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A Memory of John Bright

By JOSEPH STURGE

Though to-day the broadcasting of political speeches has taken away some of the glamour of great mass meetings, we can

appreciate the thrill which these felt who were privileged to hear the great orators of our Victorian past. Few now left with

us can remember John Bright in his prime, but Mr. Sturge, son of the well-known Chartist and - Anti-Corn-Law Leaguer, still
vividly recollects the days when Bright was Birmingham’s leading figure

T is more than seventy vears since John Bright became
member for Birmingham, and there cannot be many living
who remember as clearly as I do the first great speech he
made in our Town Hall. It was on our foreign policy; this
he characterised as a gigantic svstem of out-door relief for the
aristocracy of Great Britain. I was taken to the hall to hear the
speech. It was calculated to make a great impression on the
mind of a boy of eleven—and it can still be read with profit and
delight,

Bright was elected during his illness; ‘he was never asked to
contribute to his
expenses. Here, as
formerly in Durham
and Manchester, he
refused, and. soon
ceased to be asked,

subscribe  to
hespitals,
churches or other
local objects. When
in later years an-
other great man be-
came his colleague
in the representa-
tion, their several
lines of action ran
parallel and never
clashed, though
their opinions on
many subjects stood
far asunder’ (Tre-
velyan).

It is to the
speeches that Bright
made during the
American Civil War
that I wish to refer
more particularly.
When in 1860
Abraham  Lincoln
was eclected Presi-
dent of the United
States, and the slave
States of the South
lost the control of
the government
which they had held
for so Jong, they
seceded at once and
broke out into war
with the Govern-
ment and fired on
the national flag at
Fort Sumter. John
Bright was one of
those who saw most
clearly that slavery
would become the
vital question to be
settled by the long-
drawn-out contest.
‘He saw it then
when the wise men were blind, and he made half England see’.

Public opinion was far from being unanimous in this country.
Many people now may not remember how strong was the
desire of most of the ruling class in England to recognise the
Southern confederacy—and to break the blockade plunging us
into war with the North—in the selfish hope that Britain might
gain by the break up of the United States. The blockade
deprived Lancashire of its cotton supply and reduced a large

part of its population to famine. The starving people of the

country, to their eternal credit be it spoken, were as a body
faithful to the cause of freedom, looking bevond their pressing
needs of the moment. But The Times and most of the Press
bitterly attacked the North and favoured the cause of the
South. Even Gladstone, who was born of a slaveholding family,
said that Jefferson Davis had made a nation. Scholefield who,
asthe senior member for Birmingham, spoke first at the crowded
annual meeting in the Town Hall,did not conceal his sympathy
with the South, and he had his supporters in the audience.

John Bright addressing the electors of Birmingham

The demand for admission was so great that all the seats
on the floor were removed, and the people stood shoulder to
shoulder, swaying /in waves as pressure came from behind.
When vocal interruptions of Bright's speech became intolerable
the process of ejecting the disturbers sometimes stopped the
proceedings for a quarter of an hour, though it had the good
humoured support of the vast majority. Mr. Bright retained his
calm composure and it was an interesting experience to watch
what was happening from the side galleries. Bright’s line may
be understood from two of his perorations:

You wish the freedom of
your country. You wish it
for vourselves. You strive

i many ways. Dor

e the hand

o ip to the won
of freedom that t
has ever secn, 3
1 beseech you, bri
- {S noe
can ever lift from it. You
will not do this. 1 have faith
in you. Impartial s tOry
will tell that k )

vour rich. men
corrupt, when I

finite mercy will ye
it the heritage of all His
children.

