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Introduction

Henry Williamson felt an immediate affinity with T. E. Lawrence, when in 1927 he read the first section, serialized in the Daily Telegraph, of Revolt in the Desert (the abridged popular version of Seven Pillars of Wisdom). He decided that he could not dare to write to Lawrence telling him that as a result of his reading he felt he knew him, nor to send him a copy of Tarka the Otter when it was published. However the two were brought together in correspondence by Edward Garnett, reader to Jonathan Cape, who sent a page-proof copy of Tarka to Lawrence, then stationed in Karachi, wishing to share his own pleasure in it. Lawrence acknowledged the receipt of it on 23 December 1927: ‘Tarka was good. I am having it stitched together to lend to the irks’ [i.e. erks; other ranks in the RAF]. On 20 January 1928 he sent a detailed criticism of it to Garnett, leaving it to Garnett’s judgement whether or not he passed on the letter to Williamson. He did so, and thus began the correspondence between Williamson and Lawrence which continued until just before Lawrence’s death in May 1935. This criticism of Tarka, which contains many acute observations, is printed as the last item in this book. It should be pointed out that Lawrence was a wide-ranging and stimulating critic, as can be seen by a perusal of the volume from which this critique is taken, Men in Print: Essays in Criticism by T. E. Lawrence, with an Introduction by his brother A. W. Lawrence, published posthumously in 1940, or of the recent fuller compilation, Lawrence of Arabia, Strange Man of Letters: the Literary Criticism and Correspondence of T. E. Lawrence, edited by Harold Orlans (1993).

In 1988 the Henry Williamson Society issued a reprint of Williamson’s Genius of Friendship: ‘T. E. Lawrence’, originally published in 1941, which contains many important quotations from Lawrence’s letters. The first item in the present volume, ‘Threnos for T. E. Lawrence’ will be seen in its middle section to be a revised version of much of Genius of Friendship. However the beginning and the ending are different, relating to the circumstances of 1954 when it appeared in The European, the distinguished periodical edited by Diana Mosley. Richard Aldington had let Williamson know by his letters that after years of research and reflection, he had come to regard Lawrence as a deeply flawed and mendacious character, very different from the popular conception of the heroic ‘Lawrence of Arabia’. Williamson, on the contrary, through Lawrence’s books, letters and two personal meetings with him, held him in the highest regard. He wanted to restate this before the publication of Aldington’s book, and so he placed his ‘Threnos’ in The European beginning with an account of his visit, in 1949, with Christine, his second wife, to Aldington in France. The key sentence in this part of the ‘Threnos’ is: ‘Even if the much publicised (by others) and mortifying (to “T.E.”) Arabian Adventure turns out to be moonshine, or mirage, it will make no difference to my feeling about “T.E.” himself, as I knew and perceived what he truly was, a wonderful man.’ When I met Williamson at Ox’s Cross in September 1975, we discussed T. E. Lawrence, and I was deeply impressed that he used with great feeling the same phrase about Lawrence: ‘a wonderful man’. Aldington’s book, Lawrence of Arabia: A Biographical Enquiry appeared in 1955, and caused great controversy. Of course Lawrence was a complex and in some ways a tragic figure, but now that we have to hand Jeremy Wilson’s magisterial Lawrence of Arabia: The Authorised Biography of T. E. Lawrence (1989) we have a sound basis upon which to form our own judgement of Lawrence. I myself am convinced of his essential greatness and goodness, and understand well Williamson’s enthusiasm, and why he should pay his moving tribute to Lawrence in his Threnos or lament, which is also a celebration.

One thing however must be pointed out. Anne Williamson, in her excellent article ‘The Genius of Friendship – Part I: T. E. Lawrence’ (The Henry Williamson Society Journal, no. 27, March 1993) has revealed the text of Williamson’s last letter to Lawrence, dated 10 May 1935, in which he asks if he might leave the typescript of V. M. Yeates’s unfinished novel [Family Life] with him to read. He mentions also his humorous portrait in the forthcoming Devon Holiday of Lawrence as ‘G. B. Everest’ [he thought of Lawrence as ‘Everest’ to his ‘Snowdon’]. There is no mention of suggesting a rally of ex-servicemen at the Albert Hall to foster international peace. Had Lawrence lived, it is of course possible that in due course, especially after his visit to the Nuremberg Rally in September 1935, that Williamson might have suggested such a rally, and indeed have tried to interest Lawrence in his current enthusiasm for Hitler, although it seems extremely unlikely that Lawrence would have wanted to get involved. As Anne Williamson points out, it seems that Williamson later transferred his own enthusiasm on to the dead Lawrence. The whole of Anne Williamson’s article, together with its companion piece, ‘The Genius of Friendship – Part II: Richard Aldington’ (The Henry Williamson Society Journal, no. 28, September 1993) is essential reading not only to a just understanding of the ‘Threnos’ but also to the whole question of the relationship between Williamson and Lawrence.

