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EDITOR’S NOTE.

HE following articles constitute a con-
troversy which was mnot intended
when the first article was written,

but which spontaneously grew from week to

week in the Saturday issues of the Damwy .
Exrress, and developed, as will be seen,

a certain organic unity. Written by men
who are amongst the foremost of the modern
school of Irish writers, they reveal aims and
views 80 original and so illustrative of the
new movement of ideas which is observable
in contemporary Ireland, that it was felt it
would be interesting to bring them together
in volume form, if only as furnishing a
possible chapter of Irish literary history.

DusLix, May, 1899,
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What Should be the Subjects

~ of a National Drama?
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What Should be the Subjects of
National Drama ?

UPPOSING a writer of dramatio
genius were to appear in Ireland,
where would he look for the

subject of a national drama? This question -
might serve as a test of what nationality
really amounts to in Ireland—a some-
what trying one, perhaps, yet it is scarcely
unfair to put the question to those
who speak of our national literature
with hardly lees satisfaction in the present
than confidence in the future. Would he
look for it in the Irish legends, or in the
life of the peasantry and folk-lore, or in
Irish history and patriotism, or in life at
large as reflected in his own consciousness?
There are several reasons for thinking that
the growing hopes of something in store
for national life in this country are likely
to come to something. In the great coun-
tries of Europe, although literature is ap-
parently as prosperous as ever and is main-
tained with a circumstance which would
seem to ensure it eternal honour, yet the
eprings from which the modern literary
movements have been fod are probably dried
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up—the spririgs of simplicity, hope, belief,
and an absolute originality like that of
Wordsworth. o Avalkd as seems likely,
the approachingpscsy puthe Continent are
to be filled with grept social and political
questions and events which can hardly have
immediate expression in literature, it is
quite conceivable that literature, as it did
once before, would migrate to a quiet country
like Ireland, where there is no great tradi-
tion to be upset or much social sediment
to be stirred up, and where the spectacle
of such changes might afford a purely intel-
lectual impulse. More important, of course,
and certain than any such chances from
without is the positive feeling of encourage-
ment which ie now taking the place of the
hatreds and despondencies of the past.
We may think that the peasantry are out-
side the reach of culture, that the gentry
exhaust their function in contributing able
officers to the British army, and that,
frankly, there is nothing going on in the
political or ecolesiastical or social life of Ire-
land on which to rest any but the most
sober hopes for the future, still no one can
say that political feebleness or stagnation

might not be actually favourable to some

original manifestation in the world of ideas.
Whet Renan says, in speaking of the Jews,
that “ a nation whose mission it is to revolve
in its bosom spiritual truths is often weak
polititcally,” may be used with regard to







fluence us as they may. The significance of
that interest in folk-lore and antiquities,
which is so strong in this country, can hardly
be different from that of the writings of
Herder and others in German literature, and
may lie in this, that some hint is caught in
such studies of the forgotten mythopoio
secret.

As to Irish history and the subjects which
it offers—a well-known Scotch Professor once
said that Ireland was not a nation because
it had never had a Burns nor a Bannoekburn.
It is, however, as reasonable to think thab
these glorious memories of Scottish nation-
ality will form a drag on its further evolu-
tion as that the want of a peasant poet, or
of a recollection of having at least once given

the Saxons a drubbing, will be fatal to an -

attempt to raise people above themselves in
this country by giving expression to latent
ideals. Ireland must exchange the patriot-
ism which looks back for the patriotism
which looks forward. The Jews had this
kind of patriotism, and it came to something,
and the Celtic peoples have been remarkable
for it. The Saxon believes in the present,
and, indeed, it belongs to him. The Ro-
mance nations, from whose hold the world

has been elipping, ‘can hardly be expeoted

just yet to give up the consolations of his-
tory. .

In short, fwe need to realise in Ireland
that o national drama or litersture mush




spring from a native interest in life and its
problems and a ‘strong capacity for life
among the people.| If these do not, or can-

not exist, there cannot exist & national .

drama or literature. In London and Paris
. they seem to-believe in theories and “ move-
ments,” and to regard individuality as a
noble bub “impossible” savage; and we ave
in some danger of being absorbed into their
error. Some of our disadvantages are our
safeguards. In all ages poets and thinkers
have owed far less to their countries than
their countries have owed to them.

JOHN EGLINTON. -
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A Note on National Drama.

Mr. Yeats added these words, as a post-
script, to an article on “The Poetry and.
Stories of Miss Nora Hopper” :—

1 had some thought of replying to an ar-

" ticle headed, “ What should be the Subjeots-
of a National Drama?”’ in your issue of lasb
Saturday, but found, when I considered the
matber, that this article, which I had already. -
finished, answered the most important of
your contributor’s arguments. He said that
“these subjects” (ancient legends) *obeti-
nately refuse to be taken out of their old
environment and be transplanted into the
world of modern sympathies. The proper
mode of treating them is & secret lost with
the subjects themselves.” And I have given
the example of Ibsen, whose “Peer Gynt™
founded on “these subjects” is not only
“national literature,” the very thing your
: contributor eaid it could not be, but the

‘;;] : chief glory of “the national literature” of

! its country, and the example of Wagner,

B whose dramas, also founded upon *these

é subjects,” are becoming to Germany wlist

15' the Greek Tragedies were to Greece.’

U .

N
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The paragraphs of his article which Mr.
Yeats thought answers to arguments of Mr.
, John Eglinton’s were as follow :—

All great poets—Dante not less than -

Homer and Shakespeare—speak to us of the
hopes and destinies of mankind in their ful-
ness ; because they have wrought their poetry
out of the dreams that were dreamed before
men became 80 crowded upon one another,

g

and so"bﬁié! itr- their mdi'vxduaf destinies
andh:uieo’,‘ﬁdz evm'y man grew lnmted and
m@%ﬁ"‘n you weid to take oub of

El:ythepmomgeomdatonumdmo-
taphors, that firet, it may be, visited the
shepherds and bunters, who lived before men
tilled the ground, not merely its substance,
but its would crumble to nearly
nothing./ Modern poetryl grows weary of
using over and over again the personages
and stories and metasphors that have eome
to us through Greece and Rome, or from
Wales and Brittany through the middle
ages/ and has found new life in the Norse
and’ German legends. William Morris's
“8igurd,” if it is as fine a8 it seemed to me

some years ago, may yet influekge the im-

sgination of Europe, and Henrik Ibsen’s
“Peer Gynt” and “The Heroes of Heligo-
land” are already great influences, while

Richard Wagner's dramas of “The Ring,”

are, together with his mainly Celtic ® Parsi-

val” and “Lohengrin,” and “Tristan and

Iseult,” the most passionate influence in the
18
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arts of Europe. The Irish legends, in popu-
lar tradition and in old Gaelio literature, are
more numerous, and as beautiful as the Norse
and German legends, and alone among gresb
Buropean legends have the beauty and won-
der of sltogether new things. May one not
say, then, without ssying anything impro-
bable, that they will have a predominant in-
fluence in the coming century, and that their
influence will pass through many countries ?
x x x »*

Miss Hopper merely describes the Temple
of the Heroes a8 being on an island of the
Shannon, and is sometimes even less certain
about the places of her legends, though she
has much feeling for landscape; and this
uncertainty is, I believe, a defect in her

" method. Our legends are always associsted

with places, and not meraly every mountain
and valley, but every strange stone and little
coppice has its legend, preserved in written
or unwritten tradition. Our Irish romantio
movement has arisen out of this tradition,
and should always, even when it makes new
legends about traditional people and things,
be haunted by places. It should make Ire-
1and, as Ireland and all other lands were in
ancient times, a holy land to her own people.
Had Aodh brought his gifts to any of the

' traditional sscred places, and had the emo-

tion of the place and ite histery been in the
story, the dreamy besuty of his sacrifice
would have grown more besutiful faom mix-

.
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ing with ancient beauty and with the besuty
of sun and moon burning over an island or

" hill or hollow that is a pert of the scenery

of our fives.
W. B. YEATS.



