


of Morris: ‘The Story of Theseus,” ‘ The King’s Treasure- Narrative
House,” ‘The Dolphins and the Lovers,” ‘The Fortunes of Poetry: The
Gyges,” ‘The Seven Sleepers,” ‘The Queen of the North.” Earthly
Hereis matter enough foranother Earthly Paradise volume, Paradise
had he not begun to carry his adventure into other fields.
The existing fragments show the tales in the making,
and show how what we call the ‘minétrel-mood’ was early
replaced by one in which the verse flowed with more ele-
gance. The step from youth to manhood has been made, and
the young ardours and vaguenesses tend alike to be rejected.
Here, inevitably, there is both gain and loss. ‘ Callow work’
are words often in the mouth of the mature artist, harshly
critical of his own early production; his inspiration is mel-
lowed by sober judgement and experience; and he is im-
patient both of technical imperfection and crudeness of
thought. His public, looking back, can survey such work
with sympathy; we try to see things through that early gla-
mour of the discoverer, divining his surprises, his agita-
tions, his hunt after wonders half-seen, lost, and caught
again; and as we follow the broken images and phrases that
convey a meaning but imperfectly, the pl&ure of the very
man rises before us, with both his ‘sureness,” his hesitan-
cies, his many-coloured musings: a glimpse of that sacred
myé’cery, the building of a human soul.
He 1s making his world; the treasures of the past are
crowding in on him, the present faces him with its demands
and its gifts, the future Stretches before him with its grave
question: all the weight, the responsibility of life and its
choices are revealed to him~—what to take, what to leave of
the riches offered, how to mould and fashion anew, how
best to answer to the high sense of duty towards humanity
and the beyond: 1n 1860 he would call it God, later in life
the mystery beyond our visible world had no name. Of this
wor king of an active and receptive mind we can see some-
thmg in Watchmg his methods, and we recognize that while
it is sometimes unconscious, more often than not it is a rea-
soned process. Part of the richness of Morris’s life lay in
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this consciousness of the meaning and of the due propor-
tion of all that goes to the up- building of human existence;
none of the gifts of the spirit did he

take unwitting
And unworthy spend.

No trouble, no anxiety or disappointment could ever ex-
tinguish his ‘awareness’ of the beauty of the world, nor of
the responsibility that the enjoyment of its gifts involved.
To realize fully this underétanding, at once glad and grave,
of the world’s beauty, we have only to read once more a pas-
sage dealing at length with the land and what man makes of
it, and in reading one cannot fail to note that the poet is as
keen at pi¢turing the details of familiar country life as at in-
venting the wonders and terrors of fairyland—keener, in-
deed, writing in all sympathy with human life and effort.
Take, for instance, in ‘Bellerophon in Lycia,” the peasant’s
talk about the farmstead before the coming of the chimera
—which passage, by the way, Andrew Lang gives at full
length in ertmg on Morris’s poetry in 1882.* Such a pas-
sage with its enjoyment of the seasons’ changes, of man’s
activities on the land, of the beauty of hill and $§tream and
little house, 1s a standing witness against the much-laboured
criticism that Morris was among the poets of vague and
dreamy things. There are about forty lines of this speech,
beginning
A vineyard hath he there
Whose blossoming in March was full and fair.

There is nothing dim in the pifture, no generalizing or
mere assertion of beauty; the writer is not content to say ‘It
was a fair homestead’; but he builds up the scene for us, bit
by bit; he would have us know how the vineyard stretched
upthehill, thatthere wasan oakwood on the summitofit, well
stocked with game; how the pond at the mill-head was full
of fish, and about the hay-meadows and the pigs, and so

* “The Poetry of William Mortis,” by Andrew Lang, Contemporary
Review, August 1882,
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forth. So crisply is the medieval homestead put before us, Narrative
as it might be one of those highly-wrought pictures of Fou- Poetry: The
quet, that we would not spare a word, and do not wonder Earthly
that the poet, living in the scene, lingers happily over every Paradise
fresh touch. But there is a graver note mingling with the
song of pure delight in beauty which breathes in every page
of The Earthly Paradise. Justasin listening to the music of a
tream hurrying seawards you hear beneath its chuckling
mirth the mournful beat of distant waves, so in the verse of
The Earthly Paradise, singing of the richness and fullness of
life, sounds the undertone of melancholy which tells of the
unquiet mind $tanding on the verge of some infinitude,
~ waiting and li§tening. . ..
But I do not see in this melancholy that all the critics of
the poems dwelt on, in writing of the verse of those mid-
Viétorian days, a mere acceptance of the swift ending of
earthly joys. It was surely the outward and visible sign of
something deeper and graver at work in his nature. So pas-
sionate a believer in the beauties of the world could not hold
that world to be empty of spiritual significance, and the
very quality of Morris’s joy in life shows that it had its ori-
gin in deep and constant meditations over its meaning. It
was 1n truth no superficial or self-indulgent feeling, but a
grave $tirring of the spirit that made him write later of ‘men
who love life though it be troublous better than death
though it be peaceful.” His sense of the continuity of human
life, an idea, which in all its majesty and its weight finds
full utterance in the later years of anxious work, 1s present
through the writings of earlier days, though but dimly felt
and often manifested only by the restlessness and dissatis-
fattion with the swift passing of beauty that has given rise,
as suggested above, to the contemporary criticisms on the
philosophy of pleasure in his verse of this period. We, with
our knowledge of the man as preacher and writer on prob-
lems that had not then begun appreciably to $tir English
middle-class life, at least can see how the sense of responsi-
bility to the race of man, so insistent in the preaching of
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Morris’s later life, was latent here, though rarely expressed,
and showing itself principally in the unrest and melancholy
that hang like gossamer over the golden land of the Earthly
Paradise.

