testifies.

3

His love of Cambridge was touched with fear, He only
trusted her in so far as she is the city of youth. For him the
undergraduate is the true owner of the University, and the
dons exist for the purpose of inducting him into his kingdom.
Having taken his degree there, he passes out into life, bringing
with him standards of conduct and memories of affection and
beauty which cannot be elsewhere obtained. Cambridge did
this much for Dickinson, and she did it through him for
dozens, perhaps hundreds, of young men who now mourn
his memory. ¢ An unspoilt youth of twenty with his mind just
waking up and his feelings all fresh and open to good is the
most beautiful thing this world produces’, he writes to
Mrs Webb, and Cambridge shared with Ancient Athens the
maieutic power which brings such minds into the light.
The Cephissus flows with the Cam through this city, by the
great lawn of King’s under the bridge of Clare, towards plane
trees which have turned into the chestnuts of Jesus. Ancient
and modern unite through the magic of youth.

But there was another Cambridge which filled him with
dismay and which he connected less with the scenery than
with the weather: the Cambridge of the organising and the
researching don. Stuffy yet raw, parochial yet colourless—
what a city was this! What a hole! Schoolmasters paraded
its streets, specialists riddled its walls, governesses, married
to either, held their lugubrious courts in its suburbs. Here
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the east wind blows for ever and the mist never lifts off the
mud. Yes, he dreaded the increasing fuss and rush of univer-
sity business, not for selfish reasons but because it tended to
neglect the needs of the individual undergraduate and to keep
him in the position of a child, children being more easily
managed. And he mistrusted research even more, although
it is in itself so admirable and so necessary, because research
atrophies the mind and renders it incapable of human inter-
course: ‘the spectacle of learning gets more depressing to me
every year’, he tells Mrs Webb, ‘I care only for fruitful and
vital handling of the eternal commonplaces or else for a new
insight that will really help some one to internal freedom’.
If the schoolmaster teaches wrongly, the specialist cannot
teach at all, and between the two of them what room is left
for Socrates?

There is something to be said against his views, as he
realised, and there is a third Cambridge whose existence he
forgot—the agglomeration conveniently known as ‘the var-
sity’ which takes pass-degrees, roars round football fields, sits
down in the middle of Hammersmith Broadway after the
boat race, and covers actresses with soot. Silly and idle young
men did not come his way, no more did hearties and toughs
unless they had intellectual leanings. This was due partly to
his own constitution and partly to that of King's, which only
admits men who are reading for honours and does not duck
an intellectual in the fountain oftener than once in twenty
years, apologising elaborately to him afterwards. In its
exquisite enclosure a false idea can be gained of enclosures
outside though not of the infinite verities. Dickinson, pacing
up and down with his arms behind him, kept in touch in
his own fashion with the world, but he could never slap it
on the back or stand it a drink. And he loathed its brutality
and bullying—with them there could be no compromise; his
objection to rowdiness was not its noise but its inability to
flourish without a victim.

Essentially a college man, he did not take much part in
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University affairs. The chief occasion was in 1903, when at
the invitation of Professor Marshall he helped to form the new
Economics Tripos. Economicshad hitherto been inadequately
included in the History course. Realising its importance in
modern life, he sought separate recognition. What interested
him though was not economics proper, not the laws of supply
and demand, not the mathematics of wealth, but the reaction
of men to material surroundings and their attempts to im-
prove them. He held that the study of recent history and of
political institutions could help them here, and it was as an
advocate of his special subject, Political Science, that he
joined forces with Professor Marshall. He became a2 member
of the ‘Economics and Political Science Syndicate’ which
was appointed to report to the Senate. In the ensuing debate
he made a short and effective speech, in reply to the pure
historians. He regretted that everyone could not know every-
thing, and especially that historians could not know the
whole of history, but pointed out that there is a profitable
alternative in the analytical method, which studies causes and
effects among coexistent phenomena. When the new tripos
was established, he became the first Secretary of the Eco-
nomics Board.