National Drama and Cone-
temporary Life?.
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National Drama and Contemporary
Life.

I am sorry that Mr. Yeats, in his re-
cent article on Miss Norah Hopper’s poems,
should have taken for granted that my inten-
tion in raising the question I did was com-
bative, as, in truth, I simply wished to
put it as clearly as possible, without sug-
gesting any definite answer. It should
hardly have occurred to me to put it et all,
but that Mr. Yeats’ own dramatic poems
" ceemed to open up the possibility of a drama
with a distinctive note in this country.

Mr. Yeats mentions Ibsen’s “ Peer Gynt ”
and Wagner’s musical dramas as examples of
national literature founded on the ancient
legends of the authors’ ocountries, I
should say at once that I did not deny the
poesibility of a poet being inspired by the
Jegends of his country ; it would be strange
indeed if he did not sometimes look towards
them. The extent to which a great poetip
intelligence, supremely interested in lifa,
would use these legends for his images and
themes would depend a good deal on the
Jund and degsee of interest prevalent con-

© a3




cerning them. If they yielded him typical
situations and characters, such as Shakes-
peare looked for in legend and history, I
fancy his joy would be great to discover
these in stories which were the peculiar heri-
tage of his country, and known to every one
init. But in the hands of such a poet these
characters and eituations become entirely
new creations by virtue of the new spirit
and import which he puts into them ; the
mode of treating them as they exist in tradi-
tion is a lost secret, but the power to make
them live again in a new way is a secret of
which the artist must be possessed. Pros-
pero, in the “Tempess,” lying in Shake-
speare’s mind, drew the vitality by which
he still lives from that source. Brutus and
Cassius in “Julius Ceesar” are rather re-
incarnations of Romans in the Elizabethan
age than archmologically Romans. Finnand
Cuculsin, if they are to appear once more
in literature—and I, for one, shall welcome
themn—must be expected to take up on their
broad ah?lildem something of the weariness
and fret of our age, if only to show how
lightly they may be carried, and to affright
with shadowing masses of truth, such as mor-
tals hurl not now, the uneasy seats of error.

T was not aware, I confess, of the fact
which Mr. Yeats mentions, that Wagner's
dramas are becoming to Germany what the
Greek tragedies were {0 Greece. Thie crowd

24




of elect persons seated in curiously-devised
seata at Bayreuth does not seem very like the
whole Athenian democracy thronging into
their placea for a couple of obols supplied by
the State, and witnessing in good faith the
deeds of their ancestors, Perhaps the strong-
est part of Tolstoi’s recent manifesto, “ What
is Art?” was his analysis of Wagner’s theory
that the two arts of drama and music could
supplement each other and coincide, as Wag-
ner supposed. The Greeks were & poetical
people, just as the Germans are a musical
people, and as the Greek dramas have come
down to us without the musio, so, one fancies,
‘Wagner's music, or fragments of it, will go
down to posterity without the words. His
weakness as a dramatist is perhaps propor-
tional to the passionateness of his music and
the elaborateness of his stage accessories ;
and, indeed, I should not care to have to -
argue seriously against his being to this.
ege what Sophocles and Shakespeare were to
theirs. The national poet, and even drama-
. tist, of Germany is etill) I think, another
man, whose themes were not always Ger-
man, and whose poetry remains the record
of an age awakening to new ideas. As to
“ Peer Gynt "—if “ Faust” is reproached with
s lack of coherence, what are we to say of
“ Peer Gynt,” which is a eort of “ Faust” in
nubibus? Ibsen appears to have found
himeelf in & drama which is not ideal drama,
. 2




because neither in its form nor in its domina-
ting ideas is it poetical, but which seems the
nearest thing to a distinctive drama reached
in this century.

There are two conceptions of poetry, mutu--

ally antagonistic so far, and not to be recon-
ciled except in the life-work of another great
poet, of which one may be called Words-
worthian, which regards the poetic conscioua-
ness as acting from within outward and able
to confer on even common things the radi-
ance of the imagination ; the other, to which
those who are rather in sympathy with aré
than with philosophy ere inclined, regards
the poet as passive to elect influences and
endowing old material with new form. The
first regards the poet ae a seer and a spiritual

force ; the second as an aristocratic crafts- |

man. The first looks to man himself as the
eource of inspiration; the second to tradi-
tion, to the forms and images in which old
conceptions have been embodied—old faiths,
myths, dreams. The weakness of the firet
is an inclination to indifference toward the
form and comeliness of art, as in Whitmsn ;
while the second, if it hold eloof from the
first, cuts itself asunder from the source of
all regeneration in-art. -The bias of the first
is toward naked statement, hard fact, dog-
matism; the biss of the eecond toward
theory, diffusences, insincerity. The latter
appesrs to me to be the bias of belles lottres

26




at present. The poet looks too much away
from himself and from his age, does not feel
* the facts of life enough, but seeks in arb an
escape from them. OConsequently, the arb
he achieves cannot be the expression of the
age and of himself—cannot be representative
or national.

The whole subject of the drama derives an
interest from a consideration of the weakness
of the present century in this respect. Eng-
ligh lLiterature, as s recent writer in the
American “ Dial ” says, has nothing to show
but Shelley’s “ Cenci” ; and the same writer
urges that the drama is the “top achieve-
‘meat of the human intellect.”

JOHN EGLINTON.
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John Eglinton and Spiritual
Art.







John Eglinton and Spiritual Art.

Mr. John Eglinton wroto recently that
though “the ancient legends of Ireland un-
doubtedly contain situations and characters
as well suited for drama as most of those
used in Greek tragedies,” yet “these sub-
jects,” meaning old legends in general, “re- °
fuse to be taken up out of their old environ-
ment, and be transplanted into the world
of modern sympathies. The proper mode
of treating them is & secret lost with the
- subjects themselves.” I might have replied
by naming a good part of modern literature ;
but as he spoke particularly of drama I
named Ibsen's “Peer Gynt,” which is ad-
mittedly the chief among the national poems
of modern Norway; snd Wagner's musical
dramas, which I compared with the Greek
tragedies, not merely because of the mytho-
logical substance of “The Ring” and of
¢ Parsifal,” but because of the influence
both words and musio are beginning to have
upon the intelleot of Germany and of Fu-
rope, which begins to see the German soul
in them.

He replied by saying that he preferred
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Tbeen's dramas, which arc “ not ideal,” which
is nothing to the point, and that “the crowd
of elect persons seated in curiously devised
seats at Bayreuth does not seem very like
the whole (Athenian democracy thronging
into their places for & couple of obols sup-
plied by the State, and witnessing in- good
faith the deeds of their ancestore.” He is
mistsken about the facts, for Wagner's
musical drames are not acted only or prin-
cipally at Bayreuth, but before large crowds
of not particularly elect persons ot Vienne

and ab Munich and in many places in Ger-

many and other countries. I do not think
the point important, however, for when I
spoke of their influence I thought less of the
crowds at Vienna or at Munich than of the
best intellects of our day, of men like Count
Villiers de L'Isle Adam, the principal foun-
der of the symbolist movement, of whom M.
Remy de Gourmont has written, *He

opened the doors of the unknown with & -

crash, and a generation has gone through
them to the infinite.” The crowds may
applsud good art for a time, but they will
forget it when vulgarity invents some new
thing, for the only permanent influence of
avy art is an influence that flows down gra-
dually and imperceptibly, as if through or-
ders and hierarchies.