The growth in Morris’s style throughout the writing of
The Earthly Paradise is a matter that cannot fail to hold the
attention of those who follow with sympathy the workings
of his many-sided genius. [ wish therefore in this place to
supplement my notes in former Introdutions by considera-
tion of a few early drafts not dealt with in them or but briefly
referred to.*

The quatrains of the early Prologue, composed two years
before the published Prologue, are hurriedly written with a
very soft drawing-pencil in one of the old note-books, the
firét thing at hand, caught up at random for rough sketches
and jottings. A list of some of the Cupid and Psyche sub-
jects he wanted illustrated is here too. Then the Argument,
in paragraphs, of “The Wanderers.” Then we break off for
some of the pretty scraps of design I have already spoken of,
both his own and notes of medieval ornament. Then a note
of a British Museum MS. Calendar (2936 Harl.): he
could not have enough of these in his head. And now we
turn the book upside-down and here are four pages headed
‘Books for Calendars,” being a list of calendars from the
Museum MSS. carefully arranged and described in co-
lumns for comparison, most of them with his comments on
their quality. One has ‘very good landscapes’; anotheris ‘a

* We may record here further documents of a life that grows daily
more crowded with varied work. The book is a2 medley of different
interests ; among the memoranda of Firm-work are some for sundry
pieces of decoration for Llandaff Cathedral, and here we come across -
several pages of description of Welsh arms: Cryffydd ap Cynan
Prince of North Wales, vert 3 Eagles displayed in fess or; Elyston
Glodrudd, Prince between Wye and Severne, gules a lion rampant
regardant or, &c., &c. One can understand the special interest taken
by the way in the subje, as my Father liked to remember and to re-
mind us that we were of Welsh descent.
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lovely calendar full of Saints’; another ‘a good rough Narrative
book.” Most of the remainder of the book is taken up by the Poetry: The
four-lined verses of the Prologue; on the verso of the last Earthly

of this begins ‘Cupid and Psyche.” First and last there are Paradise
many memoranda of glass-windows in course of execution

by the Firm.

We must allow ourselves to consider the capacity for
sheer hard work in this master of many crafts. Somebody
has recently said truly that poetry could not (or should not)
be a whole-time occupation: surely no poet ever had so
many other duties and interests, so many calls upon him in
the intervals of which he would return to his verse and once
more seek inspiration. It was not only that his brain was al-
ways at work, but his hand was seldom ¢till, in these earlier
days. If you had but seen and handled those seven great
folio volumes of The Earthly Paradise, fair copy and drafts,
you would be particularly impressed by this fact. Youwould
have to remember, also, that some twenty or so other M SS.
of the single $tories exist in one form or other; that the wri-
ter was at this time cutting on wood, designing and busy
over the hundred and one matters that the head of a per-
sonally-conducted business has to attend to; that he kept no
amanuensis and did all the writing of notes and drafts and
fair scripts in his own hand.

It is not surprising that these endless aétivities made him
a rather careless man of business—careless in detail and in
housekeeping. There is a letter to my Mother in existence
from Warington Taylor where—single-hearted friend and
servant that he was!—he remon$trates with the head of the
Firm for his personal extravagance and his carelessness over
Firm matters. ‘ You will all be in the work-house,’ is the re-
frain of it. No doubt to an extent he was right: prudence and
foresight in expenditure were the last thing Morris would
be thinking of in those days of his early maturity. But the
while these anxious reproofs of his manager were hurtling
in the air, the object of them, craftsman and man of busi-
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into the small hours of the morning—with results of some
importance in the world of letters.

We know that the faculty for speed in his writing allowed
Morris to indulge to the full his practice of re-writing, cast-
ing aside beginnings that did not work out to his liking.
Here is evidence of it in concrete form, in the mass of Eart/i-
ly Paradise MS.—a colleCtion so important, so unique as
showing a poet at work at his craft that one can but hope
that, unluckily scattered as it now is, it will find its way in
time to the British Museum for the benefit of students.*

Morris always had a yearning for illuétrations to his
poems; he saw the stories in brilliantly-defined pictures,
and desired that other people should do so, too. ‘ There is
nobody but Burne-Jones who can do them,’ he often said.
As we know, all the early quarto drafts have the writer’s
notes on the verso for the subjects for pictures to be done by
Burne-Jones—notes racy and concise in their familiar
language. See also two pages in one of the collected scraps
in the Fitzwilliam Museum, for his early idea of an illus-
trated Sigurd.