His other university activities are not important. When it
came to a vote at the Senate House he was on the side of
freedom, but freedom is a word variously applied. We find
him for instance in 1898 voting against recognising a Roman
Catholic lodging house as a hostel, on the ground that any
institution recognised by the University ought to be free to
all creeds. Henry Sidgwick and others of his friends voted
for recognition, on the ground that Roman Catholics onght
to be free to have a hostel. In 1goz he voted for the
abolition of compulsory Greek (‘disliking the word ‘““com-
pulsory”?, comments one of his classical friends, ‘and not
seeing “Greek” came after it’). And he assisted in the un-
chaining of women, but without enthusiasm. His suicidal
sense of fairness left him no alternative here. Ifwomen wanted
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a degree or a vote or anything else which men monopolised,
it was his duty to help them to get it, even if they over-
whelmed him afterwards. There were a few women to whom
he was devoted and a few to whom he would have confidently
entrusted the destiny of mankind, but he was not a really
creditable feminist. He did think that men on the whole are
superior. ‘Oh dear, what is to happen to them?’ he once
murmured sadly as a stream of aspiring and uninspiring
spinsters flowed round the front court of King’s; ‘I don’t
know and they don’t know.” And then in still lower tones
as if his bookshelves might overhear him ‘Oh dear! What
they want is a husband!’ These were his unregencrate
thoughts. At other times he remembered the cruelty and
parsimony of the Victorian girl’s upbringing, and felt that
no restitution could be too generous, and there exist among
his manuscripts a few pages of a fantasy about Héloise and
a Chorus of Cats which is conceived in this spirit of atonement.
One other academic activity must be recorded, and it is
a surprising one: on March 14th, 1900, he rejoined the Cam-
bridge University Officers’ Training Corps. He did this not
because he wanted to crush Kruger, but because he hoped
to avert conscription. He i3 said to have been no more
efficient as a soldier than he had been twenty years before,
and on January 22nd, 1go2, he resigned. The episode is
significant: at no time was he a thoroughgoing pacifist,

4
The first of his maieutic books is ‘The Greek View of Life’
(1896). He had been brought up on Latin and Greek, in
a stupid and wasteful way, and it was not until he had got
away from the classics that he saw what they meant. Now
that he had studied modern conditions and begun to teach
politics intelligently, he realised that the Ancients are modern,
and that Athens in particular had expressed our problems
with a lucidity beyond our power. Nor was this all. Greek
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literature combined beauty and depth, wisdom and wit,
gaiety and insight; it was the greatest literature the world
had yet produced, its drawback being that it could only be
read by pecople who had sweated at it for years, and by most
of them imperfectly. Translations are the onlyhope, and while
he admitted that most readable translations—e.g. Butcher
and Lang’s ‘Odyssey® and Gilbert Murray’s ¢ Euripides’—get
the colouring all wrong, he preferred them to nothing at all.
“The Greek View of Life’ might be called an introduction
to translations. It is an attempt to show the non-expert the
character and environment of hidden treasures and to leave
him among them. The idea came to Dickinson ‘in our dining
room at All Souls Place, in the old arm chair now long vanished
from my life—who bought it, I wonder? Does it still exist?’
and he began to carry it out at Kandersteg, ‘where it con-
soled me through some bad times’. He looked back on the
book as the most useful he had written, and its large circula-
tion in England (it is now in its seventeenth edition) and in
the States was a satisfaction to him; ‘I still think I have got
hold of the central thing, the thing that makes Greek of
permanent value to civilisation’. Some of us feel that he got
hold of it more satisfactorily in the book of his old age, “‘After
Two Thousand Years®; he had by then wider experience and
greater mastery of style. But ‘The Greek View of Life’ i5 the
more ordered survey and has found favour with educationists.

Three years after publishing it he went to Greece itself.
It was a happy visit with perfect companions: Wedd, Robin
Mayor (afterwards a high official in the Education Office);
A. M, Daniel (afterwards Director of the National Gallery);
and C. P. Sanger.

1 had been depressed and worried. But from the moment
of landing at the Piraeus life renewed itself in perpetual
interest and delight. The Acropolis at Athens revealed to
me the meaning of the architectural mouldings I had seen
parodied all over Europe. It was like hearing music at last
played in tune after a long perversion by slight discords.



108 THE SOCGRATIC METHOD

Then he remembers ‘far too faintly’ the line of the sea against
Marathon, the Sunium column rising from a sea of red poppies
over the sea of blue waves, the plain of Eleusis, the Delphi
charioteer. And then comes a passage which carries us on
from Greece to another stage in his Socratic activity.