His second article abandons the opinion—
an opinion that I thought from the beginning

3
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a petulance of rapid writing—that ancient
legends “cannot be transplanted into the
world of modern sympathies,” and thinks
that a poeb “ may be inspired by the legends
of his country,” but goes on to distinguish
between “two conceptions of poetry mutu-
"ally antagonistic, two ways of treating le-
gends and other things.” Iam glad to dis-
ocuss these distinctions with him, for I think
it a misfortune that Mr John Eglinton, whose -
influence on Irish opinion may yob be grest,
should believe, as I understand him to be-
lieve, in populsr musio, populsr painting,
and popular literature. He describes the
“ conception” of poetry, he believes me to
prefer, as preferred “by those who are ra-
ther in sympathy with art than with philo-
sophy,” as regarding the poet as “ an aris-
tocratio craftsman” as looking for “the
source of inspiration” to “the forme and
images, in which old conceptions have been
embodied—old faiths, myths, dreams,”
and as geeking ““in poetry an escape from the
facts of iife;” and he describes the “con-
ception” he himself prefersand calls Words-
worthian as looking “to man himself as the
source of inepiration,” end es desiring »
' poetry thab expresses “ite age” and “the
facts of life,” and is yet, eirange to say, “a
spiritual force” and the work of “» seer.”
I will restate these distinctions in the
words of the younger Hallam, in his essay

.33




on Tennyson; one of the most profound
criticisms in the English langusge. Arthur
Hallam described Tennyson, who had then
written his earlier and greater, but less popu-
lar poems, as belonging to “the msthetio
achool,” founded by Keats and Shelley—
“A poetry of sensation rather tham of re-
flection,” “a sort of magic producing a num-
ber of impressions too multiplied, too mi-
nute, and too diversified to allow of our
tracing them to the causes, beocsuse just
such was the effect, even 6o boundless and
80 bewildering, produced” on the imagina-
tion of the poet “by the real appearance of
nature.” This poetry, the work of men
whose “fine organs” “have trembled with
emotion at colours and sounds and move-
ments unperceived by duller temperame:
must always, he thinks, be unpopular because
dull temperaments shrink from, or are in-
capable of the patient sympathy and exalta-
tion of feeling needful for its understanding.
He contrasts it with the popular school, the
school ho thinks Wordsworth belonged to,
in all but his highest moments, which “mixes
up” avecdotes and opinions and moral
maxims for their own sake—the things dull
temperaments can understand—with what
is sometimes the poetry of a fine tempersa-
ment, but is more often en imitation.

This poetry of the popnlu' school is the
poeh-yottbme“whomnthamqm-

- 34




pethy” with philosophy then with art, and
resombles those paintings one finds in every
Royal Academy surrc mded by crowds, which
“are rather in sympathy” with anecdotes
or pretiy faces of babies than with good
painting. IL is the poetry of the utilitarian
ond the rhetorician and the sentimentalist
and the popular journalist and the popular
preacher, but it is not the poetry of “the
scer,” the most “avistocratio” of men, who
tells what he alone has tasted and touched
ard seen smid the exaltation of his senses;
and it is not a “spiritual foroce,” though it
may talk of nothing but spiritual forces, for
o spiritual force is as immaterial and ss im-
perceptible as the falling of dew or as the
first greyness of dawn. Why, too, should
Mr. John Eglinton, who is & profound trans-
cendentalist, prefer a poetry which is, like
all the lusts of the market place, “an ex-
pression of its age” and of “ the facta of life,”
the very phrases of the utilitarian criticism
of the middle century—to a poetry which
seeks to express great passions that are not
in nature, though “the real appearance of
nature” awakens them; “ideas” that “lie
bueningly on the divine kand,” as Browning
calls them, “the beauty that is beyond the
grave,” as Poe calls them ?

The Belgian poet, M. Verhaeren, has also
discussed these “ two conoeptions of poetry,”
and has described the one as founded on
physical science and the other as founded
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cpon transcendental science, and has shown
that “the bias of belles lettres at present,”
of which Mz. John Eglinton complains, has
. accompenied a renewed interest in trens-

cendental science. And it may well be that
men are only able to fashion into beautiful
shapes the most delicate emotions of the
soul, spending their days with a patience
like the patience of the middle ages in the
perfect rounding of a verse, or in the perfect
carving of a flower, when they are certain
that the soul will not die with the body and
that the gates of peace are wide, and thab
the watchers are at their places upon the
wall.

I believe that the renewal of belief, which

is the great movement of our time, will more

and more liberate the arts from “ their age”
and from life, and lecve them more and more
* free to lose themselves in beauty, and to
busy themselves, like all the great poetry
of the past and like religions of all times,
with “old faiths, myths, dreams,” the ac-
* cumulated beauty of the age. I believe thab
all men will more and moro reject, the opinion
that poetry is “a criticism of life,” and be
mere and more convinced that it is a revela-
tion of s hidden life, and that they may even
coms to thirk “ painting, poetry, and musio”
“the only means of conversing with eternity
left to man on earth.” I believe, too, thas,
though & Homer or & Dante or & Shakespeare

36
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may have used 2ll knowledge, whether of
life or of philosophy, or of mythology or of
bistory, he did so, not for the sake of the
knowledge, but to shspe to a familiar and
intelligible body something he had seen or
experienced in the exaltation of his senses.
I believe, too, that the difference between
geod and bad poelry is not in its preference
- for legendary, or for unlegendary subjects,
or for a modern or for an archaio treatment,
but in the volume and intensity of its passion

for beauty, and in the perfection of its work-
manship ; and that all criticism that forgets
these things is mischievous, and doubly mis-
chievous in a country of unsettled opinion.

W. B. YEATS.
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Mr. Yeats and Popular
Poetry.
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Mr. Yeats and Popular Poetry.

The remark criticised by Mr. Yeats, that
“these subjects (ancient legends) refuse to -
be taken up out of their old environment
and be traneplanted into the world of mo-
dern sympathies,” and that ‘the proper
mode of treating them, as they exist in
tradition, is & secret lost with the subjects
themselves,” was not exactly a “petulance
of repid writing,” but, on the whole, I am
ready to acoept responsibility for it. At any
rate, its falsity is not apparent in the light
of the examples he mentions— Ibsen's
“Peer Gynt” and Wagner’s musical dramas,

+e When a great legend or narrative comes
down to us from antiquity—as, for instance, -
the Biblical story of David—it does so in &
certain form, the form in which it has spon-
taneously clothed itself, and which fits it as
the body fits the soul. No one could im- -
prove upon the story of David, unless, by a
miracle, he could introduce some new and
transforming element into his conception of
it. In like manner, the Irish legends have
come down to us ir a certain form and lan-

guage, proper {o the original conception of
41




- them, and they can only be made to live

again by something new added to them out
of the author’s age and personality. As an
instance of an old legend or narrative so
transformed in the mind of a great and serious
artist we might mention Milton's “ Samson,’
which is thus the utterance of Milton's age
as much as if {he whole conception weré ori-
ginal.  On the other hand, Morris's “ Sigurd”
or Ferguson’s “ Congal,” to whatever praise
either of them is entitled, is not in the same
way an original poem or the utterance of the
author's age, as the highest poetry always is.
To emphasize this truth is not “mischiev-

" ous,” but serviceable in this or in any coun-

try where a serious desire for a truly original .

literature exists.

