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3.

Westminster Review (1868)

T'his poetry is neither a mere reproduc-
tion of Greek or mediaeval life or poetry,
nor a disguised reflex of modern sentiment.
The atmosphere on which its effect
depends belongs to no actual form of life
or simple form of poetry.

It is this which in these poems
define the temperament or personality
of the workman.

Adventure, romance in the frankest
sense,. . ..

The Defence of Guenevere: and Other
Poems, published ten years ago, are a
refinement upon this later, profounder

Appreciations (1888)

The “aesthetic” poetry is neither a
mere reproduction of Greek or medi-
aeval poetry, nor only an idealization
of modern life and sentiment. The
atmosphere on which its effect depends
belongs to no simple form of poetry, no
actual form of life.

Hil Bx

Adventure, romance in the poorest
sense. . ..

In the Defence of Guenevere: and
Other Poems, published by William
Morris, now many years ago, the Sirst
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mediaevalism.

These Arthurian legends, pre-Christian
in their origin, yield all their sweetness
only in a Christian atmosphere.

That religion shades into semsuous
love, and sensuous love into veligion,
has been often seen;....

The Christianity of the middle age
made way among a people whose loss
was in the life of the senses only by the
possession of an idol, the beautiful, idol of
the Latin hymn-writers, who. . ..

Only by the inflaming influence of
such idols can any religions compete
with the presence of the fleshy lover.

And so in these imaginative loves. . ..

The rejection of one idolatry for the
other is never lost sight of.

The jealousy of that other lover, for
whom these words and images and
strange ways of sentiment were first
devised, is the secret here of a triumphant
colour and heat.

Who knows whether, when the
simple belief in them has faded away,
the most cherished sacred writings may
not for the first time exercise their
highest influence as the most delicate
amorous poetry in the world ?

The tdolatry of the cloister knew that
mood thoroughly, and sounded all its
stops. For in that idolatry the 1dol was
absent or veiled,.. ..

Quite in the way of one who handles
the older sorceries, the Church has a
thousand charms to make the absent

typical specimen of aesthetic poetry, we
have a vefinement upon this profound
mediaevalism.

In truth these Arthurian legends, in
their origin prior to Christianity, yield
all their sweetness only in a Christian
atmosphere.

That religion, monastic religion at
any rate, has its sensuous side, a
dangerously sensuous side, has been
often seen:....

The Christianity of the Middle Age
made way among a people whose loss
was in the life of senses, partly by its
aesthetic beauty, a thing so profoundly
felt by the Latin Hymmn-writers, who. .

) B

And so in those imaginative loves. . ..

The rejection of one worship for
another is never lost sight of.

The jealousy of that lover, for whom
these words and images and refined way
of sentiment were first devised, is the
secret here of a borrowed, perhaps
factious colour and heat.

£l B

The devotion of the cloister knew that
mood thoroughly, and sounded all its
stops. For the object of this devotion was
absent or veiled, ....

But then, the Church, that new Stbyll
had a thousand secrets to make the
absent near.



near. Like the woman in the idyll of
Theocritus—

.......... EAxe Th ThHvov duov mori ddpa
Tov dvdpa,

is the cry of all her bizarre rites.

Of religion it learns the art of
directing towards an imaginary object. .

Here, under this strange complex of
conditions, as in some medicated air,
exotic flowers of sentiment expand,
among people of a remote and unac-
customed beauty, somnambulistic, frail,
androgynous, the light almost shining
through them, as the flame of a little
taper shows through the Host. Such loves
were too fragile and adventurous to last
more than for a moment.

That whole religion of the middle age
was but a beautiful disease or disorder
of the senses: and.. ..

“How long ago was it, how long ago,
He came to this tower with bands full
of snow ?

“Kneel down, O love Louise, kneel
down,’ he said,

And sprinkled the dusty snow over
my head.

He watch’d the snow melting, it ran
through my hair,

Ran over my shoulders, white shoul-
ders, and bare.

“I cannot weep for thee, poor love
Louise,

For my tears are all hidden deep
under the seas.