Above all I recall the evening spent at Mistra, above
Sparta. We rode through the little village, for such it now
is, hidden among orange groves, and then up the slope of
Taygetus to that deserted mediaeval town of whose very
existence I was unaware. There we stayed the night in a
monastery inhabited by a single monk, strolled under the
full moon round the deserted streets and churches, and
heard from below the chant of the frogs, the ‘brekekekex
koax koax® of Aristophanes. It was herc on this night that
there occurred to me the idea of writing a dialogue on
Good, which I carried out in the following year or so.

Mistra might symbolise the synthesis at which Dickinson,
like Goethe, aimed, and it is appropriate that it should have
inspired him to write the first of his dialogues. He often
spoke of that moonlit scene where, as in the pine woods above
Heidelberg, Classic and Mediaeval seemed to unite and
herald the modern, where Faust reigned with Helen and
Euphorion was born. He visited Mistra again, thirty years
later; the hour was the afternoon, the hills seemed lower, the
wild romance had gone, yet how beautiful the place still was,
and how solitary. And how exquisite did Greece as a whole
remain! How the Mediterranean stimulated his feelings
and perceptions as it stimulated Goethe’s when he first saw
Ttaly and tore himself away under a sense of duty to return
to work in the unfriendly north!

The dialogue form, to which he turned after this visit to
Greece, exactly suited his genius. It allowed him to assemble
opinions and, so to speak, to tint them. The personages
through whom he converses are never coloured vividly;
whether they are taken from public figures, like Cantilupe
and Remenham, or from his friends, like ‘Audubon and
Coryat, or made up entirely, as Wilson appears to be, they
are quieter and paler than their equivalents in the world of



THE SOCRATIC METHOD 109

fiction. He had not the novelist’s eccentricity, which permits
a sudden swerve {rom the main course. Whether such eccen-
tricity makes a book more ‘like life’, is arguable: he, with
his generous admiration for method differing from his own,
often praised it. His own method, working from within,
allowed no vagaries, not even the development of a character
under the stress of talk. His business was the argument,
human and humanly held, but not allowing irresponsive inter-
ludes. Plato and Berkeley were his models, and, like them,
he would sacrifice dramatic excitement for consistency and
dignity. Itissignificant that none of his disputants is a female,
unless we may include the Queen of the Night, and she is
the despair rather than the life of the argument. The instincts
and passions could be discussed, and they were discussed with
insight and frankness; but they could not be illustrated, any
more than the interlocutors could walk away from their
chairs. Thus from the opening of ‘The Meaning of Good’
down to the sombre conversation in the Hermitage of Jesus
in ‘The Magic Flute’, and the Elysian encounter of ‘After
Two Thousand Years’, his people are always sedentary, and
the appeal to reason, however much they may ignore it, hangs
like a sword over their heads. An essay on ‘Dialogue as a
Literary Form’, which he wrote at the end of his life for the
Royal Society of Literature, may be consulted in this con-
nection.

‘The Meaning of Good® was written partly at Thursley,
where he was stopping with Roger Fry, and partly in lodgings
at Westcott. By now he had established his life-long friend-
ship with Miss Melian Stawell, formerly a student of Newn-
ham, and he corresponds frequently with her about his work.
They discuss alternative titles, such as ‘A Dialogue concerning
Good’, or ‘Many that Say’, and she persuades him to print
a sonnet from the 1896 Poems as a preface. The dialogue
did not displease him in retrospect, though he felt that there
were too many characters, and that much of it was frigid. -
From the philosophical point of view:

What I believe to be true in my own book, is the tension
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of experience, the quest of Good, the perpetual dissatis-
faction, and the knowledge therefrom derived. When I say
that this is ‘true’ I mean that it is true of those who count
in such matters, of Goethe, let us say. What is more ques-
tionable, is the mysticism which still haunted me, as it
haunted Plato and which appears in the concluding myth.
...It is perhaps worth noticing that while I was still in-
fluenced by McTaggart’s idea of an eternal perfection of
spirits related to one another by love, I also suspected that
this might be an illusion, or perhaps I should say an
imperfect parable. For my myth, though it docs not
go beyond that conception yet suggests that there is a
beyond.

