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CHAPTER |
THE EARLY SIXTIES

HE early Sixties have left a clear and deep

impression on my memory. It was in the
earliest of the Sixties that I settled in London
for a life of journalism and literature, to be much
interrupted afterwards by politics. The London
of the early Sixties had no Thames Embankment
and no underground railways and no tramcars ;
the Law Courts on the Strand had not yet been
dreamed of, and some of the judges still held
their tribunals within enclosures opening from
what 1 may call the off-side of Westminster
Hall. But the outer aspect of London street life
was not -very different from that which we can
contemplate at the present day. The hansom
cabs and the *growlers,” familiar to all eyes now,
were familiar to all eyes then. The great palatial-
restaurants where fashion now entertains its

>
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2 Portraits of the Sixties

friends at luncheons, dinners, and suppers were
not in existence then, and the smart Londoner
of the early Sixties would not have thought of
inviting his friends to a banquet in the taverns
of the time. ‘1 may observe that the word
“smart” used as I have just used it in the con-
ventional language of the present reign would
have conveyed no such meaning to the mind of
a Londoner in the Sixties.

The Thames tunnel was still the wonder and
delight of provincial visitors, there were still some
toll-bridges spanning the Thames between West-
minster and London Bridge, and Westminster
Bridge and London Bridge and Blackfriars Bridge
were erections of very different shape and
structure from those which maintain the names in

our present time. The river traffic in the early

Sixties was carried on by an immense number of
incessant steamers, which indeed relieved the
streets of a large proportion of passengers, and
did in their much smaller way something like the
work now accomplished by underground lines
and “tubes.” But I think I am warranted in
saying that, even when we take the latest
schemes of metropolitan improvement into view,
the general appearance of the streets of London
has not undergone, since the early Sixties, any-
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The Early Sixties 3
thing like the changes which have been made in
New York and in Paris during the same time.
Many of the great theatres which were fashion-
able or popular, or fashionable and popular, in
the Sixties still hold their position and their
repute, but of course many new theatres
have been added, and in the early Sixties the
suburban theatres can hardly be said to have
had any existencee When we consider the
changes which have taken place in other
European countries since the time when this
book opens, it might almost seem as if the
people of England had been living just the same
life during the lapse of all these forty years and
more.

Let us take the condition of France, for
instance. The Emperor Napoleon the Third
was then at the zenith of his power and his
fame. He had but lately defeated the Austrians
in the campaign of which Solferino was the
greatest triumph, and he was universally regarded
as the most powerful Sovereign on the Continent
of Europe. Even those in England who most
strongly condemned his usurpation of power and
his despotic rule, felt reluctantly compelled to
regard him as the founder of a new dynasty and

- as the force which had finally extinguished in
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France the republican system brought in by the
great Revolution. On the other hand almost all
Englishmen were agreed in regarding the position
of Prussia as one of mere insignificance, and out
of all consideration so far as political influence
was concerned. Not one of our statesmen or our
leading political writers seems to have given any
indication, in the early Sixties, that Prussia
impressed him as a rising power or a power
capable of rising in the political affairs of Europe.
I do not know of any phenomenon in modern
history more curious than the apparent incapacity
of English statesmen and = political writers, at
that time, to make any forecast of Prussia’s political
possibilities.

The American Republic was just then en-
gaged in its great domestic struggle, and
the war between North and South created
naturally an intense excitement throughout Eng-
land. It may indeed be said to have divided
the people of England into two hostile camps—
the advocates of the Northern States and the
advocates of the Southern Secessionists. It may
be said not unfairly that the whole of what we
describe as “society ” in England was in favour
of the South, and fully believed that the South
was certain to make itself an independent republic,
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while the advanced Radicals of whatever order in
England and all the English working population
 were on the side of the Northern States, and
were confident that the Northern cause must
ultimately triumph. Egypt was still under the
rule of its Pachas, and the Ottoman power in
Turkey was still regarded by many Englishmen
as a needful bulwark of British interests against
the possible encroachments of Russia. The
wildest dreamer had not yet thought of a system
of railways extending from Egypt to the Cape
of Good Hope, or of Russia opening up the
resources of Siberia by the pathway of the iron
- rail.

Palmerston and Lord John Russell were still
- rivals or colleagues; Brougham and Lyndhurst
were still waking up the House of Lords by their
curiously contrasted styles of eloquence ; Gladstone
had already achieved some of his most splendid
financial triumphs; Cobden had accomplished a
great commercial treaty with France; Bright
was the foremost democratic orator in the House
of Commons. Disraeli still held his place without
a rival as the brilliant leader of the Conservative
party in the representative chamber, and Sir
. Edward Lytton Bulwer was able to convince the
.-Aaudiences in that same chamber that a writer of
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Jernse i

showy and fascinating novels might, notwith- °

standing the most serious defects of articulation,

prove himself in his later years a successful

parliamentary orator. In literature our acknow-
ledged leaders were Tennyson, Dickens, and °
Thackeray, but Thackeray’s life came to a close

at a very early period of the Sixties. Carlyle
was creating a school of thought and of letters |

all to himself, and John Stuart Mill was teaching

us the principles of political economy and of
expanded political Liberalism. Robert Browning
had not yet become the fashion, and only by men
and women of intellect was recognised as a great
and genuine poet. Macaulay’s career as essayist,
historian, verse writer, and parliamentary debater

had just come to an end. George Grote had still

some - years of noble work before him, and
although he never could be called a popular
historian in the ordinary sense, his influence on
the study of history was inestimable. Maclise
and Landseer were probably the most universally
admired among painters at that time. The great
singers of the opera houses—Covent Garden and
Her Majesty’s—were Grisi, Alboni—Jenny Lind
had ceased to sing on the operatic stage—Mario,
Tamberlik, and Lablache. In the homes of the

regular drama Charles Mathews, Charles Kean,
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The Early Sixties 7

the Keeleys, and Buxton were most popular, and
Helen Faucit was recognised as the most successful
actress in the Shakesperean drama. Macready
had taken his final farewell of the English stage
before the time with which our narrative opens,
and Frederick Robson had just begun to make
himself famous in his short career as the cre-
ator of a style which combined in original,
fantastic, and unsurpassed fashion the elements
of the broadly burlesque and the deeply
tragic.

There is one peculiarity belonging to the early
Sixties which I cannot leave out of notice,
although assuredly it has little claim to association
with art or science, with literature or politics.
The early Sixties saw in this and most other
civilised countries the reign of Crinoline. It is
well for the early Sixties that they had so many
splendid claims to historical recollection, but it
may be said of them that if they had bequeathed
no other memory to a curious and contemplative
posterity, the reign of Crinoline would still have
secured for them an abiding place in the records

of human eccentricities. 1 may say without fear

of contradiction that no one who was not living
at the time can form any adequate idea of the
grotesque effect produced on the outer aspects of
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social life by this article of feminine costume.
The younger generation may turn over as much
as it will the pages of Punck, which illustrate the
ways and manners of civilisation at that time, but
with all the undeniable cleverness and humour of

Punck's best caricaturists, the younger generation

can never really understand, can never fully
realise what extraordinary exhibitions their polite
ancestresses made of themselves during that
terrible reign of Crinoline.

“Hang up philosophy,” says Romeo, *unless
philosophy can make a Juliet.” 1 should not
like to say hang up caricature unless cari-
cature can make a crinoline, because such
a sentence, if it could by possibility be
carried out, would only speak the doom - of
the caricaturist's amusing and delightful art.
The fashion of Crinoline defied caricature, for the
actual reality was more full of unpicturesqﬁe and
burlesque effects than any satirical pencil could
realise on a flat, outspread sheet of paper. The
fashion of Crinoline, too, defied all contemporary
ridicule. A whole new school of satirical humour
was devoted in vain to the ridicule of Crinoline.
The boys in the streets sang comic songs to
make fun of it, but no street bellowings of con-

tempt could incite the wearers of this most

i e . A et i



The Early Sixties 9

inconvenient and hideous article of dress to
condemn themselves to clinging draperies.

.Crinoline, too, created a new sort of calamity
all its own. Every day’s papers gave us fresh
accounts of what were called Crinoline accidents
—cases, that it is to say, in which a woman was
severely burnt or burnt to death because of some
flame of fire or candle catching her distended
drapery at some unexpected moment. There
were sacrifices made to the prevailing fashion
which would have done the sufferers immortal
honour if they had been made for the sake of
bearing some religious or political emblem con-
demned by ruling and despotic authorities. TIts
inconvenience was felt by the male population as
well as by the ladies who sported the obnoxious
construction. A woman getting into or out of a
carriage an omnibus or a train, making her way
through a crowded room, or entering into the
stalls of a theatre was a positive nuisance to all
with whom she had to struggle for her passage.
The hoop-petticoats of an earlier generation were
moderate in their dimensions and slight in the
inconvenience they caused when compared with
the rigid and enormous structure in which our
ladies endeavoured to conform to the fashion set
up by the Empress of the French.
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I remember well seeing a great tragic queen -
of opera going through a thrilling part at one of
the lyric theatres. Her crinoline was of ultra-
expansion, was rigid and unyielding in its
structure as the mail corselet of the Maid of
Orleans.  The skirt of silk or satin spread over |
it was so symmetrically and rigidly conformed to -
the outlines of the crinoline that it seemed as if
it were pasted to the vast arrangement beneath.
The thrill and tragedy of the part were wholly
lost on me. I could only see the unpicturesque
absurdity of the exhibition. 1 could feel no
sympathy with the dramatic sufferings of the
melodious heroine thus enclosed. Every move-
ment and rush of passion, of prayer, of wild
despair, or distracted love was lost on me, for
each change of posture only brought into more
striking display the fact that I was looking at a
slight and graceful woman boxed up in some
sort of solid barrel of preposterous size over
which her skirt was artificially spread. To this
day I can only think of that glorious singer as of
a woman for some reason compelled to exhibit
herself on the stage with a barrel fastened round
her waist. A lyrical heroine jumping in a sack
would have been graceful and reasonable by

comparison. Do what we will, we who lived in
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those days cannot dissociate our memories of the
crinoline from our memories of the woman of the
period. * ¢

We had not in the early Sixties the vast,
splendid, and artistically arranged music-halls of
a later generation. We had music-halls indeed,
but they were comparatively small and darksome
enclosures, where comic songs were sung and
grotesque buffooneries were enacted, but which
women were not expected to visit—at least as
part of the audiencee. We have made distinct
improvement in the style of our music-halls since
those ‘days, and the ordinary man of the world
who belongs to our time would find himself much
amazed and not a little abashed if he could by
some magical power be carried back to listen to
some of the songs at the Cave of Harmony, or
the Cyder Cellars, or to be present at the Judge
and Jury performances which we attended
unabashed during the passing of the early
Sixties.

I devote my opening chapter to these few
rapid and disconnected illustrations of London
life in the early Sixties as a general introduction,
which I propose to set off by written descriptions.
These portraits bring back the likenesses of men
and women who were famous, or conspicuous, or



12 Portraits of the Sixties

peculiar and odd and eccentric in the years which,
at the suggestion of Mr. Fisher Unwin, I am
endéavouring to illustrate and to restore to life
for the public of the present century. Many of
the portraits bring their own fame with them,
and must ever be studied with interest. Others
are the likenesses of men and women who made
themselves, or were made, conspicuous in their
own time, and in every instance the likeness is
that of one to whom, for some _.reason, the
attention of the world was for a while directed,
and each portrait tells a story characteristic of
the events and the movements occupying attention
just then. After this short and prefatory chapter
I shall go on to pass my portraits in review. I
may add that I am not relying on contemporary
records for any of my descriptions, and that I am
telling of men and women whom I have seen
and most of whom I have known. [ have to
make a further explanation.

There are grave authorities upon literature and -

its rules who maintain that nething should be
explained in advance and that the narrative, what-
ever it is, should tell its own story as it unfolds
itself, on the principle that if it does not thus
tell its own story it is the fault of the narrator,
and only shows that he is not equal to his work.

Ty WL
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Despite those edicts, however, I venture to tell
my readers that this book does not by any means
profess or pretend to be anything like a description
or history of the early Sixties, or of the figures
which have given it a place of mark among the
ages. I find ready to my hand a collection of
portraits belonging to the period, and I shall
merely discourse of these and of the men and
women whom they represent without the slightest
effort or intention to make of them a complete
illustration of their time. Some of the most im-
portant events and figures of those days are
entirely outside the range of my purpose. [ take
the figures as they pass before me just as one

-

might describe to a stranger the persons who -

moved along in some public procession, and I
have no pretension .to do anything more than
to tell him something about each of those who
come under our momentary observation. Such a
description cannot be given without helping the
younger generation of readers to become more
familiar than before with many of the charac-
teristic figures which distinguished the period,
and in this way to bring the early Sixties more
clearly to their minds. I speak of those whom
I have seen and known. I give my own recol-
lections- and impressions only and act merely as
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showman to my friend Fisher Unwin’s gallery of
portraits. For the convenience of the reader I
shall endeavour to arrange these pictures in
separate groups, and to describe the representa-
tives of arts and science, of letters and politics,
of commerce and of social life as if they were
passing in separate processions before our eyes.
As my recollections are aided by the portraits, I
shall endeavour to make the portraits more life-
like to the minds of my readers by the help of
my own recollections. “The best in this kind
are but shadows ; and the worst are no worse if
imagination amend them.” This is the kindly
saying of Theseus in “A Midsummer Night’s
Dream,” and 1 cannot offer any better apology for
my shadowy recollections.

PR
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CHAPTER 1I
CHARLES DICKENS

HE portrait of Charles Dickens is the most

appropriate illustration with which to open
these sketches from memory of men and women who
were living in the early Sixties. This likeness of
Dickens represents him in one of those moods of
rather melancholy thoughtfulness with which those
who knew him then were familiar. There was a
certain depth of melancholy underneath all the
joyous activity of Dickens’s ordinary moods, and
it is profoundly characteristic of even his most
humorous and exhilarating stories if only we
pause to look a little beneath the surface. It is
not thus that he presents himself to our memory
if we trust to our recollections of him as he
appeared when delivering one of his lectures or
making, on some joyous occasion, one of his
after-dinner speeches, or talking with cheerful
animation in the company of his friends.

15
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Readers of the present generation will find it
hard to understand how supreme and universal
was the influence of Dickens at the time which
this volume endeavours to recall. So far as
mere popularity was concerned he had then abso-
lutely no rival. We have at present no such
reigning monarch of fiction. Dickens was read
by every one, high and low, the cultured and un-
cultured, who cared to read a novel. Walter
Scott was the onfy writer who in modern days
could claim a popularity surpassing or even equal
to that of Charles Dickens. Thackeray was ad-
mitted by most readers, even then, to stand on a
literary level with Dickens and to dispute his
absolute supremacy, but Thackeray’s readers never
approached in numbers to those over whom the
novels of Dickens exercised a complete sway.
Thackeray himself once said that the readers of
his books did not number one in seven of those
who devoted themselves to the green-covered
monthly numbers which gave forth in serial form
such books as “ Pickwick,”™ * Nicholas Nickleby,”
and “ David Copperfield.” Dickens was a year
younger than Thackeray and he outlived him for
seven years. Thackeray has described in some
striking sentences how the young man Charles
Dickens suddenly moved up from the ranks of the
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beginners and took his place as if by right at
the very head of the literary class, and kept his
leadership as a matter of course. I am not now
entering into any comparison between the two
great men who represented two such different
schools of fiction, and 1 regard all such compari-
sons as futile, needless, and thankless. [ am
merel}; recording the absolute fact that in popu-
larity Dickens stood without a rival. '
When I first came to London Dickens was at
the very zenith of his fame and his influence.
To meet him in the Strand or in Piccadilly was
an event to be remembered in the life of a young
man then passing through the streets of London.
Dickens began his literary career as a reporter in
the gallery of the House of Commons, and in
my early days of journalism I heard from elder
men engaged in the same occupation many an
interesting and delightful anecdote of his remark-
able skill in his work and of his genial and com-
panionable qualities. It was his gift to be able
to make himself a master of any craft to which
he applied his mind and his energies, and I have
often been assured that he was the quickest and
most accurate reporter of his time in the House
of Commons gallery., We may judge what a
capacity he had for success in any path which

”

9



18 Portraits of the Sixties

inspired him with interest, from the opinion
I have often heard given by.some of the leading
actors of that timé, that if the novelist had thought
fit to turn his artistic talents to the business of
the stage he would have won for himself a place
among the highest of the theatrical profession.
At one period Dickens felt strongly drawn to-
wards such a career, but his peculiar genius was
too commanding to allow of any deflection, and
the world has the best reason to be glad that he
kept himself steadily to his calling as a writer of
novels. Amateur acting was, however, always
one of his favourite recreations, and he was uni-
versally regarded as the most capable amateur
actor in England.

Dickens did not forget his old friends and as-
sociates when he had attained his supreme height
in the literature of fiction, and it was to that fact
that I owed the honour of his personal acquaint-
ance. | was for one session a reporter in the
gallery of the House of Commons and through
some elder brothers of the craft I had the honour
of being introduced to the great novelist. [ may
say at once that my acquaintance with Dickens
was of the slightest, and I never had the
good fortune to be ranked among his friends.
But it was a source of unspeakable delight and
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pride to me to have an opportunity of meeting
him now and then in private intercourse, and to
have acquired the right of going up to him and

inviting his recognition. I need hardly say that
I felt as if I had achieved a triumph whenever I
happened to meet Dickens and he remembered
who I was and addressed me by my name.
When a small boy living in an Irish southern
city I had written once to Dickens and asked
him for his autograph, and to my inexpressible
delight I received within a very few days a
kindly line from the great novelist with his
peculiar and characteristic signature.