Bright had spent
much energy for
many years in plead-
ing for the better
government of India
He now showed that
the Lancashire
famine was caused
by the absolute de-
pendence of the
manufacturers on
America for their
raw material, and
that dependence had
come about from the
gross failure of the
East India Company
which for one hun-
dred years had had
the control of the
country to do any- -
thing to develop and
improve the staples
by which it might
have prospered. The
quality of Surat, the
Indian cotton which
then came to us, was
so bad and difficult
to work that Bright
told how, when a Lancashire minister was praying that a supply
of cotton might come to his famishing people, some working
man of the audience, with a keen sense of what he had suffered,
in a response exclaimed, ‘O Lord, but not Surat’.

When the Southern emissaries Mason and Slidell were
taken from the Trent by a northern i i feeli
against the North was raised in this country, Bright's
became a difficult one. His letters to Sumner, urging the U.S.
Government not to let themselves be drawn into the war for
which the British Government were preparing but to admit
that their captain had been in the wrong—his letters were read
in the American Cabinet. The line he suggested was followed.
It deserves remembrance that Prince Albert on his deathbed
made it his business to soften expressions calculated to give
needless offence in the draft of the despatch to America that was
being sent.

Bright's indignation at the slackness by which the Alabama

(Continued on page 700)
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The New Spirit in Literature—III

\

Are Modern Writers Selfish?

By HAROLD NICOLSON

HE most s s criticism levelled against modernist
literature is that of selfishness. It is conte nded that the
writers of the modernist sc hool ¢ little attention to
the great mass of their fellow citizens: that they write
only for a tiny clique of intellectuals and that they are not
concerned with the hopes and sufferings of the rest of humani
S alL,n(t.l 1d with considerable force, that a poet
Mr. T. Eliot is interested solely in his own experiences and
that 11:' (|m'-. not make any effort either to cor nprehend the
experiences of other and more ordinary ptnph or to render his
own experiences comprehensible to them. The mode
contended, is not only undemocratic; he is unsocial and in-
human. He withdraws himself into an ivory tower, closes and
locks the door, and in the security and muffied ease of his isola-
tion he chants his songs in a low undertone to himself. A great
writer, it is said, should not in this way sever himself from his
kind. The great poet has in all ages been the bard, the seer. the
prophet. There must be something vatic about all great writing.
It is mere Alexandrianism to fiddle, as Mr. Eliot fiddles, with
experiences and associations personal only to himself. It is little
more than decadent to deny, as Mr. “u\](\ denies, that there
can be any |mp:rrl‘ ance or interest in the average feelings of the
verage man. Modern literature therefore is petty literature
ce it records only and it does not teach. It is the I
of negation. Such, in the main, is the most damaging accusation
levelled against the modernist school.

Selfishness or Sinccrity"
| dn not deny that there is considerable foundation for this
i . It is true that the aim of modernist literature hs
] nuuh to state a theory of its own as to demolish the
s and Lnn\Lith:h of past ages. It is true that Mr,
an exclusive and not an inclusive writer that he
more interested in the unusual .md |u l\upllundl than
interested in the familiar I. It is true also
]dnl.l\ [iush-_\ is not a man of any i
nn-.\!]l-‘_\" yvet he heliev
many things negatively would find it very difficult
to state what he umx!dxlt L[ to be right and good: yet he would
not find it verydifficult to state w hat he u:r]wldutd wrong and
bad. He would sum up his condemnations in the one word
‘insincerity’. Mr. Huxley would condemn nothing which he
considered sincere. He would condemn everything which he
considered insincere. And as most conventions proceed from a
passive insincerity of mind we find Mr. Huxley pouring his
satire upon most of our more cherished feelings and beliefs.
:\h. Huxley tortured sceptic, yearning for some formula dml
yet too honest to adopt a formula in which he would be unable
with his whole mind and soul, to believe. I feel that th
constituent in \\hdt is called the ‘selfishness’ of mode
and literature is this fierce sincerity, which divorces the modern
writer and artist from .ilf feelings which are not an integral part
of himself. This is an important point and one which I shall
carefully examine in my present discussion.

