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    Between the ceremonious confidence of Cambridge and the unsettled claims of a private conscience, Memoirs of Arthur Hamilton traces the quiet crisis of a young scholar who tries to square the allure of achievement, the pressure of duty, the tangled loyalties of friendship, and the desire for a life of inward integrity with the expectations of a cultured society, showing how an orderly education can intensify the question of what it means to live well, how the struggle for sincerity, however calm on the surface, becomes the most exacting and decisive work a person undertakes, and how small choices accumulate into a vocation.

Arthur Christopher Benson’s Memoirs of Arthur Hamilton, B. A. of Trinity College, Cambridge is a work of imaginative nonfictional form—a fictional memoir arranged from letters and diary entries—set largely within the collegiate and domestic spaces of Cambridge and late nineteenth-century England. Composed in the idiom of its era, it offers a reflective portrait of study, conversation, and self-scrutiny within an academic milieu closely observed by someone who knew it well. Published in the latter part of the Victorian period, the book belongs to a moment when questions of belief, character, and the moral uses of culture were publicly and privately debated.

As its title signals, the narrative adopts an editorial frame, presenting selections from the imagined Arthur Hamilton’s correspondence and notebooks so that a life is assembled rather than narrated in the ordinary novelistic manner. The premise is straightforward: a thoughtful graduate of Trinity College writes to friends, keeps a diary, and records the challenges of work, belief, and affection as he moves from study into adult responsibilities. The reading experience is intimate and measured; the voice is courteous yet insistent, the style lucid and restrained, and the tone contemplative, with a preference for personal candor over incident-driven suspense.

Within this design, several themes recur with cumulative force. The book considers how intellect can nurture, and sometimes trouble, the affections; how friendship acts as both mirror and spur; how beauty and culture refine sensibility without absolving one from practical duty; and how spiritual uncertainty can coexist with ethical steadfastness. It traces the temptation to retreat into genial accomplishment and the countervailing call to risk a more honest, demanding vocation. It also studies the costs and consolations of reserve, a characteristically English armor that protects tenderness while threatening to isolate it, especially in institutions built on habit and prestige.

Form and voice are central to its effect. Because letters and diary fragments arrive without the scaffolding of omniscient commentary, the book cultivates a rhythm of pauses, reconsiderations, and intimate asides that feel close to lived experience. Scenes of study, walks, and conversations supply modest external action, but the true drama lies in the cadence of thinking and the moral pressure of self-scrutiny. Benson’s prose favors balance, patience, and clear metaphor; the mood is serious without severity, and tenderness is expressed through precision rather than effusion. The result is a quietly absorbing portrait of character formed through attention, time, and choice.

For contemporary readers, its questions remain pointed. How does one keep faith with one’s gifts without mistaking them for a destiny prescribed by others? Where can friendship offer both sympathy and correction? What is the place of solitude in a busy, performative culture? The book’s preoccupation with vocation, moral weather, and mental strain speaks to modern concerns about purpose, burnout, and the uses of education. Its attentiveness to small decisions—what to read, whom to trust, which work to accept—models a counterculture of deliberation in an age of haste, inviting a reflective pace that enlarges freedom rather than constricting it.

Approached with patience and a willingness to savor its undramatic surfaces, Memoirs of Arthur Hamilton yields an exacting, humane portrait of a mind learning to act with integrity. Readers should expect a meditative sequence rather than a plotted arc, and they will find in its careful pages a companionable seriousness that rewards slow reading. The book matters now because it shows how a life can be clarified by attention to inner weather without turning inwardness into self-absorption, and because it preserves, in the figure of a Cambridge B. A., a durable record of conscientious adulthood under pressure.





Synopsis




Table of Contents




    Arthur Christopher Benson’s Memoirs of Arthur Hamilton, B. A. of Trinity College, Cambridge presents a fictional life arranged by an editor who gathers Hamilton’s letters, journals, and fragments after his early death. The frame emphasizes discretion and fidelity to the papers, establishing a reflective tone rather than a sensational narrative. The editor announces a method that privileges character and inner development over outward incident, inviting readers to observe a private mind at work. This premise situates the book among late-Victorian studies of conscience and self-scrutiny, with Cambridge as both a literal setting and a symbolic arena for formation, testing, and resolve.