The facts of life with which poetry is con-
cerned are not the complex and conventional
{acts, but the rimple snd universal. This
age cannot have a realistio poet, as it fondly

\y dreams, because poetry is ideal and not real-

istic. The kinematograph, the bicycle, elec-
tric tramcars, labour-saving contrivanoes, etc,
are not susceptible of poetic treatment, bub
are, in fact, themselves the poetry, not with-
out a kind of suggestiveness, of a scientifio
age, with which the poelry of Greek and
Hebrew tradition vainly endesvours to vie.
It is no wonder that an age which has achie-

ved this concrote type of poetry ehould be

content with an attitude of simple politeness
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teward those dreamers who walk with their
heads in a cloud of vision; we can under-
stand its being so better than we can its
. genial invitation to our poetic dreamers to
spply their visionary facully and quaint
rhythmic trick to a treatment of the mechani-
cal triumphs of modern life, as Homer
treated the manners and customs of an heroio
sge. Tko epics of the present are the steam-
engine and the dynamo, its lyrics the kine-
matograph, phonograph, etc., and these bear
with them the hearts of men as the Iliad and
Odyseey of former days uplifted the youth
of antiquity, or as the old English ballads
expressed the mind of a nation in its child-
hood. When the poetio and mythopceio fa-

culty deserted the disillusioned Greeks they

began to speculate on the nature of poetry,
and when the moderns, perceiving a certain
void in their lives, have begun to ask for an
ideal poetio art springing directly out of mo-
~ dern life, 1t has been found neoessary to in-
vestigate the origin and nature of poetry.
‘The further these investigsiions are carried,
the greater confirmation will that theory of
poctry receive which is s0 honourably asso-
ciated with the name of Wordsworth, and
which Las been adopted and carried forward
by Carlyle, Ruskin, Emerson, Whitman, and
others ; a theory for the statement of which
wo may refer to the fragment prefixed by
Wordsworth to the “Excursion.” It is to
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. give the cause of idealism into the hands of
tho Phihstines to allow for a moment thaé
poetry is less a “fact of life” than business
or engine-screeching. Far better fall into
a ridiculous attitude of hostility toward mo-

"dern tendencies, like Ruskin or the grim
Carlyle, who refused to consider as poetry
what wes nob rooted in the facte of life, or -
to regard such facts of life as could not be
illustrated by poetry as other than “phan-
tasms.”

It is curious that the poetry which has
been most a fact of the life of the nineteenth
century in England, and has been most umi-

. versal in its appeal, should be called with
some propriety “Wordsworthian”—after o
man who was certainly without great poetic
talent or actistio faculty, bubt who, simply
because he was right, and by virtue of his
simplicity and seriousness, reached, as Emer-
son rightly eaid, the high-water mark of
poetry in this century. With Wordsworth,
except ab his best, we need not concern our-
selves. If, at his best, he is a popular
poet, which is doubtful, it is surely in the
sense in which Shakespeare and the Bible
are popular rather than as Hall Ceine and
Marie Corelli, or even Byron and Swin-
burne, are 80; and it is not clear-that such
o popularity need be coneidered as greatly

o to his discredit. It is rether a sign that

poetry is much more of a faok of life than
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is commonly supposed, and that & man has
only to be original to be universal. The
poetry of thought in this century—the poetry
of Wordsworth, Tennyson, Browning—is. -
more important than the pootry of art and
artifice—the poetry of Coleridge, Rossetti,
Swinburne—because of its' higher serious-
ness and more universal appeal ; because it
‘is more concerned with the facte of life and is
more inspired by faith and hope; because
it expresses its age better and what is best.
in the age.

“I fear,” said Blake to Crabb Robinson,
“that Wordsworth loves nature,” and Mr.
Yeats, as a philosopher, though not, we are-

. glad to believe, as a poet, would no donbt
sympathise with that solicitude. The writer
whom he so greatly admires, Villiers de 1'Isle
Adam, cherished a particular objection to
the sun and daylight; and Paul Verlaine,
whose influence Mr. Yeats would perhaps
consider less baneful in this country than
that of Wordsworth, acknowledged that he
“hated to hear the laugh of a healthy man.”
But really, what do the symbelists, who
talk so much of the *exaltation of the
senses,” mean exactly by saying that the
“ poetic passion i» not in nature,” end that
art is to be “liberated from life.” Life is
nothing but what we make it, and we do
not alter its substance by twisting it into an
abnormality. If the transcendant realitics .
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do not exist in the normal human conscious- -
ness, they do not exist in “ poetry, music,
and painting,” or at all. Mr. Yeabs thinks
that Shakespeare interested himself in life
end humanity consciously for the sake of
his art. This is a mabter of opinion; but
we think it more likely that Shakespeare’s
interest in lifo was & broadly humsan and re-
Ppresentativo interest, and that this was the
source and power of his art. Art which only
interests itself in life and humanity for the -
sake of art may echieve the occult triumphs
of the symbolist school, but humanity will
return ite indifference in kind, and leave it
to the dignity end consolation of “ unpopu-
laxity.”
JOHN EGDINTON.




Literary Ideals in Ireland.







Literary Ideals in Ireland.

It is a dangerous thing to interveme be-
tween two such masters of dialectic as W. B.
Yeats and John Eglinton, but the compara-
tively simple issue raised at first has been

found to need, for its just disoussion, a di- -

vergence into the elemental principles of art
and a oonsideration of life itself ; and now
the disputants ask of each other questions
es difficult to answer as the question asked
of Christ by Pilate. I think that they have
only vaguely apprehended each other’s posi-
tion, and that there is little real difference
_between them. What has caused this mis-
apprehension is, that although they stand on
niuch the same ground they have come to it
by different roads; they represent different
intellctual traditions. John Eglinton is & -
disciple of Thoreau, Emerson, Arnold, and
Whitman, Mr. Yeats is a romanticist of the
line of Shelley and Keats; but his is a ro-
manticiam exalted so that a spiritual passion
breathes through his work, and earthly love
end beauty in ib become the symbols of
divine things. I think elso, if I rightly un-
derstand John Eglinton’s edmiration of
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‘Wordsworth, it is becauss Wordsworth,
mote than any of his contemporaries, divined
a spiritual presence in nature—a being
veiled by light and clouds and stare and
seas. Though both seek ae best in litera-
ture the traces of an identical essence, there
yet seems a division of aim. I would be
glad to reconcile these differences, which
are bewildering in & country which has hesi-
tated so long before adopting a literary ideal
—where a conflict of opinion on such mat-
ters, not very olearly argued, may delsy
the day of better things we hope for.

I am not sure that “ these ancient legends
refuse to be taken out of their old environ-
ment.” I think thet the[Tales which have
been preserved for a hundred generations in
the heart of the people must have had such
a power, becauge they had in them a core of
etornal truth. / Truth is not a thing of to-
day or te-moriow. Bestty, hercism, and
spirituality do not change like fashion, being
the reflection of an unchanging spirit. The
face of faces which looks at us through so -
many shifting ehsdows has never altered
the form of its perfection since the face of
man, made after its image, first looked back
on its original : — ' .
For these red lips, with all their mournful pride,

Troy passed away in one high funeral gleam,
And Usna’s children died.

l'ne;odnmu,cmiquiﬁu,hadiﬁou,om
actual, living, and historical, have passed -
S0




from the world of sense into the world of
" memory and thought ; and time, it seems to
me, has not taken away from their power
nor made them more remote from sympathy,
but has rather purified them by removing
them from earth unto heaven : from things
which the eye can see and the ear can hear;
they have become what the heart ponders
over, and are so much nearer, more familiar,
more suitable for literary use, than the day
they were begotten. They have now the
character of symbol, and, as symbol, are
more potent than history. They have crept
through veil after veil of the manifold na-
ture of man, and now cach dream, hersism,
or beauty, has laid itsclf nigh the divine
' power it represents, the suggestion of which
made it first beloved; and they are ready
for the use of the spirit, & speech of which
every word has & eignificance beyond itself,
and Deirdre is Iike Helen, a symbal of eter-
nal beauty, and Cuculain represents as much
as Prometheus the beroic spirit, the re-
deemer in man. i