I had heard all of Dickens’s readings when |
was working as a journalist in Liverpool before
[ ventured to attempt the business of journalism
in London, and I certainly believed that I had
attained the very pinnacle of self-satisfaction
when I found myself, as [ have described,
within the circle of his personal acquaintances.
Our casual meetings in London only brought me
to the interchange of a few words each time with
Dickens, for I was young and rather shy and
totally obscure, and I hardly ever ventured in
his presence to offer any observation on my own
account. This certainly did not arise from any

- discouragement in Dickens’s manner, for he was
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always genial and friendly, seemed naturally in-
clined to welcome and encourage young men, and
I had heard many stories from companions in
journalism about the generous interest which
Dickens took in those who were beginning their
work as newspaper reporters or writers. The
great novelist seemed to make it a part of his
work to discover literary talent in rising young
men and to give practical help to its develop-
ment. When he statted Howsehold Words he
gathered around him quite a school of men who
were then very young, and most of ‘whom became
under his fostering care successful and distin-
guished writers. Most of them have passed away
since that time, but the names of such men as
George Augustus Sala, Andrew Halliday, Ed-
mund Yates,‘ Wilkie Collins, and many others
are still remembered. John Hollingshead, who
was one of the cleverest and best writers of that
school, and who afterwards turned his attention
almost altogether to theatrical management, is
still living.

Dickens discovered and brought out the lyrical
genius of Adelaide Ann Procter, daughter of
Bryan Waller Procter, the poet who disguised
his identity for a long time under the assumed
name of Barry Cornwall. Adelaide Procter sent
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some verses to fousehold Words without giving
her real name. Dickens read them and saw at
once that they had high poetic promise in them,
and he welcomed the young writer to the ranks
of his contributors and gave her ample oppor-
tunity of proving her capacity before he came to
know of her relationship with his old friend. Of
course the prose contributors to Household Words
got into the habit, unconsciously it may be, of form-
ing their style upon that of their master, and thus a
whole school of writers came into existence who
reproduced the Dickens mannerisms in unnumbered
magazines and newspapers. I can well remember
hearing the editor of a great London daily paper
making humorous complaint that he could not
keep the 'imitations of Dickens out of the columns
of his journal when his staff of writers had to do
the work of description. If, for instance—so he
went on to declare—he wanted a preliminary
account of the preparations being made for some
great London procession or other public ceremonial
he was sure, no matter whom he trusted with the
work, to get a long account beginning with
“ Seats everywhere. Seats outside the Abbey ;
seats inside the Abbey; seats in Palace Yard;

)

seats in Piccadilly ; seats in High Holborn;” and

so on through at least the first half-column before
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the writer condescended to come down to any-
thing like a plain and practical account of the
operations which he was called upon to depict in
prose. The same editor occasionally spoke in the
same mood of the increasing proportion of persons
with whom literature meant Dickens. It was
indeed almost impossible for a young writer at
that time to keep himself from falling into an
imitation of the Dickens strain, even though he
were profoundly conscious of the fact that his
best efforts in that direction could be nothing
better than a grotesque and pitiful imitation of
the great and unique original. There was a sort
of Dickens language which people unconsciously
spoke and wrote under the spell of the master.
The fact itself was but another tribute to the
genius of Dickens and may help us, even, still to
understand how wide and deep was the influence
then exercised by the spell of the enchanter.
The contributors to Howusehold Words and to
Al the Year Round, the periodical which Dickens
afterwards started in consequence of his quarrel
with his publishers, were not all by any means
mere imitators and nothing else. Men like Wilkie
Collins, Shirley Brooks, John Hollingshead,
George Sala and many others brought out books
entirely their own and made a mark for them-
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selves, although, of course, no one amongst them
could ever have won for himself anything like such
a place in literature as that to which Dickens
mounted almost by one step. 1 should say it

was always the desire of Dickens himself to find
out the real and individual gifts of his regular
contributors and to encourage each one of them
to the development of his own peculiar qualities
and to the avoidance of mere imitation.
Dickens'’s readings were as original and peculiar
in their style as Dickens'’s writings. [ have never
heard any public reader who could display a
dramatic vividness, variety, and power such as
Dickens could show at all times and without any
apparent effort when he read to some great
audience. It really was not mere reading—it
- was the impersonation or rather the calling
into life of each character whose words he spoke.
It ran through all the moods of human feeling,
was high tragedy or broad comedy, pathetic
appeal or exalted contemplation, according as the
subject gave opportunity, and yet it was never in
any sense mere stage-play. Dickens had a voice
of marvellous compass, depth, and variety of tone;
some of its chords were perfect music; and
although he had often to pass in a moment from
the extreme of one mood to the extreme of
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another, there was not the slightest strain or
effort or struggle after effect; all seemed to
come with perfect ease from the instinct and
the inspiration of the man. I remember well
that there were some daring critics at the time,
even among the most devoted admirers of
Dickens, who ventured to challenge the common
verdict of absolute approval as to = Dickens’s
manner of illustrating this or that character in his
readings. For instance, there were those among
us who fearlessly maintained that Dickens had
not done full justice to Sam Weller in his manner
of rendering the utterances of that remarkable
personage. He did not quite bring out, it was
contended, all the full significance of this or that
remark made by Mr. Weller the younger. But let
us think for a moment what a tribute this was in
itself to the genius of the author, and the powers
of the reader. All the disparaging criticism
which the audacity of such critics could venture
upon only went to argue that Dickens had
created for us a living character of such odd and
various humour that even Dickens himself was
not quite able to read up to the level of his own
creation. We used to dispute over the point as
if it were some great question of faith or politics,

and I remember well that I wondered much,
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at the time, whether Dickens ' himself would

not regard the criticism as only a new and

splendid tribute to his genius.

Dickens was superb as an after-dinner speaker,
and was, I think, the greatest master of that
modern form of eloquence I ever remember to
have heard. But he was a great master also of
the eloquence which belongs to the public plat-
form, and proved himself so on the rare occasions
when he took a leading part in some popular
movement. During the course of the Crimean
War there was an effort made to get up a great
agitation in favour of administrative reform, with
the view of bringing about some better system
of management in the War departments under
the Government. It was some such popular
__movement as might have been set on foot during
the course of the South African Campaign, for
instance, when public attention had been directed
to cases of gross maladministration in some of
the War Office departments. Dickens threw his
whole soul into the enterprise, and in the speech
I heard him deliver he made a  powerful
attack on the weaknesses of the administrative
syétem which led to so much useless and
avoidable waste of life among the British troops

engaged in service against Russia. He touched
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most effectively every note of feeling in his
thrilling speech—the indignant, the pathetic, and
the humorous—and every touch told with irresis-
tible effect upon the crowded meeting. He was
especially happy in his allusion to Lord Palmer-
ston as the “comic old gentleman” of the

Administration, and the phrase lived for long after

in the current speech of political and social
life.

There is a common belief that Dickens never
had any inclination for a parliamentary career,
and would not have listened to a suggestion
inviting him to become a member of the House
of Commons. We know, however, from some of
Dickens’s published letters that he had, at least
at one time, a strong desire to offer himself as
candidate for Parliament. The desire soon
passed away and none of his admirers can feel
regret that it was never carried into action.
The world of literature must have suffered
severe loss if the temporary impulse had found
satisfaction, for it is utterly impossible to imagine
Dickens. becoming a mere casual attendant to his
parliamentary duties if once he had accepted
such responsibilities. ~ Nothing can be more
certain than that Dickens would have given a
close attention to any work he had volun-



Charles Dickens 27

tarily taken upon himself, and if he had consented
to accept a seat in the House of Commons he
would unquestionably have given to his parlia-
mentary duties much of the valuable time which
the world expected him to devote to his calling
as a writer of novels. The House of Commons
would have gained a brilliant and powerful speech
now and then and the reading public would have
lost much of delight and of instruction. The
House of Commons never wanted for men who
could make eloquent and powerful speeches in
great parliamentary debates, but for the world
outside there was only one Charles Dickens, and
he could not be spared from his own peculiar
and appointed work. He accomplished enough
as a public speaker to prove the marvellous
versatility of his talents.

I cannot call to mind any other instance of a
really great author in modern times who dis-
played such a capacity for success in fields of
competition which were not especially his own.
He might have been a great actor, he might
have been a great orator—he made proof of this
over and over again—and he was in more
instances than one a thoroughly successful editor.
We owe directly to him the creation of a whole

school of modern periodical literature, and we
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know that he was the first editor of Zue
Daily News. The world feels nothing but
gratitude to him for the steady resolve with
which he kept himself mainly to his work and
did not allow himself to be tempted into any
prolonged excursion from it. It is curious to
observe how little his style as a novel-writer
owed to any recollections of other men’s writings.
That he was a reader of books may be taken as
certain, but I can only call to mind at the
moment one instance in which he pointed his
meaning by a poetical quotation. The novels of
Walter Scott are studded everywhere by such
citations, they are common .in the pageé of
Bulwer Lytton and George Eliot; and many of
Thackeray’s reflective passages gleam with allu-
sions drawn from the literature of various
countries and periods.

The one poetic quotation in a novel by
Dickens to which I have made allusion is to be
found in ““ Martin Chuzzlewit,” and is taken from
a poem written by Thomas Moore when he
was in the American States. Moore was
a very popular author, even among Englishmen
at that time, and it may be remembered that Mr.
Richard Swiveller indulges in several reminis-

cences of the Irish minstrel’s lines. But I am
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concerning myself at present only with the
passages in which Dickens is speaking for him-
self, and in these, so far as I can remember, the
one poetic quotation is from Thomas Moore.
-Dickens quotes four lines in which Moore speaks
dismally of the inborn~ dangers threatening
the young American Republic. But for some few
of her nobler citizens he declares that * Columbia’s

)

days were done”; he describes her growth as
“rank without ripeness, quickened without sun”;
and augurs that only for these guardians of her
true civilisation “ her fruits would fall before her
spring were o'er.” It is easy to understand how
Moore and Dickens in their different days came
to be filled with such gloomy forebodings. Each
man was overborne by his detestation of the
slavery system and his dread of the corrupting
effect it was likely to have on the growth
of American civilisation. Neither Moore nor
Dickens quite foresaw the turn events were
destined to take and the rising of that great
anti-slavery movement which was ordained to end
in a national convulsion and in the complete
overthrow of the corrupting system.

We inust all admit that from their point of
view Moore and Dickens were alike in the right,
and that if the slavery system had not been
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crushed by a great national uprising the social
life of the young Republic might have proved
but an unwholesome growth. It is not without
interest that Dickens’'s one poetical quotation is
in itself another tribute to his love for humanity,
and to the same spirit in the poet whose lines
he feels called upon to cite in support and illus-
tration of his devotion to the cause of man’s
freedom. Even those among us who at the
present day on this side of the Atlantic hold a
full faith in the -great future of the American
Republic, even those who like myself own a love
for America only second to their love for their
own country, and who cherish the most delightful
memories of its people, its homes, and its scenery,
must well understand the sensations of dis-
appointment and pain which the toleration of
slavery aroused at one time in men like Moore
and Dickens. The portrait of Dickens in
this chapter seems to me to picture him
in just such a mood of melancholy contemplation
as that which must have possessed him when he
introduced into the pages of his novel that
memorable quotation from the poem by Thomas
Moore. ;



o N.

CHAPTERYFII

W. M. THACKERAY

TE cannot think long over Charles Dickens

and the place he held in English literature
without finding our thoughts turn to his great
contemporary and, according to common accep-
tation, his great rival, W. M. Thackeray. There
was at one time a school of Thackeray and a
school of Dickens. Thackeray was born about
a year earlier than Dickens, but Dickens made
his mark in the *Sketches by Boz” some four
years before the publication of Thackeray’s
“Paris Sketch Book.” Thackeray was becoming
known to readers as a brilliant and original
writer of magazine articles before Dickens had
made his sudden uprising to the front rank in
literature. - Dickens must have still been a
repc’)rter in the House of Commons Press gallery
while Thackeray was beginning to make a

certain reputation for himself among the readers
31
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of magazines. But Thackeray did not achieve,
even by his first published book, anything like
the reputation instantaneously accomplished by
Dickens on his first venture in the form of a
volume. My own recollections of my boyish
days make it clear to me that Dickens was
recognised as a great author before those of us
who lived far away from the centre of England’s
literary life had come to know anything about
the rising genius of Thackeray. 1 can even
remember that we were all in those days so
completely possessed by our admiration for
Dickens as to feel a kind of resentment when
we read in London papers that a new man was
coming to the front who threatened a possible
rivalry with the author of ¢Pickwick” and
“Nicholas Nickleby.” I had the great good
fortune at a later period of meeting both
men several times in London and the honour
of some slight acquaintanceship with each of
them. My life holds no clearer memories than
those which it treasures of Dickens and
Thackeray.

In appearance and manner Thackeray was as
unlike Dickens as in his literary style. Thackeray
was very tall, standing quite six feet four inches in
height, and was built with a broad framework. His
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- great massive head and his expansive forehead were
crowned with a covering of thick and prematurely
white hair. He did not live to be what we should
now call an elderly man, and the first time I ever
saw him, which was many years before his death,
his hair was snowy white. He always wore
spectacles and his eyes never gave out the
penetrating flash-lights which Dickens could turn
upon those around him. Thackeray’s manners
were in general quiet, grave, and even gentle, and
his most humorous utterances, which were as
frequent as they were delightful, had an air of
restraint about them as if the great satirist wished
rather to repress than to indulge his amusing and
sarcastic sallies of wit.

The first time I ever saw Thackeray, except as
the solitary figure on a lecturer’s platform, he
wore a thick moustache, and the moustache was
of a dark colour, contrasting oddly with his white
locks. That first sight of him thus unusually
adorned was on the platform of the Lime Street
Station, Liverpool, when he came down from
London to go on board the Cunard steamer on
his way to deliver his course of lectures in the
U;lited States. There were a few small groups
of people gathered on the platform to get a
glimpse of the great author as he passed out,

; 4
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and I well remember that one enthusiastic young
lady, who was personally quite unknown to him,
went boldly up and pressed a bunch of roses into
his hand. Nothing could be more graceful and
genial than the manner in which Thackeray
accepted this unexpected tribute, and took off
his hat with a benignant smile in acknowledgment
of the gift. * I know that that young woman was
made happy for long aftervby the memory of the
silent welcome which was accorded to her votive
offering. e

I had heard most of Thackeray's lectures
before that time, and had, like all his hearers,
been fascinated by their manner as well as by
their matter. Thackeray had indeed none of the
superbly dramatic style of delivery which made
Dickens’s readings and speeches so impressive.
His voice was clear and penetrating and his
articulation allowed no word to be lost upon his
listeners, but he never seemed to be making any
direct appeal to the emotions of the audience.
No accompaniment of gesture set off his ,qui'et
intonation, and he seemed in fact to be talking
rather at than to the crowd which hung upon his
every word. He did not act his part as Dickens
did, but merely recited the words he had to give
out as one might have done who was simply
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expressing his own thoughts as they came, without
any effort to ‘arouse the susceptibilities of those
who filled the hall. It was not exactly a reading,
although he always had his manuscript laid carefully
out on the desk behind which he stood, for he only
orlanced at the manuscript every now and then to
refresh his memory, but it was certainly not the
speech of an orator who appeals with impassioned
force to the sympathies of his listeners, and it
was not in the slightest degree endowed with
dramatic effect. Even when his audience broke
into irrepressible applause at some passage of
especial beauty and power the lecturer did not
seem to gain any fresh impulse from the plaudits
which broke forth, but went on to his next sentence
with the same self-absorbed composure as though
he were only thinking aloud and were unconscious
of the presence of listeners. None the less the
very manner of the lecture as well as its literary
style had an intense fascination for all who 'came
to listen. 1 observed on many occasions that the
audience seemed to become possessed by a common
dread lest anything, even an outburst of premature
applause, should interrupt the discourse and cause
a word to be lost. I noticed this especially in
some of the more pathetic passages, as, for instance,
in the élosing sentences of the lecture on George
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the Third—that marvellous description of the blind,
deaf, and insane old King as he wandered through
the halls of his palace and bewailed to himself the
deplorable conditions of his closing days. The
most studied dramatic effects of voice and action
could not have given to those passages of the
lecture a more complete and absorbing command
over the feelings of the listening crowd. Every
one appeared to hold his breath in fear that
even a sound of admiration might disturb
for an instant the calm flow of that thrilling
discourse.  If there were art in that manner of
delivery it was assuredly the art which conceals -
art. | have heard many great orators and lecturers
in my time and in various countries, and I never
made one of an audience which seemed to hang
upon the words of the speaker more absolutely
than did the men and women to whom Thackeray
delivered the finest passages of his many lectures.

I can well remember the effect which was
wrought upon the public mind when the yellow-
covered monthly numbers of “Vanity Fair” first
began to make their appearance. There were
some distinguished literary men in England who
had long entertained the belief that if Thackeray
were to devote himself to the novelist's work he
would prove himself a rival to Charles Dickens.
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Some of these men had actually expressed such an
opinion in published articles, and the immediate
effect was only to impress the general body of
readers with the idea that an absurd attempt was
made by a small group of admirers to start a sort
of opposition to the great author who up to that
time had held an undisputed sway over the living
public. Thus from the very beginning of the serial
issue of “ Vanity Fair” there were already formed
two sets of disputants as to the merits of the new
model. By far the larger number was made up
of those who were disposed to regard with
indignation anything like an effort to make too
much of the new writer, while by far the smaller
number felt the full conviction that a great new
literary chapter was opening on the world, and
that Charles Dickens had found his rival at last.
Even when “Vanity Fair” had compelled the
public in general to recognise the fact that an
entirely fresh force was coming up in novel-writing
there was still a large portion of readers who
resented the idea that any one could come into
rivalry with Dickens, and who felt disposed out
of sincere partisanship to depreciate Thackeray
because of what they held to be the extravagant
admiration of those who spoke his praises.

