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    This collection presents Arthur Christopher Benson’s considered work in a single sustained form: a suite of literary and biographical essays framed by a Preface and an Epilogue. It is not a compilation of fiction or a complete critical apparatus, but a series of reflective studies that bring historical figures and their writings into clear, humane focus. The subjects range across several centuries of English letters, and Benson’s purpose is consistently to illuminate temperament, ethical bearing, and artistic method rather than to provide exhaustive documentation. The resulting volume offers a coherent portrait of the English literary imagination as refracted through a discerning and disciplined essayist’s eye.

The text types represented here are essays of literary criticism, character sketch, and intellectual portraiture, with occasional commemorative pieces. Readers will find no novels, plays, or letters, but a carefully paced sequence of appreciations and evaluations. Several chapters attend to poets—Thomas Gray, William Blake, Christina Rossetti, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, and Edmund Gosse—while others treat scholars and divines such as John Hales and Henry More, and institutional figures including W. H. Thompson and Henry Bradshaw. The piece titled A Minute Philosopher reflects Benson’s interest in philosophical temper and moral reasoning as it meets literature.

Although the subjects differ widely in period and persuasion, Benson’s essays cohere around questions of character, conscience, and craft. He returns to the interplay of vision and restraint, setting the visionary intensity of Blake beside the measured classicism of Gray, and the devotional inwardness of Keble and Rossetti beside the public moral ardour of Barrett Browning. He listens for a writer’s governing note—ethical, aesthetic, or spiritual—and asks how that note shapes form and influence. Throughout, the essays prefer sympathetic understanding to system, arguing by example that criticism achieves its end when it clarifies values and invites attentive, patient reading.

A further point of unity is Benson’s steady regard for the English collegiate and scholarly tradition. He portrays Henry More among the Cambridge Platonists, and he honours figures who shaped Cambridge life and letters, notably W. H. Thompson as Master of Trinity and Henry Bradshaw as a pioneering bibliographer and librarian. Vincent Bourne appears as a master of urbane Latin verse; Andrew Marvell and Thomas Gray typify different classical inheritances; John Hales represents seventeenth-century erudition and moderation. These portraits trace an intellectual genealogy without pedantry, situating individual lives within institutions that sustained learning, devotion, and disciplined artistry.

The poets receive particular attention for the ways their forms embody moral and imaginative claims. Gray’s polish and cadence stand beside Marvell’s wit and political poise; Blake’s symbolic audacity contrasts with Keble’s devotional clarity; Rossetti’s interior music meets Barrett Browning’s public eloquence. With Edmund Gosse, Benson considers a critic-poet attentive to modern taste and mediation. Each study keeps to first principles: how a life informs a style, how a style signals a conviction, and how both enter the commonwealth of readers with an enduring claim on sympathy and judgment.

Benson’s signature as an essayist shows in his measured cadence, candour without severity, and preference for the concrete over the abstract. He consults biography as a guide to voice, employs quotation sparingly in his own practice elsewhere, and here relies on narrative tact and reasoned appraisal rather than apparatus. He is wary of doctrinaire verdicts, seeking proportion and fairness even when praising or dissenting. The ongoing significance of these essays lies in their fusion of moral seriousness with literary tact, offering criticism that is hospitable to complexity yet confident that sound evaluation remains possible and necessary.

The arrangement invites both continuous and selective reading. Taken together, the essays sketch a tradition in which imagination, piety, and scholarship contend and cooperate; read singly, each piece models a lucid way of approaching an author or institution. The Preface announces the modesty and reach of the enterprise, and the Epilogue gathers its findings in the register of humane letters. In a time that prizes speed, Benson’s steady attention to voice, form, and character remains instructive. This collection proposes that to read well is to understand persons in their pages, and to judge with sympathy and care.
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    Composed in late-Victorian Britain, Arthur Christopher Benson’s Essays traces a lineage of English minds from the Stuart era to his contemporaries, viewed through a distinctly collegiate lens. Educated at Eton and active at Cambridge, Benson writes amid fin-de-siècle debates about authority, tradition, and taste, when universities were redefining scholarship and national culture was mediated by proliferating periodicals. His preface and epilogue signal an effort to balance piety with criticism and learning with humane judgment. That vantage—institutional, archivally minded, and morally toned—shapes his portraits, favoring moderation over extremity and careful craftsmanship over flamboyance, and coloring the reception of his assessments among academic and literary readers alike.