In a gold and blue casket she keeps all
my tears;

But my eyes are no longer blue, as in
old years;

For they grow grey with time, grow
small and dry—

I'am so feeble now, would I might die.
Will he come back again, or is he
dead

O / is he sleeping, my scarf round his

R x—D [W. =9 2% Od< % 37

Of religion it learns the art of
directing towards an unscen object. . ..

Here, under this strange complex of
conditions, as in some medicated air,
exotic flowers of sentiment expand,
among people of a remote and unac-
customed beauty, somnambulistic, frail,
androgynous, the light almost shining
through them. Surely, such loves were
too fragile and adventurous to last more
than for a moment.

That monastic religion of the middle
age was, n fact, in many of its bearings,
ltke a beautiful disease or disorder of
the senses: and....

2l 7
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6.

head ?

Or did they strangle him as he lay
there,

With the long scarlet scarf I used to
wear ?

Only I pray thee, Lord, let him come
here /

Both his soul and his body to me
are most dear.

Dear Lord, that loves me, I wait to
receive

Either body or spirit this wild
Christmas-eve.”’t

This waking-song is put sometimes
into the mouth of a comrade of the
lover, who plays sentinel during the
night, to watch for and announce the
dawn ; sometimes into the mouth of one
of the lovers, who are about to separate.

The Defence of Guenevere Wwas
published in 1858; the Life and Death
of Jason in 1867; and the change of
manner wrought in the interval is
entire, 1t 7s almost a revolt.

Think of this most lovely waking with
the rain on one’s face—(Iris comes to
Argus as he sleeps; a rainbow, when he
wakes, is to be the pledge she has been
present :—)

“Then he, awaking in the morning

cold,

A sprinkle of fine rain felt on his face,

And leaping to his feet, in that wild

place,

Looked round and saw the morning

sunlight throw

Across the

coloured bow,

And trembling knew that the high

gods, indeed,

Had sent the messenger unto their

need.”

world the many-

....dawn:

The Defence of Guenevere was
published in 1858; the Life and Dcath
of Jason in 1867; to be followed by
the Earthly Paradise; and the change of
manner wrought in the interval, entire,
almost a revolt, is characteristic of the
aesthetic poetry.

Hl B&

1.

William Morris, ““The Blue Closet,” The Defence of Guenevere: and Other Poems,

1. 37—59.
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10.

And yet it is one of the charming
anachronisms of a poet, who, while he
handles an ancient subject, never
becomes an antiquarian, but wvitalizes
his subject by keeping it always close to
himself, that between whiles we have
a sense of English scenery as from an
eye well practised under Wordsworth’s
influence, in the song of the brown river-
bird among the willows, the casement half
opened on summer-nights, . . ..

Nowhere but in England is there a
nation of birds. . ..

All this is in that wonderful fourteenth
book, the book of the Syrens. The
power of an artist will sometimes remain
inactive over us, the spirit of his work,
however much one sees of it, be veiled,
till on a sudden we are found by one
revealing example of it which makes all
he did precious. It is so with this four-
teenth book of Jason. There is a
tranquil level of perfection in the poem,
by which in certain moods, or for certain
minds, the charm of it might escape.
For such the book of the Syrens is a
revealing example of the poet’s work.
The book opens with a glimpse of white
bodies, crowned and girt with gold,
moving far-off on the sand of a little
bay. It comes to men nearing home,
yet so longing for rest that they might
well lie down before they reach it. So
the wise Medea prompts Orpheus to
plead with the Argonauts against the
Syrens,—

“Sweetly they sang, and still the
answer came

Piercing and clear from him, as
bursts the flame

From out the furnace in the moonless
night;

Yet, as their words are no more
known aright

Through lapse of many ages, and no
man

Can any more across the waters wan,

Rt x—-D [W. %Y R3] DD % 39

And yet it is one of the charming
anachronisms of a poet, who, while he
handles an ancient subject, never
becomes an antiquarian, but animates
his subject by keeping it always close
to himself, that between whiles we
have a sense of English scenery as
from an eye well practised under
Wordsworth’s influence, as from “the
casement half opened on summer-nights,”
with the song of the brown bird among the
willows,. . ..