The account begins with Hamilton’s schooling and entrance to Trinity College, where the pressures of examination culture and the stimulation of collegiate friendships shape his sensibility. He gravitates toward literature, moral inquiry, and the quiet satisfactions of scholarly routine. Tutors and contemporaries encourage diligence and high-mindedness, yet his receptivity to beauty complicates a strict ethic of effort and results. Essays and letters show a temperament that is earnest, self-doubting, and keenly responsive to influence. Cambridge life offers both community and solitude, and Hamilton’s habit of writing becomes a discipline for ordering impressions, evaluating motives, and testing the claims of competing ideals.

Upon taking his degree, Hamilton faces the habitual questions of vocation—whether to pursue academic prospects, accept educational work, or contemplate a clerical path. The papers depict experiments in professional engagement alongside continued private study, with fluctuating confidence about his fitness for public responsibility. He is attracted by the prospect of shaping minds through teaching and by the stability of scholarly labor, yet wary of roles that might blunt integrity or impose formulas on thought. The editor underscores Hamilton’s resolve to marry usefulness with cultivation, while acknowledging the halting progress of that resolve through small decisions, abandoned plans, and quiet acts of perseverance.

As his reading broadens, Hamilton confronts religious and philosophical uncertainty typical of the period. The journals record a conscientious effort to reconcile inherited belief with modern criticism and scientific temper, without dramatics or polemics. He distrusts mere negation and mistrusts pat assurances, concluding that honesty about doubt is part of devotion to truth. The practical consequences preoccupy him more than doctrinal disputes: how to live faithfully, how to be kind, how to keep the mind awake. The narrative follows his experiments in prayer, discipline, and service, noting alternations of despondency and reprieve rather than definitive crises.

Friendship becomes Hamilton’s chief school of charity and self-knowledge. Correspondence shows his gratitude for candid mentors and his cautious hope of being helpful to younger or troubled companions. He struggles with the boundaries between counsel and intrusion, learning to temper zeal with patience. The editor remarks on Hamilton’s preference for unobtrusive influence—an example of steadiness, a thoughtful letter—over public advocacy. Even disappointments are sifted for instruction. The book’s interest lies less in dramatic scenes than in the texture of relation: small generosities, misunderstandings mended, and the discipline of attending to another’s good without demanding recognition.

Periods of fatigue and dejection remind Hamilton of his vulnerability and the limits of sheer will. He turns to simple restoratives—walking, music, ordered study—as he refines an ethic of moderation. The papers trace a gradual revaluation of ambition: success gives way to sufficiency; display to sincerity; exertion to constancy. The editor resists embellishment, allowing the documents’ reticence to suggest recovery without claiming a final cure. What matters is the patient craft of days endured and slightly improved, and the growth of a reflective charity that refuses both self-indulgence and harsh judgment, even when results remain modest and uncertain.

In closing, the editor presents Hamilton not as a model of achievement but as a witness to a recognizable inward labor: the attempt to keep faith with truth, duty, and beauty under modern strain. The memoir’s enduring interest lies in its quiet refusal of extremes and its trust that character is made in private reckonings as much as in public scenes. Without disclosing the particulars of Hamilton’s end, the book leaves readers with a sustained meditation on vocation, friendship, and conscience. It thereby claims a place among reflective Victorian fictions that honor sincerity and restraint, inviting continued attention to the moral texture of ordinary life.
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    Arthur Christopher Benson's Memoirs of Arthur Hamilton, B. A. of Trinity College, Cambridge appeared in 1883, at the high tide of late Victorian intellectual life. Its setting is the collegiate world of Cambridge, especially Trinity College, then the university's largest and one of its most prestigious institutions. The University Tests Act of 1871 had recently ended religious subscription for most degrees and offices, opening Cambridge to Nonconformists and altering its spiritual complexion. The lingering "crisis of faith" after Darwin's On the Origin of Species (1859) still shaped debate. At Trinity, figures like Henry Sidgwick embodied an exacting moral seriousness that informs the book's introspective atmosphere.