[ only allude to this contest of opinion as an
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interesting historical fact which has almost faded
out of memory at the present day, but is curious
and interesting enough to be brought under the
notice of the present generation. I am not inclined
to trouble myself much about any comparison
between the relative places in literature of Dickens
and Thackeray. I have an intense admiration for
both men; I regard them not in any sense as rival
forces but as the creators of two different forms of
novel-writing, and I see no necessity for endeavour-
ing to exalt the one by depreciating the other. But
my mind still retains a very vivid recollection of
the ardent discussions which used to go on in those
days, and of the rival schools of admirers then
formed to carry on the debate. I do not remember
anything quite like it in more recent years, and I
therefore describe the phenomenon mefely as a
matter of historical interest without the slightest
wish to revive that futile, fierce, and well-nigh
forgotten controversy.

I feel no regret now that Thackeray did not
succeed in his one attempt to obtain a seat in the
House of Commons. At the time when the contest
took place 1 was, of course, in the youthful glow of
my ardent admiration of Thackeray an intense
partisan of his candidature, and I looked upon it
as nothing but the height of audacity on the part
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of his opponent Edward Cardwell, afterwards Lord
Cardwell, to contest the seat against such a man,
The contest took place in 1857 and. the con-
stituency was the City of Oxford. In after years
I felt nothing but satisfaction that Thackeray had
not succeeded in his unexpected and, as one cannot
help thinking, uncongenial ambition to become a
member of Parliament. We may take it for
granted  that he would not have made a success
in the House of Commons. It would have been
different in the case of Charles Dickens if Dickens
had succeeded in obtaining a seat there. Dickens
would unquestionably have delivered some speeches
which must have impressed and delighted all the
occupants of the green benches in the representa-
tive chamber. He was as 1 have already said a
public speaker of extraordinary powers, and he
would assuredly have wakened up the House even
in its dullest moods by his voice, his manner, and
the happy originality of his illustrations and his
phrase.s. He would have got off some words of
sarcastic allusion to his opponents in debate Which
must have lived long in public memory and passed
into incessant quotation. But Thackeray was a
};oor speaker whenever he attempted to go outside
the range of his prepared lectures. He never
indeed made a speech which had not in it some
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telling and suggestive sentences, but his manner
was ineffective, he had no aptitude for public
debate, he would have been regarded in the
House as merely a curiosity, and I cannot bear
to think of the author of “Vanity Fair” submitting
himself to be regarded by any assembly as a mere
curiosity and out of his place.

I can well remember Alexander Kinglake, one of
the most brilliant writers of his time or of any time,
when he had a seat in the House of Commons and
occasionally took part in a debate. The general
impulse of listening members was to ask themselves
whether this ineffective and laboured speaker could
really be the author of the famous ‘ Eothen.” 1
can remember that another writer of books which
were immensely popular in their day, Thomas
Chandler Haliburton, the author of “ Sam -Slick,”
when he was in the House made a very poor
figure there, and was once turned into ridicule—
fancy Sam Slick being made ridiculous—by a
happy sentence or two from Mr. Gladstone. It
would indeed have been a subject for regret to
all lovers of literature if Thackeray had been
permitted by unkindly fate to run the risk of
becoming, as I feel sure he must have done, a
mere parliamentary failure. [ presume that

Thackeray must himself have felt a certain sense
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of relief when his sudden impulse to enter the
House of Commons was not allowed to go any
tarther than a candidature and a minority at the
poll.  So far as 1 know he never again thought
of making an attempt in the same direction. A
leading article in the Z77mes observed after the
result of the Oxford contest that Thackeray might
find consolation for his defeat in the reflection that
the Houses of Lords and Commons put together
could not have produced ¢ Barry Lyndon” or
“Vanity Fair.”

I am far from countenancing the idea that men
of great distinction in lefters, science, or arts
should resolutely keep themselves aloof from
parliamentary life if they have a calling that way,
or feel that there is some great cause to be
advocated towards the success of which they are
especially qualified to contribute. I joined in the
general rejoicing which filled the minds of all his
admirers and followers when John Stuart Mill
consented to give up for a time the quietude and
retirement of his thoughtful life and accept a seat
in the House of Commons. At that time there
were especial reasons why all genuine Liberals
and lovers of political progress felt that it would
be an immense advantage to their cause if Mill
were to present. himself as its advocate and its
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expounder in the great political assembly. Mill,
although not qualified by aptitude or training to
become a great parliamentary debater, was yet
able to impress the House and to command its
attention on the rare occasions when he took
part in its debates, and on one occasion at least
he was listened to with profound and breathless
interest. But then Mill was a leading advocate
in many important public questions, and his mere
presence gave a new strength -to the rising and
enlightened minority in the House of Commons.
Thackeray had never taken any part or shown
much interest in political controversy and could
not have been regarded in the House as the
recognised advocate of any political doctrine. It
would therefore have been a mere throwing away
of his literary influence if he had been compelled
to devote any considerable part of his time to the
business of Parliament. One does not want to
think of Tennyson, or Robert Browning, or
Richard Owen, or Herbert Spencer as a mere
member of a political party in the House of
Commons delivering every now and then an
ineffective speech, spending futile hours in waiting
for the division bell, and only tolerated in the
House because of the respect men felt for the
work he had done and the success he had
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accomplished in very different fields of intellectual
achievement. From the few speeches which
Thackeray delivered during the Oxford contest
one does not obtain the impression that he would
have been a steadfast champion of the more
advanced ideas which since then have become
recognised principles among all parties in the
House of Commons. Literature might have lost
much and political life could have gained but little
if Thackeray had abandoned, though only for a
time, his yellow-covered monthly numbers and
devoted himself to the study of parliamentary
blue-books.

Thackeray was easy of access in private life to
all at least who had any claims upon his attention.
He was one of the principal founders of the Garrick
Club, the object of which was to bring young
literary men into habitual association with the
leaders of the profession. The foundation of the
Garrick Club was the cause of a literary dispute
which led to a great deal of public discussion
at the time and something like an animated
controversy in literéry circles. Thackeray objected
to the manner in which one member of the club,
the late Edmund Yates, was in the habit of
describing its social meetings and its leading men

in some of the newspapers to which he was a
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contributor. The controversy itself does not call
for much comment now, and the only fact that gave
it any biographical interest was the position in
which, for the moment, it placed Dickens and
Thackeray as the leaders of opposing sides. 1 do
not intend to enter into any of the personal
questions involved in the dispute, and I only
introduce the subject because it illustrates what
may be called an opening chapter in the develop-
ment of that order of journalism which finds its
main business in depicting the ways and manners
of social life. At that time it was not quite under-
stood that such distinguished personages are not
supposed to have any private life so far as the
observation of the newspaper correspondent is
concerned.  Thackeray strongly resented the
descriptions of his own personal appearance and
manners which were printed in certain journals
and were known to be the work of Edmun
Yates.

Nobody at the present day would think it worth

his while to raise an objection, sure to be
futile, to any descriptions of himself or comments
on his way of living in the London or provincial
newspapers. It is now thoroughly recognised that
there are journals which make writing of this kind

the main business of their existence, and are read
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all the more by the public according as their
descriptions are more and more intimate and free.
Journalism of this kind has long been.a settled
institution among us. Few public' men think about
it at all, and the few who might feel inclined to
complain of it are perfectly well aware that open
complaint would only render them increasingly
liable to disparaging comment, and that no com-
bination of complaint could be of any avail for the
suppression of the practice so long as there are to
be found a vast number of readers who delight
above all things in personalities and gossip. There
was nothing_ said about Thackeray in the news-
paper paragraphs I have referred to which could
be compared for freedom of speech with some of
the personal paragraphs we may now read every
day in London newspapers of accredited position.
But at the same time I cannot help thinking that
Thackeray might well be excused for expressing
an objection to the practice when it invaded what
might have been considered the private intercourse
of a literary and artistic club. Thackeray’s main
purpose in helping to found the club was as I have
said to bring the young literary and artistic
beginner into habitual association with the leaders
of these crafts, and it may have seemed to him
hardly fair that a member of this private association
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should make use of his position there to indulge :
in more or less satirical accounts of those whom
he met within its walls. No such controversy
could have arisen in our days, but I am not
quite certain whether this fact in itself is to be
regarded as an evidence of an improved tone in
journalism and in public opinion. j
Thackeray’s was a familiar figure in some of
the London streets and no one who had ever
seen him or read any descriptions of him could
fail to recognise that tall, swaying form, half a
head above most other pedestrians, that white
hair and those eyes that beamed with a benig-
nant light even through the spectacles. He could
be met with in the Strand, or Piccadilly, or St.
James’s Street, or in the Temple Gardens. 1 do
not remember to have ever met him in the
vicinity of Westminster Palace even at the time
when he was a candidate for a seat in the House
of Commons. I associate him especially with
the Temple Gardens for the perhaps quite in-
sufficient reason that my first sight of him in
London was in those historic enclosures, and it
was there too that I saw him for the last time
not many days before his death. Thackeray’s
figure seems to me appropriately associated Withi
the Témple Gardens. There are many allusions
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to them in some of his books which one always
loves to remember, and the recollections they
gather around them from history and romance
form a fit setting for his picturesque figure. Sir
Roger de Coverley and Will Honeycomb must
have loved to ramble in the Temple Gardens ;
and one cannot help thinking that the age of
Queen Anne, to which Thackeray’s mind always
turned with so much interest and sympathy,
left some of its lights and shadows over the
place.

When Thackeray’s library was sold, in March,
1864, I bought his volume of Smollett. The title-
page of the book describes it as containing “ The
* Miscellaneous Works of Tobias Smollett, Com-
plete in One Volume.” A memoir of Smollett
by Thomas Roscoe is prefixed to the works, and
the volume is “Printed for Henry Washbourne,
Salisbury Square, London, 1841.” I need hardly
say that the volume is a precious treasure in my
household and an object of intense interest to my
friends. It obtains a priceless value from the
fact that some pencilled notes in Thackeray’s
own handwriting are scribbled on the margins
of two or three pages. The notes are written in
a faint and delicate but clear and legible hand.

I quote one of them which appears on a page












CHAPTER IV
THOMAS CARLYLE—ALFRED TENNYSON

N the early Sixties Thomas Carlyle was

commonly accepted as the despotic sovereign
of thought. Even those who remained in an
attitude of uncompromising resistance to his
sovereign authority could not deny the extent
of his domination. Those of us who did not fully
acknowledge his rule were somewhat in the
position of living Russians who will not recognise
the authority of the Czar, but do not pretend to
deny or ignore the fact that the Czar is a mighty
monarch. There were some of us in the Sixties
who preferred to take our thinking from John
Stuart Mill, for instance, but we did not affect
to deny the power of Carlyle and we could be
as rapturous as his own professed disciples in
our admiration for many of his writings.
Darwin’s great work on “The Origin of

5 49
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Species” had but recently been published; the
philosophy of natural selection had not yet
spread its influence over the general community ;
and the teachings of Herbert Spencer had not.
reached the ears of the groundlings.

Carlyle therefore as the leader of an order of
thought may be said to have had it all to
himself even among those who could not always
be loyal to his leadership. 1 am stating a mere
fact and not designing any disparagement of the
present day’s intellectual development when [ say
that there is no man just now who has any-
thing like the influence over readers and thinkers
which was exercised in the Sixties by Thomas
Carlyle. That influence was the greater because,
as I have said, it met with so much resistance.
We sometimes find that the leaders of certain
schools of thought do not extend their influence
outside the limits of their avowed and acknow-
ledged pupils. The followers of the one school
accept to the full the doctrines of their teacher
and do not trouble themselves about the doctrines
or the teacher of any other school. This was
not so with Carlyle. We all discussed him,
followers and rebels alike.

When 1 think of Carlyle himself—the man
and not his books—I always think of him as a
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moving figure on Cheyne Walk, Chelsea. This
is not because I first saw Carlyle in the Chelsea
region, but because my recollection of him
during all the later years of his life brings him
back as a resident of Chelsea, whose form was
familiar to those of us living in that picturesque
and historic quarter. The only occasions when
I had the good fortune to be in his company
are associated with friendships formed in Chelsea.
I had but few opportunities of being in Carlyle’s
society and my acquaintance with him was very
slight indeed, but I must always retain a vivid
impression of his manners and his conversa-
tion. [ may say at once that he impressed me
rather too much for my own ease and comfort.
I was only beginning my life as a worker
in London just then, and I was. naturally shy
and diffident in the presence of a man whose
intellectual greatness I so thoroughly recognised.
His manner seemed to me to have something
overpowering in it. Whatever he said he said
with emphasis and with earnestness, and it
appeared to me as if I could hardly summon up
courage enough to offer any opinion which was
not likely to commend itself to his approval. I
felt quite sure that my views on most subjects
could not possibly commend themselves to him,
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and yet I was sometimes beset with the thought
that it was a sort of cowardice on my part to
sit and listen to his laying down of the law on
several great subjects without venturing to inter-
ject a word of remonstrance. If only the con-
versation would have turned on Goethe or on
Schiller, or even on Mirabeau and Robespierre,
I could have listened for ever in unfeigned
delight and reverence and might have had no
occasion to utter any words but those of modest
and humble agreement and admiration. But it
unluckily happened that just about the time
when I had the good fortune to meet Carlyle
there were great questions stirring the world on
which Carlyle held the most definite opinions
one way, while I could not help holding opinions
which put me on the opposite side of the dispute.

The great American Civil War was then
going on and Carlyle was ever ready to give
judgment against the Northern States. I was
at that time one of the writers for the Morning
Star, the daily newspaper which represented
the views of Bright and Cobden, and was
naturally a strenuous and consistent advocate
of the Northern cause. 7he Daily News
and the Morning Star were the only London
daily papers which held firmly to that side
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during the whole of the long struggle. Carlyle,
in a short, sharp essay of his called, if I re-
member rightly, “The American Iliad in a
Nutshell,” which appeared in one of the maga-
zines, had summed up the whole controversy to
his own complete satisfaction as merely a
question between the right to hire one’s servants
by the week or for life. Some of us still per-
sisted in thinking that servitude enforced for life
was a very different thing from servitude hired
by the week or by the month, and we continued
to regard slavery just as we had done before.
At the time every one was naturally talking of
the American war, and it was not pleasant for
those who thought as I did to draw out Carlyle
on the great question. Nor did he always wait
~to be drawn out, for he frequently expressed his
opinions and denounced his hopponents without
any challenge or provocation on their part.
Under these conditions it will readily be under-
stood that an obscure and modest young man
who did not happen to agree with the senti-
ments of the orator was not likely to find himself
quite ,comfortable in the presence of Carlyle. 1
did not therefore seek for opportunities of
possible dispute and my slight acquaintanceship
with him soon came to an end. I had no
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excuse for endeavouring to press myself on
Carlyle’s notice after the whole question had
been settled and I never afterwards saw him
except when I happened to meet him in the
highways and byways of Chelsea. But [ still
hold it as a privilege to have been admitted to
his society even on the few and rare occasions
which I have described, and the mere fact that
I did actually meet him and listen to his talk
must ever be one of my cherished memories.

I knew intimately many of his friends and I knew
from them how littie the whole character of the
man could be judged from the manner in which he
sometimes loved to bear down all opposition. No
man had friends more thoroughly appreciative of
him, more grateful for his friendship and more
entirely devoted to him. Some of those friends
were Americans from the Northern States, avowed
and complete adherents of the Northern cause, but
of course they knew the man well and were not
affected in their admiration of him by the fact that
he held views opposed to theirs on one great
question, and that it was his habit to express his
views occasionally without overmuch regard for the
feelings of all his listeners. His presence still
haunts that Chelsea quarter for me whenever I find
myself in the neighbourhood of the house which
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was so long his home and must for ever be asso-
ciated with his fame.

We had one great poet in those days of the
Sixties, and his name was Alfred Tennyson. Now
I hasten to rescue myself from any possible mistake
on the part of my readers by announcing at once
that we were quite aware of the existence of other
poets as well. Some of us had lived in the later
days of Wordsworth, were devoted admirers of his
poems, and had passed many times before his home
in the Lake country with the hope of getting a
glimpse of the poet himself; but Wordsworth lay
buried at Grasmere many years before the Sixties
set in and Tennyson had succeeded to him as Poet
Laureate—a title which in those days at least was
understood to confer upon its bearer the highest
place in the living poetic order. Perhaps I may
also observe in vindication of the early Sixties that
we were most of us not unfamiliar with the works of
a poet named Robert Browning, and of those of a
poetess named Elizabeth Barrett Browning, who
died at the opening of the period which I am now
recalling to memory. But the appreciation of the
Brownings was as yet confined to the few and it had
not );et become the fashion to give to Robert
Browning his due place in the foremost order of
English poets. Tennyson therefore was the
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acknowledged king of living poets and it did not

occur to the general public to admit any rival to
the throne. v

My first sight of Tennyson was obtained under
very striking and appropriate conditions. It was
during the visit paid by Garibaldi to London in
1864, and I was one of those who were invited by
the hospitality of the late Mr. Seeley, a member of
Parliament with whom Garibaldi was then staying
at his home in the Isle of Wight, to meet the
[talian visitor. There were many Englishmen of
great distinction there, and Tennyson was the most
conspicuous among the guests.. Tennyson’s
appearance was very striking, and his figure might
have been taken as a living illustration of romantic
poetry. He was tall and stately, wore a great
mass of thick, long hair—long hair was then still
worn even by men who did not affect originality—
his frame was slightly stooping, his shoulders were
bent as if with the weight of thought; there was
something entirely out of the common and very
commanding in his whole presence, and a stranger
meeting him in whatever crowd would probably
have assumed at once that he must be a literary
king. I met him several times after that, although
I never came to have the honour of a close acquaint-

ance with him. I saw him once and once only in
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the House of Commons. He occupied a place in
the seats which are known as “under the gallery”
and are reserved for members of the House and
for distinguished strangers. His appearance there
attracted the attention of every member, and I do
not think that so long as he remained any close
interest was taken in the debate then going on.
Though I never had much acquaintance with
Tennyson it is something to have met him occa-
sionally to have heard him talk and to have
exchanged a few words with him now and then.
His manner was singularly impressive, and a
stranger might sometimes have thought that there
was a half-conscious display of lyrical authority
about him. There was a certain eccentricity in his
ways and his manner of expressing himself, and one
~eould never tell how he might suddenly bear down
upon the subject which happened to be the topic of
conversation and compel the company to give up all
idea but that of listening in eager silence for any-
thing he might happen to say. Those who knew
him well knew that there was no artificiality about
him, and that the simplicity of genius was at the
heart of his mystery. [ met many of his intimate
friends and heard from them that he was a most
delightful host and a congenial companion.- He
loved to enter into discussions on poetry and would
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sometimes recite passages from his own poems with
natural and incomparable effect. When he
happened to be in London he was a familiar figure
in some of the quieter recesses of the Parks,
more especially of St. James’s Park, and nobody
to whom he was personally unknown could have
passed him without turning to look back upon him
and without taking it for granted that he must
be a man of distinction and importance. Those
who knew him only by sight and happened thus to
meet him were sure to tell their friends that they
had just seen Tennyson in the Park.