The seventeenth-century pieces arise from the convulsions surrounding church and state. John Hales of Eton, remembered for moderation, engaged the Synod of Dort (1618–19), where Calvinist orthodoxy confronted Arminian dissent, foreshadowing the Laudian controversies of the 1630s. The English Civil Wars (1642–51) and the Restoration settlement pressed writers and divines to define conscience, toleration, and authority. Benson reads figures shaped by these crises as exemplars of principled latitude, implicitly critiquing sectarian zeal. His emphasis on temperate judgment reflects a late-nineteenth-century wish to retrieve irenic strands from a period often remembered for polemic, thereby linking early modern disputes to enduring Anglican and academic ideals.

Philosophical essays in the collection look to Cambridge as a crucible where piety met reason. Henry More (1614–1687) and the Cambridge Platonists resisted Hobbesian materialism, arguing for innate ideas and a spiritually suffused cosmos, in dialogue with the new science institutionalized by the Royal Society (1660). Benson’s “minute philosopher” evokes eighteenth-century quarrels over deism and empiricism, touching the Berkeleyan campaign against skeptical “free-thinkers,” notably dramatized in Alciphron (1732). By situating speculative debate within collegiate study and devotional practice, Benson amplifies a tradition of rational religion. This framing appealed to readers in an age seeking intellectual faith amid Darwinian and historical-critical pressures.

The eighteenth-century poets he treats occupy the passage from neoclassical decorum to the “Age of Sensibility.” Vincent Bourne’s urbane Latin verse, nurtured by school-and-college classicism, and Thomas Gray’s Elegy (1751) reflect a culture of learned sociability, antiquarian curiosity, and subscription publishing. Cambridge and London furnished intersecting networks of scholars, editors, and printers that stabilized taste yet permitted introspective, melancholic turns in style. Benson’s accounts emphasize craftsmanship, restraint, and the educative function of poetry, aligning with late-Victorian admiration for moralized aesthetics. He thus reads Bourne and Gray as moments when humane letters mediated between public rhetoric and private reflection, anticipating Romantic inwardness without abandoning classical form.

Across a longer arc of politics and prophecy, Andrew Marvell and William Blake test poetry’s relation to power. Marvell, a Parliamentarian voice who navigated Commonwealth and Restoration (1660), exemplifies principled satire amid shifting regimes. Blake, writing in the 1790s under the aftershocks of the French Revolution (1789) and Britain’s Treason Trials (1794), fused dissenting religion with artisanal printmaking to indict industrial and imperial violence. Benson, wary of extremity yet receptive to visionary conviction, frames both as moral witnesses working at the edge of patronage and a commercial press. His perspective highlights continuity in English conscience: lyric imagination serving civic scrutiny across centuries.

Victorian religious and aesthetic revivals inform essays on Keble, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, and Christina Rossetti. Keble’s Assize Sermon (14 July 1833) ignited the Oxford Movement’s sacramental turn, shaping devotional verse and Anglican self-understanding. Barrett Browning joined mid-century reform energies—child labor debates after the 1842 Mines Commission and transatlantic abolitionism—while engaging the Italian Risorgimento in Casa Guidi Windows (1851). Rossetti, connected with the Pre-Raphaelite circle (founded 1848), melded Tractarian sensibility with a symbolist lyric. Benson’s treatment privileges sincerity, musical form, and ethical urgency, mirroring a culture that sought beauty wedded to belief, and measured reputation through moral as well as technical criteria.

Institutional modernity anchors memorial essays on Cambridge reformers. William Hepworth Thompson, Master of Trinity (1866–1886), worked within the Cambridge University Act (1856) and, later, the Universities Tests Act (1871) to liberalize governance and widen academic access. Henry Bradshaw, University Librarian (from 1867), pioneered historical bibliography and the study of incunabula, professionalizing cataloguing and shaping European book history. These developments reflect Victorian faith in method, indexing, and cooperative scholarship. Benson’s commemorations—learned, affectionate, and archival—register the transformation of collegiate life from clerical enclave to research institution, framing scholarship itself as a moral enterprise continuous with the literary tradition he surveys.