Academic life at Cambridge in the 1870s-1880s revolved around the competitive Tripos examinations. The Mathematical Tripos, with its ranked "wranglers," remained the chief badge of distinction, even as the Natural Sciences Tripos (established 1851) and Moral Sciences Tripos (established 1861) gained ground. Scientific study accelerated after the Cavendish Laboratory opened in 1874 under James Clerk Maxwell, reshaping teaching and research before his death in 1879. Curricular reforms and new college statutes in the period began to rebalance scholarship, research, and teaching. Trinity's libraries, lectures, and tutorial system fostered an intense, closely supervised routine that encouraged both ambition and scrupulous self-scrutiny.

Religious debate framed much of the era's moral vocabulary. After the storm over Essays and Reviews (1860) and the wider reception of German biblical criticism, Anglican theologians and lay intellectuals argued about authority, conscience, and interpretation. Thomas H. Huxley popularized the term "agnostic" in 1869, capturing a stance many educated Victorians recognized. At Cambridge, the removal of clerical tests influenced careers: Henry Sidgwick had resigned his Trinity fellowship in 1869 rather than subscribe, and was re-elected in 1881. Broad Church tendencies, alongside continuing High Church influence, created a spectrum of belief that shaped the spiritual reserve and questioning evident in Benson's narrative.

Humanistic and aesthetic currents also informed undergraduate ideals. Matthew Arnold's Culture and Anarchy (1869) proposed "culture" as a remedy for social and spiritual disarray, and Walter Pater's Studies in the History of the Renaissance (1873) advanced an impressionistic, art-centered ethic that many readers debated. In Cambridge, discussion flourished through societies and clubs, notably the Moral Sciences Club, active by the late 1870s, where philosophy and psychology were tested against lived experience. Such venues, along with the Cambridge Union's debating traditions, encouraged reflective prose, journals, and letter-writing. Benson's book adopts this tone of critical self-culture, weighing taste, character, and duty in an academic setting.

The social pipeline feeding Cambridge was reshaped by mid-century school reform. The Clarendon Commission (1861-1864) investigated leading public schools, and the Public Schools Act 1868 reconstituted several governing bodies, consolidating elite pathways from institutions like Eton and Harrow to Oxbridge. Arthur Christopher Benson, educated at Eton and later a master there (1885-1903), belonged to a clerical family prominent in the Church of England; his father, Edward White Benson, became Archbishop of Canterbury in 1883. That background illuminates the memoir's attention to formation, discipline, and conscience, as many graduates moved toward teaching, the clergy, or civil service in a duty-saturated culture.

The late Victorian language of "nerves" and melancholy offered another framework. Physicians such as George M. Beard popularized "neurasthenia" after 1869, naming fatigue, anxiety, and overstrain associated with educated, urban life. Meanwhile, conduct literature and moral essays - Samuel Smiles's Self-Help (1859), John Henry Newman's Apologia Pro Vita Sua (1864), and William Hale White's Mark Rutherford novels (1881, 1885) - modeled introspective self-justification and spiritual inventory. Cambridge-trained essayists like Leslie Stephen brought a skeptical, secular tone to such reflection. Benson's fictional memoir draws on these idioms of self-examination and nervous modernity, yet keeps its focus on scholarly routines and the ethics of daily resolve.

Victorian professionalization shaped choices facing graduates. Competitive examinations opened the civil service and the Indian Civil Service from mid-century, and Oxbridge men increasingly pursued administrative, educational, and scientific careers. University and college reforms culminating in the University of Oxford and Cambridge Act 1877 produced new statutes in the early 1880s, altering fellowships and, in many colleges, loosening restrictions that had discouraged married fellows. Such changes reframed academic life as a profession rather than a clerical vocation. In this climate of measurable achievement - class lists, prizes, and appointments - questions about purpose, happiness, and vocation pressed against the metrics of success celebrated by contemporaries.