A later version of Williamson’s visit to Aldington in spring 1949, together with a brief account of his visit in the autumn of the same year, is included in this book. In this piece he shows deep insight into Aldington’s personality, formed during a difficult childhood and amid the turmoil of the Western Front in the First World War. He pays tribute to the help which the young Australian poet Alister Kershaw gave to Aldington by sympathetic friendship and practical assistance in the office-work of a writer. Kershaw wrote a hilarious account of his early meetings with Williamson in London and Devon in his delightful book The Pleasure of their Company (1986). In this he implies that Williamson first met Roy Campbell in Kershaw’s company in the Savage Club in the late 1940s. In fact, as we learn from ‘Roy Campbell: A Portrait’, another European piece in this book, they first met in 1924. Probably in the episode in the Savage Club the older writers were gently ‘ragging’ the younger! Williamson’s appreciation of Campbell as man and poet is illuminating and just, and shows his own generosity of spirit.

This generosity is frequently seen in Williamson’s help and encouragement of other writers. When he was beginning his own career he was helped by established authors, and throughout his life he was supportive of literary talent in others. This is seen very closely in his introductions to books by other people included in this volume. All these books are well worth reading and Williamson was right to draw the attention of the public to them.

Two deal with aspects of the First World War and two of the Second. Douglas Bell’s A Soldier’s Diary of the Great War is an absorbing account of his experiences in the infantry and as a pilot in the R.F.C. on the Western Front. It is of particular interest to readers of Williamson not only because Bell had been at Colfe’s Grammar School, Blackheath a little before Williamson’s time there, but also because both men served at the beginning of the war in the London Rifle Brigade. V. M. Yeates was a contemporary of Williamson at Colfe’s; he appears in his own name in Dandelion Days and as Tom Cundall in A Chronicle of Ancient Sunlight – the name that Yeates gives to the character in his book Winged Victory based upon himself. Winged Victory itself is a totally gripping, detailed account of the fortunes of a group of Sopwith Camel pilots in 1918. The reader experiences with the pilots the sheer thrill of flying and the excitements of combat, together with life on the station and their inner mental and emotional states. Williamson helped the dying Yeates with the writing and his influence is seen particularly in the deeply moving tragic last chapter. It was owing to Williamson’s acumen and energy that the work of two Second World War authors appeared in book form – the Mosquito navigator James Farrar’s The Unretuming Spring and the stretcher-bearer with the Queen’s Royal West Kent Regiment Walter Robson’s Letters from a Soldier. It is very sad that Farrar did not survive the war; he had great promise and through his reading felt a powerful affinity with Williamson, who in turn appreciated greatly his achievement. Had he lived, I think that a very fruitful literary friendship would have developed between the two men, which would have benefited both greatly as writers and brought much joy to them on the personal level. Walter Robson was a simpler soul than Farrar, but Williamson rightly recognizes his nobility of spirit.

The case of H. A. Manhood is rather different. He was a somewhat eccentric person, living for a time in a converted railway carriage, and his writing is highly mannered. However, his work can still be read with pleasure. His distinction is in the short story, and although many of his tales are set in the country, his knowledge of real country life is nothing like so intimate as that of Williamson. However the cleverness of his stories and their scintillating style makes them highly individual and attractive. If, as many believe, Williamson drew the rather unsympathetic character of A. B. Cabton in A Chronicle of Ancient Sunlight from some aspects of Manhood, it would seem that his attitude became less positive with the passage of time.