It is for such & trestment, I think, Mr.
Yoats argues; but I do not beliove John
Eglinton has so understood him, or he would,
I think, heve hesitated beforo entering on
this discussion. 1In 6o far as these ancient
 ideals live in the memory of man, they sre
contemporsry to us as much as electrical

st
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science; for the shows which time brings
now to our senses, before they can be used -
in literature, have to enter into exactiy the
" same world of human imagination ss the '
Celtio traditions live in. And their fitness
for literary use is not there determined Ly
their freshness, but by their power of sug- .
gestion. Modern literature, where it is
really literature and not bookmaking, grows
more eubjective yeer after year, and. the
- mind has & wider range over time than the
physical nature has. Many things live in it—
empires which have never crumbled, besuty
which has never perished, love whose fires
have never waned ; end, in this formidable
<competition for uee in the artist's mind, to-
day stands only its chance with & thousand
days. To question the historical accuracy of
the use of euch memories is not a matter
which can be rightly raised; the question
is—do they exprese lofty things to the soul?
3t they do they have justified themselves.
Mr. Eglinton, here I think mather petu-
lantly, asks what dces Mr, Yeats mean by
saying, “the poetic passion is not in nature,”
and that “art is to be liberated from life?’
A little reflection should have suggested the
exact sense of the words to so subtle a mind.
But, as I sid before, the misapprehen-
sion may be due to » difference of intelleo-
tual tradition : in the various schools, words
are used with & different significance; the
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light of the mystic is not the light of the
ecientist, nor the light of the educator, nor
the light of the common man; he may nob
bo familiar with the {ranscendental philo-
sophy which Mr. Yeats, in common with
an ever-increasing mumber of thoughtful
men, has adopted, to which the spirit in man
is not a product of nature, but antecedes
nature, and is above it as sovereign, being

of the very essemnce of that spirit which -
breathed on the face of the waters, and
whose song, flowing from the silence as an
incantation, summoned the stars into being
. out of chacs. To regain that spiritual con-
sciousnees with its untramelled ecstacy, is
the hope of every mystic. That ecstacy is
the poetic passion ; it is not of nature, though
it may breathe within it, and use it, and
transform ite images by a magical power. To
liberate art from life is eimply to absolve it
from the duty laid upon it by ecademic
oritice of representing only what is seen,
what is heard, what is felt, what is thought
by man in his normal—thab is, his less ex-
alted, less spiritual moments, when he is
least truly himeelf. Though he has been
for & hundred years sbsorbed in the lust of
the flesh, the lust of the eyes, and the pride
of life, in the moment he has atiained to
spiritual vision end ecstacy he has come to
his true home, to his true self, to that which
shall exist when the light of the sun shall
be dark and the flocks of stars withdrawn
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from the fields of heaven. The art whioh is
mspnred by the Holy Breath must needs
spesk of things which have no sensuous ex-
istence, of hopes all unearthly, and fires of
which the colours of day are only shadows.
The “quaint rhythmio trick” is a mnemonio
by which the poet records, though it be but
an errent and faltering tune, the inner musio
of life. Tosum it all up, Mr. Yeats, in com-
mon with other literary men, is trying to
ennoble literature by making Et religious
rather than secular, by using his art for the
revelation of enother world rather than to
depict this one. John Eglinton would not,
I think, dissent greaily from this es a high
aim. He has been misled as to Mr. Yeat's
position by an unfamiliarity with the sym-
‘bols which the poet employs in his subtle

and mystic art.
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Legends as Material for Literature..
To A. E.’s statement of his views on the
matter in dispute between Mr. Yeats and.
John Eglinton I, at least, can take no ex-
oeption. I am by no means inclined to ex- -
clude Irish legends from the subjects per--
missible to Irish poets; but it is, perhaps,
well that the desirability of dealing with
them, and, incidentally, the best mode of"
dealing with them, should be brought into
the arena of discussion. I am not at all sure-
whether the latter would not be the more
profitable.  But es to the posdibility of.
making excellent use of old legends for-
- poetic purposes there is surely a sufficient
number of examples outside Ireland to place
it beyond question. I do not think Wagner’s-
place in the world of art is so securely estab-
" lished as to make his example decisive. In
any case, the most important part of his-
effort being in music, consummate success .
in that sphere would prove nothing es re-
gards literature. There are, however, so-
many other instances in which legends drawn
from all sources ancient and modern—QCel--
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. tic, a8 in the Arthurian legends; Greek,

American, Indian, and others—have been
employed by modern poets, with such un-
-questionably fine resulte that it seems o

- little hard that those of Ireland alone should

‘be tabooed. Yet Tennyson, out of the small
number of these legends known to him,
found one worthy of careful treatment:

With A. E.’s statement of his position
I am, a8 just eaid, in almost entire agree-
ment. But I do not think his position is
-quite the same as that of Mr. Yeats. The
latter seems to me to incline more than is
quite eafe to the theories of the French
-schools.  Before, however, touching on
these, let me say a few words with regard .
to English verse, and the achool said to have
been founded by Keats and Shelley. It is
clear that the latter was far from being o
mere testhete. In the larger pert of his
poetry he aimed distinctly at teaching. In
the “Cenci,” acoording to his own avowal,
he laid aside “ the presumptuous attitude of
an instructor,” and essumed the humbler
task of depicting that which is. We now

~set but little value on most of his formal

doctrine ; and so it comes o pass that his
fame principally depends on the extraordi-
nary besuty of parts of his work.  But will
-anyone maintain that had the poet not been
animated by his unselfish humanitarian en-
thusissm we should heve had this besuty

58 f




b

in anything like equal measure ¥ Who will
affirm that the ardour which carried him al-
most into the region of the unheard and the
unseen, was not born of the rapture of his
impracticable ideals? The poems of Keats
are, let ib be granted, almost purely
ssthetio. So were the early pdems of Shake-
speare, and, one might add, some of his
early dramas. But while Keats died ab
twenty-six, Shakespeare lived on to write
Lears and Hamlets, plays in whick the
merely beautiful is assigned but a somewhat
subordinate part. Tennyson, too, hardly at
all influenced by Shelley, but largely in-
debted to Kests, end, like him, predomin.- -
antly ssthetic in his earlier work, lived on,
and added many other elements to his
poetry. His wide reading, his keen ob-
servation, his sympathy with scientifio dis-
ocovery, lent to his work not only an im-
mense variety which has won it the favour
of widely different classes of readers, but
also & etrength and a substance which have

_ endowed & considerable part of it with per-

menent value. In some parts of the
“Idylls of the King,” which hardly attain
to epio seriousnees and dignity, the weak-
ness appears to be owing to the undue pro-
minence of the purely ssthetic element.
When Tennyson was about in mid-career &
group of poets arose who in no way continued
his tradition. The melancholy sstheticism
of William Morris, the florid eestheticism of
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Mr. Swinburne, the hothouse sestheticism of
Rossetti, all eprang from a different source
or sources. It is not pretended that they have
given us anything more beautiful than Keats,
Shelley, or Tennyson. 8till less could this be:
maintained,of the younger poets. Some of
theso have gone back to old.r traditions, and’
have struggled with some measure of success
to produce poetry under difficulties. For it
is plain that at the end of the nineteenth
century there are few or none of those ideas
in the air whioh rouse the emotions into vig-

_orous action. Poetry may not be merely,

a8 Byron said, the expression of excited pas-
sion, but the history of many literary epochs:
has shown that it is seldom written with con-
spicuous success if there are no great animat-
ing ideas stimulating the whole commaunity.
There are no such ideas now. The poets
either have nothing to write about, or, if
they have, they sit down to their work in a.
cold-blooded langour from which great re-
sults can by no possibility spring. Under
these circumstances they naturally attribute
extravagant importance to form, and en-
deavour to donceal poverty of matter by ele-
gance of dress. But even here they are not
very successful. The lack of exuberant
vitality deprives them of the energy by which
dificulties of form ere redlly overcome;

n o while they are free from the positive

blemishes of their great predecessors, the
6o




Tatter in their best work are as easily supe-
Tior in mere form as they are in substance.
Under these circumstances it is not surpris-
ing that meny of our present writers should
seek to make a virtue of necessity, and find
& merit in their inevitable povert‘y; When
ideas, emotions, and imagination fail, lan-
. guage remains. It is evidemt that since
"Mr. Matthew Arnold discoursed of * magic”
in poetry, English critics and English poets
‘have, abusing his discovery, come more and
more to think that nothing is worth coneider-
ing but verbal effects. But the French
poete, whether they learned of the existence
-of such & thing es “ magic” from England, or
discovered it for themselves, have driven the
theory of it to lengths undreamt of in Eng-
land. Nothing, they say, should be named ;
everything should be suggested. Now, this
iﬂ, of ocourse, what is don’by«m»
‘Browning thought the musician had & unique
‘power in that “ out of three sounds he frames,
not a fourth sound, but a star,” This power
is not confined to the musician. The poet
‘also hes it, and can produce similar effects
by combinations of words. But, of course,
it is not new. The great poets of the paest
have exercised it unconsciously. It came to
them naturally in fitting situations, with ex-
«quisite effect. But they did not commit the
mistake of attempting to weave whole poems
<out of such material. They felt instinctively
that if they oould have done so they would