Within these contexts, Memoirs of Arthur Hamilton reflects and critiques its era by adopting the confessional modes of Victorian moral inquiry while resisting easy consolations. Its Cambridge is recognizably shaped by reform, scientific expansion, and religious latitude, yet the narrative privileges the cultivation of character over spectacle. The emphasis on letters, diaries, and private judgment echoes the university's philosophical conversations and the press of examinations without dramatizing them. Benson's portrait of a thoughtful scholar engages the period's ideals - earnest work, culture, and conscience - and gently questions whether institutional success can satisfy the inward demands that late nineteenth-century Britain taught educated men to heed.
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There are several forms of temperament. The kind that mostly issues in biography is the practical temperament. Poets have the shortest memoirs, and the most uninteresting[1q]. The politician, the philanthropist, the general, make the best, the most graphic Lives. The fact remains, however, that the question, "What has he done?" though a specious, is an unsatisfactory test of greatness[3q].

But there is a temperament called the Reflective, which works slowly, and with little apparent result. The very gift of expression is a practical gift: with the gift of expression the reflective man becomes a writer, a poet, an artist; without it, he is unknown.

The reflective temperament, existing without any particular gift of expression, wants an exponent in these times[2q]. Reflection is lost sight of; philanthropy is all the rage. I assert that for a man to devote himself to a reflective life, that is, in the eyes of the world, an indolent one, is often a great sacrifice, and even on that account, if not essentially, valuable. Philanthropy is generally distressing, often offensive, sometimes disastrous.

Nothing, in this predetermined world, fails of its effect, as nothing is without its cause. There is a call to reflection which a man must follow, and his life then becomes an integral link in the chain of circumstance. Any intentional life affects the world; it is only the vague drifting existences that pass it by.

The subject of this memoir was, as the world counts reputation, unknown. His only public appearance, as far as I know, besides the announcement of his birth, is the fact that his initials stand in a dedication on the title-page of a noble work of fiction.

Arthur Hamilton left me his manuscripts, papers, and letters; from these, and casual conversations I have had with him in old days, this little volume is constructed.

C.C.
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He was born November 2, 1852. He was the second son of a retired cavalry officer, who lived in Hampshire. Besides his elder brother, there were three sisters, one of whom died. His father was a wealthy man, and had built himself a small country house, and planted the few acres of ground round it very skillfully. Major Hamilton was a very religious man, of the self-sufficient, puritanical, and evangelical type, that issues from discipline; a martinet in his regiment, a domestic tyrant, without intending to be. He did not marry till rather late in life; and at the time when Arthur was growing up—the time when memory intwines itself most lingeringly with its surroundings, the time which comes back to us at ecstatic moments in later, sadder days—all the entourage of the place was at its loveliest. Nothing ever equalled the thrill, he has told me, of finding the first thrush's nest in the laurels by the gate, or of catching the first smell of the lilac bushes in spring, or the pungent scent of the chamomile and wild celery down by the little stream.

The boy acquired a great love for Nature, though not of the intimate kind that poets have by instinct. "In moments of grief and despair," he wrote in later life, "I do not, as some do, crouch back to the bosom of the great Mother; she has, it seems, no heart for me when I am sorry, though she smiles with me when I am glad." But he has told me that he is able to enjoy a simple village scene in a way that others can not easily understand: a chestnut crowded with pink spires, the clack of a mill-wheel, the gush of a green sluice out of a mantled pool, a little stream surrounded by flags and water lobelias, gave him all his life a keen satisfaction in his happy moments. "I always gravitate to water," he writes. "I could stop and look at a little wayside stream for hours; and a pool—I never tire of it, though it awes me when I am alone."

The boy was afraid of trees, as many children are. If he had to go out alone he always crossed the fields, and never went by the wood; wandering in a wood at night was a childish nightmare of a peculiarly horrible kind.

I quote a few childish stories about him, selecting them out of a large number.