The closing reach to Edmund Gosse and contemporary criticism addresses the fin-de-siècle marketplace of letters: serial reviews, coterie journals, and public lectures linking London to the universities. Gosse, active in periodicals such as The Athenaeum and instrumental in promoting Scandinavian moderns from the 1870s, embodied the professional critic mediating between cosmopolitan taste and English tradition. Against this backdrop, women’s poetry and devotional verse were re-situated within broader debates about aestheticism and realism. Benson’s epilogue thus marks a threshold: the canon shaped not only by poets and scholars but by critics and institutions, anticipating twentieth-century reevaluations while defending humane continuity.
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    Framing Essays (Preface; Epilogue)
Benson frames the volume as a series of character-driven literary portraits that fuse biography with measured aesthetic judgment, emphasizing temperament as the key to style and value.
He recurs to motifs of moral seriousness, clarity, and the Cambridge ideal of humane scholarship, closing with a call for charity in criticism and a balanced view across eras.
Seventeenth- and Eighteenth-Century Thinkers (The Ever-Memorable John Hales; A Minute Philosopher; Henry More, the Platonist)
These essays contrast Hales’s tolerant erudition, a ‘minute’ philosopher’s crisp rationalism, and More’s expansive Platonic spirituality to explore how faith and reason converse in an English key.
The tone is judicious and reflective, highlighting intellectual poise, metaphysical curiosity, and the ethical bearings of learned life.
Augustan and Early Romantic Poets (Andrew Marvell; Vincent Bourne; Thomas Gray)
Benson traces the interplay of wit, classical finish, and inward sensibility in Marvell’s poised satire, Bourne’s urbane Latinity, and Gray’s crafted melancholy.
He prizes restraint and workmanship while uncovering the private feelings and finely shaded moods that animate their verse.
Visionary and Devotional Currents (William Blake; The Poetry of Keble)
By setting Blake’s visionary fervor beside Keble’s disciplined Anglican devotion, Benson tests how imagination and piety yield distinct forms of spiritual poetry.
The critique weighs the power and peril of rapture against the strength of order, affirming imagination as a moral force tempered by form.
Victorian Voices of Conscience and Song (Elizabeth Barrett Browning; Christina Rossetti)
These studies read Barrett Browning’s public ardor and Rossetti’s inward candor as complementary modes of ethical and emotional expression in Victorian lyric.
Benson’s tone is sympathetic yet exact, balancing judgments of passion, technique, and religious sensibility.
Contemporary Appraisal (The Poetry of Edmund Gosse)
A calm, contemporary-minded estimate considers Gosse’s elegance and range alongside his limitations within modern taste and fashion.
The essay showcases Benson’s adaptable method—courteous, precise, and nonpartisan—when engaging a living literary presence.
Cambridge Portraits (The Late Master of Trinity [Dr. W. H. Thompson]; Henry Bradshaw)
Warm memorial sketches honor administrative firmness and bibliographical devotion as Cambridge forms of understated greatness.
Themes of duty, institutional character, and intellectual service reveal Benson’s affection for scholarly communities and his preference for moral steadiness over display.



Essays
Main Table of Contents








PREFACE



THE EVER-MEMORABLE JOHN HALES



A MINUTE PHILOSOPHER



HENRY MORE, THE PLATONIST



ANDREW MARVELL



VINCENT BOURNE



THOMAS GRAY



WILLIAM BLAKE



THE POETRY OF KEBLE



ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING



THE LATE MASTER OF TRINITY (D R . W. H. THOMPSON)



HENRY BRADSHAW



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI



THE POETRY OF EDMUND GOSSE



EPILOGUE





PREFACE


Table of Contents



IT would be easy, if need were, to devise a theory of coherence for the Essays here selected for re-publication, but the truth is that they are fortuitous. The only claim that I can consistently make, is that I have always chosen, for biographical and critical study, figures whose personality or writings have seemed to me to possess some subtle, evasive charm, or delicate originality of purpose or view. Mystery, inexplicable reticence, haughty austerity, have a fascination in life and literature[1q], that is sometimes denied to sanguine strength and easy volubility. I am well aware that vitality and majesty are the primary qualities to demand both in life and literature. I have nothing but rebellious horror for the view that languor, if only it be subtle and serpentine, is in itself admirable. But there are two kinds of languor. Just as the poverty of a man born needy, and incapable of acquiring wealth, is different in kind from the poverty of one who has sacrificed wealth in some noble cause, so the deliberate, the self-conscious languor "about three degrees on this side of faintness," of which Keats wrote in his most voluptuous mood, is a very different thing from the languor of Hamlet, the fastidious despair of ever realising some lofty conception, the prostrate indifference of one who has found the world too strong. I do not say that the note of failure is a characteristic of all the figures in my narrow gallery of portraits. But I will say that they were most of them persons about whom hung an undefined promise of greater strength than ever issued in performance. The causes of their comparative failure are difficult to disentangle. With one perhaps it was the want of a sympathetic entourage; with another a dreamy or mystical habit of thought; with this one, the immersion in uncongenial pursuits; with that a certain failure in physical vitality; with another, the work, accomplished in dignified serenity, has fallen too swiftly into neglect, and we must endeavour to divine the cause: and yet in no case can we trace any inherent weakness, any moral obliquity, any degrading or enervating concession.