" thereby have defeated their own ends by

“cloying with exoess of eweet.”” This, the
modern French poets and their English dis-
piples sat themselves deliberately to do.
They hardly sucoeed. In the perpetual at-
tempt to “ make stars” they loso themselves
in the inane. Mere weariness and vacuity
come of the aimless ransacking of the dic-
tionary to find words which “may capture
and recapture sudden fire” instead of find-
ing ideas on which the sunlight of emotion,
playing naturally, may work its effects of
magio, as the natural sunlight on the moun-
tains or the ees. It is clear emough that
these wonderful theories have yielded no re-
sult comparable to their pretensions, a thing -
by no means to be marvelled at, seeing that
they are as unsound in art as they are prac-
tically barren of novelty. There are, curi-
ously enough, several instances to be found
in which the poetic literature of France has
exercised on that of other countries an in-
jurious effect. It looks, at the present mo-
ment, a8 if we were going to witness a further
exemplification of a rule hitherto almoet in-
evitable and invariable.

A. E. has not, I fancy, any gresb love for
French instructors in this matter. His own
work is of & very different order from theirs,
Mr, Ymhugivenmthogdodwwkn
already owe to him, either before he em-

.braced his present theory or in spite of it

Anyone who desires to see how imposing are
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the performances of the Gallio poets in this
oonnection, will do well to read *the clear,
beautiful, and characteristio” poems trans-
lated by Mr. Arthur Symons, and included
in his article on Mallarmé in the November
number of the “Fortnightly Review.”™
These productions remind one of the homeeo-
pathio soup, for which “Punch” once gave
the recipe—* T'ake & robin’s leg—mind, the
drumstick merely,” etc. The resulting broth.
is exoeedingly rich and nutritious. '
The third point that has arisen in this dis~.
cussion is the relation of transoendentalism
to poetry. Itis clear that just as the mean-
ing and seriousness of life ehrink to nothing

" in the absence of transcendentalism, so does

the value of the art shrink which deals with
o life from which transcendental belief has
disappeared. The life becomes aimless,
corrupt, or both, the only point of interest
remaining being the pathos of the spectacle
of souls robbed of their heritage. But the
men and women who are so affected yield no
satisfactory material to the artist. The only
way in which literature can deal with them at
all is to give us realistic studies in pathology,
of whioh the principal value will be for sci-
ence, not for art ; otherwiso they only serve
the purpose of the drunken Helot. When,
however, we have agreed that transcens
dental faith or sentiment is a me-
cessary condition for the health of the soul,
wo have by no means settled that the sub-
stance of art ehould be transoendentalism,

63




pure and simple. We are living on the
physical plane; we are embodied spirits;
and we must acoept the conditions, They
- -are tacitly sccepted by the professed artist.
Art is a language, and it consiste of physical
.signs. 'What we know of souls able to con-
“verse otherwise will not go far as material ;
and if we knew infinitely more we could only
-communicate it by means of physical signs.
“Bub just as our means of expressing our
ideas, o is the nature of our knowledge.
Knowledge of life and its facts is simply &
knowledge of the behaviour of spirits im-
mersed in matter under very varied condi-
tions. The actions of men are the chief re-
‘velation to us of the nature of spiritual be-
ings under the particular limitations and dis-
-advantages entailed by the physical envelope.
It would seem needless, then, to point oub
that to cease to study life is to tutn away
from the chief source of knowledge avail-
able. Bub how we shall interpret the know-
‘ledge will depend on our general attitude.
“Looking et the facts from the side of the
lower nature, we shall learn things of but
-small profit—the lessons of mere selfishness,
-prudence, or worldly wisdom, which is all
that so many are content to garmer; but
learning of & higher kind is there for us in
abundance. The great poets have all at-
tained in it to higher mastery. Behind the
facts of life they perceive the serious and
6
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«M(‘ ' solemn background, and exhibit to us their

" significance in that relation. This, as it

. (' seems t0 me, is the utmost transcendentalism
\J} can be made to yield, until, as perhaps may

N '” Yot happen, the barrier between visible and
g\ invisible being broken down, we learn the
V¥ _hngugothtisepokmbythmbdindﬂlf
I.', veil; and when that consummation is

i resched art will peobebly oease o be ne-
!  oceeary.
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The Autumn of the Flesh;

Our thoughts and emotions are often bub
spray flung up from hidden tides that follow
& moon no eye can see. 1 remember that
‘when I first began to write I desired to de- .
scribe outward things es vividly es possible,
 and took pleasure, in which there was, per-
haps, a little discontent, in picturesque and
declamatory books. - And then, quite sud-
denly, I losb the desire of deecribing out-
ward things, and found that I took little ples-
eure in & book unless it was spiritual and
unemphatic. I did not then understand that
the change was from beyond my own mind,

but I understand now that writers are strug-

gling all over Europe, though not often,
with a philosophic understanding of their
struggle, against that picturesque end decla-
matory way of writing, against that * exter-
nality” which a time of scientifio and politi-
cal thought has brought into literature.
This etruggle has been going on for some
years, but it hag only just become strong
enough to drew within iteelf the little inner
world which alone secks more than amuse-
ment in the arte. In France, where move-
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ments are more marked, because the people
are pre-eminently logical, ““The Tempta-
tions of 8. Anthony,” the last great dramatic
invention of the old romanticism, contrasts
very plainly with “Axel,” the firet great
dramatio invention of the new ; and Maeter-
linck has followed Count Villiers de L'Isle
Adam. Flaubert wrote unforgetbable de-
scriptions of grotesque, bizarre, and besuti-
ful scenes and persons, as they show to the
ear and to the eye, and crowded them with
historic and ethnographical details; but -
Count Villiers de L'Isle Adam swept toge-
ther, by what seemed & sudden energy,
words, behind which glimmered a spiritual
and passionabe mood, as the flame glimmers._
behind the dusky blue and red glass in an
" Eastlern lamp; and created persons from
whom has fallen all even of personal cha-
racteristio except a thirst for that hour when
- &ll things ehall pass awsy like a vapour, and
o pride like that of the Magi following their
star over many mountains; while Maeter-
linck has plucked away even this thirst and
this pride and set before us faint souls,
naked und pathetic shadows already half
~ vapour and sighing to one another upon the
border of the last abyss. There has been,
a8 I think a like change in French painting,
for one sees everywhere, instead of the dre~
matio stories, and picturesque moments of an
older school, frail and tremulous bodies un-
fitted for the labour of life, and landscape
7




where subtle rhythms of colour and of formy
have overcome the clear outline of things as:
we soo them in the labour of life.

There has been e like change in England,
but it has come more gradually and is more
mixed with lesser changes than in Franoce.
The poetry which found ite expression in
the poems of writers like Browning and of
Tennyson, and even of writers, who are sel-
dom classed with them, like Swinburne, and
like Shelloy in his earlier years, pushed its
Limits as far as possible, and tried to absorb-
into itself the secience and politics, the phi-
losophy and morality of ite time; but & new
poetry, which is always contracting its limits,
has grown up under the shadow of the old.
Rossetti began it, but was too much of &
painter in his poetry {o follow it with & per-
foot devotion; and it became & movement
when Mr. Lang and Mr. Gosse and Mr. Dob-
sen devoted themselves to the most con-
densed of lyrio forms, and when Mr. Bridges,
a more considerable poet, elaborated , &
. rhythm doo delicate for any but an almost.
bodiless emotion, and trepeeted over and
over the most ancient notes of poetry, and
none but these. The poets who followed.
have either, like Mr. Kipling, turned from
gerious poetry altogether, and so passed.
oub of the prooessional order, or speak out
of eome personal or spiritual passion in words
and types and metaphore that draw one's.
imagination as far as possible from the com-
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-plexities of modern life and thought. The
change has been more merked in English
“painting, which, when intense enough to be-
long to the processional order, began to cast
-out things, as we see them in the labour of life,
so much before French painting, that ideal
'painting is gometimes called English upon
-the Continent. .