Just at this time another philosopher had risen to power in
Cambridge, in the person of his friend, G. E. Moore. It would
be too much to say that Moore dethroned McTaggart, who
was essentially undethronable, but he did carry the younger
men by storm, and cause Lytton Strachey to exclaim, ‘The
age of reason has come!® Dickinson, while not going so far
as that, felt uneasy. Moore’s steady questioning as to What
is good? What is true? had already torn some large holes in
the McTaggartian heaven. More care—I speak as a com-
pletc outsider here—more care had evidently to be taken as
to what one said and how one said it, and intuition seemed
less than ever enough. Two years before, in a letter to R. C.
Trevelyan (August 8th, 1898), Dickinson is already com-
plaining of the strain:

I'm fagged to death-—result of a metaphysical talk with
Moore. What a brain that fellow has! It desiccates minel
Dries up my lakes and seas and leaves me an arid tract
of sand. Not that ks i3 arid—anything but: he’s merely
the sun. One ought to put up a parasol—I do try to, one
of humour, but it has so many rents in it. Oh dear!
Surely I once had some rivers? I wish you were here to
water me. All poeis water. They are the rain. Metaphysics
are the sun: between them they fertilise the soil.

Yours so far as there is anything of me,
G. L. D.
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Moore’s ‘Principia Ethica’ came out while ‘The Meaning
of Good’ was in proof, and Dickinson, on reading it, dis-
covered that he had been guilty in his dialogue of a new
philosophic error which Moore had discovered and had
named ‘the Naturalistic Fallacy’, ‘a phrase which always
amuses me, for it suggests some kind of unnatural vice.
I tried to dodge this error at the last moment, but expect it
is there, and also that it doesn’t much matter as Moore has
probably long ago altered his position on this, as on many
other points’. On which note of gay defiance the Naturalistic
Fallacy may be left. The dialogue came out in 1g9o1. I re-
member the enthusiasm, the attractive blue cloth of the
binding, the lightness of the volume, the solidity of the con-
tents and my great friend and fellow undergraduate, H. O.
Meredith (now Professor of Economics at Belfast), reading
as he stalked along King’s Parade and chanting, ‘You shall
never take away from me my Meaning of Good...’. This
must be the moment when Dickinson won 2 name in his own
university.

Four years later he published a second dialogue, which
won him a name in the outside world. This was ‘A Modern
Sympogium’, It i3 dedicated to a Cambridge discussion
society, and it represents in a glorified form the sort of evening
he loved—an evening of contrasted opinions, stated fairly,
sincerely and good temperedly, The personages are supposed
to be members of ‘ The Seekers’, a club which he had actually
tried to found, and they build together, before the morning
breaks, a dome of many coloured glass through which eternity
shines. Itisagain the harmony of Plato and Shelley—Goethe
perhaps harmonising. Plato contributes most. Dickinson
always needs a form which will allow him to express the
views of others without judging them by his own, and having
experienced in ‘The Meaning of Good’ the difficulty of the
dialogue proper he turns here to the particular form of it
used by Plato in the ‘Symposium®, Set speeches take the
place of conversation and argument. The thirteen speakers
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of his choice can state their positions without fear of inter-
ruption all through the calm of an English summer night,
and their rhetoric can pass into poetry when they wish. When
the dawn comes and they vanish into mist or sunlight they
leave a strong impression of actuality behind, and it is no
wonder that the book has been admired not only by Utopians
but by men of affairs.

But still it does not solve the problem, which is perhaps
insoluble, of making the bridge betwecn speculation and
art and that side of life, and what is called practical
politics. For practical politics involves fighting, and the
object of such a book as mine, as it was Plato’s object long
ago, is to raise the mind above the fighting attitude. There
lies here obscurely the great problem of the relation of
ideals to passion and interests which I do not seem able
clearly to formulate. It seems impossible to go into active
life of any kind without being ready to kill to lie or to cheat.

And following this line of thought he considers the case of
the man who will think bis ‘Modern Symposium® and all his
books either pernicious or futile.

I am conscious, in all I have written and thought, of
complete disinterestedness in the pursuit of truth. But it
does not seem to follow that the other kind of man there-
fore regards me with particular respect. ‘What have you
done?’ he will say with Kipling. And if I reply, ‘No par-
ticular harm’, he will say ‘No, and no particular good’.
‘Neither have you’, I might reply, ‘I see nothing but
harm.” And somewhere about there the imaginary debate
would end. We have not in fact either the knowledge or
the standards to deal with the subject.