His mother saying to him one day that the gardener was dead, he burst out laughing (with that curious hysteria so common in children), and then after a little asked if they were going to bury him.

His mother, wishing to familiarize him with the idea of continued existence after death, dwelt on the fact that it was only his body that was going to be buried: his soul was in heaven.

The boy said presently, "If his body is in the churchyard, and his soul in heaven, where is David?"

Upon which his mother sent him down to the farm.

He was often singularly old-fashioned in his ways. If he was kept indoors by a childish ailment, he would draw his chair up to the fire, by his nurse, and say, "Now that the children are gone out, nurse, we can have a quiet talk." And he always returned first of all his brothers and sisters, if they were playing in the garden, that he might have the pleasure of clapping his hands from the nursery window to summon them in. "Children, children, come in," he used to say.

A curious little dialogue is preserved by his aunt in a diary. He laughed so immoderately at something that was said at lunch by one of his elders, that when his father inquired what the joke was, he was unable to answer. "It must be something very funny," said his mother in explanation. "Arthur never laughs unless there is a joke." The little boy became grave at once, and said severely, "There's hardly ever anything to laugh at in what you say; but I always laugh for fear people should be disappointed."

He was very sensitive to rebuke. "I am not so sensitive as I am always supposed to be," he said to me once. "I am one of those people who cry when they are spoken to, and do it again."

For instance, he told me that, being very fond of music when he was small, he stole down one morning at six to play the piano. His father, a very early riser, was disturbed by the gentle tinkling, and coming out of his study, asked him rather sharply why he couldn't do something useful—read some Shakespeare. He never played on the piano again for months, and for years never until he had ascertained that his father was out. "It was a mistake," he told me once, apropos of it. "If he had said that it disturbed him, but that I might do it later, I should have been delighted to stop. I always liked feeling that I was obliging people."

He disliked his father, and feared him. The tall, handsome gentleman, accustomed to be obeyed, in reality passionately fond of his children, dismayed him. He once wrote on a piece of paper the words, "I hate papa," and buried it in the garden.

For the rest, he was an ordinary, rather clever, secretive child, speaking very little of his feelings, and caring, as he has told me since, very little for anybody except his nurse. "I cared about her in a curious way. I enjoyed the sensation of crying over imaginary evils; and I should not like to say how often in bed at night I used to act over in my mind an imaginary death-bed scene of my nurse, and the pathetic remarks she was to make about Master Arthur, and the edifying bearing I was to show. This was calculated within a given time to produce tears, and then I was content."

He went to a private school, which he hated, and then to Winchester, which he grew to love. The interesting earnest little boy merged into the clumsy loose-jointed schoolboy, silent and languid. There are hardly any records of this time.

"My younger sister died," he told me, "when I was at school. I experienced about ten minutes of grief; my parents were overwhelmed with anguish, and I can remember that, like a quick, rather clever child, I soon came to comprehend the sort of remark that cheered them, and almost overdid it in my zeal. I am overwhelmed with shame," he said, "whenever I look at my mother's letters about that time when she speaks of the comfort I was to them. It was a fraus pia[1], but it was a most downright fraus."

I think I may relate one other curious incident among his public school experiences: it may seem very incredible, but I have his word for it that it is true.

"A sixth-form boy took a fancy to me, and let me sit in his room, and helped me in my work. The night before he left the school I was sitting there, and just before I went away, being rather overcome with regretful sentiments, he caught hold of me by the arm and said, among other things, 'And now that I am going away, and shall probably never see you again, I don't believe you care one bit.' I don't know how I came to do it," he said, "because I was never demonstrative; but I bent down and kissed him on the cheek, and then blushed up to my ears. He let me go at once; he was very much astonished, and I think not a little pleased; but it was certainly a curious incident."

During this time his intellectual development was proceeding slowly. "I went through three phases," he said. "I began by a curious love for pastoral and descriptive poetry. I read Thomson and Cowper, similes from 'Paradise Lost,' and other selections of my own; I read Tennyson, and revelled in the music of the lines and words. I intended to be a poet.