Perhaps one of the greatest mistakes we make in literature and art is the passionate individualism into which we are betrayed. We cannot bring ourselves to speak or think very highly of the level of a man's work, unless the positive and tangible results of that work are in themselves very weighty and pure. We forget all about the inspirers and teachers of poets and artists. How often does the poet, and the artist too, in autobiographical allusion, speak with absorbing gratitude and devotion of some humble name of which we take no note, as the "fons et origo" to himself of enthusiasm and proficiency.

It is with no affectation of fastidious superiority, but with a frank confession of conscious pettiness, that I say that this book will only appeal to a few. The critic is no hero: he is at best but a skipping peltast, engaged as often as not in inglorious flight. To flounder in images, criticism is nothing but a species of mistletoe, sprouting in a sleek bunch in the chink of a lofty forest tree. I had rather have been Lovelace than Sainte-Beuve, and write one immortal lyric than thirty-five volumes of the acutest discrimination. But a minority has a right to its opinions, and may claim to be amused: a man who thinks the Rhine vulgar, and the Jungfrau exaggerated, may be foolishly delighted with a backwater on the Thames, and a view of the Berkshire downs. In fact, the only kind of criticism of which one may be impatient is the criticism which abuses an author for not writing something else. What critics can do, what I have attempted to do, is to strengthen and define the impression that a casual reader may derive from a book, a reader who wishes to see what is good, but has not the knack described by the poet, who says "what is best he firmly lights upon, as birds on sprays."

On the other hand we may reasonably doubt what is the exact worth of the cultivation, of the point of view which we meekly accept at the hands of a convincing critic. Does it not require a special insight to understand even criticism? After all, we agree with, we do not accept criticism: we select from it some preference, strongly and convincingly stated, which jumps with our own preconceived ideas. If we merely swallow it down, like the camel, to be reproduced in fetid stagnation, whenever a necessity for it arises, are we so much higher after all? The delicate psychologist who has accepted my dedication, speaks in one of his latest stories of the expression on the face of a Royal Princess, who had been told everything in the world, and had never perceived anything. Culture, criticism, in certain sterile natures, are like Sheridan's famous apophthegm: they lie "like lumps of marl on a barren moor, encumbering what it is not in their power to fertilise."

In art, in literature, it is the periods of republicanism that have left their mark on the world: the periods that have been very conscious of, and very deferential to authority, have been invariably retrograde. What a dreary period in English literature was the reign of Dr. Johnson. The chief legacies of that era to literature are the letters of Gray and Horace Walpole, and the life of the Dictator himself. But these are not creative literature at all. Gray, as a poet, was comparatively sterile. Imagination, the jewel of the soul, had fallen from its elaborate setting. But the more that literature declined, the more sententious grew the critics. Nowadays, when literature is very active, and not very profound—impressionist, journalistic, supremely content if it can produce lively and superficial sensations—the bludgeoning of the early part of the century has gone out: no longer does the critic feel it a duty, as the oracle said to Oenomaus, to "draw the bow and slaughter the innumerable geese that graze upon the green." Indeed would not some have us believe that criticism of contemporaries is all a matter of private interest, apart from any just or earnest conviction?

But there is still a class of readers, not very large or important perhaps, haunted by a native instinct for literature, a relish for fine phrases, a hankering for style—to whom the manner of saying a thing is as important, or more important than the matter, readers, who are not satisfied with fiction, unless it be combined, as by Robert Louis Stevenson, with a wealth, a curiousness, a preciosity of phrase, to which in criticism only Walter Pater can lay claim, and which may secure for these two a station in literature to which the majority of our busy, voluble, graphic writers must aspire in vain.

A. C. B.

ETON, July, 1895.
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THE churchyard at Eton is a triangular piece of ground, converging into a sharp remote angle, bordered on one side by the Long Walk, and screened from it by heavy iron railings. On the second side it is skirted and overlooked by tall irregular houses, and on the third side by the deep buttressed recesses of the chapel, venerable with ivy and mouldering grey stone.