John Heygate and Williamson first met in 1928, and became friends for life, although indeed they had a serious quarrel when Heygate failed to appreciate his portrait as Piers Tofield in the Chronicle. An old Etonian and the heir to a baronetcy (from his uncle) to which he succeeded in 1940, his novel of Eton life, Decent Fellows, caused somewhat of a rumpus when it appeared in 1930. Williamson had helped him to write it, especially the ‘swishing’ chapter with its account of corporal punishment. He wrote his introduction for the American edition, in order to encourage sales and to defend the book against its detractors. It is in fact a good, lively and sensitive book, which may be compared with Alec Waugh’s The Loom of Youth or David Benedictus’s The Fourth of July. For a time, in the 1930s, Heygate worked at the Ufa film studios near Berlin, and he and Williamson went together to the Nuremberg Rally of 1935. Heygate’s rather critical account of this visit in These Germans: An Estimate of their Character as seen in flashes from the Drama, 1918-1939, should be compared with Williamson’s more enthusiastic version in Goodbye West Country. It was in 1955, when staying with him at his country house, Bellarena, near Limavady, Co. Londonderry, that Williamson began to write The Scandaroon which was not published until 1972.

The remaining items in this volume relate particularly to Williamson himself. In ‘Some Nature Writers and Civilisation’ he discusses with fine insight the work of Richard Jefferies and W. H. Hudson, comparing with acute discernment their characteristic achievement. In a notable passage he tells how a chance reading in Jefferies’s The Story of my Heart in 1919 liberated him from the dullness and confusion of spirit which had overtaken him as a result of his experiences in the First World War. ‘In Darkest England’ is a magnificent tribute to the power of the imagination and its importance in human life, seen strikingly in the poetry of Francis Thompson, another writer who played a key role in Williamson’s spiritual development. He saw a parallel between Thompson’s vision of the miseries of London slum-life before the war, and the horror of the battlefields of the Western Front. Also, he was helped to rise above the terrible surroundings of conflict by reading Thompson’s poems and thus entering into a transcendent world of beauty and goodness.

The brief sketch ‘Machen in Fleet Street’ gives Williamson’s impression of the older writer, when, just after the First World War, the young ex-soldier was working as a journalist. Arthur Machen is now somewhat of a minor cult figure; there is a Machen Society with its journal. In the popular mind he is remembered as the author of the famous story about the Angels of Mons, but his more ambitious work is, generally speaking, unjustly neglected by the wider reading public. I myself rate his novel The Hill of Dreams more highly than Williamson does, and enjoy greatly Christopher Palmer’s admirable collected edition of his works.

Two Prefaces relate to Williamson’s own work. That to The Pathway gives a fascinating account of the growth of the book in Williamson’s mind to its published form, together with an important description of his aim in The Flax of Dream as a whole. That to The Labouring Life is notable for providing a clear formulation of Williamson’s artistic ideal, to which he strove to remain faithful; to see life with clarity and compassion, with ‘sun-like understanding’.

The pieces reprinted in this volume have hitherto not been easy to come by; they are now placed before the reader in the belief that their merit demands that they should be readily available.

Dr J. Wheatley Blench

Durham


Threnos for T. E. Lawrence
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I

Beauty, truth, and rarity,

Grace in all simplicity,

Here enclosed in cinders lie.

Death is now the phoenix’ nest:

And the turtle’s loyal breast

To eternity doth rest,

Leaving no posterity:

’Twas not their infirmity,

It was married chastity.

Truth may seem, but cannot be;

Beauty brag, but ’tis not she;

Truth and beauty buried be.

To this urn let those repair

That are either true or fair;

For these dead birds sigh a prayer.

Shakespeare.

In one of the summers just after the war I had a letter from a young poet who was coming, he said, to England in order to meet three writers whose work he had long admired: Richard Aldington, Roy Campbell, and myself. At that time I was somewhat exhausted after prolonged attempts to farm, understaffed, the Old Hall Farm at Stiffkey in Norfolk, through a war which had divided my mind into two opposing sides. For this I had only myself to blame: for some time past I had developed a habit of seeing, for the purposes of novel writing, a contrary view, simultaneously to my own view. To see at the same time the views of protagonist and antagonist and to oppose them in balance is one thing in the study; it is another thing to face a war with this dual attitude, additionally aggravated by a powerful impulse to reconcile and even to mediate. T. E. Lawrence writes somewhere, from experience, that such a way lies near to madness. I knew it: and in the summer of 1945 only just survived a crack-up.

