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Of my position, the peculintity was that I never belonged to
any cluster; I shrank from casﬁal acquaintance, and, through the
grim years, had but one friend with whom I held converse..... The
truth is that I have never learnt to regard myself as a “member

of society.” ——Private Papers of Henry Ryecrof't

" 7. Ryecroft O3 Eh 68 L Th% &, Gissing READHD L BHRLU,
Z OHICESOIER OB 2RD 5 £ ) CERHEEPOI DT A Yo
Maugham DBEREZOEIZ LA UL BE»EEBETCBIRUERDOTNAS
DEFREEE 28U T3, DT Gissing it oA B 2 EBEY 55
BIRREINILEDOTHY, CORMEHIEILS LOR, HBEZBELTHEIC
HRETHONIZA e WOw v FUAEBIR,RUTHZ WD DT 21,
I ENBEMUBILOL, REOEARE 2L CABKEPOCEERS,
An tacitum silvas inter reptare .salubres,

Curantem quidquid dignum sapiente bonoque est ?
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SHAKESPEARE
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Among the many reasons which make me glad to have been born
in England, one of the first is that I read Shakespeare in my
mother tongue. If I try to imagine myself as one who cannot know
him face to face, who hears him only speaking from afar, and that
in accents which only through the labouring intelligence can touch
the living soul, there comes upon me a sense of chill discouragement,
of dreary deprivation. I am wont to think that I can hear Homer,
and, assuredly, if any man enjoys him, it is I; but can I for a
moment dream that Homer yields me all his music, that his word

is to me as to him who walked by the Hellenic shore when Hellas

lived? I know that there reaches me across the vast of time no |
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more than a faint and broken echo; I know that it would be fainter
still, but its blending with those memories of youth which are as a
glimmer of the world’s primeval glory. Let every land have joy
of its poet; for the poet is the land itself, all its greatness and
its sweetness, all that incommunicable heritage for which men live
and die. As I close the book, love and reverence possess me.
Whether. does my full heart turn to the great Enchanter, or to
the Tsland upon which he has laid his spell ? I know not. I cannot
think of them apart. In the love and reverence awakened by this

voice of voices, Shakespeare and England are but one.
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All places that the eye of heaven visits

Are to the wise man ports and happy havens.
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Midnight. Then a glow came over me. “We have heard the chimes
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at midnight, Master' Shallow | ” Never till then had I heard them.
And the town in which I slept was Evesham, but a few miles

from Stratford-on-Avon.
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Our revels now are ended. These our actors,
As I foretold you, were all spirits and

Are melted into air, into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Léave not a rack behind. We are such stuff

As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep. —— The Tempest, IV.i. 148.
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And that which should accompany old age,

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
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Give me an ounce of civet, good
Apothecary, to sweeten my imagination :

—— King Lear, IV. vi.133.
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Can I pluck the flower by the wayside, and, as I gaze at it, feel
~that, if I knew all the ’teachings of histology, morphology, and
80 on, with regard to it, I should have exhausted its meanings ?

What is all this but words, words, words ?
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A morning. of midwinter, roofs and ways covered 'with soot-
grimed snow .under the ghastly fog-pall; and, whilst I lay there
in my bed, that woman'had been led out and hanged— hanged..
I thought with horror of the possibility that I might sicken and

~die in that wilderness of houses, nothing above me but “a foul

and pestilent congregation of vapours.” (Hamlet, J. ii. 322) .
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It blesseth him that gives and him that takes.
—— Merchant of Venice, [V.1i. 187.
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For myself, there is even comfort in the roaring dark; for I feel
. the strength of the good walls about me, and my safety from.

squalid peril such as pursued me through all my labouring life.
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“Blow, blow, thou winter wind ! ”
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—— As You Like It, [. Vii. 174.
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To live in quiet content is surely a piece of good

citizenship.
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“Fallen on whatever evil days and evil tangues,” he remembers

that Englishman of old, who, under every menace, bore right

onwards, ------ |
LEEBPEA T DS, “Fallen .- - tangues” 3 Paradise Lost, Vii. 26 3>
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The reign of the iambic couplet confined, but could not suppress,
this native music; Pope notwithstanding, there came the “Ode to

Evening” and that “Elegy.”
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Mild winds shake the elder brake,
And £he wandering herdsmen know
That the whitethorn soon will blow
—— Prometheus Unbound, i. 793.
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I see it bringing a time of vast conflicts, which will pale into
ingignificance “the thousand wars of old,” and, as likely as not,
will whelm all the laborious advances of mankind in blood-

drenched chaos.
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When I was scarce old enough to uuderstand, I heard read by
the fireside the Christmas stanzas of “In Memoriam.” To-night I
have taken down the volume, and the voice of so long ago has
read to me once again——read as no other ever did, that voice

which taught me to know poetry -----
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