In ordinary society Tennyson seldom spoke unless
when he had something to say which he felt
inspired to utter, and then the company listened as
if he were some monarch delivering a speech from
the throne. Now and then he disappointed his
host and the rest of the company by indulging in
long intervals of absolute silence until some sudden
thought suggested itself to his mind and then
he came out with a burst of natural eloquence. 1
have read manylanecdotes of his spending a whole
evening alone with some honoured guest and of the
host and guest sitting and smoking in silence, each
finding companionship enough in the presence of
the other and the interchanging clouds of smoke,

without needing any spoken utterances to express
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their sense of good fellowship. One such anecdote
is told of Tennyson and Carlyle, but I must own
that I have never been able quite to realise the
idea of Carlyle thus submitting himself to unbroken
silence. There was evidently in Tennyson a certain
shyness which held him back from ordinary con-
versation, and it is possible that among his
intimate friends he felt at liberty to indulge to the
full his humour of silence whenever the humour
took him. I have heard on the other hand many
accounts of his delightful adaptability to the ways of
those who happened to be with him, of the pleasure
he took in making young women feel quite at home
with him and in drawing them out on whatever
happened to be their own familiar topics. But I
think he must sometimes have felt the poetic
“dignity accorded to him an oppressive influence and
must occasionally have envied those commonplace
persons who were liable to be interrupted in the
flow of their conversation. Certainly wherever
Tennyson went in the social world he was sure to
be regarded as the most conspicuous and command-
ing figure in the company. There might have been
a Prime Minister present ; there might have been a
-great Parliamentary orator ; there might have been
a foreign diplomatist accustomed to rule in State
affairs ; there might have been an Archbishop or
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two ; there might have been a soldier who had led
great armies and won victories on the battlefield,
but Tennyson at that time was always Tennyson,
and everybody else was a secondary figure. I do
not know that in the present day we have any poet
or scholar, or leader in art, science, or literature, who
holds the sovereign place which in the Sixties was
accorded to the author of “ Locksley Hall.” I have
often in later years been led to make comparison
between the position accorded by every one to
Tennyson and that given to Robert Browning even
among Browning’s most devoted admirers. Brown-
ing was a thorough man of the world in the best and
happiest sense. He enjoyed society and unaffectedly
welcomed the companionship of his friends and of
those whom his friends introduced to him. He
was a brilliant talker and could talk with ease to
every one. I had the honour of knowing him well
and loved him, as all did who knew him. But he
never attempted to hold the place of literary
monarch among men and women, and without any
effort on his part he prevailed upon us all to think
that we were, for the time at least, among his peers.
There was nothing eccentric about him, and we came
to accept him as one of ourselves who happened
also to be a great poet.

So far as I can remember there was no proclaimed
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anti-Tennysonian school. No rival to Tennyson
was set up. There was always an anti-Byronian
sect, and in much more recent times there was a
school of indignant anti-Swinburnians. But even
among those who were most strongly opposed to
some of Tennyson’s utterances on certain public
questions, when the Poet Laureate felt himself
drawn into utterances on such questions, there was
no impulse to rebellion against his poetical supre-
macy. At one period English society was divided
into two hostile camps on the subject of the
methods which had been used to suppress the
supposed rebellion in Jamaica, and when Tennyson
took up the championship of Governor Eyre
there was a cry of lamentation and of anger
sent forth by many even among his most devoted
admirers. A satirical ballad was published at
the time in one of the London daily newspapers
concerning the views which Tennyson maintained
with ‘regard to the sudden condemnation and
execution of Gordon, who was accused of having
fomented the supposed rebellion. Chief Justice
Cockburn, it will be remembered, had denounced
this execution as -an act committed in defiance of
all law and all evidence. The satirical ballad took
the form of a parody on Tennyson's touching
poem which begins with the line—

“ Home they brought her warrior dead.”
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The satirical balladist thus began his verses :—

““ Home came news of Gordon dead,
‘But the poet gave no sigh.
Mill and Bright indignant said
"Twas a crime that he should die.”

I am sorry to say that I have forgotten the lines
which followed and do not even remember how the
parody worked itself out and what was its climax.
It had a certain run at the time among those who
upheld the views of Chief Justice Cockburn, but even
those who quoted it and cordially welcomed it were
not driven into any overt act of rebellion against
the supremacy of Tennyson the poet. We were
sorry that such a man should have waken up that
- side of the controversy and we much wished that
he had let the whole matter alone, but we did not
feel the faintest desire to question his right to regal
state among England’s living poets.

The last time I saw Alfred Tennyson was like
the first, an imposing and unique occasion. That
last time was on the day when Tennyson, just
endowed with a peerage, was formally introduced
to the House of Lords. I watched the ceremonial
from the bar of the House of Lords, the place where
members of the House of Commons are privileged
to stand. The whole ceremonial is a severe trial

for the nerves and the composure of even the most
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self-possessed and self-satisfied among newly
created peers. . The new-comer wears. for the
first time his robes of State, and these robes make
a garb in which it is hardly possible for any novice
not to appear somewhat ridiculous. The new peer
is formally conducted by two of his brother peers
into the House of Lords, is presented with due
ceremony to the Lord Chancellor and other leading
members of the House, and has to make many
oenuflections and go through many forms, which
bear, to irreverent eyes, a suggestion of theatricality -
and masquerade. [ must say that Tennyson com-
ported himself with modesty and dignity throughout
the whole of this peculiar ordeal, and the general
feeling was that even if the performance had been
:arefulfy rehearsed, which we assume it certainly
was not, Lord Tennyson could not more success-
fully have got through his part in the dramatic
exhibition. I am not disposed to enter into the
juestion whether it is the most appropriate tribute
0 the genius of a great poet that he should be
created a member of the House of Lords. But it
s something to remember that when England’s
yreat poet thus received a State recognition he
should have shown himself equal to the occasion
ind should not have broken down into awkward-
ness under the unusual robes and made the grand
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CHAPTER V
RICHARD OWEN—THE BROTHERS NEWMAN

HE great struggle between two rival schools

of scientific thought may be said to have
begun with the Sixties. Richard Owen represented
what was called the older school, the orthodox
school, while men like Charles Robert Darwin and
Thomas Huxley were the leading apostles of the
new school. Darwin’s “Origin of Species by
means of Natural Selection” had been given to
the world in 1859, and the controversy was thus
fairly opened for the Sixties. I do not propose
to enter upon any task so superfluous as that of
describing the controversy which formally opened
a new era in the history of scientific development.
My object at present is nothing more ambitious
than to accompany the portrait of Richard Owen
by some personal recollections of the great man
himself. I have one relic of Richard Owen which
I especially desire to bring under the notice of

6 3



66 Portréits of the Sixties

those who read this volume. That relic is the -
peroration of one of Owen’s lectures. The perora-
tion is written out in Owen’s own hand and is the
only part of the long discourse which was thus
written. The accompanying facsimile will put
it almost as much in the possession of my readers
as the actual pages of writing are in my own
possession.

Richard Owen was one of the most effective
public lecturers to whom I have ever listened. His
presence was stately and effective, while at the
same time he showed no consciousness of personal
stateliness and there seemed in him no striving
after effect. His face was expressive, his eyes were
luminous with meaning, sincerity, and a desire to
come into complete understanding and sympathy
with those whom he addressed. The most difficult
questions of anatomical science were made in-
telligible by the simplicity and clearness of his
language, by the unadorned precision of his style,
and by his faculty of addressing himself directly
to the comprehension of his audience. His dis-
course never passed over the heads of his listeners ;
‘the listeners were taken along with him and were
carried away by what might fairly be described as
his unadorned eloquence. It was on the occasion
of a lecture delivered by him in Liverpool, where
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I had been living for some years before the Sixties
set in, that I had the opportunity of obtaining from
him the valuable manuscript reproduced for the
illumination of this chapter. It was as one of the
reporting staff attached to a Liverpool daily news-
papef——thé first daily newspaper set up in an
English provincial town—that I found my op-
portunity.  Owen spoke the greater part and
indeed nearly the whole of his address without
reference to manuscript or to notes of any kind.
But I observed, while he was speaking the con-
cluding sentences of his address, that he had a
page of paper before him both sides of which were
covered with manuscript, at which he glanced from
time to time. More than one great speaker to
whom I have listened in the House of Commons
and outside it had the habit of writing out some
particular passages in a speech in order that no
sentence and no word might fail of its due
effect, might be inadequate to express its precise
meaning.

I was then a very young man and had the
audacity of youth to support me, and I ventured,
when the lecture was over, to ask the great lecturer
to allow me to take possession of the sheet of paper
which contained his written words. Owen was

most kindly and gracious, appeared to be pleased by
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the boldness of my request, and made me the owner
of this inestimable sheet of autograph composition.
He was even more gracious than this, for he kindly
invited me to call upon him during his stay in
Liverpool, and I need hardly say that I gladly
availed myself of this unexpected invitation. I
went to see him next day, was received with
courtesy and kindness, and was in fact encouraged
to consider myself as one of his personal acquaint-
ances. At a later period, when I had settled in
London, I had the happy chance of meeting him
occasionally while he was engaged in his work at
the British Museum, and I never met him without
being impressed more and more by the unaffected
sweetness of his manners, and by the readiness with
which he seemed to tolerate my obvious admiration.
Owen was undoubtedly a great man, was probably
the greatest scientific anatomist since Cuvier ; but,
like many other great men, and unlike some, he
assumed no airs of greatness and was ready to put
himself for the time into full companionship with
those who were admitted to his society. 1 shall
never forget the evidences he gave me of his
willingness to keep up the acquaintance, and I
remember with a peculiar sense of gratification that
to the end of his life he continued to send me, now

and then, printed copies of some discourse which
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he had delivered, or some work in pamphlet form
which he had published.

At that time Owen was commonly regarded as
the leader of the old school of scientific philosophy.
The old school and the new school fought out their
battles just then with energy, and sometimes, it
must be allowed, with considerable acrimony. But
Owen at least was not very acrimonious in his part
of the controversy, and he took the assaults of his
opponents with remarkable composure. The public
in general divided itself between the two schools
and followed the teachings of the leaders on either
side with deep and sometimes impassioned interest.
[ know not whether at the present time there are
any two such schools of scientific philosophy, and
can only say that if any such controversy now goes

“on its echoes do not reach my sequestered ears.
Perhaps the older school died out with the life of
Richard Owen and the whole controversy with
the lives of such great controversialists as Huxley
and Tyndall. Perhaps the older school has
vanished altogether from the living history of
‘scientific dispute.  Both schools professed to
found themselves on actual scientific facts, but
the older school assumed the principle that
all new discoveries must be in accordance with
established and orthodox faith, while the new
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school proclaimed that the discovery of scientific
truths must be followed out with no regard to the
consequences to accepted revelation. The new
school acted no doubt, whether consciously or un-
consciously, on the general principle laid down by
Auguste Comte, who had defined the growth of
human thought as destined to pass through the
stages of the mythical, the metaphysical, and the
scientific.

I had the honour in later days of becoming
acquainted with Thomas Huxley and having many
opportunities of meeting him and conversing on
all manner of subjects. I am now, however,
only dealing with the early Sixties and with
Richard Owen, and I did not believe myself at that
time or after endowed with sufficient knowledge of
scientific questions and evidences to entitle me to
form any very clear opinion as to the general
bearings of the controversy. I admired Richard
Owen then, as I afterwards came to admire
Thomas Huxley, for his splendid intellectual gifts,
for his genial manners, and for his extraordinary
powers of eloquent exposition. The impression
then made upon me by Richard Owen has never
faded. He was the first great scientific man I had
the good fortune to know personally, and my
acquaintance with him formed an epoch at the
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opening of my literary career which must always
live in my recollection. Huxley and Tyndall were
both eager controversialists even on questions
which had nothing to do with scientific develop-
ment, and each of them went out of his way now
‘and then to advocate some political or social cause
which was arousing deep emotion throughout the
whole country.

I do not remember that Owen ever allowed him-
self to become involved in any public debate which
was not directly associated with his own sphere of
strictly scientific study. Owen kept himself to his
minute study of physical organisation, and he took
the facts as he found them, but he evidently recon-
ciled them with his' great faith in the organising
Cause. He seems to put this forth in the con-
_cluding sentences of the peroration reproduced in
this chapter. ‘ Everywhere,” he says, “in organic
nature we see the means_not only subservient to an
end, but that end accomplished by the simplest
means. Hence we are compelled to regard the
great Cause of all not, like certain philosophic
ancients, as a uniform and quiescent mind—as an
all-pervading anima mundi—but as an active and
anticipative intelligence. By applying the laws of
comparative anatomy to the relics of extinct races
of animals found in different strata of the earth’s
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crust, and corresponding with as many epochs in
the earth’s history, we make an important step in
advance of all preceding philosophies, and are able
to demonstrate that the same active and beneficent
intelligence which manifests His Power in our
times has also manifested His Power in times long.
anterior to the records of our existence.” “If,” he
goes on to say, ‘1 have succeeded in demon-
strating the adaptation of each varying form to the
exigencies and habits and well-being of the species,
I have fulfilled one object I had in view, viz., to
set forth the intelligence and beneficence of the
Creative Power. So far as I have shown the
uniformity of plan pervading the osteological
structure of so many diversified animated forms,
I must have enforced, were that necessary, as
strong a conviction of the unity of the Creative
Cause.” And thus he declares “we must be the
more strikingly impressed with the -wisdom and
the power of that Cause.”

I have said in a preceding chapter that I must
always associate the memory of Thomas Carlyie
with the streets of Chelsea. In the same way
I must ever associate the figure of Richard
Owen with the neighbourhood of the British
Museum, with that region where he accomplished
so much of his great work and where it was
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often my good fortune to meet him in days long
gone by, which can never pass from my recol-
lection. '

I have heard many interesting accounts from
friends in London of the great kindness which
Richard Owen was in the habit of showing to
children, and of the exquisite sympathy with which
he could enter into all their ways and draw them
into unrestrained converse with him. Only the
other day a friend of mine was telling me that in
her childish years she and her brothers and sisters
were brought into acquaintanceship with Richard
Owen when they were at school in the neighbour-
hood of the British "Museum, and she gave me
many instances of his kindness to them, and
mentioned the fact that when sometimes they met
~him in the street and he appeared to be wrapt in
profound contemplation, they thought it right to
pass on without disturbing him, but that he was
sure to see them and would stop in his walk, enter
into conversation with them, and even turn out of
his way to escort them to their home. The
anecdote came out unexpectedly, and was only
occasioned by some talk about the interest which
many great men, who seem to live above the
clouds of common life, have taken in the com-
panionship of children. I had not happened for a
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long time to hear any one speak of Owen, and her
reminiscences of him were a new and a welcome
contribution to my own impressions of his sweet
and winning nature. [ think that feeling of com-
panionship with ordinary humanity. pervaded all
Owen’s teachings and suffused his conceptions of
the Eternal Cause. William Blake, the painter,
poet, and mystical dreamer, has declared that “the
Eternal is in love with the productions of Time.”
There would not seem to be much affinity between
the character and studies of Richard Owen and
those of Blake, but I have often thought that the
words I have just quoted might be taken as a brief
embodiment of the spirit that breathes through that
passage of Owen’s discourse reproduced in this
chapter. .

Among the portraits from the Sixties about and
around which I am writing in this volume is one of
Cardinal Newman. It has seemed to me that in
the grouping of these portraits there might be a
certain appropriateness in setting the pictures of
Owen and of Newman, metaphorically at least, side
by side. The two men had indeed véry different
spheres of thought and action, but each was alike
devoted to what he believed to be his supreme
mission in life, and each lived above the clouds

of ordinary and worldly existence.  Cardinal
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Newman’s was a life of absolute austerity, but
there was a certain sweet simplicity in his manner
which reminded me sometimes of Richard Owen.
My personal acquaintance with Cardinal Newman
was very slight, but I had many opportunities of
listening to him and of observing his bearing and
his ways. I saw him for the first time before the
opening of the Sixties. While I was living in
Liverpool, just before the Crimean War, Newman
delivered there his famous series of lectures on
what was then regarded as the Eastern Question,
the existence of the Ottoman -Power in Europe.
There is no need to go very deeply into "that
question at the present time of day; we must all of
us have made up our minds long ago on the whole
subject, whatever our conclusions may happen to
be. I need only say that Newman’s views might
have been regarded just then as a prophetic protest
against the policy which was leading to the
Crimean War. Newman regarded the settlement -
of the Ottoman Turk in Europe as, from first to
last, a mere calamity to Christian civilisation. A
man of Newman’s character and training could not
make himself the advocate of any policy designed
to expel the Turks b\y force from the European
territories they had occupied, but he made him-

self the earnest and uncompromising opponent
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of any policy setting itself to maintain and
strengthen the ill-fated dominion of the Ottoman
Power. Newman’s expositions and warnings had,
it is needless to say, no effect whatever on the
majority of Englishmen at the time, but he uttered
no warning which subsequent events did not fully
and strictly justify. The lectures were singularly
impressive, although they made no pretension to
the graces and the thrilling tones of eloquence.
The language seemed unstudied, but was always
exquisitely chosen, every word expressing precisely
the idea it was intended to convey and no more,
and’there were many passages which lived long in
the memories of those who heard them spoken.
The lectures were delivered with perfect ease, and
the voice, although not powerful, could make itself
heard without effort in any ordinary assembly. It
had certain tones of melancholy reflectiveness
which seemed appropriate to a warning only too
certain to be made, for the time at least, in vain.