"Then I became omnivorous, and read everything, whether I understood it or not, especially biographies. I spent all my spare time in the school library; one only valuable thing have I derived from that—a capacity for taking in the sense of a page at a glance, and having a verbal memory of a skimmed book for an hour or two superior to any one that I ever met."

Then there came an ebb, and he read nothing, but loafed all day, and tried to talk. He had a notion he said, that he could argue Socratically; and he was always trying to introduce metaphors into his conversation. But his remarks in a much later letter to a friend on childish reading are so pertinent that I introduce them here.

"Never take a book away from a child unless it is positively vicious; that they should learn how to read a book and read it quickly is the great point; that they should get a habit of reading, and feel a void without it, is what should be cultivated. Never mind if it is trash now; their tastes will insensibly alter. I like a boy to cram himself with novels; a day will come when he is sick of them, and rejects them for the study of facts. What we want to give a child is 'bookmindedness,' as some one calls it. They will read a good deal that is bad, of course; but innocence is as slippery as a duck's back; a boy really fond of reading is generally pure-minded enough. When you see a robust, active, out-of-door boy deeply engrossed in a book, then you may suspect it if you like, and ask him what he has got; it will probably have an animal bearing."

Friendships more or less ardent, butterfly-hunting, school games, constant visits to the cathedral for service, to which he was always keenly devoted, uneventful holidays, filled up most of his school life. His letters at this date are very ordinary; his early precocity seemed, rather to the delight of his parents, to have vanished. He was not a prig, though rather exclusive; not ungenial, though retiring. "A dreadful boy," he writes of himself, "who is as mum as a mouse with his elders, and then makes his school friends roar with laughter in the passage: dumb at home, a chatterbox at school."

"I had no religion at that time," he writes, "with the exception of six months, when I got interested in it by forming a friendship with an attractive ritualistic curate; but my confirmation made no impression on me, and I think I had no moral feelings that I could distinguish. I had no inherent hatred of wrong, or love for right; but I was fastidious, and that kept me from being riotous, and undemonstrative, which made me pure."
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Arthur went up to the University, Trinity College, Cambridge, in 1870; he did not distinguish himself there, or acquire more than he had done at Winchester: "The one thing I learnt at Winchester that has been useful to me since, was how to tie up old letters: my house-master taught me how to do that—it was about all he was fit for. The thing I learnt at Cambridge was to smoke: my cousin Fred taught me that, and he was hardly fit for that."

As it was at Cambridge that I first met him, I will give a short description of him as far as I can remember.

He was a tall, lounging fellow, rather clumsy in his movements, but with a kind of stateliness about him; he looked, and was, old for his years. He was a little short-sighted and wore glasses; without them his brow had that puzzled, slightly bothered look often seen in weak-sighted people. His face was not unattractive, though rather heavy; his hair was dark and curly—he let it grow somewhat long from indolence—and he had a drooping moustache. He was one of the men who, without the slightest idea of doing so, always managed to create rather an impression. As he lounged along the street with his hands in his pockets, generally alone, people used to turn and look at him. If he had taken a line of any kind he would have been known everywhere—but he did nothing.

The occasion on which I met him first was in the rooms of a common friend; there was a small gathering of men. He was sitting in a low chair, smoking intently. It was the one occupation he loved; he hardly said anything, though the conversation was very animated; silence was his latest phase; but as it was his first term, and he was not very well acquainted with the party, it appeared natural; not that being surrounded by dukes and bishops would have made the slightest difference to him if he had been disposed to talk, but he was not talkative, and held his tongue.

There had been some discussion about careers and their relative merits. One rather cynical man had broken in upon the ambitious projects that were being advanced with, "Well, we must remember that we are after all only average men."

"Yes," said Arthur, slowly, from the depths of his chair, "no doubt; only not quite so average."

The gentleman addressed, who was a senior man, stared for a moment at the freshman who had ventured to correct him, to whom he had not even been introduced; but Arthur was staring meditatively at the smoke rising from his pipe, and did not seem inclined to move or be moved, so he concluded not to continue the discussion.