Nowhere but in England is there a
paradise of birds,. . ..

] 3
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11.

12.

13.

Behold those singing women of the

sea,

Once more I pray you all to pardon

me,

If with my feeble voice and harsh I

sing

From what dim

chance to cling

About men’s hearts, of lovely things

once sung

Beside the sea, while yet the world

was young.”
Then literally like an echo from the
Greek world, heard across so great a
distance only as through some
miraculous calm, subdued in colour and
cadence, the ghosts of passionate song,
come those matchless lyrics.

memories may

We cannot conceive the age;. ...

The modern poet or artist who treats
in this way a classical story comes very
near, if not to the Hellenism of Homer,
yet to that of the middle age, the Hellenism
of Chaucer. No writer on the Renaissance
has hitherto cared much for this exquisite
early light of it.

and for us the most attractive
form of classical story is the monk’s
conception of it, when he escapes from
the sombre Jegend of his cloister to that
true light.

The f{ruits of this mood, which,
divining more than it understands,
infuses into the figures of the Christian
legend some subtle reminiscence of older
gods, or into the story of Cupid and
Psyche that passionate stress of spirit
which the world owes to Christianity,
have still to be gathered wp when the time
comes.

. a pageant of the fourteenth century
in some French or Italian town.

. such as that with which the glass-
stainer of the middle ages surrounds the

We cannot fruly conceive the age.. . ..

The modern poet or artist who treats
in this way a classical story comes very
near, if not to the Hellenism of Homer,
yet to the Hellenism of Chancer, the
Hellenism of the Middle Age, or vather
of that cxquisite first period of the
Renaissance within it.

....and for us the most attractive
form of classical story is the monk’s
conception of it, when he escapes from
the sombre atmosphere of his cloister to
that true light.

The fruits of this mood, which,

divining more than it understands, infuses

into the scemery and figures of the
Christian Aistory some subtle reminis-
cence of older gods, or into the story of
Cupid and Psyche that passionate stress
of spirit which the world owes to
Christianity, constitute a peculiar vein of
tnterest in the art of the fifteenth century.

....a pageant of the Middle Age in
some French or Italian town.

....such as that with which the glass-
stainer surrounds the mystic bride of
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mystic bride of the song of songs.

Here again is an incident straight out
of the middle age,—

“But, when all hushed and still the

palace grew,

She put her gold robes off, and on

her drew

A dusky gown, and with a wallet

small

And cutting wood-knife girt herself

withal,

And from her dainty chamber softly

passed

Through stairs and corridors, until at

last

She came down to a gilded watergate,

Which with a golden key she opened

straight,

And swiftly stept into a little boat,

And, pushing off from shore, began to

float

Adown the stream, and with her

tender hands

And half-bared arms, the wonder of

all lands,

Rowed strongly through the starlit

gusty night.”

A band of adventurers sets out from
Norway, most northerly of northern
lands, where the plague is raging, and
the host-bell ¢s continually ringing as
they carry the sacrament to the sick.

And now it is below the very coast of
France, through the fleet of Edward
I1I, among the painted sails of the
middle age, that we pass to a reserved
fragment of Greece, which by some
Oéea oyy lingers on in the Western Sea
into the middle age.

We have become so used to austerity
and concentration in some noble types
of modern poetry, that it is easy to
mislike the lengthiness of this new poem.
Yet here mere mass is itself the first
condition of an art which deals with
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the song of songs.

Hl 73

A band of adventurers sets out from
Norway, most northerly of northern
lands, where the plague is raging—the
bell continually ringing as they carry
the sacrament to the sick.

And nor it is below the very coast
of France, through the fleet of Edward
the Third, among the gaily painted
mediaeval sails, that we pass to a
reserved fragment of Greece, which by
some divine good fortume lingers on in
the western sea of the Middle Age.