It is a strangely quiet place in the midst of bustling life; the grumbling of waggons in the road, the hoarse calling of the jackdaws, awkwardly fluttering about old red-tiled roofs, the cracked clanging of the college clock, the voices of boys from the street, fall faintly on the ear: besides, it has all the beauty of a deserted place, for it is many years since it has been used for a burial-ground: the grass is long and rank, the cypresses and yews grow luxuriantly out of unknown vaults, and push through broken rails; the gravestones slant and crumble; moss grows into the letters of forgotten names, and creepers embrace and embower monumental urns; here and there are heaps of old carven, crumbling stones; on early summer mornings a resident thrush stirs the silence with flute-notes marvellously clear; and on winter evenings when wet, boisterous winds roll steadily up, and the tall chapel windows flame, the organ's voice is blown about the winding overgrown paths, and the memorials of the dead.

Just inside the gate, visible from the road among the dark evergreens, stands a tall, conspicuous altar-tomb, conspicuous more for the miserable way in which a stately monument has been handled, than for its present glories. It has been patched and slobbered up with grey stucco; and the inscription scratched on the surface is three-quarters obliterated. Let into the sides are the grey stone panels of the older tomb, sculptured with quaint emblems of life and death, a mattock and an uncouth heap of bones, an hourglass and a skull, a pot of roses and lily-flowers—such is the monument of one of Eton's gentlest servants and sons. "I ordain," runs the quaint conclusion of his will, "that at the time of the next evensong after my departure (if conveniently it may be), my body be laid in the church-yard of the town of Eton (if I chance to die there), as near as may be [a strangely pathetic touch of love from the childless philosopher, the friend of courtiers and divines], to the body of my little godson, Jack Dickenson the elder; and this to be done in plain and simple manner, without any sermon or ringing the bell, or calling the people together; without any unseasonable commessation or compotation, or other solemnity on such occasions usual; for as in my life I have done the church no service, so I will not that in my death the church do me any honour."

And the prophecy is fulfilled to the letter; in such a tomb he rests; and by a strange irony of fate, the pompous title claiming so universal and perennial a fame—the "ever-memorable"—is the only single fact which is commonly mentioned about him—he has even been identified with Sir Matthew Hale of just memory.

John Hales was neither an Etonian nor a Kingsman: he was of a Somersetshire family; and was educated at Corpus Christi College, Oxford, where he spent no less than six years before taking his degree (in 1603), from the age of thirteen to the age of nineteen.

The Warden of Merton at that time was Sir Henry Savile, Queen Elizabeth's Greek tutor, supposed the most learned savant of the time, founder of the Savilian professorships for astronomy and geometry, a severe, clear-headed student. It is recorded of him that he had a great dislike for brilliant instinctive abilities, and only respected the slow cumulative processes. "Give me the plodding student," he said: "if I would look for wits, I would go to Newgate: there be the wits." He was not popular among the rising young men in consequence; John Earle, the author of the Microcosmography, that delightful gallery of characters that puts Theophrastus into the shade, was the only man he ever admitted, on his reputation as a wit, into the sacred society of Merton. For such intellects as he desired, he made search in a way that was then described as "hedge-beating."

Savile was attracted by Hales; he found in him a mind which, young as it was, showed signs of profundity. Savile's choice is a great testimony to the depth of Hales' attainments; for his later reputation was acquired more by his grace and originality of mind than for his breadth of learning. Savile was then at work on his Chrysostom, printed privately at Eton in the grave collegiate house in Weston's Yard, now the most inconvenient residence of the Præcentor. Hales became a congenial fellow-labourer, and in 1613 was moved to a fellowship at Eton, of which College Savile had for seventeen years been Provost.

A Fellow of Eton is now a synonym for a member of the Governing Body, that is to say, a gentleman in some public position, who is willing to give up a fraction of his time to the occasional consideration and summary settlement of large educational problems. Twenty years ago a Fellowship meant a handsome competence, light residence, a venerable house, and a good living in the country. In Hales's time it meant a few decent rooms, a small dividend, home-made bread and beer at stated times, a constant attendance at the church service, and the sustaining society of some six or seven earnest like-minded men, grave students—at least under Savile—mostly celibates. To such the life was dignified and attractive. Early rising, and a light breakfast. A long, studious morning, with Matins, an afternoon dinner, a quiet talk round the huge fire, or a stroll in the stately college garden with perhaps some few promising boys from the school—then merely an adjunct of the more reverend college, not an absorbing centre of life—more quiet work and early to bed. Busy, congenial monotony! There is no secret like that for a happy life[2q]!