The Convention of the Happy Ending

There are, I think, three considerations to be borne in mind.
The first is that, although modernist authors may not recount
many of the more general experiences of their contemporaries,
vet they do recount the more special experiences. It is phltu]_\
, that Mr. Eliot or Mr. Huzley have litt!
15 wt:nﬂﬂnL to say to us about sport, the public school spirit,
the purity of the British home, the superiority of British grit
and character over all foreign products, or the charms of little
birds, children and dogs. 1t may well be that both Mr. Eliot
and Mr. Huxley respond to these aspects of life \\ll[l the most
.|.pp|lu|3n.|t|. emotions. Yet they do not write out them
5 r and whimsically as do Sir James Barrie, Mr. A, A
-. Kipling and Mr. James Douglas. Many peoj
£ ,l_\] 1 to be ‘\H('Illx_d h\ their favourite Jllt]‘- MS.

\\nm to be r without knowing it,
ﬂl[!l rec l in \1 ei

t|m for instanc : that

, 48
They
to bL
tto iul that just 1< v-md

--rm.—h_\', 1ppY
do no throw LI- uht\
upon tue illusions and make-belief wherewith we try in these
unhappy days to solace and to drug the twinges of anxiety and
despair. The read pleasant books about nice people.
‘They do not wad mm!r isant lvm’;:{ about nasty peopl
“Why', ‘uch peog ;1;

soft 1!]1:~|on in which everybody is kind and sweet and good
and in which people end by living happily ever after? I know
that it is all an illusion. But if even for one moment it makes
me forget the anxieties and tribulations of the age, then surely
such sedatives have proved their value? Why should you ask
me to add to the unpleasantness u} modern re 1|J[\ the gratuitous
unpleasantness of modern bool

I have put the argument in what is perhaps an extreme form.
Yet many of you will, 1 think, agree that this is the sort of
thing which is continually said by elderly people when faced
with the fierce rebellion of Lawrence, the devastating opera-
tions of Joyce, or the slow sad trickle of Mr. Huxley’s acid.

Breakdown of the Old Formula

It is difficult to find a convincing answer to this objection.
Obviously nobody wants his fellow-eitizens to be more unhappy
than they need be. Obviously nobody wishes, with shadowed
hints, to confuse lives which lead melodious days. There is
nothing more cruel or more selfish than wilfully and gratuitously
to destroy the illusions which minister to the comfort of d]'ltlThtl

1g. Yet that is not the whole of the story. It 1\

t some 6o per cent. of the reading public really do

ve pleasure, comfort and encouragement from what are

called ‘nice’ books. The remaining 4o per cent. do not. I am
convinced that there are many thousands of readers for whom
Joyce, Lawrence, or Huxleyare a little too strong, and for whom
Milne, Barrie, Galsworthy and the rest are a little too weak.
Such people realise that the old world is dexd and that the
new world which is arising around us seems harsh, no
a trifle pitiless. Such people are not permanently reassur
being told by our sentimentalists that the old world, thanks to
the sturdy good sense of the British people, is not rclll}. dead
in the least, and that the new world will be all primroses,
butterflies, and little children in lilac sunbonnets shouting
among the apple trees. It isn’t true. It is no use blinking the
fact that our future lives will be less lavish and less optimistic
than the lives we have led hitherto. We have simply got to
evolve a new formula, a new religion if you like, which will
enable us to adjust ourselves to the new life with a minimum
of suffering and emotional disturbance. This formula, this
religion, this new idea, has not as yet been fully proclaimed.
At the conclusion of this series I shall be able to indicate to
you what, in my opinion, are the shapes which it is most likely
to assume. T hl. writers whom I am considering at present give
little indication of what the new formula is to be. They do not
attempt any such message. But they do give many indications
as to why and how the old formula has broken down. Some of
vou may find it highly unpleasant thus to be reminded of the
d:mpp(.:r‘mu of a world of comfort, to be told again and again
that they must absent themselves from felicity for a while.
Others, on the other hand, will welcome some clear thinking
and clear speaking on this aspect and will be glad to clear away
the dead wood of past summers, to get back to the essential
if stark branches of present growth, and to look forward to the
new April which will give us cleaner, clearer buds, and I trust
fruit which, if not rich, will at least, if we are courageous, be
refreshing.