No man was a more accomplished master
than Newman of all the resources the English
language can command. I heard him speak and
preach on many later occasions, and he always
seemed to me to have a certain distinct faculty of
eloquence which has nothing to do with mere

rhetoric, but is sincere and lofty thought embodied

.
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in the most appropriate form of phrase. In some
of the arts and the gifts that go to make a great
orator or preacher, Newman was strikingly defi-
cient.  His bearing was not impressive ; his gaunt,
emaciated figure, his sharp eagle-face, his eyes of
quiet meditation, were rather likely to repel than to
attract those who heard and saw him for the first
time. But the matter of his discourse, whether
sermon, speech, or lecture, was always captivating,
and if the language had any defect it might be that
it was perhaps a little overweighted with thought,
and thus might seem hardly suited to attract from
the beginning a popular. audience. But in speak-
ing, as in writing, he soon made it evident that he
was an influence—I do not know how better to
express my meaning—which must command atten-
‘tion by its own force. DBoth as a speaker and as a
writer he showed himself richly endowed with a
keen, pungent, satirical humour, while there was,
on the other hand, a subtle vein of poetry and of
pathos suffusing all his argument, his illustration,
and his appeal. )
Newman’s brother Francis was led away, as most
of my readers will remember, into a field of thought
and activity strangely unlike that into which faith
and destiny had conducted him who was to become
a Cardinal and a leading spirit in the Church of
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Rome. 1 cannot think of the brothers Newman
without recalling to memory a deeply interesting
passage in Thackeray’s * Pendennis.” Arthur
Pendennis and his comrade George Warrington
have a dispute about men and beliefs. *The
truth,” Pendennis asks—¢where is ‘the truth?
Show it me. I see it on both sides. 1 see it
in this man who worships by Act of Parliament,
and is rewarded with a silk apron and five thousand
a year; in that man too who, driven fatally by the
remorseless logic of his creed, gives up everything
—friends, fame, dearest ties, closest vanities, the
respect of an army of churchmen, the recognised
position of a leader—and passes over, truth-impelled,
to the enemy in whose ranks he is ready to serve
henceforth as a nameless private soldier ; I see the
truth in that man as I do in his brother, whose
logic drives him to quite a different conclusion, and
who, after having passed a life in vain endeavours
to reconcile an irreconcileable book, flings it at last
down in despair, and declares, with tearful eyes and
hands up to heaven, his revolt and recantation.”
Of course every reader of “ Pendennis” knew at
the time when the book was published who were
the two brothers of whom this touching description
was given. .“ Pendennis” made its appearance in

volume form some ten years before the period
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which the portraits in this book are intended to
illustrate. But the parting of the two brothers
only grew wider and wider as time went on, and
they never can be said to have worked together
during the remainder of their lives.

About the time with which this book opens I
became acquainted with Francis Newman and was
brought much more into intercourse with him than
it was ever my fortune to be with the great
Cardinal. The reason for this was that John
Henry Newman kept, as a rule, quite apart from
political movements, and that Francis Newman
took an active share in the conduct of many
political organisations. I was then beginning to be
much engaged in English political life as well as in
journalism, and I thus had many opportunities of
meeting with Francis Newman. He was a man of
great intellect and of very noble purpose, but he
never acquired in his own sphere anything like
the influence his brother exercised in the sphere
to which his conscientious convictions had called

| him. I am sure my readers will quite understand

that I am not now entering into any comparison or
contrast of these two far-divided spheres. With
questions of religious faith these chapters have
nothing to do. My endeavour is to put myself for
the time into the position of Arthur Pendennis, and
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to regard the two brothers as equally sincere
followers of that which each believed to be the
truth. But I have always thought that Francis
Newman, while acting with the most sincere and
unselfish motives, never succeeded in accomplish-
ing as much by his intellect and his perseverance as
might have been expected from one so richly
endowed with noble qualities of mind and heart.

Francis Newman lent his best energy to the
support of many a great political cause which time
and events have since proved to be right, in the
judgment of most thinking men at home and
abroad. But unquestionably he sometimes wasted
too much of his intellectual capacity on what might
be called the eccentricities of political and social
endeavour. There were all manner of new ques-
tions, political and social problems as they would
now be called, coming up at the time, and Francis
Newman did not always seem able to distinguish
between a creed and a crotchet. The mere charm of
novelty appeared to have an undue fascination for
him.  He was tempted too often into the frittering
away of his remarkable intellectual powers over
some new idea, as it was called, which turned out
to be merely an old and exploded idea, recalled to
a semblance of cohesion and reality by the futile

energies of some sect or group of belated reformers.
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There was a time when nine out of ten men in
London who took any interest in public affairs were
apt to set down Francis Newman as hopelessly
given over to crotchets, while the tenth man,
admiring however much his character and his
capacity, was sometimes grieved and sometimes
angry that both together did not make him a
greater power in the national life.

The last time I ever. heard Francis Newman
address a public meeting was at a small gathering
of men and women in London who were engaged
in organising an opposition to some measure before
Parliament, the purpose of which has long passed
out of my memory. The meeting was held in
Exeter Hall, not in the vast room where oratorios
were performed and huge public assemblages were

~gathered together to discuss some question of
national or international importance, but in a little
subterranean room. The attendance was not nearly
up to the size of the room itself, limited though
that was. There on the platform sat the good
and gifted and fearless Francis Newman, and
immediately around him were some dozen
embodied and living crotchets and crazes. There
was this learned physician who had renounced his
medical practice and was holding communication
regularly with the spirit-world. There was that

7
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other eminent personage who had long been trying
in vain to teach an apathetic Government how to
cure crime on purely phrenological principles.
There was Smith who was opposed to all wars;
Brown, who firmly believed that every disease
known to poor humanity came from the use of
salt ; Jones, who had at his own expense put into
circulation thousands of copies of his work against
the employment of medical men in cases where the
ailments of women were concerned. We just
wanted, on this memorable occasion, the awful
persons who proved to you that the earth was all
a flat, and the indefatigable ladies who expounded
their claims to the British Crown, then feloniously
usurped by Queen Victoria.

Nothing came of the demonstration, whatever
it was, and I have only mentioned it here just to
illustrate the extraordinary contrast between the
commanding position to which Francis Newman;
with his intellect, his energy, and his lofty purposes,
might have attained, and the position to which
from the highest and most unselfish motives he
had allowed himself to descend. I could not help
admiring the man, as much in these later days of
his career as in that earlier time when he stood
forth the great and recogniéed advocate of so many
a noble cause. Surely the parting of the ways had
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brought these two gifted brothers very far apart.
John Henry Newman had by this time become a
Prince of the Church of Rome and was one of the
most conspicuous and, in the strictest sense, one
of the most influential men of his age. Yet every
one who knew the two brothers must have known
that mere personal ambition had influenced no
more the one, who had obtained so lofty and
commanding a position, than the other who had
fallen away from public life and become merely
the futile advocate of so many a lost and un-
important cause. Both brothers had eminently the
genius of the controversialist ; both followed alike
faithfully the light of the guiding star which his
conscience recognised, and it is something of
comfort to feel sure that both will alike have a
place of honour in the history of England’s
intellectual development.

May I be allowed to say that I think Cardinal
Newman did much good even to that Church
from which he withdrew? He was really the
mainspring of that movement which proposed to
rescue the Church from apathy, from mere
quiescence, from the perfunctory discharge of
formal duties, and to quicken her once again with
the spirit of a priesthood, to arouse her to the
living work, spiritual and moral, physical and
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mental, of her ecclesiastical mission. Throughout
the English Church in general there has been
surely a higher spirit at work since that famous
Oxford Movement in which John Henry Newman
took so influential a part. I think the influence of
that English Church has been more active, more
beneficent, more human, and at the same time
more spiritual since that sudden and startling
impulse was given. The story of these two
brothers -is on the whole as strange a chapter as
any I know in the history of human intellect and
creed. It may at least teach us a lesson of
toleration if nothing better. The very pride of
intellect itself can hardly pretend to look down
with mere scorn upon beliefs which carried off in
contrary directions these two Newmans. The
sternest bigot could hardly refuse to admit that
truthfulness, self-sacrifice, and devotion might abide
outside the limits .of his own creed when he
remembered the high and noble example of pure,
true, and disinterested lives which John Henry
and Francis W. Newman have alike given in

their different ways to their fellow-men.
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CHARTER-VI
RICHARD COBDEN

HIS volume has for its frontispiece the photo-

graphic reproduction of a picture which has
not, so far as I know, been ever before thus brought
to the notice of the public at large. The picture
represents the principal framers of the famous
French Commercial Treaty with England—the
Treaty brought into existence in 1860—seated
around the table of a great salon—a picture drawn
from the imagination, we may assume—and the
most celebrated figures in which are Cobden,
Michel Chevalier, Bright, Gladstone, Palmerston,
Milner Gibson, Persigny, Fould, and many other
of the eminent public men who were engaged in
the negotiations which led to the Treaty. The
present chapter contains also a portrait group of
Cobden, Bright, and Milner Gibson. Even at
the present day readers will remember that Milner

Gibson was one of Cobden’s most earnest and
85
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capable supporters in the early English struggle
for Free Trade. Thomas Milner Gibson was a
man of high social position, and was returned to
Parliament so early as 1837 by the Conservative
party, to which he then belonged.. He soon,
however, saw reason to renounce his Conservative
opinions, and on one memorable occasion he
boldly proclaimed in the House of Commons his
conversion to the Liberal doctrines, and he actually
crossed the floor of the House and took his place
among the Free Traders. In 1841 he was elected
for Manchester as a Free Trader, and from that
time forth he was during the whole of his public
career one of the most consistent, persuasive, and
distinguished champions of the Free Trade cause
and of every other doctrine of genuine Liberalism.
He held office more than once in a Liberal
Government, and took a leading part in the
repeal of the advertisement duty on newspapers,
of the newspaper stamp duty, and the paper duty
itself. I used to meet him often in those days,
and I felt the highest admiration for his sincerity,
his great political capacity, his parliamentary
eloquence, and the unaffected geniality of his
manners. Cobden, Bright, Charles Villiers, and
Milner Gibson were the apostles of Free Trade,
and may justly be said to have created a new
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chapter in English history. So far back as 1835
Cobden had published his first pamphlet advo-
cating Free Trade, and within a few years the
Anti-Corn Law League was established in Man-
chester with Cobden for its leading member. Sir
Robert Peel afterwards acknowledged that to the
agitation carried on by Cobden and the League
was, due the measure for the abolition of the
Corn Laws which Peel carried in 1846. Charles
Villiers, a member of the great Clarendon
family, had been elected to the House of
Commons for Wolverhampton as a declared
Free Trader in 1835, and used to bring forward
every Session a motion in favour of Free Trade
before the principle was adopted by any states-
man in office. When Peel carried his measure
for the abolition of the duty on the importation
of foreign corn the general belief prevailing all
over the country was that the question of Free
Trade had been settled for ever in England.
There is a peculiar appropriateness in the
reproduction of this picture of the three great
Free Trade apostles at the present time.
During all the years which intervened between
1846 and this present year nothing was heard
of any serious purpose¢ on the part of a respon-
sible English statesman to introduce a financial
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policy which could in any sense be held to
repudiate the principle of Free Trade. There
were always some Tory members in the House
of Commons and some old-fashioned persons
here and there in country districts who cherished
a sort of ancestral and feudal homage for the
old doctrine of Protection. There were still men
to be met with in and out of Parliament who
insisted, with an almost touching devotion to the
financial creed of their forefathers, that no matter
what statistics and Board of Trade returns and
Parliamentary Blue Books might say to the con-
trary, the country was positively going to the
dogs because of Free Trade, and that the sun
of England’s prosperity had set for ever. Eng-
land went on, however, perversely prospering in
spite of all their protestations and predictions, and
the professed Protectionist came before long to
be regarded as a mere curiosity, the late-surviving
symbol of a past age. No political or financial
organisation of the slightest influence attempted
during all these years to bring about a reversal
of England’s commercial policy, and that a states-
man in office should ever attempt such an
undertaking seemed as little likely as that a
statesman in office should undertake a crusade

against the election of members to Parliament



Richard Cobden 89

by a popular majority. It has been reserved for
our times to behold the appearance of such a
strange and unexpected phenomenon. We have
lately heard from the lips of a statesman holding
high office the proclamation of a resolve to bring
up the whole question once again for national
judgment and to invite a reversal of the policy
originated by Cobden, Bright, and Villiers and
carried into legislation by Sir Robert Peel.

I do not propose to enter into any discussion
here as to the principle of Free Trade, and I
am well convinced that so far as England is con-
cerned that question is settled for ever. Nor
do I intend to offer any arguments designed to
show that the doctrine of preferential tariffs is
merely another form, a somewhat diminished
form, of the doctrine of Protection. We may
take it for granted that some questions at least
in financial as well as in constitutional policy
have been settled once for all. There need be
no fear that any subtlety of plausible argument
will ever induce England to return to what used
to be called the principle of divine right in
government, and we have just as little reason
to fear that any such argument can prevail upon
her to make at this time of day a reactionary
experiment in the way of protective tariffs.
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There is a fashionable and self-opinionated lady
in one of Moliére’s comedies who declares that
she never could, even after the fullest considera-
tion, see any reason why a woman should not
change her husband as often and as freely as
she changed her undergarments; but the lady
would no doubt have admitted that with all her
influence she never was able to get her theory
adopted by the ruling powers of France. In the
world of fashion it might be possible for some
ruling queen of society to bring about for a time
a new reign of the crinoline, but we do not
reconstitute our financial system at the mere dic-
tation of some adventurous and self-confident
member of a dividled Government. [ cannot
help thinking with keen and curious interest of
the effect which might have been produced on
that triumvirate of English Free Traders if it
could have been foretold to them that before
very many years an English statesman, who had
during the greater part of his life professed com-
plete devotion to their doctrine, should suddenly
come forward with the proclamation that he was
determined to lead a crusade against the prin-
ciple of Free Trade. Each of the three men,
Cobden, Bright, and Villiers, had in him a

genuine faculty of humour, and I can imagine °

/
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any one of them adopting the words in which
Scott’s “ Antiquary” comments on the preten-
sions of the German adventurer Dousterswivel
who figures in the novel. Dousterswivel pro-
fesses to have magical ways of discovering
buried treasure and thus enabling people at a
small pecuniary sacrifice to become possessed of
indefinite and ever-increasing wealth. The ““ Anti-
quary ” declines to discuss the question, but he
makes an appropriate quotation from our great
Elizabethan dramatist and closes with the words
—his own words—“Ah! rare Ben Jonson! long
peace to thy ashes for a scourge of the quacks
of thy day!—who expected to see them revive in
our own?”

I made, for the first time, the personal
acquaintance of Richard Cobden when he
was conducting the negotiations for a commercial
treaty between England and France. That was
not, however, the first time I came to know
Cobden as a public man and a public speaker. I
had heard many of his great speeches in Man-
chester, in Liverpool, in Rochdale, and other
places before I came to know him in private.
That was a remarkable and a peculiarly interesting
period of modern English history when I first
made Cobden’s personal acquaintance. He was
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then closely engaged with the preparations for
the treaty and was going to and fro between
London and Paris, between the English Govern-
ment, for whom he was acting as unofficial
representative, and Louis Napoleon, then Emperor
of the French. Louis Napoleon was at the zenith
of his power and had succeeded in completely
dazzling the minds of most persons in England
as well as in France, and making them believe:
that he had founded an Imperial system which
was destined to have the control of France during
an indefinite time. Many of those who had
opposed his dictatorship in France were exiles,
and some of them were settled in London. One
of these was my friend Louis Blanc, who was
not able to return to his own country until the
war with Prussia had led to the overthrow of the
Empire and the establishment of that Republic
which has already lasted for a longer time than:
any system formed in France since the outbreak?
of the great Revolution.

When 1 first met Cobden he had as his colleague
in the work of preparing the treaty the celebrated
French political economist and statesman Michel
Chevalier, who was acting on behalf of the French
Government. I had the advantage of being

admitted to some of their conferences, of listening
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to the views they interchanged, and of seeing
the documents they were engaged in drawing
up. I could not help thinking at the time
how strange it was to remember that the last
great attempt to establish a commercial treaty
between England and France was the work
inspired by Bolingbroke, a man whose whole
character was as unlike that of Richard Cobden
or Michel Chevalier as could well be imagined.
There was nothing showy, nothing that could
even be called brilliant about the style and the
achievements of Cobden or Chevalier. One must

describe Cobden as a great orator if by oratory

we mean the art of persuading, of convincing
large bodies of men whether in Parliament or
outside it. But Cobden did not belong to that
lorder of eloquence in which Bolingbroke must
jever be remembered as one of the greatest
masters. Oratory has been defined by Macaulay
llas the blending of reason and passion, and this
|lwe may assume to be a perfect description of
-Bolingbrbke's brilliant and overwhelming style.
‘|Cobden made no appeal to the passions of men,
|but on the other hand he made constant appeal to
those highe'r and nobler feelings with which
Bolingbroke never proved himself to have much
sympathy.