(23 75 7 kNI
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broad atmospheric effects. The water
is not less medicinal, not less gifted with
virtues, because a few drops of it are
without effect; it is water to bathe and
swim in. The songs, The Apology to
the Reader, the month-interludes, espe-
cially those of April and May, which
are worthy of Shakespeare, detach
themselves by their concentrated
sweetness from the rest of the book.
Partly because in perfect story-telling
like this the manner rises and falls with
the story itself, Atalanta’s Race, The
Man born to be King, The Story of Cupid
and Psvche, and in The Doom of King
Acrisius, the episode of Danae and the
shower of gold, have in a pre-eminent
degree what is characteristic of the
whole book, the loveliness of things
newly washed with fresh water; and
this clarity and chasteness, mere
qualities here of an exquisite art,
remind one that the effectual preserver
of all purity is perfect taste.

One characteristic of the pagan spirit
these new poems have which is on their
surface—the  continual  suggestion,
pensive or passionate, of the shortness
of life; this is contrasted with the bloom
of the world and gives new seduction to
it; the sense of death and the desire of
beauty; the desire of beauty quickened
by the sense of death. “Arriéré /77 you
say, “‘lere in a tangible form we have
the defect of all poetry like this. The
modern world is in possession of truths;
what but a passing smile can it have for
a kind of poetry which, assuming artistic
beauty of form to be an end in itself,
passes bv those truths and the living
interests  which are connected with
them, to spend a thousand cares in
telling once more these pagan fables as
if it had but to choose between a more
and a less beautiful shadow ?” Itis a
strange transition from the earthly
paradise to the sad-coloured world of
abstract philosophy. But let us accept

One characteristic of the pagan spirit
the aesthetic poetry has, which is on its
surface— the continual suggestion,
pensive or passionate, of the shortness
of life. This is contrasted with the
bloom of the world, and gives new
seduction to it—the sense of death and
the desire of beauty: the desire of
beauty quickened by the sense of death.
But that complexion of sentiment is at
its height in another ‘‘aesthetic” poet
of whom I have to speak next, Danie
Gabriel Rossettr.
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the challenge; let us see what modern
philosophy, when it is sincere, really
does say about human life and the truth
we can attain in it, and the relation of
this to the desire of beauty.
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P, AROR LRI T, OB MEoRte, <1 % —Ob b Jiw il 5 KD s
e T2 AR S VAL =« VYo — ] HR Lo BEFEHOE ML THE 17
b FA Y v A R LRSI, v v 3T v e e e v ] ORRERHEEN
LELHT XL DIEN, TR TARF YA HUL TV = AP I VAKX = U
S a— ] B [7 4= FA Y e LY a—] ~OBHOKMMTHE Z LT EWRLTHLS.
FULTHUHE T2 AL VAR = VYo —] CRAENESERES S SRELTL.

S gD AR VA BERCE, TR YERTeY > TREGZ O DT RO LS5
TSN DD

“ This brief “Conclusion” was omitted in the second edition of this book,
as I conceived it might possibly mislead some of those young men into whose
hands it might fall. On the whole, I have thought it best to reprint it here,
with some slight changes which bring it closer to my original meaning. I
have dealt more fully in Marius the Epicurean with the thoughts suggested by
it.

COBHRIABRRHEEE, a2 v eV — Y7 AD (John Wordsworth, 1843—1911) O FHL & R
WA, B Py v 2] FIRK (1873) 23l % @A 8 A 17 B T4 2 — i THL®
BED, BHRED T#H DTz A L I VAL =« LYo — ] CHRELATHBE I RFORK
NTHD I LML, EBEALLIEE YW, BNC offfiseHE LTARIRHLTREERL
BT ) ADHNRBEOLRLEDOREDLZ EDYEBFICDNTAA 2 —DEEY 5 leh L.