To-day we are hovering between two worlds—one dead, the
other powerless to be born. It is an uncomfortable condition,
It will not last. But let us at least adjust our minds and feelings
to the future: let us not cling dLH}WL!(\lL]\ to the theories of a
lovely and a venerable past. To continue to thlnl\ lovingly of
the old means that we shall be most unhappy in the years to
come. To begin to think courageously of the new means that
we shall have, if not happiness, then at least intense interest.
And as a preparation for this severance, for this mood of
courageous expectancy, a study of modernist literature will give
you information, stimulation, and a little confidence.

Tennyson and T. S. Eliot
But there is o a historical justification for the alleged
egoism of the modern school. 1 want now to explain to you how
the aloofness of this school was, in fact, historically inevitable.
Why is it that Tennyson is so vastly different from Mr. T. S.
E liot? Such a question 18 not quite so foolis it sounds. There
is much more in common between Tennyson and Eliot than
II]ILII( 1)1.., supposed. Essentially they are both mystics and
[lt_ 5, Sens ] 1 fastidious, melancholy and virile,
t-blooded. For ail his ittempts to reassure
‘r'ld !11\ ]mhh: the essential Tennyson remained a
I‘)} -,‘I(_ ‘\' ning t“] gome cony ll'tL'lnb iU[n‘!Ll]A 1\!'0-
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foundly sceptical of accepted revelation. Throughout his life
the mind of Tennyson remained:
‘An infant erying in the
An infant crying for the |
And whth: fey Isnguings But &P
Throughout his life Tennyson was haunted by the brooding
shadow lands between consciousness and half-consciousness,
by what he called the ‘low moan of an unknown sea’. The
central core of Tennyson’s being was anything but smug and
surburban. He saw his own life in terms of the North Sea
fore-shore:
All dark and red—a tract of sand,
And someone pacing there a s
Who paced for ever in a glimmering lan:l,
Lit with a Jow large moon.
Now compare this mystical half-light with the similar anxious
mysticism of Mr. jot. 1 quote the following lines from
“The Hollow Men’ of Mr. Eliot. It seems to me one of the
finest passages in modern
poetry;
Eyes 1 dare not m n dreams
In death’s dream b Wn
‘These do not appear:
“Ihere, the cyes are
Sunlight on a broken column
Tl a tree swinging
are

and more solemn

Let me be no nearer

In death’s dream kingdom

Let me also wear

Some d-liberate disguises

Rat's coat, crowskimn,

staves
In a field
Rehaving as the wind behaves
i meething,

In the twilight kingdom.
Tennyson, being a great
poet and a fine mystic
might, and in fact did,
write lines as solemn and
as irrelevantas these. Yet,
although Tennyson might
have written poems as fine
as “The Hollow Men’,
Mr. Eliot could never
have written poems so
foolish as ‘Lady Clara’ or
the '‘Queen of the May'.
It is no answer to this
problem to contend that
the integrity and fastidi-
ousness of Mr. Eliot are
of a higher order than
were 11][15\'0 [\f ’l‘L‘I\n}'S()I].
I think it is true that at
moments the Laureate of
the Victorian age did, in
fact, deliberately write
down to his audience.
This seems to us to-day
a very discreditable thing
to have done. Yet really
it was not quite so dis-
creditable as we suppose.
For the audience of
Tennyson was a homo-
gencous thing. Even such
a man as Thomas Carlyle considered the ‘May Queen' to
be a ‘true and tender poem’. Now nobody could accuse Carlyle
of being cither sentimental or insincere. He hated bunk with
the best of us. He fought it with true Annandale ferocity.
And yet Carlyle approved of the ‘May Queen’. We are too
apt to suppose that Tennyson, for commercial purposes, wrote
solely for an audience of young ladies. The fact is that his
audience, whether it consisted of Miss Locker-Lampson or
Thomas Carlyle, did in fact possess many feelings in common.
It was a homogeneous audience. The audience of Mr. Eliot is
not homogeneous in the least.