After three years, this was broken into by a piece of vivid experience—Hales accompanied Sir Dudley Carleton, Ambassador to Holland, as his chaplain, and was despatched by him in 1618 to the Synod of Dort.

It must be clearly borne in mind that theological and religious problems then possessed a general interest for the civilised world, and for Englishmen in particular, which it cannot be pretended that they possess now. Political gossip has taken the place of theological discussion. Then, contemporary writers thought fit to lament the time that common folk wasted in such disputes; when the Trinitarian controversy could be discussed on the benches of an alehouse, and apprentices neglect their work to argue the question of prevenient grace, we feel that we are in an atmosphere which if not religious, was at any rate theological.

Hales went to Dort a Calvinist—that, in those days, is equivalent to saying that he had never given his theological position much attention. What he heard there is uncertain, for a more unbusinesslike meeting was never held; "ignorance, passion, animosity, injustice," said Lord Clarendon, were its characteristics. There was no one to whose ruling speakers deferred. No one knew what subject was to be discussed next, often hardly what was under discussion. A third of the members disappeared, after what an eye-witness called a "pondering speech" from the President. Such a theological schooling is too severe for a reflective mind. Hales came home what was called a Latitudinarian, having, as he quaintly says, at the "well pressing" of St. John iii. 16, by Episcopius (a divine, present at the Synod), "bid John Calvin good-night." A Latitudinarian translated into modern English would be a very broad churchman indeed. For it is evident that Haley's native humour, which was very strong, prevented him from even considering religious differences in a serious light; "theological scarecrows!" he said, half bitterly, half humorously. When in later years he was found reading one of Calvin's books, he said playfully, "Formerly I read it to reform myself, but now I read it to reform him." And the delightful comparison which he makes in one of his tracts is worth quoting, as showing the natural bent of his mind to the ludicrous side of these disputes; he compares the wound of sin and the supposed remedy of confession, to Pliny's cure for the bite of a scorpion—to go and whisper the fact into the ear of an ass.

Only once did he encounter the little restless, ubiquitous, statesman-priest, who so grievously mistook and under-rated the forces with which he had to deal, and the times in which he had fallen—Laud.

The whole incident is dramatic and entertaining in the highest degree. Hales, for the edification of some weak-minded friends, wrote out his views on schism, treating the whole subject with a humorous contempt for Church authority. This little tract got privately printed, and a copy fell into Laud's hands (as indeed, what dangerous matter did not?), which he read and marked. He instantly sent for his recalcitrant subaltern, to be rated and confuted and silenced. The matter is exquisitely characteristic of Laud, both in the idea and in the method of carrying it out. "Mr. Hales came," says Heylyn, "about nine o'clock to Lambeth on a summer morning," with considerable heart-sinking no doubt. The Archbishop had him out into the garden, giving orders that they were on no account to be disturbed. The bell rang for prayers, to which they went by the garden door into the chapel, and out again till dinner was ready—hammer and tongs all the time: then they fell to again, but Lord Conway and several other persons of distinction having meantime arrived, the servants were obliged to go and warn the disputants how the time was going. It was now about four in the afternoon. "So in they came," says Heylyn, "high coloured and almost panting for want of breath; enough to show that there had been some heats between them not then fully cooled." The two little cassocked figures (both were very small men), with their fresh complexions, set off by tiny mustachios and imperials such as churchmen then wore, pacing up and down under the high elms of the garden, and arguing to the verge of exhaustion, form a wonderful picture.

Hales afterwards confessed that the interview had been dreadful. "He had been ferreted," he said, "from one hole to another, till there was none left to afford him any further shelter; that he was now resolved to be orthodox, and declare himself a true son of the Church of England both for doctrine and discipline."

Laud evidently saw the mettle of the man with whom he had to deal, and what a very dangerous, rational opponent he was, so he made him his own chaplain, and got the king to offer him a canonry at Windsor in such a way that refusal, much to Hales's distaste, was out of the question thus binding him to silence in a manner that would make further speech ungracious. "And so," said Hales, quietly grumbling at his wealthy loss of independence, "I had a hundred and fifty more pounds a year than I cared to spend."