In this I was of course not alone; such a mental state, in varying degrees, was common throughout Europe. As for the aftermath of the war, there is the ancient Chinese proverb – ‘He who slays the dragon, and partakes of it, becomes in turn the dragon.’

The visitor turned out to be all right, once known.*

After we had done some scrambling down West Country cliffs to bathe in phosphoric seas after the closing of pubs, we were firm friends. Before he returned to London, he suggested that we go to the South of France together and call on Richard Aldington. My writing prevented me from thinking of such a journey at the time, so the Antipodean poet made the pilgrimage alone to the admired author of Death of a Hero. And, in the course of time, from Le Lavandou in Var I received a letter telling me to come whenever I could, and that Aldington would be glad to meet me.

He was, wrote our mutual friend, doing a book on D. H. Lawrence, who was incidentally the writer the most admired by ‘T. E. Lawrence’, of whom I had often spoken in Devon. I simply must make the journey in my motor car, declared the enthusiastic young poet.

Eventually it was possible; and with my wife I set off for Dover, everything arranged by the A.A. We went by ferry to Calais, then a serrated horizon, and through ruined streets to Arras of 1917 memory; and so through Cambrai, Rheims, Dijon, and the valley of the Rhône to the sea.

At Le Lavandou flowers were in bloom, nightingales sang in tall reeds swaying by mica-sandy shores, and in savage-looking valleys behind the Côte d’Azur. We stayed in an auberge near the Aldingtons, where in the hot sun of April was domiciled the young lion from the Antipodes: golden beard matching hair like Rupert Brooke’s. In this element his enthusiasm for ourselves was only equalled by that for various distillations of flowers and fruits of the Mediterranean sea-board, a continuous share in which I hastily declined, pleading a feeble liver.

It was all such fun, after the restriction and dark of war, to find again the sun, to learn anew that the feeling of poor age is not the feeling of good health: buoyant blue waters, green lizards, fishermen in high-prowed boats, Chopin from amplified gramophone records at nights under the moon above the vine-hung arbour of Les Sables d’Or, while the patron waved arms and paced around the furniture, rapt in his own magnanimity from which flowed the harmonies of the universe, his moonlit eyes large with tears of sensibilité, in perfect amity with his two guests of the off-season at a reduced rate in a ground-floor bedroom facing north, a perfect musical amity confirmed by hand-claps at midnights while rossignols sang away on the spectral hillsides; and at one a.m., when all was silent, only the sad and faraway honk of a tree-frog, obsessed by ideas of immortality, coming through the dark, we all went to bed.

I cannot remember a happier holiday. It may have been the food, the swimming, the sun, the prospect of a new life after the mortifications of the past; but, for me, it was a holiday without flaw. Aldington, in the Villa Aucassin, was the kindest of hosts. I recall several informal parties for music, wine, and conversation. I remember, among a hundred things, the dry champagne sipped with strawberries while nightingales sang in the bushes, and his small daughter provided a cabaret with song and dance. I should explain here that the Australian poet had already been of immense help to Aldington: a most unusual ‘fan’, prepared more to give than to receive. Not only had he arranged new contracts and suggested various markets, taken on correspondence, etc., but order had been made out of what was the usual creative writer’s mass of papers, letters, etc., after the displacement of war.

Aldington I found to be a retiring man, whose attitude in some things was still that of the ‘lost generation’ of the ’twenties. The most imaginative minority of front-line survivors of the war of ’14–18, those infantrymen who had been young in the crater-zones, seldom returned home with the ideas of departure. They ‘stammered about a new world’, and found that the old world was paramount; they retired into themselves, some to become rebels, iron-fronted, violent, antisocial; others to be recluses. The outstanding surviving British writers of that time were Siegfried Sassoon, Robert Graves, Richard Aldington, Edmund Blunden, and an ‘honorary front-line soldier’, D. H. Lawrence. Then there was ‘T. E. Lawrence’, a special case. There were others of different capacity, but these, among writers, were the outstanding ones. Living in England modified, in time, these attitudes; but living abroad, the attitude was, as it were, preserved in pickle. Aldington, having been abroad most of his time since the Armistice (after a year or two in North Devon) had retained, it seemed to me in 1949, some of the despair, or bitterness of the ’twenties. However, it was not obviously apparent; for the perfect host never obtruded his views upon his guests.