(1) #A William Wordsworth 04, 1867k ~<1f 2 —LFRLFVA/—X 2Ly FOWRE & i
D, REAFEABML RS, 188ERFIO A LY — L A~Y O bishop Lig -7z,
(2) Lawrence Evans, Letters of Walter Pater (Oxford: Clarendon, 1970) pp. 12—13.
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“Could you indeed have known the dangers into which you were likely
to lead minds weaker than your own, you would, I believe, have paused.
Could you have known the grief your words would be to many of your Oxford
contemporaries you might even have found no ignoble pleasure in refraining
from uttering them. ”®

faix i University Test Act @ wHR L, FhEFBETLEMEB T Wb BEL
Twa. Fy 727 5 — VEBOWITEILMERBR LA v7 A7 5 — FOBBKLBEYMS
RWHECRHFRCEBZLD, Yav V-V 7 AOHERBIX, HERHICT 2 — L OMDHS
FZOBIRIC B L BELDOh, 2 oTHLU “Old Mortality” 7 5 Y wwBL T\ L
LTORBEEBEALTIDO L) nBHEOFEEB LD EEILRS. 1 % —DZ OFHic
T BBRMCEX E T2+ 207 v e 27V 7A] ORETHS. {ESRhiirE5 1+ 1L
Twanb Lhk. BNTRDZETHE, FARATVITAZEZT =V IREDADA £ —
CIGEWEEZBRD. 7V V4 7 VT ALEE, FOEETFRONTOLDFELDME
7o 5 #ENE, S OBRYRETILOTREWEA . V-V T AR, 2 -DBFRY, 2
TYVT7AX 7V 47 4 7VvoBRCE SR THRIE, 7V Y 7VvOhEEHRRAEEY
Wi A 7Y 7 ADLEL, DT -V 7 ROBBOMOWHTERBCERTS. 4 &2 —37 —
VI ADFRIZ I DEREE LS > b RBEFE L TEA L. LA LERIRCEFEZHEA
CHTTE LB L. ABOEREELT7 Vv V4 7 VvOREERH L T1 2 i,
WoOLFRETS ) ANOEHBORELFRTHR LD TIXIWAES 5 . BEROFIRE
DZ LD LD DI TIX oD, T FH Vv A] ZEEBECHOEEL AL, T=*. ) 7
Ve ATV TAIRZDBIELE L DRCEZIER LIc. Trxy v R ) OHFTHC A % —
R DDRBE LD LTWAEEZ WO THS. FOZ X BEMNCHRLLEHEE LT
F=EF. V7 ve 27V 7R] EOMFYE, 1 %2 —BHEOFERETHOTRTOFZIEL
DTHAS.

ST TryvAl o K@) Lie »B|ADT 7 2+ ORI, ko MEEF Trig
Murxbdsn., WETIX 1873, 18884, 1893 F L =M IhT\5. 5 ¥ TH 7, 1873
X Prxy v A FIRCRETHBOURTTH D, 1888 FIXFE=RRD Tk v 2], 18934F
VO D TA 2 v A OedDOLOThHS. ROX57) A METEO0REL DT
LR BTRAREesl o3 75 7 ol FRT.

(1) Edward William Watson, Life of Bishop John Wordsworth (London: 1915) pp. 89—90.

(2) 1BNFEAFEh, HEEUNAOKREAOHMEL SR SHMTE v 7 A7 5 — FTRARZT 5
H. BER L s Eie, ERBLOTERMEMNO nRHERME 1T - 2. _4 £ — § 186541 MA,
R HEE, TORMRELTHS.
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16.

17.

Westminster Review (1868)

Our physical life is a perpetual
motion of them—the passage of the
blood, the wasting and repairing of the
lenses of the eye, the modification of the
tissues of the brain by every ray of light
and sound—processes which science
reduces to simpler and more elementary
forces.

Far out on every side of us these
elements are broadcast, driven by many
forces; and birth and gesture and death
and the springing of violets from the
grave are but a few out of ten thousand
resulting combinations.

There it is no longer the gradual
darkeming of the eye and fading of
colour from the wall, the movement of
the shore side, where the water flows
down indeed, though in apparent rest,
but the race of the midstream, a drift
of momentary acts of sight and passion
and thought.