During all these years Hales was a member of the celebrated Mermaid Club, so called from the tavern of that name in Friday Street. Thither Shakespeare, Beaumont, Fletcher, Donne, and many more repaired. There he must have seen the coarse, vivacious figure of Ben Jonson, the presiding genius of the place, drinking his huge potations of canary, and warming out of his native melancholy into wit and eloquence, merging at last into angry self-laudation, and then into drunken silence, till at last he tumbled home with his unwieldy body, rolling feet, and big, scorbutic face, to sleep and sweat and write far into the night; a figure strangely similar down to the smallest characteristics, in his gloom, his greediness, his disputatious talk, to the great Samuel of that ilk, in all but the stern religious fibre that is somehow the charm of the latter.

It was in London, at one of these convivial gatherings, that Suckling, Davenant, Endymion Porter, Ben Jonson, and Hales were talking together; Jonson, as was his wont, railing surlily at Shakespeare's fame, considering him to be much overrated—"wanting art," as he told Drummond at Hawthornden.

Suckling took up the cudgels with great warmth, and the dispute proceeded; Hales in the background, sitting meekly, with the dry smile which he affected—deliberately dumb, not from want of enthusiasm or knowledge, but of choice. Ben Jonson, irritated at last beyond the bounds of patience, as men of his stamp are wont to be, by a silent humorous listener, turned on him suddenly and began to taunt him with "a want of Learning, and Ignorance of the Ancients." Hales at last emerged from his shell, and told Jonson, with considerable warmth, that if Mr. Shakespeare had not read the ancients, he had likewise not stolen anything from them—"a fault," adds the biographer, "the other made no conscience of—and that if he would produce any one topic finely treated of by any of them, he would undertake to show something upon the same subject, at least as well written by Shakespeare."

This is an extraordinary instance of perspicuity of literary judgment; that Hales should draw a favourable comparison between Shakespeare and his contemporaries, would not be surprising; but to find him, classicist as he was, deliberately putting Shakespeare above all writers of any date is a very notable proof of critical acumen.

Neither did the combat end here. The enemies of Shakespeare would not give in: so it came to a trial of skill. The place agreed on for these literary jousts was Hales's rooms at Eton; a number of books were sent down, and on the appointed day Lord Falkland and Suckling, and several other persons of wit and quality came down; the books were opened, and Shakespeare was arraigned before antiquity, and unanimously (except for Sir John) awarded the palm. We may be sure it would have been different if old Ben Jonson had been present; there would have been less unanimity and more heat; but he was much troubled with symptoms of an old, recurrent paralysis, of which he had only partly got the better, and he was melancholic and therefore kept away. Still it is a scene to think of with envy—little Lord Falkland with his untuneable voice, brisk wit, and sweet manner, moderating the assembly; the summer afternoon, the stately collegiate room, overlooking the studious garden, girdled about by the broad and even-flowing Thames, among sedge and osier-beds, and haunted by no human presence. This period was probably the happiest time of Hales's life; he was at the height of his social reputation.

He was a man of an inveterately companionable disposition[3q]. He disliked being alone, except for study—in congenial company a sympathetic talker; once a year for a short time he used to resort to London for the polite conversation which he so much enjoyed, and when the Court was at Windsor he was greatly in request, being not only a good talker, but a better listener, as his biographer says; not only divines and scholars resorting to the rooms of this bibliotheca ambulans, as Provost Wotton called him, but courtiers, sprightly wits, and gay sparks from the castle. This it was that earned him his soubriquet. He was familiar with, or corresponded with, all the ablest men of the day, counting as he did, Davenant, Suckling, Ben Jonson, and Lord Falkland, and all that brilliant circle, among his intimate friends.

He was made Canon of Windsor in 1639. In two years the whole pleasant life breaks up before our eyes, never to be restored. Laud's death showed him that as his chaplain, he was in a dangerous position. Besides, the event itself was a frightful shock to him. He left his lodging in college, and went for a quarter of a year in utter secrecy to a private house at Eton, next door to the old Christopher Inn, the house of Mrs. Dickenson to whose lad he was godfather. Search was made for him unsuccessfully, though he says that his hiding place was so close that if he had eaten garlic he could have been nosed out. Here he subsisted for three months entirely on bread and beer (strange diet), fasting—as he appears to have done from mistaken medical notions—from Tuesday night to Thursday night. The reason for this retirement was the fear that certain documents and keys, entrusted to him as Bursar, should fall into the adversary's hands—for it is probable that at first he shared the belief with other enthusiastic royalists that the troubles would speedily blow over. He was, of course, ejected from fellowship and canonry, refusing with some spirit a proposal made to him by Mr. Penwarren, who succeeded him, that he should retain half—"All or none is mine,"—though he was reduced to the greatest poverty. He sold his library, which was large and valuable, for £700, devoting a large proportion to others suffering from deprivation. The account of his conversation with Faringdon, an intimate friend, is absolutely heartrending.