To go back in time for another moment: the bitterness of the ‘lost generation’ took various forms. Some went into politics, where they found the ‘Hard-faced Parliament’ to be the same villain-spirit of European-youth’s infantry war, a continuing manifestation of the warm-bed-sleeping civilian mind en masse. Le bloc – the time-lag – money – over-fat corpulency: opposed to burning idealism, ‘a land fit for heroes’, the flare of the unquenchable phoenix of truth. From this feeling of resurrection, of resurgence, of the flare of the phoenix sprang various attempts to alter the materialistic mind of Europe which culminated in the second war. In that fire the Phoenix Impulse of the Crater Zones was burned out. Or is this the sentimental, Wagnerian conception of youth in the trenches thinking bitterly of old men in clubs? Right or wrong, muddled or half-baked, it was how I felt it, living alone in my hut between Exmoor and the North Atlantic.

By 1949, speaking for myself, my thought had taken a turn away from the agonised meditation between the wars, into that of personal effect-and-cause. The great majority of the survivors of the crater-zones of 1914–18 had long ago settled down, made fortunes, distinguished themselves in ways great, medium, or small. Was this because they always had been settled within themselves? Because they had been well-based as small children, secure in paternal or family warmth and therefore unspoiled in the true sense of the word? Were such men never ‘lost’?

Happiness is made or lost in the home circle in the first seven years; so the ex-happy boys who were soldiers in 1914–18 were never fanatical, never impelled to find release of demoniac or writhen energy in trying to create a world nearer to the (broken) heart’s desire. Was this the truth? I had suspected it to be the truth ever since about 1928, while writing a novel called The Pathway. And yet – the glaring prejudices of the unimaginative! Was there no better way to live, than by chronic periodic European war? What really made a man into (at times) a screaming fanatic like D. H. Lawrence, to look no further than England? Why did D.H.L. scream? Exhaustion? Of course. What caused the exhaustion? The clash between overwork (impelled by demoniac energy) and the further liberation of tension by sexual ‘conquest’, or self-assertion? What was the physiological truth?

Let me be only a writer of observed things, I said to myself.

By avoiding argument, by a mutual refusal of release upon one another of our main mental thoughts or feelings, Aldington and I got on without mutual irritation. We were impersonal, as it were. For myself, I enjoyed listening to what seemed to me to be a master of – Natural History. Flowers, birds, reptiles, insects, country ways – both in Europe and North America – what wonderful books he could write! What a vast knowledge! My own knowledge of such things was small, and confined to a limited area almost of one county of England; and this knowledge was, as it were, only a very small part of myself. I could not help wishing that Richard Aldington would write about what he told me.

From this meeting, and another the following year, came a literary friendship, a sort of pen-pal amity, which I found, and continue to find, exhilarating. Alas, circumstances were such that after 1950 I could go no more to France, I was committed to a work, after the raising of a family, which I had ruminated since 1919 – a series of novels having the Phoenix Impulse for theme. I write the word Alas in more than one sense: because with every letter from Le Lavandou, and later from Montpellier, my perplexities grew with what I was told about the ‘T. E. Lawrence’ biography. As more and more details of that perplexing life were found, checked, and cross-checked, it seemed that T.E. was – well, the book is to be published this Summer and so I will say no more now, except to add that I have read neither mss. nor proof: but I do know, from what he wrote to me again, and again, that Aldington for a long time simply did not know how to treat the material. In the end, he declared, he would have to put down the facts, and the findings, and let them speak for themselves.

But this I will declare now: Even if the much-publicised (by others) and mortifying (to ‘T.E.’) Arabian Adventure turns out to be moonshine or mirage, it will make no difference to my feeling about ‘T.E.’ himself, as I knew him and perceived what he truly was, a wonderful man.

I wrote in 1936, not long after his death, an account of our aloof friendship. It began in 1928, by correspondence.

‘I like these fellows (the R.A.F. at Waziristan),’ he wrote, ‘enormously. We are really the same kind of creature or would have been if I’d had a natural life, and not a mort of extravagant experience – and the nearer I can creep back towards them, the safer I feel. They give one a root in the ground . . .

‘The Arab business was a freak in my living; and if I did the wonders they ascribe to me, then, it was wholly by accident, for in normal times I’m plumb ordinary. I don’t believe the yarns they tell. Only it seems conceited to refuse to accept public opinion about oneself.’