The only other thing I heard him say that night was as follows. An ardent enthusiast on the subject of missions was present, who, speaking of an Indian mission lately started and apparently wholly ineffective, said, "But we must expect discouragement at first. The Church has always met with that."

"Yes," said Arthur; "but we must also remember, what people are very apt to forget, that ill success is not an absolute proof that God is on our side."

These two remarks, slight as they were, struck me; and, indeed, I have never quite forgotten that indefinable first impression of the man. There was a feeling about him of holding great things in reserve, an utter absence of self-consciousness, a sensation that he did not value the opinions of other people, that he did not regulate his conduct by them, which is very refreshing in these social days, when everybody's doings and sayings are ventilated and discussed so freely. He had none of the ordinary ambitions; he did not want a reputation, I thought, on ordinary grounds; he struck me as liking to observe and consider, not to do or say.

I am fond of guessing at character and forming impressions; and I very soon found out that these were not mistaken. My way that night lay with him as far as the gate of his college. We struck up a kind of acquaintanceship, though I felt conscious that he did not in the least care about doing so, that he probably would not give me another thought. It seems strange, reflecting on that evening, that I should now come to be his biographer.

However, I was interested in the type of character he displayed, and did not let the acquaintance drop. I invited him to my rooms. He would not come of his own accord at first, but by-and-by he got habituated to me, and not unfrequently strolled in.

He never let any one into the secret of his motives; he never confessed to any plans for the future, or to taking any interest in one line of life more than another. He was well off and did not spend much, except on his books, which were splendid. His rooms were untidy to the last degree, but liberally supplied with the most varied contrivances for obtaining a comfortable posture. Deep chairs and sofas, with devices for books and light, and for writing in any position. "When my mind is at work," he said to me once, "I don't like to be reminded of my body at all. I want to forget that I have one; and so I always say my prayers lying down."

He dressed badly, or rather carelessly, for he never gave the subject a moment's thought. If his friends told him that a suit was shabby, he appeared in a day or two in a new one, till that was similarly noticed; then it was discarded altogether. He always wore one suit till he had worn it out, never varying it. But he consulted fashion to a certain extent. "My object," he said, "is to escape notice, to look like every one else. I think of all despicable people, the people who try to attract attention by a marked style of dress, are perhaps the lowest."

His life at Cambridge was very monotonous, for he enjoyed monotony; he used to say that he liked to reflect on getting up in the morning, that his day was going to be filled by ordinary familiar things. He got up rather late, read his subjects for an hour or two, strolled about to see one or two friends, lunched with them or at home, strolled in the afternoon, often dropping in to King's for the anthem, went back to his rooms for tea, the one time at which he liked to see his friends, read or talked till hall, and finally settled down to his books again at ten, reading till one or two in the morning.

He read very desultorily and widely. Thus he would read books on Arctic voyages for ten days and talk of nothing else, then read novels till he sickened for facts and fact till he sickened for fiction; biographies, elementary science, poetry, general philosophy, particularly delighting in any ideal theories of life and discipline in state or association, but with a unique devotion to "Hamlet" and "As You Like It," the "Pilgrim's Progress," and Emerson's "Representative Men." He rarely read the Bible, he told me, and then only in great masses at a sitting; and the one thing that he disliked with an utter hatred was theology of a settled and orthodox type, though next to the four books I have mentioned, "The Christian Year" and "Ecce Homo" were his constant companions.

He did not care for history; he used to lament it. "I have but a languid interest in facts, qua facts," he said; "and I try to arrive at history through biography. I like to disentangle the separate strands, one at a time; the fabric is too complex for me."

He had the greatest delight in topography. "That is why," he used to say, "I delight in a flat country. The idea of space is
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"Trinity College, Cambridge, Thursday evening (early in 1874).

"My Dear Father:










OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
ARTHUR CHRISTOPHER

MEMOIRS OF ARTHUR
HAMILTON,

B. A. OF TRINITY
COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE






OEBPS/Images/DigiCat-logo.png