Mr. Faringdon coming to see Hales some few months before his death found him in very mean lodgings at Eton, but in a temper gravely cheerful, and well becoming a good man under such circumstances. After a slight and homely dinner, suitable to their situation, some discourse passed between them concerning their old friends and the black and dismal aspect of the times; and at last Hales asked Faringdon to walk out with him to the churchyard. There this unhappy man's necessities pressed him to tell his friend that he had been forced to sell his whole library, save a few volumes which he had given away, and six or eight little books of devotion which lay in his chamber; and that for money, he had no more than what he then showed him, which was about seven or eight shillings; and "besides" says he, "I doubt I am indebted for my lodgings." Faringdon had not imagined that it had been so very low with Hales and presently offered him fifty pounds, in part payment of the many sums he and his wife had received of him in their great necessities. But Hales replied, "No, you don't owe me a penny, or if you do, I here forgive you, for you shall never pay me a penny, but if you know any other friend that hath too full a purse and will spare me some of it I will not refuse that."

For a few months he went as nominal chaplain and tutor to the children of a lady living at Richings Park, near West Drayton, where there was a little college of deprived priests, among them being Bishop King of Chichester. But when this society was declared treasonous, he retired again to Eton to the same faithful friends, the Dickensons, the house being called his own lest the accusation of harbouring malignants should fall on the real owner.

A charming contemporary description of him at this date is left by John Aubrey, the antiquary, who went to see him.

"I saw him, a prettie little man, sanguin [i.e., fresh-coloured], of a chearful countenance, very gentele and courteous. I was received by him with much humanity; he was in a kind of violet-coloured cloth gowne with buttons and loopes (he wore not a black gowne), and he was reading Thomas à Kempis. It was within a year before he deceased. He loved Canarie, but moderately, to refresh his spirits; he had a bountiful mind."

At last the end came very quietly. He was in his seventy-third year, "weary of this uncharitable world," as he said. Only a fortnight ill, and then dying so quietly that Mr. Montague, who had been talking to him, left the room for half-an-hour and found him dead on his return.

He was one of those great men who have a genuine dislike of publicity. He could not be induced to publish anything in his lifetime except a Latin funeral oration—not that it mattered, as one of his contemporaries hinted, "for he was so communicative that his chair was a pulpit and his chamber a church." In fact it became so much a matter of habit that his friends should propound questions on which he should discourse, that he is recorded to have made a laughing refusal; "he sets up tops," he said, in his allusive way "and I am to whip them for him." But it is plain that he had a genuine contempt for his own written style: he says that on the one side he errs by being "overfamiliar and subrustic;" on the other as "sour and satyrical." He evidently had the ironical quality in great perfection; his writings and recorded conversation abound in quaint little unexpected turns and capricious illustrations; he had one of those figurative minds that love to express one idea in the terms of another, and see unexpected and felicitous connections. His sermons are strange compositions; they straggle on through page after page of thickly printed octavos, "he being a great preacher according to the taste of those times," says an antique critic of them, going on to object that they keep the reader in a "continued twitter throughout." He must have been very light of heart who could have "twittered" continuously through the good hour that the very shortest of them must have taken to deliver. Quotations from Homer, mystically interpreted, strange mythological stories, well worn classical jests; perhaps the sense of humour was as different among the men of that era from ours as their sense of theology undoubtedly was—more discursive if not deeper!

It has struck more than one writer about John Hales, that the following is a curious trait: he was a remarkably good man of business: he was bursar of Eton for many years, and his precise, formal signature may still be seen in the audit books, and it is told of him that he was accustomed to throw into the river at the bottom of the college garden any base or counterfeit coin that he chanced to receive on behalf of the college, paying the loss out of his own pocket.

Pure-minded, simple-hearted little man, reading Thomas-à-Kempis in his violet gown; poor, degraded, but not dishonoured; what a strong, grave protest your quiet, exiled life, self-contained and serious, is, against the crude follies, the boisterous energies of the revolution seething and mantling all about you! the clear-sighted soul can adopt no party cries, swears allegiance to no frantic school; enlightened, at the mercy
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