I knew how energy was lost by being with people whose minds were made of ‘public opinion’. That ghastly, white-sepulchral opinion! Death to the artist, if he did not escape! I knew what he had been through: for in those days, of the decade after the Armistice, it was a continual struggle for me to be myself. Relations and acquaintances had almost persuaded me into believing that I was wrong, warped, morbid, neurotic, etc. ‘Your so-called writing is merely an excuse for being idle,’ my father had declared in 1921, when forbidding me to enter his house ever again. (It was later that I developed sympathy for my father, who, himself a sensitive, had been exhausted by the frustration inherent in his life: and who had been badly shaken by a bomb-explosion in the last year of the Great War; whose semi-inarticulate son, for months after the Armistice, had not only shown no desire to do any ‘real’ work, but frequently returned home drunk, but only once disorderly.) So conversation between us was either stammered, halting, or delivered as a monologue of explosive intensity. When we met again my father said, ‘You were doing no good at home, so I had to turn you out to help put you on your own feet, my boy.’ To which the reply, ‘It was the best thing you ever did, sir.’

Shortly after that turning-out, I was living in a remote part of the West Country, on a disability pension (forty per cent), bearded (symbol of the New Life), abstemious, walking twelve miles a day minimum, and eventually publishing a book of which one good lady said, ‘Well, if I had not known you, I certainly would not have read it; but you know better now, don’t you?’ There were variations of this criticism: and on the rare occasions when I found myself in certain people’s houses I often heard myself suddenly inventing, in order to end a period of uneasiness which my presence had generated, statements of a startling and diversionary nature. Those sudden spurts of invention were, and are, and probably will be called by the biographical mind, lies. Some turned out to be prophetic, let me hasten to add, in extenuation! They were made a year or two ahead of their materialisation. One was that Galsworthy had written to me about my books, then it was Hardy; then Arnold Bennett had telegraphed asking me to dine with him; the most frightful of all, a whopper that no less a person than Lawrence of Arabia had written to me! After this, a declaration that I had won the Hawthornden Prize for a book on the otter (which was not then written) was – well, received in silence. Some of the shots went wide, and may be (I hope not) hanging over my head in time-space – such as having fallen off Bideford Bridge (then, in 1923, being widened) at midnight on my racing motorcycle, which had sunk out of sight into a bank of sand. Such were by-products of my imaginato-social life or existence 1921–1924. When I recorded these tarradiddles with other humiliating episodes in The Sun in the Sands, Mr. J. D. Beresford, to whom I sent a copy, justly but joltingly replied, You have now publicly confessed yourself to be a liar.

In 1928 Lawrence of Arabia did write to me, and I opened the letter in a kind of dream. It was a very long letter about Tarka. I replied at once, and he wrote again, saying,

‘Had I known you were so established a writer I’d never have had the cheek to write down my ’prentice ideas about the book. By the care and passion of the text I’d assumed you were a beginner, half in love with his first effort, and probably now heart-broken at its failure to come anywhere near the perfection dreamt of: I’ll never forget the despair with which I read my Seven Pillars in 1923, after forgetting it for two years. It was incredibly unlike what I’d thought my talents (of which I’d had too good an opinion) would bring forth, that I then and there swore I’d never try again. If there’d been any redeemable feature . . . but the whole thing was unwholesome.

‘Back to Tarka: the worst thing about the war-generation of introspects is that they can’t keep off their blooming selves. As you saw, I’m glad to say, by the length and elaboration of my remarks, the book did move me, and gratify me, profoundly. It was the real stuff. I shouldn’t, if I were you, attempt to re-do it; the non-successes, the gritty stuff, of real people, are altogether topping as examples of how things come and grow; it’s like sculpture: the brokenness of the Venus de Milo is the main virtue of that sentimental but very lovely work. I like best of all the books in which fallible men have burst themselves trying to be better than they can be. Tarka, to anyone who’s tried to write, is a technical delight, all the more perfect for being imperfect, here and there . . .

‘Do you notice how the writers who are very widely sold are so often careless writers? Dickens, I’m thinking of, and Tolstoi, and Balzac: though Balzac rewrote all his novels in proof, but he wasn’t thinking about their form, so much as the forms of the characters in them. I wish I could think clearly about all the writers of the world, and see if it’s more than blind chance which makes one seem good and another bad: if only there was an absolute somewhere: the final standard by which everything could be measured. At present we have ever so many
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