=
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It would be a great mistake to suppose that
Cobden’s eloquence only addressed itself to man’s
reasoning faculties. Cobden accomplished some
of his greatest effects by his frequent appeals/ to
the eternal sentiments of equity and justice, to
the exalted principles of peace among nations and
brotherhood among men. He did not confine
his arguments in favour of the commercial treaty
to mere questions of tariff, to the commercial and
individual advantages of an interchange of pro-
ducts on convenient terms, and to the indi-
vidual benefits which must come from a treaty
enabling each nation to have cheap possession of
the articles produced or manufactured by the
other. He preached the gospel of universal peace
and friendship while illustrating the benefits of
unrestricted commercial intercourse. He was not
an orator in the ordinary sense of the word.
He did not indulge in any splendid flashes of:
dazzling declamation. There are few passages
in any of his speeches likely to be preserved as
illustrations of the highest effect the English
language can be taught to create. There are few
sentences to be found in his public speeches which
English schoolboys would be enjoined to get by
heart as models of suceessful declamation. His
style had little in it that could even be called
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ornamental.  His speeches were intended to
convince the reason and, at the same time, to call
into activity the purest and the noblest feelings.

I have heard Cobden’s speeches described, even
by some who express entire admiration for them,
as the utterances of a man who is merely thinking
aloud while he holds in profound attention a great
listening assembly. The description has always
appeared to me curiously inadequate. In the
House of Commons and on the public platform
Cobden was always addressing himself directly to
those whom he endeavoured to persuade, was in
close and constant touch with them. He was ready
to reply to any word of interruption which suggested
an opposition to his argument, and was able to
supply on the spur of the moment any gap in his
process of reasoning which even the doubtful
glances of his listeners might remind him that he
had left unfilled. Not the most fluent of the
great debators in the House of Commons was
more quick than Cobden to take advantage of
anmy sceptical or hostile interruption by turning
it to his own account, and pouring forth upon
those who had interrupted him some new or fresh
argument or illustration intended to bear down
upon the suggested criticism or dissent, and to
report him and his cause aright to the unsatisfied.
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Even if one happened to have no particular views
of his own on either side of the actual subject
under discussion it was a positive treat to listen
to a speech of Cobden’s in the House of Commons
and observe the unfailing readiness with which
he could bring forth new arguments in support of
his pleading.

Cobden was remarkably fluent as a speaker;
never seemed to want a word, and, what was
better still, never seemed to want the precise word
which most strongly and Ilucidly expressed his
meaning. His voice was not great in volume—
at least it did not seem so to those who only
heard him addressing an assembly of limited
extent, such as that which he had to address in
the House of Commons. It was clear and liquid
and even, and seemed admirably adapted in its
compass to a full effect in a parliamentary assembly.
But it had a power and a range which one only
came to appreciate fully when he heard Cobden
speaking from the platform of some great open-
air meeting. Then the listener was filled with
the satisfying conviction that Cobden could make
himself easily and thoroughly heard at the farthest
limit of the greatest public gallery. I have listened
to speakers, renowned for the strength and volume

|
and range of their voices, who could not have :
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succeeded more completely and with less apparent
effort in holding the attention of the largest crowd.
Not one of these could accomplish with less
suggestion of straining a more complete mastery
over his audience than Cobden, whose voice was
never regarded as one of his especial oratorical
endowments.
Every one knows how it tries an audience to
be compelled to make a continuous effort in
following the argument of a speaker whose
sentences are likely to lose some part of their
meaning by an occasional failure in the reach of
the orator’s utterance. A certain lack of attention
is sure to follow in a great assembly, especially an
open-air assembly, when even the most convinc-
ing and rousing appeal is thus sometimes marred
by a defective power of sustained elocution. No
one ever felt any of this irritating strain when
listening to Cobden. Every one settled down to
the comfortable conviction that he had only to
listen and no word could fail to reach his ears.
Men like Gladstone, like Bright, like the anti-
slavery orator Wendell Phillips, had magnificent
voices, which were able to command any assembly
by the mere charm of their musical intonation.
But the wonder of-Cobden’s voice was that it

could always exercise the same command, although
8
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it did not seem to be endowed with any such
extraordinary power. His voice was like his elo-
quence, which had nothing in it showy, nothing
that appealed to the musical sense, but could
always captivate, arouse, and hold in silent wrapt
attention. There was something in it essentially
characteristic of the man himself—it was plain
speaking, a constant appeal to the reason, the
judgment, and the better qualities of men, with-
out any proclaimed right to control by mere
rhetorical display. - This was Cobden all through.
It was an eloquence entirely his own, peculiar and
self-possessed, but never self-assertive.

Cobden was unquestionably a great man, a
great political and intellectual influence, but he
seemed modestly unconscious of his own splendid
powers, and never gave one the idea that he
felt himself endowed with the heaven-born right
to dictate and to command. His manner in pri-
vate was simple, modest, and companionable.
We felt perfectly at ease in conversing with him,
and were never impressed with the humbling con-
sciousness that we stood in the presence of a
superior mortal. He lifted us up to his own
level without any apparent effort to bring him-
self down to ours. He had had experiences and

opportunities of observation which were far from
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common in his days, At that time great states-
men were not much in the habit of improving
their minds by extensive and varied foreign travel.
The leaders of parliamentary and public opinion
were not then accustomed to go far beyond the
range of that limited amount of travel which, at
one time, used to be habitually described as the
Grand Tour. Lord Palmerston, Lord John
Russell, and other statesmen had never extended
their wanderings beyond the easily attained reach
of conventional . European travel. They knew
nothing, from personal experience, of England’s
foreign and colonial possessions. Even men like
Gladstone and Disraeli- had not accomplished
much in this way beyond the familiar regions of
the Continent, and Gladstone’s experiences of
Greece and Disraeli’s visit to the Holy Land
were beyond the ordinary:reach of a statesman’s
journeyings. I remember hearing it remarked at
one period that the late Lord Stanley was the
only member of his administration who never
having held the office of Viceroy was personally
acquainted with India. Cobden had made himself
familiar with all parts of the European Continent,
including Russia ; he had travelled all over the
United States and Canada, and during debates in
the House of Commons on any great foreign or
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colonial question he was able to strengthen his
arguments by his own personal knowledge of
the condition of the various populations in the
countries whose affairs were the subject of dis-
cussion. Wherever he travelled he was on the
look out for the best and most trustworthy infor-
mation to be had from all quarters, and he was
not content to take his impressions of a foreign
State or a distant Colony from the views which
prevailed at the British Embassy, or at the head-
quarters of the Colonial Governor. He spoke
and wrote French with fluency and accuracy, and
I often observed that Michel Chevalier and he
carried on their conversation on questions of
tariffs and the interchange of commodities and
other intricate and essentially technical subjects
in Chevalier’s own language.

My acquaintance with Cobden was kept up at
intervals to the close of his life, and 1 was oniy
more and more impressed each time I met him
with the sweetness of his nature, the modesty of
his manners, and his utter freedom from that
over-bearing or even self-asserting qualify which
is so commonly and excusably the attribute of
those who come to know they have achieved great-
ness. He had that faculty which belonged also to
Gladstone of finding something to learn from every
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one with whom he came into contact. However
limited and commonplace might have been the
experiences of some who had the good fortune to
make Cobden’s acquaintance, we always found
him inclined to bring each of us into conversation
on subjects personally familiar, and thus to
make even the slightest addition to his own ex-
tensive stores of knowledge.

The country lost much by the fact that Cobden
never held high office or office of any kind in an
administration. Every one remembers that Lord
Palmerston invited him to accept office in the
Government of 1859. Palmerston then offered
him the position of President of the Board of
Trade, a place which would exactly have suited
his inclination, his knowledge of commercial
“affairs, and his wide and varied experience as an
observer and a traveller. I have personal reasons
for remembering the occasion well. Cobden was
in the United States on a second visit at the
time when Palmerston was forming his Govern-
ment. The offer was made known to Cobden’s
friends and political colleagues, and it so hap-
pened that Cobden’s return to England was just
then expected. He was to land at Liverpool,
where I was then living attached to the literary
staff of a daily newspaper. Some of Cobden’s
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friends engaged a small steamer to take them out
of the Mersey, in order that they might meet the
vessel which was bringing Cobden home, and thus
let him know at the earliest possible moment
the offer Lord Palmerston was about to make. I
was given the opportunity of accompanying the
party of friends, an opportunity of which I availed
myself most gladly. I had at that time no per-
sonal acquaintance with Cobden, and was merely
an observer of the meeting which took place
between him and his friends. Cobden acted with
his usual composure and discretion when he re-
ceived the news. He told his friends that he
could not make any statement off-hand as to the
course which he should pursue with regard to
the invitation, or give any answer until the
time came for delivering his reply to Lord Pal-
merston himself. 1 can remember that most of
his friends already anticipated the answer which
was to be given, and had indeed anticipated it
even before they had an opportunity of telling the
news to Cobden. Lord Palmerston’s offer was
refused, and every one capable of forming an
impartial judgment felt that it would have been
impossible for a man of Cobden’s sincerity and

consistency to give any other answer to the pro-

posal.

Mg, o+
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Cobden had always publicly and privately con-
demned the general principles of Palmerston’s
home and foreign policy. He took it for granted
no doubt, that even though he were to occupy a
seat in the Cabinet, which of course was part of
the proposal, he could not hope to overrule the
influence of the Prime Minister to any degree
which would make it worth his while to associate
himself with a Palmerstonian administration. -
Many of Cobden’s warmest admirers and most
devoted followers, even in the north of England,
were strongly of opinion that he ought to accept
the opportunity of bringing his influence to bear
upon the new administration for the advancement
of Liberal principles and for the good of the
country. At the very time when Cobden received
at Liverpool Lord Palmerston’s letter containing
the -offer, he received also a very urgent letter
from ILord John Russell pressing him to accept
it ; but Cobden’s resolution was formed, his con-
scientious course was clear, and I may add that
his determination had the absolute approval of
John Bright. The whole story is told by Cobden’s
own letters, published in John Morley’s “ Life of
- Richard Cobden;,’ which has now become an
English classic. I must confess to having
brought up this chapter of Cobden’s life chiefly
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for the selfish reason that it is associated with
my own personal recollections. 1 look back upon
that day in the Mersey when I had the good
fortune to take part in the welcome given to
Richard Cobden as one of the bright memories
of my life.

Thomas Carlyle is rather severe on persons
who waste any time in speculating on what might
have been. I am much disposed, however, to
yield to this natural inclination just at present.
Suppose Cobden could have seen his way to
enter the Cabinet of Lord Palmerston, and sup-
pose—a still more difficult supposition—that he
could have exercised any real influence over the
self-asserting nature and the perverse policy of
Palmerston, how many troubles might) have been
averted for England during the few years that
preceded Cobden’s death! Let us speak of one
subject only. The great American Civil War
was then just about to open and Palmerston led
that large majority of Englishmen in high social
position who firmly believed that the Southern
States were destined to win, and that the Nor-
thern States were sure to make but a poor figure,
and even a ridiculous figure, in the struggle.
Cobden had a living acquaintance with all parts
of the American Republic and could make sound
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calculation as to the comparative resources on
both sides of the great quarrel. Naturally, Cob-
den’s whole sympathy went with the cause of the
North, just as Palmerston’s sympathies went with
the cause of the South, but Cobden’s cool judg-
ment was never likely to be overborne by his
sympathies and he was able to make quiet com-
parison of the forces arrayed on either side.
Cobden was convinced that the Federal States
were destined to be the victors; Palmerston took
it for granted that the Federal States were sure
to be the vanquished.

Palmerston’s whole policy during all the earlier
part of the Civil War was conducted on the as-
sumption that the North was simply playing the
part of a braggart, and a coward, and a bungler,
and that no English Government was called upon
to show anything but contempt for so sorry and
hopeless a performance. This was not only the
meaning of his policy, but it found expression in
many of his speeches in and outside the House
of Commons. His tone was taken up by many
public speakers and by most of the daily and
weekly journals, by: whom the cause and the states-
men, the generals and the armies, of the North
were held up to incessant ridicule. Before the
Federal States were able to prove their capacity
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for carrying on the war to a successful issue a |
strong feeling of hostility had already been excited i
among Americans of the Northern States, and at °
one time it seemed as if a lasting enmity were

doomed to prevail between England and the vic- ©
torious North. If’ it were possible that so ‘
great a man as Cobden, holding a seat in the

English Cabinet, could exercise a restraining
influence over Lord Palmerston and some of his
colleagues the country might have been saved
from the Alabama trouble, from the payment of |
the heavy damages decreed by the Geneva Con- |
vention, and from the humiliation of having to |
make a public apology. But we may take it for |

granted that not even Cobden could have exercised |

such a restraining influence over Palmerston and
that the great Freetrader, if he had accepted
office, would have -sacrificed his conscientious
scruples to no good purpose whatever.

We know only too well from documents after-
wards published with authority that Queen Vie-
toria herself was entirely opposed to the tone and
policy of Lord Palmerston in dealing with the
American question, and that her influence, limited
as it was by her fidelity to constitutional prin-|
ciples, was not strong enough to bring the Prime
Minister to a better mood, The course taken by




Richard Cobden 107

Cobden when he positively refused, under what-
ever persuasion, to accept office in Palmerston’s
Cabinet must have the full approval of history.
We know that in this case the might have been
would not have been. Cobden was as true a
lover of his country as ever lived or died for her
service. He loved her so well and so fearlessly
that he never shrank from telling her when he
believed her to be in the wrong. His death cast
a profound gloom over the Sixties not only in
England but throughout the whole civilised world.




CHAPTER VII
JOHN BRIGHT

HE first time I saw John Bright was at a_

great public meeting in the Free Trade

i

Hall, Manchester—a very appropriate place in
which to have one’s first glimpse of such a man.

That was before the opening of the Sixties and

when I was still a resident of Liverpool. Much|
as I had heard of Bright's eloquence I was not
quite prepared for the splendid intellectual treat
which I enjoyed on that memorable evening.
Bright's speech seemed to me a perfect combina-
tion of argument, eloquence, and music of voice.
Often as I heard him through a long series

of succeeding years I never found any change
made in the impression wrought on me by his
speech of that evening. He could not have
added to the estimate I then formed of his ora-
torical powers, and in no important speech of his
to which I afterwards listened did he ever lessen
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that first estimate. 1 have heard many orators
of the highest order who sometimes even on
great occasions did not show to their best advan-
tage, but John Bright was certainly not. one of
‘these. Perhaps one reason for this was that
\Bright seldom made a speech unless on some im-
portant occasion. Until towards the close of his
llife he never was a member of an administration,
and thus was not compelled to address the House
of Commons on mere questions of departmental
work. He took no pleasure in the making of
speeches except for the sake of the influence he
could exercise on behalf of some great cause in
which he had a heartfelt interest.

It seems strange. that a man so richly endowed
with the gift of eloquence and with a voice whose
Iclear, various, and musical tones might make
leven the commonplace seem eloquent, should
lhave found no personal gratification in the de-
‘livery of a speech. The natural sense of satis-
faction springing from success of any kind might,
jone would think, make such a man welcome any
fair opportunity of displaying his remarkable
power. But I had Bright’s own assurance more
than once that he never would have made a
speech if he had thought it consistent with his
sense of duty to remain silent, and of course I
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fully believed his assurance as every one must
have done who knew him. In truth, Bright
always seemed to me to be as devoid of any
sense of personal vanity, even artistic vanity, as
it is possible for a man to be. He threw his
whole soul into the advocacy of the cause he was
striving to promote and always devoted the
highest resources of his intellect and his eloquence
to the promotion.of that cause, but his individual
success was to him a matter of little or no
consideration. Nor does he appear to me to
have felt any of that joy in the political strife
which is common among great parliamentary
debaters. It was impossible not to feel the con-
viction that Gladstone thoroughly enjoyed the
mere excitement of encountering and bearéig
down his opponents in a parliamentary discus-
sion; and with Disraeli, when he had to deliver
his closing reply on some momentous occasion,
the rapture of the battle was even more apparent.
[ am disposed to regard John Bright as the
greatest orator [ have ever heard, but not as the
greatest debater. Perhaps the very peculiarity
of his temperament, which I have attempted to
describe, may account for the fact that he never
seemed to give himself entirely up to the
splendid business of debate. To be a consum-

e
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mate debater one must be inspired by the joy of
the strife. %

[ came to know Bright personally very soon
after I Had settled in London in 1860, and my
acquaintance with him lasted until the close of
his great career. Bright took a close, personal
interest in the conduct of the Morning Star, the
London daily newspaper with which I became
associated, first as reporter in the Press Gallery
of the House of Commons, then as foreign editor,
and afterwards as editor-in-chief. Bright used to
|visit the editorial rooms of the Morning Star
very often during the parliamentary Session ; used
to tell us how things were going in the House,
loffer suggestions and advice, and talk over all
manner of interesting subjects. We had then a
five o'clock tea arrangement in our editorial rooms,
and those who formed the editorial staff sat down
together every evening to discuss the arrange-
ments for leading articles and other contributions
and to talk over the events of the day. The
leditor of the Morning Star at that time was Mr.
Samuel Lucas, a brother-in-law of Bright, a man
of great intellectual faculties and charming con-
\versational powers. Bright often took part in our
|levening gatherings, gave us his advice on the

‘|manner in which passing political events ought
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to be treated, discussed with imperturbable calm-
ness this or that question on which difference of
opinion existed among us, and entered very freely
into all our talk. His brother Jacob Bright some-
times, but not so often, made one of our little
gathering. Most of the men who sat round that
table in the early Sixties have passed out of this
world.