He had to write ‘A Modern Symposium’ twice before it
satisfied him. It was finished at Baslow in Derbyshire. His
father, now very old, was deeply moved by it, and, in a
conversation reported by Miss Stawell, told her that it was
like ‘a re-statement of the incarnation, a vision of the divine
that is growing in men and more than we can comprehend’.
Goldie was impressed by this unexpected sympathy, and said
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to Miss Stawell a few days afterwards, ‘Isn’t it curious that
of all my friends it is my old father who has understood best
what I wanted most to say?’ He added, ‘Of course in old age
the body fails and the mind is hampered, but it seems to me
the soul goes on and goes further’. His father was perhaps
thinking of the final speech, where Geoffry Vivian (who is
George Meredith) poursnew wineinto the nineteenth-century
bottles of evolution, yet not more than they can hold. The
episode is interesting as suggesting that Dickinson never
broke from his family tradition, only remodelled it and re-
expressed it.

Following as it did on “The Letters from John Chinaman?
and his first American tour, ‘A Modern Symposium’ brought
him some notoriety, and there is no doubt that he could have
become a prominent figure if he cared to improve his position,
But he was bad at improving positions. Each time he wrote
or spoke he went straight back into the inner world, and had
no sense of those subtle movements of the surface which
indicate the drift of popularity. Some writers, and they are
not necessarily worldly or corrupt, have a natural instinct
for self-advertisement. Dickinson lacked this. He had not
the little touch of swagger which draws a crowd, nor the
counter attraction of faroucheness. When he was taken up for
a little by ‘society’ he found the people he met agreeable,
easy, amusing, sympathetic, quick. But he had nothing in
common with them. He sat in their flickering aviary like a
little dusky bird on a perch, and, being wise, like a bird of
passage. So with the greater public. Although he never did
anything to affront it, he never kept his hand on its pulse,
and by the time the war came it had already begun to move
away. He began to recover it at the very end, through
broadcasting, and many then heard of him for the first time
whom one would have expected to know him well. To a
biographer, the movements of fashion’s barometer are in-
teresting, so let me emphasise the very high level touched
by the mercury about 1905. It looked then as if Mr G. L.

GLD 8
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Dickinson would easily beat Pater and Gobineau, and even
creep up towards Voltaire and Mr Bernard Shaw. Such
competition was not to be.

In 1go7 appeared ‘Justice and Liberty’, the last of the
trilogy of dialogues. It is more closely connected with his
teaching work than the others, and tries to set out the funda-
mental political truths in which he believed, and upon which
he was lecturing in Cambridge and London. He wrote it
with difficulty, and felt that it must be difficult to read and
repellent, in spite of his effort to introduce Platonic charm.
Perhaps he was disappointed with it. It was his last experi-
ment in the Socratic method for twenty-two years.

“The Greek View of Life’ and the three dialogues are all
closely connected with his main activity during this period:
an educational activity. He was always giving out, and
chiefly nourishing himself in order that he might give out.
He had become aware of other people, and realised that
whether we like it or not we are members one with another,
and this had led him to concentrate upon politics. He was
at one time a sort of Tory-Socialist, during the period covered
by this chapter he was a Liberal, and in consequence of the
War he became Labour, and remained so till the end of his
life. But politics, as he understood them, are not based upon
party. They represent the attempt of Man to adapt himself
to his environment and to control his future, Knowledge
of the past may help him here, and both as a writer and a
lecturer Dickinson had this in view. Art and philosophy
were subordinated, and the problems of personal salvation
and survival after death, which obsess so many introspective
people, now occupied less of his time. We must first get the
house straight then fill it with beautiful things—such was on
the whole his attitude in these years, though he was sensible
enough to know that unless we have a certain amount of
beautiful things lying about we shall not think it worth while
to get the house straight. Which is what distinguished him
from the Fabians.
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At the beginning of the century he was concerned in
founding a monthly magazine, ‘The Independent Review’.
The first number appeared in October, 1903. Edward Jenks
was the editor; Dickinson, F. W, Hirst, C. F. G. Masterman,
G. M. Trevelyan and Wedd were the members of the editorial
council; Roger Fry designed the cover. The main aim of the
review was political. It was founded to combat the aggressive
Imperialism and the Protection campaign of Joe Chamber-
lain; and to advocate sanity in foreign affairs and a construc-
tive policy at home. It was not so much a Liberal review
as an appeal to Liberalism from the Left to be its better
self—one of those appeals which have continued until the
extinction of the Liberal party. Dickinson thus defends the
opening number of his review against the free-lancing of
Ashbee (Letter of November 11th, 1903):