I see, indeed, in the arts of every oountry
those faint lights and faint colours end faint
-outlines and faint energies which many call
“the decadence,” and which I, because I
“believe that the arts lie dreaming of things
to come, prefer to call the autumn of the
flsh. An Irish poet whose rhythms are '
like the ary of & sea bird in sutumn twilight
has told ite meaning in the line, “The very
sunlight’s weary, and it's time to quit the
‘plough.” Its importance is the greater be-
cause it comes to us at the moment when we
were beginning to be interested in many

* -things which positive science, the interpreter
of exterior law, has always denied : commu-
:nion of mind with mind in thought and with-
".out words, foreknowledge in dresms end
in visions, and the coming amongst us of the
«dead, and of much else. We are, it may be,
.ab & crowning crisis of the world, at the mo-
.ment when man is about to sscend, with his
:arms full of the wealth he has been so long
-gathering : the steirway dve has been desoend-
‘ing from the first days. The poets, if one
.mey find their images in the Kalavala, had not

78




Homer's preoccupation with things, and he
was not so full of their excibement as Virgil.
Dante added to poetry a dialectio which, al-
though he made it serve his 1aborious ecstacy,
was the invention of minds trsined by the -
labour of life, by a traffic among many things,
and not a spontaneous expression of an in-
terior life ; while Shakespeare ehattered the
symmetry of verse and of drama that he might
fill them with things and their accidental re-
1.tions.

Each of these writers had come further
down the stairway than those who had lived
before him, but it was only with the modern
poets, with Goethe and Wordsworth and
Browning, that poetry gave up the right to
consider all things in the world as a dic-
tionary of types and eymbols and began to
call itself & critic of life and an interpreter
of things as they are. Painting, muesic,
science, politics, and even religion, becsuse
they have felt a growing belief that we know
nothing but the fading and flowering of the
world, have changed, too, in numberless ela-
borate ways. Man has wooed and won the
world, and has fallen weary, and not, I
think, for a time, bu' with a weariness that
will not end until the last autumn, when the
otare shall be blown away like withered
leaves. He grew weary when he said—
‘“These things that I touch and see.and hear

are alone real,” for he saw them without
illusion at last, and found them but air and
73
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dust and moisture. And now he must be
philosophical about everything, even about
== the arts, for he can only return the way he
" came and eo escape from weariness, by
; 7 philosophy. The arts are, I believe, about
. to take upon their shoulders the burdens
that have lain upon the shoulders of priests,
end to Jead us back upon our journey by
filling our thoughts with the essences of
\ things, and not with things. 'We are about
to substitute once more the distillation of ..
alchemy for the the analyses of chemistry
and for the method of some other sciences ;
and certain of us are looking everywhere for
the perfect alembic that no silver or'golden
drop may escape. Mr. Symons has written
lately on M. Mallarmé's method, and has
quoted him as eaying that we should
“abolish the pretension, eesthetically an er-
ror, despite its dominion over almost all the .
masterpieces, to enclose within the subtle
pages other than—¢he horror of the forest or
the eilent thunder in the leaves, not the in-
trinsic dense wood of the trees,” and as de-
siring to substitute for “ the old lyric aflatus
or the enthusiastioc personal direction of the
phrase” words ¢ that take light from. mutunal
" reflection, like an actual trail of fire over
precious stones,” and “to make an entire
~word hitherto unknown to the langusge”
“out of many vocables.” Mr. Symons un~
derstands these and other sentences to mean
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that poetry will henceforth be & poetry of
essences, soparsted one from mmother kn
little and intense poems. I think there will
be much poetiry of this kind, because of an
ever more arduous sesrch for an almost dis-
embodied ecstacy, but I think we will not
cease to write long poems, but rather thet
we will write them more and more as our
new belief makes the world plastic under
our hands again. I think that we will lesrn
o0 .’n how to describe at grest length an old
man wandering smong enchanted islands,
his return home at last, his slow gathering
vengeance, a flitting shape of & goddess, and
o flight of arrows, and yet to make all of
these oo different things *take light by
mutual reflection, like an actual trail of fire
over precious stones,” end become “an en-
tire word,” the signsture, or symbol of a
mood of the divine imagination as imponder-
ablo as “ the horror of the forest or the silens.
thunder in the leaves.” ’

W. B. YEATS.
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Nationality and Cosmopolitanism .
in Literature.

As one of those who believe that the lite-
rature of a country is for ever creating a new
eoul among its people, I do not like to think
thet literature with us must follow an

. inexorable law of sequence, and gain » spin-
tual character only afber the bodily passions
- have grown weary and exhausted themselves.
‘Whether the art of any of the writers of the
decadence does really express spiritual things
is open to doubt. The mood in which their °
work is conceived, a ead and distempered
emotion through which no new joy quivers,
seems too often to tell rather of exbausted
vitality than of the ecstacy of & new life.
However much, too, their art refines itself,
choosing ever rerer and more exquisite forms
of expression, underneath it all an intuition
seems to disclose only the old wolfish lust
hiding itself beneath the golden fleece of the
gpirit. It is not the spirib breaking through
corruption, but the life of the senses longing
to shine with the light which makes saintly
things beautiful; end it would put on the
jowelled reiment of seraphim, retaining still
o heart of clay smitten through and through
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_ with the unappeasable desire of the flesh ; so

Rossetti’s women, who have around them all

- ’ the circumstances of poetry and romantio
\ beauty, eeem through their sucked-in lips
a to express & thirst which could be allayed in

no spiritual paradise. Art in the decadence

in our times might be symbolized as & crim-

. eon figure undergoing a dark crucifixion ;
the hosts of light are overcoming it, and it 18
dying filled with anguish and despair at a
besuty it cannot attain. All these strange
emotions have a profound psychological in-
terest. I do not think because a spiritual
flaw can be urged against a certain phase of
life that it should remain unexpressed. The
psychic maladies which attack all reces when _.
their civilization grows old must needs be
understood to be dealt with; and they can-
not be understood without being revealed in
literature or art. But in Ireland we are
not yet sick with this sickness. As psycho-
logy it concerns only the curious. Ase ex-
pressing a literary ideal, I think a considera-
tion of it was a mere side-issue in the discus-
sion Mr. Yests’ article continued. The dis- ;
oussion on the one side was really a plea for
nationality in our literature, and on the
other s protest on behalf of individualism.
It is true that nationality-may express itself
in many ways; it may not be at all evident
in the subject matter, but may be very evi-
dent in the sentiment. But a litersture

looulyheldtogetherbyaommoﬁondoh&
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raoberistics common to the writers, however
- grost is may be, does not fulill the purpose
of a literature or art oreated by a number of
2sen who hsve & common aim in building up
nwtrhdningﬂnd—yhocuto, in &
sense, & soul for their oountry, and who
~ hwve a common pride in the schievement of
- all. The world has not seea this since the

gresb antique odlvilisations of Egypt and -

Greece pessed sway. Wo cannot imagine an

‘Egyptian artist daring enough to set aside

“the majestio stiainment of meny oenturies. .
An Egyplisn boy as he grew up must have
been overawed by the national tradition and

have felt that it was not to be set aside; it

of Egypt incernsted in him, and, using its
fmmemorial language and its mysterious lines,
the efforts of the least workman who deco-
.rated & tomb seem to have been directed by
the same hand that carved the Sphinx, This
sdherence to a iraditionsl form is true of
- Greece, though to a less extent. The little
Tansgrs tarra-cottas might have been done
by Pbidias, and in literature Ulysses and
Agsmemnon were not the heroes of one epic,
bub appeared endlessly in epic and drama.
* Since the Greek civilisation no European
nation has had an intellectual literature whioch
was genuinely national. In the present cen-
tury, leaving aside s fow things in outward
ciroumstance, there is little to distinguish
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‘the workl of the best English writers or artists

" fromthatof their Continental contemporaries.