John Bright was in the habit of coming down
to the Star office from the House of Commons
at any hour of the evening or night when he had
something to tell us which it was important that
we should know at the earliest possible moment.
Thus began my close acquaintance with him—
an acquaintance which is one of the most treasured
memories of my life. I do not know that I have
ever experienced a higher sense of personal grati-
fication than that which came to me one evening
during the first few days after my election to a
seat in the House of Commons. Some debate
was going on having to do with the condition
and the government of Ireland—such debates
came on rather often then as now in that as-
sembly—and Bright took part in the discussion.
In the course of his speech he made passing
reference to the recent election for an Irish con-
stituency and in the kindliest words offered his




rRe Al

John Bright £555 1.0

genial welcome to me on my introduction to the :
House and expressed a hope that I might often
be heard in its debates. I felt then and feel now
that I could not have received a higher recom-
mendation.

During my long intimacy with Bright I had of
course ample opportunity of becoming acquainted
with his simple and noble nature, his opinions on
all manner of subjects, his likings and dislikiﬁgs,
his tastes and his aversions. I never knew a
man who had less of natural vanity, less of
ambition, less of self-seeking. He understood
and appreciated the value of his own speeches
on great occasions, but he regarded them with
no more feeling of personal pride than a man
might take in his physical health and his power
of enduring fatigue. He was keenly interested in
the eloquence of other men, but I think he could
hardly bring himself to a thorough admiration of
any eloquence which was not inspired by abso-
lute sincerity. Thus it did not seem to me that
he ever quite appreciated the marvellous powers
of Disraeli as a debater, and that his judgment
was always somewhat biassed by the conviction
that Disraeli was striving for his individual
success rather than for the success of any great
political cause. [ think if he could have believed

9
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that Disraeli was a sincere and convinced Con-
servative he would have thought more highly
than he did of the Tory leader’s oratorical
capacity. This was, in fact, his way of esti-
mating all public men—he demanded integrity of
convictions first of all, and gave to other quali-
fications, however great, an inferior place in his
estimate. His intense admiration of Gladstone
had its first impulse in his recognition of
Gladstone’s absolute sincerity. With that con-
viction to start from he came to have the most
exalted opinion of Gladstone’s eloquence in
debate.

He was on one occasion positively angry with
me because I happened to say that I regarded
him, John Bright, as a greater orator than Glad-
stone, although not perhaps so great a debater.
He told me in his blunt, good-humoured way
that I could hardly have been thinking of what
I was saying, because nobody with any judgment
could set him up as a rival in eloquence to Glad- .
stone. He spoke.with absolute earnestness, and
not in the least with the manner of one who
modestly affects to disclaim some words of praise
implying the disparagement of another orator.
He was merely angry with me for what he evi-
dently considered an inexcusable defect of critical
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judgment, and he went on to illustrate his
meaning by referring to various passages in some
of Gladstone’s speeches which he declared that
no living man but Gladstone himself could have
spoken. Perhaps I may have thought, when
offering’ my opinion, that the superior place I
had given to Gladstone as a debater would have

| disarmed his opposition, but if I had any thought
| of the kind he soon convinced me that I had
| not thoroughly appreciated his admiration for

Gladstone’s surpassing qualities. [ may say, too,
that Bright especially admired in Gladstone the
quality which made him direct all his" intel-
lectual and oratorical powers to the promotioh of
some definite and practical end.

It was perhaps one of Bright's characteristic

| weaknesses that he was apt to undervalue mere

| intellect, however great, which did not devote

itself to the accomplishment of some direct and
substantial, some immediate and palpable benefit
to humanity in general. His sympathies and his
admiration did not find themselves much attracted
by mere thinkers, however exalted their thoughts

‘'might be, and however just their conclusions.
| He never fully appreciated, for instance, the intel-

lectual powers of John Stuart Mill, until Mill had

‘lcome out from his habitual seclusion and made




116 Portraits of the Sixties

himself an” active worker in political life. From
that time Mill had no warmer admirer than
Bright, although even then he was sometimes a
little impatient of Mill's theories about repre-
sentation of minorities, which Bright considered
to be rather out of the way of immediate and
practicable reform. This tendency of his mind
was effectively expressed in his resolute refusal,
on one important occasion, to take any part
in discussing the relative advantages of the
monarchical and republican system of govern-
ment. There were at that time among the most
advanced of the younger Liberals some able men
who were inclined to favour republican principles
on the ground that they represented a more true
and just idea as an ultimate theory of govern-
ment than that represented by the monarchical
system. Bright always declared that the repub-
lican question had not come up for England, and
with that declaration he put the whole argument
aside and would have nothing more to do with
it. His conviction was that the business of the
hour was enough for practical men, and that
mere theories had better be left for the time
when a change of conditions might bring them
within the range of practical statesmanship. _

Bright loved reading, but his range of reading
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was limited. . He was an intense and even im-
passioned admirer of some poets, but there again
his critical judgment was influenced by his in-
herent conviction that the tone of the poet must
be absolutely pure. Among the books inspired
by mere human genius he gave the highest place
to Milton’s ““Paradise Lost” and ‘Paradise Re-
gained.” He could declaim from memory long
passages of ‘ Paradise Lost,” and 1 have never
heard poetic lines delivered with more true and
exquisite effect. He never felt drawn in the
same manner towards Shakespeare, although he
was quite willing to admit Shakespeare’s supreme
place among English poets. But his intense love
of purity shrank from the Cleopatras and the
lagos and the Falstaffs as much as from the
Ancient Pistols and the Doll Tearsheets. He
had an abhorrence of sensuality and coarseness
even when these formed K essential parts of the
character which had to be described. ‘Why
describe such characters at all?” he asked, and
this was a great part of his critical theory. :
Bright was a master of genuine Saxon humour.
Some of his unprepared replies to the interrup-
tions of political opponents in the House of
Commons were marvellous examples of this
faculty, and are frequently quoted even now in
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speeches and in newspaper articles. But there
was nothing whatever of levity in Bright's
humour, and his most effective satirical touches
seemed as if they were intended rather to rouse
into better judgment than to wound or offend the
man at whom they were directed. I think the
one defect which Bright could not fully forgive
in any man was want of sincerity. 1 have heard
him again and again in private conversation
enter into the defence of some extreme political
opponent on the ground that the opponent, how-
ever mistaken, aggressive, and even unjust, was
acting in accordance with his sincere convictions.
I can remember many instances in which Bright
strongly objected to certain criticisms of political
opponents, criticisms appearing in the newspaper
representing his own political creed, on the
ground that they were not quite fair and would
be likely to give pain. Most of the men who
wrote for the Morning Star in those days were
young and had their fair share of youth’s audacity
and recklessness, and when they got a good
chance of holding up some political opponent to
ridicule or contempt they were not slow to avail
themselves of the opportunity, and were not
always over-scrupulous in their manner of using
it. Bright always objected to any criticism which
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seemed to him unfair or exaggerated. He did
not object to hard-hitting—he was himself the
most splendid of parliamentary hard-hitters—but
he would give no sanction to anything that
seemed like hitting below the belt. He was
“ever a fighter” like Robert Browning’s hero,
but it was always in open ficht and in honour-
able adherence to the rules and traditions of the
game.

The mention of Robert Browning’s name re-
minds me that Bright was a personal friend
of the great poet. To the ordinary observer
these two men might seem to have very little in
common, but each had a high and just estimate
of the other’s grez;tness in his own field, and each
found much that was congenial in the society of
the other. I have been told lately that Browning
once objected with good-humoured earnestness to
the manner in which Bright gave serious con-
sideration to the theory of collaboration between
Shakespeare and Bacon. Browning said to a
friend of mine that it particularly distressed him
_to hear Bright lending the aid of his noble voice
and his marvellous elocution to the wrong side of
such a controversy. But I do not think that
Bright ever went any farther than to claim a
fair hearing for the theory, and I am happy
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to believe that the friendship of Bright and
Browning was not seriously affected by Bright’s
theoretical views on the subject even if we sup-
pose his views to have been heretical. 1 am
always glad to remember that for my first intro-
duction to the personal acquaintance of Robert
Browning I was indebted to John Bright. The
acquaintance was a very happy one for me, and
it lasted while Browning lived.

Bright was in one sense a sort of human
paradox. | never met a man more liberally
. endowed with that delightful gift a sense of
humour, and yet I never knew a man more
profoundly serious in his views of life. We
have all been made quite familiar in poetry, in
fiction, in biography, and in actual life with the
men who always present an outer surface of
jocularity, wit, and humour while the hearts that
lie beneath are ever steeped in gloom and
melancholy. But Bright did not belong in any
sense to that order of mortals. His was not a
melancholy or a gloomy, but a calm and even a
hopeful, temperament. His nature was cheerful,
‘and was full of faith in the ultimate purposes of
life and in the final triumph of the rightful cause.
In the darkest times of utter depression for the
men and the movements holding his sympathy,
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he always looked steadily forward to the sure
coming of the brighter day. He had not the
moods of the satirist and the scorner any more
than he had the moods of the sceptic. Under all
his jocularity and his delight in humorous forms
of expfession he was intensely serious, and he
regarded even trivial things from a serious point
of view. This was the peculiarity in him which
I have hardly ever observed-in other men, and
it made him sometimes seem what I have de-
scribed as a human paradox. Many of Bright’s
finest and most effective oratorical hits were made
when he dealt with some serious argument of an
opponent as if it could best be demolished by a
mere flash of humour, and yet all the time he
was considering the subject with the utmost
seriousness, and only made use of the jest as the
most prompt and complete method of demolishing
a hostile argument.

This was the characteristic quality of Bright's
ordinary conversation in private life. It was his
way to illumine the gravest subject by this light
of humour, but those who knew him understood
well what a depth of seriousness—not gloom, not
despondency, not satirical scorn—Ilay beneath his
lightest and most jocular expression. He was
not an extremist in any of his political views,
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and there was nothing of the destructive in his
political projects, although many years of his
public life he passed among most of his oppo-
nents for a man whose chief desire was to pull
down all existing systems. He had little or no
sympathy with mere revolution of any kind, and
there was much of true Conservatism in all his
plans of political and social reform. He .occa-
sionally disappointed some even of his warmest
admirers by the steadiness with which he distin-
guished between reform and revolution. He
was willing to accept the existing system any-
where so long as it was susceptible of gradual
improvement, and his object was to developg
whatever was good in the existing conditions
and not to pull down the whole fabric and
then begin building all over again. For this
reason he had but little sympathy with Conti-
nental revolutions, and he seldom warmed into
genuine enthusiasm even for the most sincere
among Continental revolutionists.

Bright had little opportunity of proving his
capacity for official administration. He held office
three times in a Liberal Government, but not long
endugh at any time to give him a chance of
showing what he could do in a working depart-
ment. When he first took office under Gladstone
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.n 1868 he gave a remarkable proof of the rigid
conscientiousness which belonged to his character.
He withdrew from all share, direct or indirect,
in the conduct of the Morning Star, because he
believed that a Minister of the Crown would be
open to the charge of exercising an undue influ-
ence if he kept up any control over a newspaper.
This may seem a mere scruple, but it was an
honourable scruple, and entirely in keeping with
Bright's code of principles and of honour. There
is a common belief that he resigned the last office
which he held under Gladstone because he could
not accept Gladstone’s proposal for the restoration
of the Irish National Parliament. I have seen
this erroneous opinion set forth again and again
by writers who ought to have known better, and
might have had a better memory of the actual
facts. Bright resigned office at that time because
he could not support the policy of the Govern-
ment with regard to Egypt, and would not have
anything to do with the course of action which
ended in the bombardment of Alexandria. Bright
was not a man pledged to the doctrine of
““pedce at any price,” but he could not
lend himself to a policy of war which was not
strictly defensive and was not the last available
recourse.
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Bright was not a member of the Government
which under the leadership of Gladstone brought
in the first measure of Home Rule. Bright was
opposed to the principle of a separate Parliament
for Ireland; but although I must ever regret that
he should have opposed it, I cannot but admit
that he was acting with perfect consistency.
Bright was the friend of Ireland when she had
hardly any other friends among leading English
statesmen. He had been entertained at a national
banquet in Dublin given to him in recognition
of the splendid services he had performed in
defence of Ireland against unjust and oppressive
legislation. He had declared his guiding prin-
ciple with regard to the government of Ireland
again and again. That principle was that the
Imperial Parliament ought to do for Ireland
exactly what Ireland would have done for herself
—that is, what the great majority of the Irish
people would have done—if she had been able to
accomplish a successful revolution. To that prin-
ciple he ever held with unflinching consistency.
But it was his belief that the work could be
accomplished by the Imperial Parliament, and
would be accomplished, in course of time, by the
force of argument, by increasing knowledge of
Ireland’s wants, and by the growth of enlightened
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public opinion. He did not believe that a national
Irish Parliament was needed for the purpose, and
he was opposed to the breaking up of the central
Parliament into separate parliamentary systems.
We need not discuss that question now and in
these pages, but I am anxious to record my con-
viction that Bright was consistent in his whole
course of action towards Ireland, and that he did
not, as.others did, become a sudden convert to
the doctrine of what now would be called Im-
perialism. He had been denounced more than
once by his political enemies as the friend of
Ireland, and even those Irishmen who, like myself,
cannot believe that he came to a wise conclusion
on the subject of Home Rule, are ready to admit
that he remained according to his lights the friend
of Ireland to the last.

At one period of Bright's career—indeed at its
zenith—a high-toned and fastidious London journal,
having given him much commendation for his
eloquence, declared that it was a pity Mr. Bright
had never quite caught the tone of the House
of Commons. The immediate and obvious com-
ment made by other writers on this declaration
was that it was a much greater pity the House
of Commons had never quite caught the tone of
Mr. Bright. Such may be set down as the
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decisive comment of history at this day. No
House of Commons has ever caught or is ever
likely to catch the tone of Mr. Bright. We
cannot expect to have large popular assemblies
made up of great orators like John Bright.



CHAPTER VIII
SIR STAFFORD NORTHCOTE

J N writing about the public man who was the
original of the portrait illustrating this chapter
[ have preferred to call him by the name which
was for so many years familiar to us. I write of
him as Sir Stafford Northcote although we all
know that towards the close of his career he was
raised to the peerage and became the Earl of
Iddesleigh. Those who knew Sir Stafford North-
cotc only as a leading Parliamentary debater
holding high office in successive administrations
never could have known the man at his best. I
have always regarded Stafford Northcote as a
genuine statesman, but of course an outsider can-
not know how far the policy of a Ministry or a
party is originated or guided by any particular
one of its leading members. Sir Stafford North-
cote was not the self-asserting personage who is
always sure to proclaim in some ‘way or other :
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that his is the guiding influence and the main-
spring of every movement made by those asso-
ciated with him.

Stafford Northcote was an effective and a ready
parliamentary debater, but he had nothing of the
orator in him, and even among the parliamentary
debaters of his time he did not take a command-
ing place. A stranger visiting the House of
Commons might have heard him speak night
after night and have only got the impression that
he was a ready and fluent speaker who could put
his arguments with clearness and with force.
" Those who came to know the man himself in
private intercourse soon found that he was a
thinker, a scholar, and a humorist, who had a
keen artistic appreciation of pictures and statues,
of books and music, and was a close student of
many literatures, a shrewd and penetrating'ob-
server of men and life. I had the good fortune
to be brought soon after my election to Parlia-
ment into a friendly personal relationship with
Northcote which lasted during many years. 1
met him often in private society, and have the
most delightful recollections of long talks with
him on all manner of subjects.

Northcote was a great lover of books, and was
especially well acquainted with that literature which
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too many Englishmen neglect—the literature of
Shakespeare’s time which is not the creation of
Shakespeare—the works of Ben Jonson, Beau-
mont and Fletcher, Massinger, and the rest. He
was familiar with all the great English novelists,
and appeared to have a wonderful memory for
every book he had read with interest. For him
nothing in literature was old-fashioned or new-
fashioned; he was just as much at home with
Fielding and Smollett as with Dickens and Thacke-
ray. He had a charming vein of humour, and
could illumine any subject in conversation with
his bright flashes of playful wit. He was. glad
to escape as much as possible in private life from
the serious business of politics, and seemed never
more at his ease and happy than when the con-
versation turned wholly on books or pictures or
the drama. He was fond of theatrical perform-
ances, and the opening night of a new piece at
any of the great London theatres was almost
certain to have him and Lady Northcote among
its audience. When the talk was on political
questions it was delightful to observe how, by a
few easy and humorous phrases, he was able to
touch off the weaknesses and foibles of some
pretentious personage who had chosen to fancy
himself an important figure in the House of
10
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Commons. His satire was not unkindly, had
nothing in it of bitterness, but it was apt and
bright and penetrating. He could take the mea-
sure of a man with a readiness and a precision
which I have seldom found equalled, and he was
as quick and as willing” to recognise real merit
as to analyse self-satisfied pretension. Northcote
never allowed political antagonism to influence
his personal relations with other men, and this
habit in him seemed to come not from any studied
resolve to cultivate impartiality but to be the result
of his natural kindness and the liberality of his
mind: Whenever I had a fortunate opportunity
of talking with him our talk generally turned on
books and on literature, and 1 have never heard
more interesting and suggestive criticisms than
some of those which came from him. Even while
some exciting debate was going on in the House
of Commons 1 have often noticed that if we
happened to meet in one of the dining-rooms
Northcote could at once detach his mind from
the strife of politics and show himself thoroughly
interested in some new book or some new theory
of art. 1 have often thought that if the force of
events and habitudes had not impelled him into
political life he might have made for himself a
'd'istinguished name in literature. He did in fact
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publish a work on financial policy and a volume
of lectures and essays which find their readers
still, but the fates had ordained that he was to
be a political leader, and we may assume that
the kindly fates knew what was best for him and
best for us.