How His Audience Affects a Poet

In .the seventeenth century authors who considered them-
selves superior to the Grub Street journalists wrote for a per-
fectly confined and definite audience—an audience of literary
patrons. In the early nineteenth century authors wrote for a
wider but equally homogeneous audience, namely what was
called ‘the town'. In the miuddle nineteenth century authors
wrote for a larger and more dispersed audience coloured pre-
dominantly by the upper middle class tenets of the industmial
magnates. At the end of the nineteenth century we find this
audience expanding and already splitting into cliques. Yet so
late as 18go it remamned a definable audience possessing a com-
mon average taste and appreciation. To-day there is no definable

or recognisable audience to which an author can appeal. The
modernist author, therefore, tends completely to disregard his
audience. And the audience, feeling they are not being indi-
vidually addressed, accuse him of selfishness.

This development is perfectly natural and inevitable. I
am aware that the correct thing to say is that all great writers
have not written for any particulnr audience but have written
for themselves. I am aware that you could point to such people
as Shelley and Landor and contend that they remained wholly
unaffected by any sense of audience. I could, I think, contest
that assumption, but even were it true it would be an exception
which proves the rule. Obviously any writer must be sub-
consciously affected by the conception of the sort of “person
who is most likely to read his books. We know ourselves how
the style of a private letter shifts and alters according to the
character of the person to whom it is addressed. No man or
woman writes the same sort of letter to their aunt as they write
to a contemporary. Yet
this is not insincerity. All
writing, in a sense, is a
form of dialogue; and
dialogue is coloured by
the type of person who
responds,

You can trace in Byron
the effect of this audience
problem. As a young man
he wrote for his own col-
lege friends. When he
returned from his first
pilgrimage he brought
back with him his ‘Hints
from Horace’ which he
thought excellent. Sub-
consciously, perhaps, he
felt that he had written
something which would
be considered wvastly
clever by Hobhouse,
Matthews, Scrope Davies
and the rest. He als
brought with him the
first Canto of ‘Childe
Harold’ of which he was
ashamed. He hid it in the
bottom of his trunk. IHe
knew that Hobhouse
would think ‘Childe
Harold’ enthusiastic and
silly—as indeed it is. Yet
old Mr. Dallas found the
manuscript and insisted
on publication. Byron, as
a result, woke up famous.
He continued to pander
to the audience which he
had thus almost accident-

He wrote
and the
‘Bride of Abydos'. He
obtained much money for
these publications, and
could sell as many as
20,000 copies in a morn-
ing. Then, finally, Byron,
being an intolerant man,
became bored with his own audience. He wrote ‘Don Juan'—a
work that is more expressive of his inner self. And the
audience, for their part, were much distressed.

The same sort of thing happened to Tenr n. ‘Maud’ and
‘Irt Memoriam’ did not at first appeal to his audience. Nor did
“The Princess’. But once the ‘Idylls’ appeared Tennyson found
his way straight to the heart of the wide purchasing public
and he continued to write ghastly domestic idylls for their
pleasure. It is a mistake to assume that Byron and Tennyson in
shifting their sails to the breeze of popular favour were ‘acting
with deliberate insincerity. As I have already indicated; the
audience which liked their worst poems were composed of the
same people as could appreciate their best poems. However
diverse individually, this audience did in tact constitute a
homogeneous and recognisable whole. And their unseen
presence reacted upon the subconscious mind both of T'ennyson
and Byron. This was inevitable.