But when reflection begins to act upon
those objects they are dissipated under
its influence, the cohesive force 4is
suspended like a trick of magic, each
object is loosed into a group of impres-
sions, colour, odour, texture, in the mind
of the observer.

And if we continue to dwell on this
world, not of objects in the solidity with
which language invests them, but of
impressions unstable, flickering, incon-
sistent, which burn, and are exting
uished with our consciousness of them,
it contracts still further, the whole scope
of observation is dwarfed to the narrow
chamber of the individual mind.
Experience, already reduced to a swarm
of impressions, is ringed round for each
one of us by that thick wall of person-
ality through which no real voice has
ever pierced on its way to us, or from us
to that, which we can only conjecture to

First Edition (1873)

....by every ray of light....

... .these elements are broadcast, driven
by many forces;. ...

... .vesulting combinations

....a trick of magic; ....group of im-
pressions, —colour, odour, texture —in
the mind....

.. ..dwell in thoughts on. . ..



Third Edition (1888)

....by every ray of light

... .these elements are broadcast, driven
by many forces;. . . .

... .vesulting combinations.

....wall-——the movement of the shore
side, where the water flows down indeed,
though in apparent rest—

... .the cohesive force seems suspended
like a trick of magic; ....group of
impressions—colour, odour, texture, in
the mind. ...

.. ..dwell in thought on. . . .
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Fourth Edition (1893)
(Library Edition)

under every ray of light

....those elements are broadcast,
driven in many currents;. . ..

.. ..rvesultant combinations.

....darkening of the eye, and gradual
fading of colour from the wall—the
movement.. ..

But when reflextion begins to play. ...

... .the cohesive force seems suspended
like some trick of magic;

is dwarfed into the narrow chamber. . ..
....reduced to a group of impressions,
....the individual in his isolation. ...
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18.

19.

be without. Every one of those impres-
sions is the impression of an individual
in his isolation, each mind keeping as a
solitary prisoner its own dream of a
world.

Analysis goes a step further still, and
tells us that those impressions of the
individual to which, for each one of us,
experience dwindles down, are in
perpetual flight; that each of them is
limited by time, and that as time is
infinitely divisible, each of them is
infinitely divisible also, all that is actual
in it being a single moment, gone while
we try to apprehend it, of which it may
ever be more truly said that it has
ceased to be than that it is.— 7o such
a tremulous wisp constantly reforming
itself on the stream, to a single sharp
impression, with a sense in it, a relic
more or less fleeting, of such moments
gone by, what is real in our life fines
itself down. It is with the movement,
the passage and dissolution of impres-
sions, images, sensations, that analysis
leaves off, that continual vanishing
away, that strange perpetual weaving
and unweaving of ourselves.

Such thoughts seem desolate at first;
at times all the bitterness of life seems
concentrated in them. They bring the
image of one washed out beyond the
bar in a sea at ebb, losing even his
personality, as the elements of which
he is composed pass into new combina-
tions. Struggling, as he must, to save
himself, it is himself that he loses at
every moment.

The service of philosophy, and of
religion and culture as well, to the human
spirit, s to startle it into a sharp and
eager observation.

Every moment some form grows per-
fect in hand or face; some tone on the
hills or sea is choicer than the rest;
some mood of passion or insight or

(HKfT7e L]
...., and assures us that....
of the individual mind to which. ...

o8 BeJ

The service of philosophy, of
speculative culture, fowards the human
spirit, is fo rouse, to startleit.. ..

....or the sea



Analysis goes a step farther still, and

assures us that....

mind to which....

CHI BRD

....0r the sea. . ..

of the individual
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Such a tremulous wisp. . ..

It is with this movement,|with the
passage. ...

(Al BX)

The service of philosophy, of
speculative culture, fowards the human
spirit is to rouse, to startle it f0 a life
of constant and eager observation.

....ortheseais....
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intellectual excitement is irresistibly
real and attractive for us for that
moment only.

How can we pass most swiftly from
point to point, and be present always
at the focus where the greatest number
of vital forces unite in their purest
energy ?