Millais, Leighton, Rossetti, Turner—how
different from each other, and yet they might
have painted the same pictures as born
Frenchmen and it would not have excited
any great surprise as a marked divergence
from French art. The oo;nnopolita.n spirit,
whether for good or for evil, is hastily obli-
terating distinctions. What is distinctly ua-
tional in these countries is less valuable than
the immense wealth of universal ideas; and
the writers who use this wealth appeal to no
narrow circle: the foremost writers, the
Tolstois and Ibeens, are conscious of address-
ing & European audience.

If nationality is to justify itself in the
face of all this, it must be because the coun-
try which preserves its individuality does so
with the profound conviction that its peculiar
ideal is nobler than that which the cosmo-
politan epirit suggests—that this ideal is 80
precious to it that its 1oss would be as the
loss of the soul, and that it could not be
realised without an aloofness from, if not an
-actual indifference to, the ideals which are
spresding so rapidly over Europe. Is it
‘possible for any nationality to make such a
-defence of its isolation? If not, let us read
Goethe, Balzac, Tolstoi, men so much greater -
than any we can show, try to absorb their
universal wisdom and no longer confine our-
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. selves to local treditions. But nationality -
was never oo stroug in Ireland s ab the -
present time, ' It is beginning to be felt, less

" a9 & political movement then oo & spiritual = - -

" Sorce. It seems %o be gathering fleelf to- - - -

. gether, joining men, who were hestile be-.
2. fore, in o mew intellectusl fellowship; ead

. -1 oll these could wnite on fundsmentals it -

. would be possible in & gmerstion to creste
i o netionsl idesl in Irelend, or rather to lob

* "' Learts and whispered & dim revelsion of ;. . - . -

e

MWNlpdlbhﬁ-dyu-

"L Bvery Irishman forms some vague ideal '

of his country, born from khis wreeding of
history, or from conbempoesry politics, or
from an imaginative intuition ; and this Ire-
land in the mind it is, not the actual Ireland,

which kindles his enthusissm. Yor this

" he works snd makes sacrifices; bub becsuse
it has never had any philosophical definition,

or & supremely beautiful stetement in liters-
ture which gathered all aspirstions about if,

the ideal remains vague. This peasionate

love cannot explain iteelf ; it caonot make
enother understand ite devotion. 'Tv: reveal

Ireland in clear and beautiful light, *o create

the Ireland in the heart, is the province of

& national literature. Other arts would add
to this ideal hereafier, and sooidl lifc and

oolitios must in the end be in harmony. We
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are yet before our dawn, in a period cempar-
able te Egypt before the first of her solemn
temples constrained its people to an equal
mystery, or to Greece before the first per-
fect statue had fixed an ideal of beauty
which mothers dreamed of to mould their
yet unborn children. We can see, however,
as the ideal of Ireland grows from mind to
mind it tends to assume the character of a
sacred land. The Dark Rosaleen of Mangan
expresses an almost religious adoration, and
to a later writer it seems to be nigher to the

Spiritual Beauty than other lands : —
And still the thoughts of Ireland brood
Upon her holy quietude.

The faculty of abetracting from the land
their eyes behold, another Ireland through
which they wandered in dream, has always
been a characteristic of the Celtic poets.
This inner Ireland whioh the visionary eye -
saw, was the Tir-na-noge, the country of
immortal youth, for they peopled it only with
the young and beautiful. It was the Land
of the Living Heart, a tender name which
showed that it had become dearer than the
heart of woman, and overtopped all other
hopes as the last dream of the epirit, the
boeom where it would rest after it had passed
from the fading shelter of the world. And
sure a strange and besutiful land this Ire-
land is, with & mystic beauty whioh closes
the eyes of the body 88 in sleep, and opens
the eyes of the spirit as in dreams; and
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rediand grasses, in sn enchenied woeld of

‘their own ; and it has besome alive through -

- and Jake, 80 thed we csn handly think of it

otherwise them as the shadow of the thought -

of God. The last Ocltic post who has ap-  *

posred shows the spiritesl qualities of the < -

fixst, when he writes of the grey vivers In

their *eorapbured” wanderings, snd when

huhumhﬁamﬁo -

- mm“#mhw

mmmampﬁ-u
but one English poet, Wordeworth, is & ne-

tional characteristio; and much in the ores-

tion of the Ireland in the mind is alreedy ' °

done, and only needs retelling by the new

‘writers. More important, however, for the

literature we are imagining ss an offset to
the cosmopolitan ideal, would be the creation
of heroio figures, types, whether legendary
or taken from history, and enlarged to epic

L Lo
. i
Lo . 3
\ .

proportions by our writers, who would use

them in common, as Cuculain, Fionn, Oseian,
and Oscar, were used by the generations of
poets who have left us the bardic history of

Ireland, wherein one- would write of the -

battle fury of a hero, and another of a mo-
ment when his fire would turn to gentieness,
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and another of his love for some beauty of
his time, and yet another tell how the rivalry
of & spiritual beauty made him tire of love ;
and so from iteration and persistent dwelling
on a few heroes their imaginative images
found echoes in life, and other heroes arose
continuing their tradition of chivalry.

That such types are of the highest im-
portance and have the most ennobling influ-
ence on a country, cannot be denied. It was
thie idea led Whitman to “ exploit” himself
as the typical American. He felt that what
he termed a “stock nersonality” was needed
to elevate and harmonise the incongruous
human elemenis in the Bltates. English
literature has always been more sympathetio
with actual beings than with ideal tynes, and
‘cannot help us much. A man who loves
Dickens, for example, may grow to have a
. great tolerance for the grotesque characters

which are the outcome of the social order in
England, but he will not be assisted in the
oonception of & higher humanity ; and this
" is true of very many English writers who
lack a fundamental philosophy, and are con-
tent to take man, as he seems to be for the
moment, rather than as the pilgrim of eter-
nity—es one who is flesh to-day but who may
hereafter grow divine, and who may shine
at last like the stars of the moming, trium-
phant among the sons of God.
Mr. Standish O’Grady, in his notable epic
of Cuculain, was the firet in our time to treat




the Celtis traditions woethlly. He hao oo~

wsibuted one hero ‘who awaits equsl com-.

rades, if, indeed, the tales of the Red Branch

chivalry do nob absosb the thoughts of meny

imaginetive writers, and Ououlain remain
. the typicsl hero of the Geel, becoming to

" - every boy who reads the story a revelation of

what his own spicis is.

‘ I have written b some length om the two
~ paths which lie before us, for we have ar-

rived at & parting of ways. Ome path leads,

and hes already Jod meny Irishmen, of whom

Professor Dowden is & type, $0 cbliterate all
" naliomelity from their work. The vother
peth winds spirally upwards to @ mountain-

* top of our own, which may be in the future -

the Meru to which meny wosshippers will
tumn. To remsin where we are a8 & poople,
indifferont to litersture, to art, $o0 idess,
wasting the precious gifs of publio gpirit we
possess 30 sbundantly in the sordid political
" rivalries, without practicel or idesl ends, is
to justify those who have chosen the other
path and followed another star than ours.
I do not wish anyone to infer from this a
contempt for those who, for the last hundred
years or 80, have guided publio opinion in
Ireland. If they failed in one respect, it

was oub of a passionate sympsthy for wrongs
" of which many are memories, thanks to

them. And to them is due the creation of &
force which may be turned in other direo-

tions, not without a memory of those pale
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dmtowhonwommmhthoughi,
Pplacing

: “Aﬁuolﬁno-thodimbnwdhﬂm
- A crowa upon ber uncrowned head.”
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