The Modern Author is Forced to be Selfish

The modern audience, on the other hand, is not homogeneous.
The spread of education, the popular press, the wireless and
the cinema have all increased the reading public until it has
become immeasurable, impersonal and vast. Its very size has
led to disintegration. The reading public has split into categories
or groups. There exists no solidarity between them, no general
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average of acceptance or of taste, And the modernist author is
thus thrown back upon himself. His ‘selfishness’, therefore,
is imposed on him from outside. It does not proceed wholly
from within.

Even this statement must be modified. In recent years a
tendency has developed which has split the reading public into
two almost definable catepories. Four-fifths of this public still
prefer books, mainly works of fiction, which appeal only to
their emotions. One-fifth care mainly for books which appeal
to their minds. It is encouraging that this minority is gaining in
numbers every day. Any librarian will tell you that the demand
for infgrmative books is rapidly equalling the demand for
fiction. The modern taste for biography, although it has of
late been unduly exploited, is in fact a healthy sign. The reading
public desire less to be flattered than to be instructed. The
popularity of scientific books is also encouraging. Sir James

Jeans is a best seller. So is Mr. Wells. It is quite possible that
this active and intelligent audience will rapidly overshadow ths
fiction public and become the ‘audience’ for which authors will
write. Should this happen it will have an admirable effect both
upon the reader and the writer. For I do not believe that any
great literature can be constructed either wholly in the study
or wholly in the market place. The coming generation of writers
may, for their part, be able to detect, and be stimulated by, an
audience worthy of theirmettle. I believe that we may well be on the
verge of a great literary revival and that a new national literature
may shortly be produced. The writers of whom I am speaking
in this series have not produced or contributed to a national
literature. ‘They may have prepared for it. And among the many
reasons of their fallure is that they are aloof from any wide
national audience. The other reasons for their failure will be
examined in the talks that follow.

New Thoughts in Advertising

‘Mise en Page.” By A. Tolmer. The Studio. 30s.

HE contents of Monsieur A. Tolmer's Mise en Page will

probably at first sight astonish the wder who 15 not

aware of the extraordinary pitch to which French adver-

tising design has risen. In England we are for the most
part lamentably behind the times in our advertising ideas. We
rely too much on somewhat 1t notions of ‘prestige’ and
‘dignity’. Display, which the French rightly insist should per-
form the function of exciting the beholder's interest immediately,
is in England—with rare and invigorating exceptions—fatally
ignored. There is no element of excitement in ninety-nine per
cent. of the advertisements exhibited in any of our National
publications.

M. Tolmer’s book is, perhaps, too exciting for the English
reader. It is liable to be dismissed as extreme, or high-brow: and
it 15 unlikely save the most intelligent advertisi
executives will be able to glean more than a confused glimmeri
of the book’s central message. Yet there will be many readers to

A Painzing by Fernand Leger, whose influence is evident in much of French adver|

delight in the astonishing brilliance of M. Tolmer’s concep-
i His wri ¢ be safely ignored: it is vaguely meta-
as much of the modern French artist’s
s. But he has some amazing tricks to show. He is never
afraid of the different mediums in which he works. He is never
half-hearted. His book is mostly made up of photographs super-
imposed to produce the strangest effects: he builds up designs
from coloured foils pasted direct on to the page, which are often
very beautiful and always delightful to look at. In contrast to
the solemnity of his text, the sparkle of French wit and dexterity
pervades his specimens. This is, perhaps, the one objection that
can be held out to the book as offered to English readers. Its
spirit is wholly French: what is needed is an inspiration that will
lead to the discovery and understanding of the English spirit.
The book is boxed and sumptuously produced by M. Tolmer
himself at his Paris printing office. It is a remarkable bargain at
the price asked for it.

The bunch of keys seems to unlock the gates

of a new world, where the human eye may discover familiar things under an unknown aspect

From ' Mise en P
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