To burn always with this hard gem-
like flame, to maintain this ecstasy, is
success in life. Failure is to form habits;
for habit is relative to a stereotyped
world ;meantime it is only the roughness
of the eye that makes any two things,
persons, situations—seem alike.

While all melts under our feet, we
may well catch at any exquisite passion,
or any contribution to knowledge that
seems by a lifted horizon to set the
spirit free for a moment, or any stirring
of the senses, strange dyes, strange
flowers and curious odours, or work of
the artist’s hands, or the face of one’s
friend.

Theories, religious or philosophical
ideas, as points of view, instruments of
criticism, may help us to gather up
what might otherwise pass unregarded
by us.

“La philosophie,” says Victor Hugo,
“C’est le microscope de la pensée.”

The theory or idea or system which
requires of us the sacrifice of any part
of this experience, in consideration of
some interest into which we cannot
enter, or some abstract morality we have
not identified with ourselves, or what
is only conventional, has no real claim
upon us.

One of the most beautiful places inthe
writings of Rousseau is that in the sixth
book of the Confessions, where he
describes the awakening in him of the

How shall we. . ..

....hard gemlike flame,.. ..

In a sense i1t might even be said that
our failure is to form habits: for, after
all, habit is relative to a stereotyped
word and meantime. ...

....strange colours and. ...

Philosophical theories or ideas, as
points of view, instruments of criticism,
may help us to gather up what might
otherwise pass unregarded by us.

The theory, or idea, or system,
which. ...



....hard, gemlike flame,.. ..

.. ..strange colours, and. . ..

“Philosophy is the microscope of
thought.”

The theory or idea or system which

.., or some abstract theory we have
not identified with ourselves,. ...

.. ..beautiful passages in the writings
of Rousseau is that in the sixth book of
the Confessions
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real and attractive fo us....

... we may well grasp at. ...

....or of what. ...
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literary sense.

An undefinable taint of death had
always clung about him, and now in
early manhood he believed himself
stricken by mortal disease.

He asked himself how he might make
as much as possible of the interval that
remained; and he was not biassed by
anything in his previous life when he
decided that it must be by intellectual
excitement, which he found #» the clear
fresh writings of Voltaire.

Well, we are all condamnés, as Victor
Hugo somewhere says: we have an
interval and then we cease to be.

Some spend this interval in list-
lessness, some in high passions, the
wisest in art and song.

TFor our one chance #s in expanding
that interval, in getting as many
pulsations as possible into the given
time.

High passions give one this quickened
sense of life, ecstasy and sorrow of love,

political or religious enthusiasm, or the

“enthusiasm of humanity.”

Ounly, be sure it is passion, that it
does yield you this fruit of a quickened,
multiplied consciousness

Of this wisdom, the poetic passion,
the desire of beauty, the love of art for
art’s sake, has most; for art comes to
you professing frankly to give nothing
but the highest quality to your moments
as they pass, and simply for those
moments’ sake.

Well, we are all condamnés, as Victor
Hugo says: we are all under sentence
of death but with a sort of indefinite
repriecve—  les  hommes sont tous
condamnés a wmort avec des sursis
indéfinis: we have an interval, and then
our place knows us no more.

Some spend this interval in list-
lessness, some in high passions, the
wisest, at least among “the children of this
world,” in art and song.

High passions may give one this. ...

the various forms of enthusiastic activity,
distnterested ov otherwise, which come
naturally to many of us.

....love of art for
art’s sake has most;



An undefinable taint of death had
clung always about him. ...
....he believed himself smaitten by
mortal disease.

... .which he found just then in the clear
fresh writings of Voltaire.

Well / we are. ...

For our one chance lies. . ..

Great passion may give us. . ..

Only be sure it is passion that....