If Liberals as you say are not ‘constructive’ that perhaps
is due to the fact that they believe in Liberty which means
that they think all legislation can do is to give the utmost
scope to individuals to develop the best in them. That
I confess is my own point of view. But I believe that to
do that will mean gradual revolution of all the funda-
mentals of society, law of property, law of contract, law
of marriage. Yet all that revolution would be abortive
unless people have ideals for which they individually care
and which are of the spirit and not mere megalomania.
I find in Joe and his followers no trace of such ideals.
And I shall be very much astonished, I confess, to find
them in colonials.

He did not contribute much to ‘The Independent’ on
politics. His article in the first number was on Ecclesiasticism,
and directed against the argument that, though religion
may not be true, it is necessary to society. Other articles
are: ‘Religion and Revelation’, ‘Euthanasia’, ‘Faith and
Knowledge’, ‘How long halt Ye?”? Another article entitled
‘Motoring’, is a desperate outcry against speed and ma-
terialism, and has a magnificent descriptive passage about
Hampton Court—one of the finest bits of ‘writing’ he ever

8-a
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did. The religious and philosophic articles were afterwards
included in two little volumes—*Religion: a Criticism and
a Forecast’ (1905) and ‘Religion and Immortality® (1g11).

“The Independent Review’ did not make much difference
to the councils of the nation, but it struck a note which was
new at that time, and had a great influence on a number
of individuals—young people for the most part. We were
being offered something which we wanted. Those who were
Liberals felt that the heavy, stocky, body of their party was
about to grow wings and leave the ground. Those who were
not Liberals werc equally filled with hope: they saw avenues
opening into literature, philosophy, human relationships, and
the road of the future passing through not insurmountable
dangers to a possible Utopia. Can you imagine decency
touched with poetry? It was thus that the ‘Independent’
appeared to us—a light rather than a fire, but a light that
penetrated the emotions. Credit must be given to Jenks, an
able and a pernickety editor, and to his colleagues, but
the inspiration was Dickinson’s. The first number lies on
the table as I write: as fresh and attractive to hold as when
I bought it on a bookstall at St Pancras thirty years back,
and thonght the new age had begun.

5
There is another side of him which finds expression during
this period. Itis what he calls the religious side, though I am
inclined to use the words more cautiously than he himself
uses them. When a man is modest, gentle, unselfish, and
generally decent, and confesses, as he did, to possessing and
valuing certain instincts, there is a disposition among people
who have formalised such instincts to annex him as one of
themselves. They want him—and no wonder. Christiang often
said he was a Christian, and when he went to India he was
hailed as a devotee of Krishna, If these tributes are regarded
as foreign decorations, conferred on a distinguished alien, they
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will pass, but they are not issued by his spiritual country.
‘All the creeds’, he writes, ‘are guesses and bad ones.” And
he not only rejected authority and mistrusted ritual. He
condemned the specifically religious virtue of humility. He
effaced himself—never abased himself. Hc was also suspicious
of martyrdom, believing it to be a method of casting out the
devil by Beelzebub. Only Socrates (he writes in ‘After Two
Thousand Years’) has managed to remain human and
humorous through martyrdom, and has escaped ‘not only
from hypocrisy and hatred but also from the righteous indig-
nation which clouds even the noblest souls’. His opinions
on sex ran contrary to Christian ethics. He also believed
that we have the right to take our own lives, and the duty
of taking the lives of those whom we love if they desire us
to do so, and if by doing so we can save them unbearable
pain. He was a great heretic though a quiet one. And if his
religious feelings are to be incarnated in one figure, Socrates
and no one else is that figure.