The following notes on some of the Earthly Paradise
poemsare briefand incomplete, but Igivethem forwhat they
are, hoping they may be not without theirusein future time.

As we know, the scheme was alternately a classical tale
and a tale from other sources, which fall into two groups:
The firstis of those that whatever their origin—in the East,
and filtered through the Classic Age and the Middle Age—
belong to the world’s folk-lore in some form or another.
These are:

‘The Man born to be King,” ‘The Proud King,” ‘“The
Writing on the Image,” ‘The Lady of the Land,” ‘The
Watching of the Falcon,” ‘Ogier the Dane,” * The Land East

* Fairfax Murray possessed the bulk of these manuscripts, and it

“was his definitely expressed intention to present them to the Museum,
.as he did his Sigurd MSS.
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of the Sun and West of the Moon,” ‘The Man who never Narrative
laughed again,” ‘The Ring given to Venus,” ‘The Hill of Poetry: The
Venus.’ Earthly
The other group comprises ‘The Lovers of Gudrun,’” Paradise
‘The Fostering of Aslaug,’ and the unfinished ‘Swanhild’;
and these come directly from the North.
A letter to The Times Literary Supplement (17 July 1919)
recalls to me the memory of a delightful book of which both
Burne-Jones and my Father were very fond. I wonder how
far the Abbé Huc’s remarks influenced him in his choice of
a story long familiar in the Gesta Romanorum and William
of Malmesbury.*

To tTue Epitor ofF ‘Tur TiMmes’

Sir,—The references in the review of M. Rodocanachi’s
‘Etudes et Fantaisies Historiques’ in The Literary Supple-
ment of 3rd inst. to the story of the statue at Rome with the
inscription Percure Hic, versified by Morris in The Earthly
Paradise, set me re-reading ‘The Writing on the Image.’
Immediately afterwards I came on a passage in the Abbé
Huc’s Voyage en Tartarie et Thibet (Vol. 1, pp. 115~117 of
the edition of 18 50), which seems to me a curious illustra-
tion of the legend on which the poem is based.

After describing the singular method of burial of Tartar
kings, the huge brick-work tombs adorned with $tone $ta-
tues of men and animals and ‘divers subjects of Buddhist
mythology,” in which the dead monarchs were laid, sur-
rounded by piles of gold and jewels and royal robes, the
Abbé goes on to say that children of both sexes, remarkable
for their beauty, were suffocated by huge doses of mercury,
by which means were preserved la fraicheur et le coloris de
leur visage, au point de paraitre encore vivants. Ces mal-
heureuses victimes sont placés debout, autour du cadavre
de leur maitre, continuant en quelque sort de le servir com-
me pendant sa vie. Elles tiennent dans leur main la pipe,

* See Collelfed Works, Vol. 111, xxi.
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’éventail, la petite fiole de tabac a priser, et tous les autres
nombreux colfichets des majestés tartares.

‘Pour garder ces trésors enfouis, on place dans le caveau
une espéce d’arc pouvant décocher une multitude de fléches
a la file les unes des autres. Cet arc, ou plutét ces arcs nom-
breux unis ensemble, sont tous bandés, et les fleches prétes
a partir. On place cette espéce de machine infernale de ma-
niére 4 ce qu’en ouvrant la porte du caveau, le mouvement
fasse décocher la premiére fleche sur 'homme qui entre.
Le décochement de la premiére fleche fait aussitot partir la
seconde et ainsi de suite jusqu’a la derniére; de sorte que le
malheureux, que la cupidité ou la curiosité porterait a ou--
vrir cette porte, tomberait percé de mille traits dans le tom-
beau méme qu’il voudrait profaner.’

I cannot ask for space to point out the numerous points
of resemblance between this description and that of the
marvels seen in the Roman tomb by the ill-fated ‘man of
Sicily’ in ‘The Writing on the Image’; but they are so close
and striking that it seems highly probable that before writ-
ing the poem Morris may have read the ‘Voyages en Tar-
tarie et Thibet.’

I am, Sir,

H. C. Irwin.

Most of the tales of early date, those written diretly
after the first Prologue, resolve themselves into what I have
ventured to call the minétrel and fairy-tale period of T/e
Earthly Paradise. 1t would be inept, however, to attempt
any hard and fast grouping, as, for instance, Cupid and
Psyche, the first tale started on, is not handled in the simple,
rather rough ‘minstrel-lay” manner. But the changes in this
poem were considerable, and the published version is very
different in quality from the fir§t drafts, a great part of
which were altered, while a great deal of matter was re-
written, at any rate in the early incidents.

In both ‘The Proud King’ and “The Watching of the
Falcon’” we find examples of Morris’s earliest method of
work in narrative verse. The two poems also show that

404


















































































