....love of art for art’s sake, has most;
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Only be sure it is passion—

Of such wisdom,. ..
the love of for ifs
own sake, has most. For art....
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i Af

A X =X T A%V (John Ruskin, 1819—1900) € U AT X - THEIE KT BIIE & 87 & k48
DIEFRRIEFIIN D, T AF VOEBCOWTIIE & T4 OB EI & S Eskiona, £
ADYBEBE 2B LONPHCH D L ThiE, ThEEY DB O TORETILch %
FAL LTO ) ARGBEC i, EOFHRICOV THE L BED boh D Bl & B3  Lic,
Lol BRI LR 5 HIc A 2 —ik, ZADHMRELFIObDTHDZ oS L »TLE
PRESTHD. SHETHESTVDLE~ v7 3 5 VSIS 2 =814 OFY AT
AL, Bnd, Tadky Al I BRICE, FEFDERCOWTOERYEE S50,
Ty 73T YROMS LG, E R AAEDL DR 2T D, <A X —DETCIE T Y
ADFVAAT YT UARELH 2lcbEZTEH, FRIEERMGECTRNE S THS. H
D ORCHE S MOBICDOVTh, &9 AD Lic L 5k >k fik Lol LS DFAT
WITEBE D BB . BARANCEL b ® ) AD FH A VIS LHRERAEHE o T L, S 2 —
DEEME LTI HIEMRDOC L THD .

Lo LHIICBIT B D, ~f 2 — 3 bR EMIcE ) ARBELTLE >k, [ 54y 2]
DIFEHRI I, BETLicEizvx, ¥RE L 0 ) AFOEESEL ST 5. 1863 4EA 5
1873 £ TOMNZ, <A 2 —DFHARE L2z Em ETHLTERG 7w, sy v 2]
BIRRA B 1888 EDHEZMLE TOIjnt 16 412 > Tl B KIS, MDA =T Ui %0
BOBREHEL T, WHAOXORRL, HEOWHTRAMKL, FOORKE LHLTHE
7 BED CREH L CREORMEBROMIN B0 E 0 el LD R, WEDHBE
BMOTRAW LT 213, BORERE LCORBEHL AL, SROZ &L b,

T4 VT b T AREE, SFOACTH o SHEEDFEOS SIS LA L
Vo Y ADRFEGEE TIC, MO REMEIC LT L MIEHS T ok 0Bt 2 55 A L%
ABRTHA. HHERE LTHIERE LT REMER L LT LT 5 205k,
ICURORIICILE DIRATITL S 2 =12 & 2T, B TLEBEDOA LD HG T ofeD T
B7 5 he

S X 1894 HEIC, B U AL 1896 FEICE R ERBE LT DA, T ADIER, gt L
FBEDRELE ~ O LEOW S ERET 5 L 5 MNITABIC e, (75 v 2Dk fe il
(Some Great Churches in France, 1903) &HEEfufz, 3 LUSBEIID NI o A3 k35 iy IR s o
(EDME ) KRESRTVS. BEADEY AD= veA[7 17 VOREID &, WHED~<1

(1) <“Shadow of Amiens,” Oxford and Cambridge Magazine, Feb., 1856, pp. 68—80.



_q x—0 [W.E 9 2] D@L 2 55

% =3 PHILREE ] (The Nineteenth Century) D=F B L ANB BB TCERLL [7 3
7D/ — ke XA (Notre Dame D’Amiens, March, 1894) &, = X LA | (‘“Vezelay,” June,
1894) O BO=y A LxZEof R C—Mic L bDTHD., 1 2 — OZRIBEHRD
FHes# | (Miscellancous Studies, 1895) 1, <+ F ¥ =/ (Charles Lancelot Shadwell, 1830—1919) @
FIL L - TRDHR TS, £Y AT 2 —RBEEBECFESHRD, 7I7v0TYy 7HRTD
WCDFNTROHIE EHIGRHTH - o 2 LITEHRBE . TV AOHBHENA 2 —DFFHA
ThotebThiE, S I ECH ) BRVWEERDCKLE L L T4 DELS AN D,

—Firs~DEy, —HXEROMERE~DEIFEE TN LTHRIC LI ERIREDIES S .
(1978 4. 12 B 15 H)
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