‘For my own part I've always had a curious feeling that
I should be at my best in old age. I believe it depends on
whether one gets religion’, he writes to May. The letter is
dated 1gog (when his actual age was forty), and six years
later he is writing to her again and defining more clearly
what ‘getting religion’ is. The occasion is their father’s death,
and the breaking up of the home which the three sisters had
made for the family at All Souls Place.

There is no remedy that I know for any trouble centering
about oneself except a complete and disinterested absorp-
tion in interests outside oneself. And that sometimes seems
beyond one’s power. My notion of religion is the attitude
which can say ‘“Well, what does it matter what I am or
what happens to me in this cxtraordinary interesting
world®. Butitis not an easy attitude to get or keep hold of.

This was not his whole notion of religion; and what defini-
tion of religion does cover all that we attach to the word in
our varying moods? He was not only concerned with ‘this
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interesting world’ but with whatever may be outside its walls
and he suspected that there is a key to our prison, though we
shall never hold it in hands of flesh and blood. Though the
intellect is our best friend, there are regions whither it cannot
guide us. He touches on this in a letter to Mrs Moor.
Mrs Moor was a friend of his family, who though many years
his senior had become a close personal friend of his own. He
is writing to her (July 27, 1904) about the launching of her
children on the world, and by the characteristic avenue of
sympathy he approaches the unseen.

I can only dimly conjecture what goes on inside you.
You have your reserves. And, du reste, how little one
knows of anyone. ‘Quel [sic] solitude que ’dme humaine.’
But to penetrate that solitude seems the thing most worth
while, if one conld. In any futurc world in which we might
mect I think it will be you who will have to look out for
me, rather than vice versa. I'm sure the ‘brainy’ people
will be at a discount there compared to the religious ones!

Three days earlier he had written a “brainy’ letter to Miss
Stawell in which the relations between the intellect and
religious intuition are more carefully analysed. Miss Stawell
had sent him her paper on Christianity and Hellenism.
After discussing it, and agreeing with her that ‘Huxley’s idea
of nature being “just” (of all things!) makes one foam at
the mouth’, he tackles the question as to whether it is possible
to have an ‘experience of God’, and he concludes that if such
an experience were established, after the requisite critical
tests, it would be a part of knowledge, and not something
unique.

I mean as much a part of knowledge as the perception
of beauty, which you instance. People may lac.l]: that per-
ception. And they may lack a perception of God (if there
is such a perception). But the things would appear to be
strictly on a level. Only unfortunately, God is a2 word full

of the most diverse and confused associations, and therefore
a very difficult one to use without great danger of sophistica-

tion. E.g. people have edifying feelings under the stars,
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and call it a perception of God. And that carrics with it
a whole illegitimate theology, as that he is at once omni-
potent and good, and other such things, which may be
shown to be contradicted by all experience. I mean, that
the clarifying process would have to insist rigidly on the
exact character of the alleged perception, or apprehension,
and on the relating it to all others. Much as we do when
a man says he saw a ghost. I darcsay you agree. But then
the result of such a process I should call a result of know-
ledge. And that’s why I say religion doesn’t give us know-
ledge. What gives us knowledge is knowledge.

He wanted knowledge to cxtend as far as it can. He had
the religious temperament, but he hated all the religious
weapons, and thought that much evil can be traced to their
use. In the above letter, his caution over the word ‘God’
is significant. ‘God’ and ‘Jesus’ and ‘Krishna® trail so many
associations and are coloured by so many carthly passions
that it is difficult not to be carried away by them, and he
was more reluctant than his women friends to be carried
away. He saw at the end of those famous short words, which
boom like 2 gong out of darkest night—he saw not light, but
more darkness, mass~psychology, crowd-cruelty. To be car-
ried away? Yes, but in which dircction? Away from the
truth or towards it? We cannot know, because the tests of
knowledge do not apply. Towards kindness or towards un-
kindness? That we can know, and the sinister record of
religious idealism in the past made him scrutinise his intui-
tions carefully, and stick to the intellect, which anyhow sheds
less blood.

One may almost say of him that he held nineteenth-
century opinions in a twentieth-century way. For him, as
for the Victorians, life was a pilgrimage not an adventure,
but he journeyed without donning their palmer's weeds. It
is significant that thongh he felt the questions of personal
immortality and the existence of God to be so important he
never got fussed over them. The struggles and shames of the
previous generation with its ‘Do I believe?’ ‘Couldn’t I