During his Oxford career Stafford Northcote
won high distinction in classics—the classics which
in his busy after-life he always loved and often
studied. In his early manhood he became private
secretary to Mr. Gladstone, who was then, it need
hardly be said, a Conservative politician, and one
can well understand how such an occupation under
such a man must have served him as the most
valuable training for that work of financial ad-
ministration in which he afterwards came to hold
so high a place. He was called to the Bar, but
never really took to the profession, and in 1855
he entered the House of Commons for the first
time. Some of my readers will probably remem-
ber that in 1871, when the A/zbama had led to
serious difficulties between England and the United
States, and the arrangements were in progress for
the Geneva Convention which was to settle the
dispute, Sir Stafford Northcote was one of the
three Commissioners sent by the British Govern-

ment to Washington for the purpose of conducting
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the negotiations. The other British Commissioners
were the Marquis of Ripon and Professor Moun-
tague Bernard of Oxford. I happened to be in
New York at the time, and 1 well remember
seeing Sir Stafford Northcote and his colleagues
at a great banquet given to them by my late
friend Cyrus W. Field. It is certain that North-
cote rendered the most valuable services in the
negotiations which brought that memorable dis-
pute to a satisfactory conclusion. His appoint-
ment to the Commission took place under the
administration of Mr. Gladstone, and Mr. Glad-
stone no doubt had the best reason to know how
well fitted by his ability, his thorough imparti-
ality, and his genial temperament Sir Stafford
Northcote was for so delicate and difficult a
task.

I need not follow in systematic detail the progress
of Northcote’s subsequent parliamentary career.
He remained always a member of the Conservative
party, although there were many questions on
which so advanced and énlightened a thinker

could not always have been in complete sympathy

R —

with some of his colleagues and a large propor-

tion of their followers. On subjects belonging to
foreign policy, where the party lines of English

public life could not be rigidly maintained or even

“‘lh G
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- traced out, Northcote made many a speech which
might have come as appropriately and as effec-
tively from the Liberal as from the Conservative
benches. He held the office of Chancellor of the
Exchequer in Disraeli’'s Government, and when
Disraeli went to the Upper House he became
leader of the party in the House of Commons.
He was raised to the peerage in 1885, and then
was made First Lord of the Treasury. When
Lord Salisbury came into- office for the second
time Northcote was induced to accept the position
of Foreign Secretary, but he held that position
only for a short period, and then suddenly resigned
office. Every one must remember his sudden
death at Lord Salisbury’s official residence in
Downing Street on January 12, 1887.

~ Stafford Northcote’s death was in every sense
a tragedy. It was well known that new influences
were coming into power among the Conservative
leaders at that time and that Northcote’s friends
believed him to have been treated unfairly by
his party, or at least by those who were then put
in control of the party. The general impression
| was that Northcote had been pushed aside on the
| coming of Lord Randolph Churchill to hold a
high place in the party, and we who were then
in the House of Commons well knew that Lord
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Randolph Churchill and Northcote were not likely

to work together harmoniously under such condi-
tions. It is an old and a sad story of which we
shall probably never know the whole truth until
some coming Greville Memoirs shall give us the
whole story. I was then in the United States, |
and only read of these events in the newspapers,
~and I felt the thrill of a most sincere grief when -
I learned that such a career had been closed so -
suddenly and unexpectedly and under such con-
ditions. He was still regarded as a man well
qualified to exercise a healthful influence over the
political life of his country, and his sudden death
seemed to leave a blank not likely soon to be
filled up. A Conservative Government was then
in the very nature of things called upon to be an
active, watchful Government, and under these cir-
cumstances it appeared to all impartial . observers
that a man like Stafford Northcote would have
been of inestimable value in the education of his
party to meet the new and changed conditions of
political life. Northcote was much in advance of
his party in what may be called general political
intelligence and instruction, and if he had lived
and been allowed to exercise his due influence, he
might have been able to bring that party into a’
better understanding of the popular demands whichi

4
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were coming up for settlement. His death, though
sudden and at the time quite unlooked for, could
not be called premature, but the wish of the whole
country would have been that the close of hislife
should be crowned with a distinct success and
should not have been associated with misunder-
standing, disappointment, and failure.

Northcote could not have been called a
great statesmen any more than he could have
been called a great parliamentary orator. But
his disappearance from life was unquestionably a
great loss to Parliament. No man in either House
enjoyed more fully the confidence and the respect
of all political parties. I cannot believe that he
could ever have made a personal enemy, or that
he could ever have lost a sincere friend. No
~man could have been more truly considerate in his
dealings with his political opponents. During the
fiercest controversies he never lost his self-control,
his good temper, or his courteous way of meet-
ing his antagonists. In the House of Commons
it ‘had been well known for some time that Lord
Randolph Churchill and his immediate followers
had grown impatient of Northcote’s want of
initiative, his willingness to listen to compromise,
and his lack of the genuine fighting spirit. When
Lord Randolph was still leading his followers of
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the small Fourth Party we were all allowed to

see the evidences of this growing impatience.

Lord Randolph was in the habit of describing,
after his characteristic fashion, Northcote and
certain other members of the Conservative
administration as “the old gang,” and there could
have been little doubt that if Lord Randolph
should come into power he was not likely to get
on very well with such a man for his leader.
I.ord Randolph’s own administrative career came
to an end soon after, and indeed the whole of his
active career in Parliament did not last long, but
was brought to a premature close by his too
early death. It is only right to say that during
his short period of administration Lord Randolph
developed qualities which showed that he might,
under happier auspices and with better health,
have come to be a financial Minister of a very
high order.

I have, of course, been anticipating events and
have wandered far away from the days of the early
Sixties, but the mere study of Sir Stafford North-
cote’s portrait has led me naturally into a con-
sideration of the man’s whole career and the futile
thought of what might have been under different
conditions. I may now, however, retrace my steps
and return to that period of Sir Stafford North-
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cote’s life which is illustrated by his picture and
in which he made so conspicuous and so attractive
a figure in the House of Commons. My own
impression at that time was that Northcote seemed
qualified and destined either to lead his own party
into a recognition of the growing changes in
political life which were making the old-fashioned
Toryism a thing of the past, or to become a
leading influence among the Liberals who were
| determined to go forward and to accept the real
| principles of political freedom. One can well
understand why the Conservatives of the older
school, the school which would not be educated,

| should have found little satisfaction in the leader-
| ship of so thoughtful and so far-seeing a statesman
1 as Northcote, and even in the early Sixties many
evidences of this fact were already making them-

selves apparent. Northcote had little or no respect

for the antiquated forms of partisan administration ;
he did not pledge his faith to any traditional
| policy ; and the inherited warcries of his party
| could never have inspired him with a combative
| enthusiasm. He was above all things a thinking
man, and a thinking man was not just then but
qualified to command the allegiance of the Conser-

vatives who represented county constituencies.

On the other hand he had evidently not the power
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of initiative which enables a man to dictate a
new policy and create a new party. .

It must be borne in mind that for some years
after his first entrance into Parliament there were
in the House of Commons many men among whom
it was very hard for a new-comer to make a dis-
tinguished name. This will account for the fact
that even after he had come to hold important
office in an administration his name was but little
known to the general public outside. It must

have been a clear appreciation of his actual capacity

G

for a high office in parliamentary work which

inspired the leéaders of his party to accept him, in
advance of the public judgment, as one well fitted 1
to hold the place of Minister of the Crown. ‘
Knowing what we now know of him as an

administrator we are not surprised that some at
least of his leaders and his colleagues should
have discerned his genuine capacity, but it is
certain that surprise was felt by the general public
when he was raised to a place in the Ministry.
That was a time when the House of Commons,
had reached its highest position as a chamber of

debate. We have now no such array of eloquent
and powerful speakers in the House as those wh
were then in rivalry night after night, for t

highest honours in parliamentary debate, T
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Liberal benches have now no orator to compare
- with Gladstone ; the Tory benches do not make
the slightest pretension to any such mastery of
debating powers as those which were displayed
by Disraeli. Palmerston had reached the highest
point of his success as a party leader and as a
man who could play upon all the moods of the
House with the skill of an accomplished artist.
The independent Liberals were represented by
Cobden and Bright; Cobden, whose eloquence
had a persuasive charm of argument, illustration,
and telling phrase which went home to the
reasoning faculties of his audience; Bright, who
was probably on the whole the greatest orator
whom the House has known in modern times.
Then there were such men as Roebuck and
Harsman, as Cockburn and Whiteside, as Sir
Hugh Cairns and Lord John Manners, and many
others who must have been regarded as brilliant
debaters in any parliamentary assembly. The
level of political eloquence was then beyond
question much higher than it has been in days
nearer to our own, and it is not surprising that
under such conditions Sir Stafford Northcote
should have failed, during the earlier years of his
parliamentary career, to win for himself a distinct
and a distinguished reputation,
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In the Sixties, therefore, Northcote was still
only a man with a name to make, and the portrait
of him which is seen in these pages must be
regarded as that of a beginner whose intimate
friends alone could foresee his ultimate success.
That success was never won by splendid and
sudden displays, but was the gradual result of
steady work and unpretentious administrative
capacity. But it must be owned that Northcote
always proved himself eminently qualified for
every task he set himself to accomplish, and even
on occasions of great debate he never failed to
secure a fair and full appreciation from the House
of Commons. [ was a close and constant observer
of parliamentary life for many years before I had
a chance of obtaining a seat in the House, and
there were few men whose speeches I could follow
with deeper interest than those delivered by
Northcote. He never threw away a sentence;
he never wasted his debating power in mere
redundancy of words. The listener was afraid to
lose a single word, lest by its loss he should
miss some important link of the argument. He
could illustrate even the most prosaic subject by
his apt and happy comparisons drawn from the
most varied sources of history and literature and

keen practical observation. He had a marvellous ‘
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skill in appropriate quotation, and I do not re-

member to have ever heard him introduce any
citation which was not new, fresh, and precisely
adapted to gi;re point to his argument. He never
overdid anything ; never strained after effect; and
always gave one the refreshing idea that the
resources of the speaker were not exhausted. No
one needs to be told how the attention of the
listener begins to flag from the moment when he
finds that a speaker is overtasking his powers, and
is continuing his speech only because he fancies it
is due to the occasion that he should endeavour
to make a great display. The listener never
felt any such uncomfortable sensation while North-
cote was addressing the House, and on the contrary
the general feeling was that he might have gone
farther and fared even better. We may hope to
have greater orators than Sir Stafford Northcote
in the time to come, as we had in the time which
is past, but we shall not have many men who could
better command on an important occasion the
unbroken attention of such an assembly as the

House of Commons.



CHAPTER IX
A PARLIAMENTARY GROUP

“~DWARD BAINES was a typical figure in
the days which the portraits in this volume

bring back to memory. He was a hard-working,
most attentive, much respected member of. the
House of Commons. 1 can well remember his
pale clear-cut face, his white hair, and his
expression of earnest and unchanging purpose.
He belonged expres‘sly to that body of men who
were known in the Sixties, and for long after, as
the “ private members.” That was of course but
the colloquial description of this class of repre-
sentatives. If any one were writing about the
men who made up that class or were speaking
about them in a formal way, he would have
described them as Independent members in the
language which would be applied to them at the{'
present time. These men may be classified as

members of the House of Commons who, although
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belonging consistently to the one great political
party or to the other, were yet each of them
resolved to maintain  the interests of some
particular cause no matter whether it were sup-
ported by the Government or by the party in
opposition. One man had pledged himself heart
and soul to some great political reform such as
an extension of the franchise, for instance ; another
was above all things a champion of religious
equality ; a third was “peace at any price,” or
at all events an opponent of all wars not purely
and strictly defensive; a fourth was for additional
legislation to restrict the power of the Papacy
and the Jesuits in the British Empire. Such
men might be found at either side of the House,
although of the types which I have mentioned
the first, second, and third might be looked for
with greater certainty among the ranks of the
Liberals, and the fourth among the ranks of the
Tories.

But whatever side the Independent member
sat it might be taken for grar;ted that he had
come into the House of Commons with the view
of making the advocacy of some particular cause
the main business of his parliamentary life. If
he belonged politically to the party in power and
the leaders of that party would not give any help
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to his cause, then he was prepared to vote
against them in any division which turned upon
that particular question. If the party in opposi-
tion suddenly professed a favouring inclination
for his cause he would be ready to vote with
them even though the division might involve a
possible defeat of the Ministry. This devotion
of the Independent member to his cause or his
crotchet or his craze, according as it might
happen to be described from different points of
view, was thoroughly understood by all parties
in the House, and the Independent member was
regarded even by the party leaders and Whips
with a certain amount of toleration as one of the
unavoidable inconveniences attaching to the
representative system. There are many Indepen-
dent members in the House of Commons to-day,
but they do not seem to me to constitute so
distinct and peculiar an element of parliamentary
life as they did in the good old times when
national representation and national education
still had to find their most persistent champions
among the men who preferred the promotion of
some particular cause to the political interests of :
either party. The Independent member at his
highest level was then the far-seeing advocate
of some great reform which had yet to be
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accepted and adopted by the leaders of either
the Government or the Opposition, and in his

lowest degree he was no worse than the repre-
sentative of some new-fangled crotchet or some

form of antiquated fanaticism.

Edward Baines was one of those who belonged
to the best order of the Independent member.
He came from the North of England and was
educated at one of the schools of the Dissenting
bodies in Manchester. His father was one of the
most influential men of his time in the North of
England, and was owner and conductor of the
Leeds Mercury, then as now a powerful organ of
public opinion. Edward Baines the son was
known as the author of some important works
on the history of the cotton manufacture and the
woollen manufacture of England, and he did not

enter the House of Commons until comparatively
late in life. He was in his fifty-ninth year when
he became one of the members for Leeds. It
used to be a sort of axiom at one time that no
man ever made a success in the House who had
reached his fortieth year before obtaining the right
to occupy a seat there. Most assuredly Edward
Baines never gained a distinguished position as
a debater in the House, but I do not believe he
could have acquired any such reputation even if
It
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he had obtained a seat at as early a period of
life as that of Charles James Fox when he first
entered Parliament.

Edward Baines never, so far as I have heard
or known, had the slightest ambition for the
renown of a great parliamentary debater. He
came into Parliament for the especial purpose of
advocating certain reforms which he had deeply
at heart, and he never took the trouble to make
a speech on any subject which did not come
within his own particular and practical sphere.
He was a clear and argumentative speaker, and
any one who took the slightest interest in the |
subject on which he was addressing the House,
could not fail to be impressed by his earnestness,
by his well-ordered array of facts and arguments
bearing on that question, and by the directness
of his appeals to the intelligence of his listeners.
It would be rather too much to say that he could
always hold the House, because for one reason
a large number of the members then attending
the House took no manner of interest in any of "
the subjects on which he spoke, and never would
have thought of leaving the dining-foom, the}
smoking-room, or the library to go in and listen
to one of his speeches. But it may fairly be saié‘_if'
of him that he could always command the c]ose“‘;
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attention of that proportion of the members who
felt any genuine interest in the measures of
reform which he was especially concerned in
advocating.

Tuesday was then the only day when a private
member had any chance of bringing a motion of
his own before the House. It required courage,
perseverance, and a devoted sense of duty to
keep a man up to the work of bringing such
motions forward with the certainty before him
that he must be defeated by a large majority,
even if he could .prevail upon his friends to rally
round him at the critical moment and save him
from the humiliation of a “count out.” The
private member, if he were also an Independent
member,-has been through whole generations the
pioneer of every great measure of reform in
political, municipal, industrial and educational
affairs afterwards adopted by a Ministry in power
and carried into triumphant legislation. There
were some men in the House during the early
Sixties who were only known because of their
persistent advocacy, year after year, of some such
reform, and for many Sessions each annual
motion and the speech which introduced it
seemed to be little more than the “calling aloud
to solitude” which Cervantes has described in his
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thrilling words. Edward Baines was for a long
time one of the most conspicuous and the most

patient among the small number who were thus

devoted to the persistent, and as many thought -

the hopeless, -advocacy of reforms which have
long since been brought to success by some
powerful Ministry and are now - regarded as
integral parts of the British Constitution.

From my earliest observation of the House of

Commons I always felt an admiration for Edward
Baines for his unfailing devotion, amid whatever
depressing conditions, to the work which he had
accepted as his business in Parliament. He was
but a short time in the House of Commons when
he attempted to bring in a Bill for the reduction
of the franchise in boroughs to a six pounds
qualification. Need I say that his motion was
rejected by a large majority ? Again and again
in succeeding Sessions he renewed his effort and
with the same result. Only a short time had to
elapse before a much wider measure of reform
than any which Baines had ever attempted to
introduce was competed for, if I may thus express
it, by the two great rival parties in the State and

was actually carried by Mr. Disraeli and the Tory

Government. The truth is that the advanced
Radicals whom Edward Baines represented in
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the House of Commons had a much larger
following outside, and more especially among the
manufacturing districts, than was suspected by
many of the unconcerned legislators who never
troubled themselves to go into the debating
chamber when Baines was bringing forward his
annual motion. Baines took a leading and an
active part in opposing the Church Rates system
and the imposition of University Tests. I suppose
even steady-going Tories are now willing to admit
that the British Constitution is none the worse
for the sort of legislation which Baines was
accustomed to advocate.

Edward Baines had in temperament and in
manner nothing whatever of the enthusiast so far
as a mere observer could discern. We gene-

rally associate the idea of a political or religious

reformer with that of passionate advocacy and
thrilling eloquence. Baines seemed to go at his
parliamentary work with a sort of chill pertinacity
which never allowed any expression of emotion
to escape from him. The fire of an orator
could no more be expected from him than it
might be expected from an iceberg. Not even
a flash of humour ever came from him in his
parliamentary speeches, although his personal
friends well knew that he was not austere in
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nature and that his heart was full of human
sympathy. By most members of the House of
Commons he was regarded rather as an influence
than as an individual. The general public has
probably for the most part already forgotten to
associate the name of Edward Baines with some
of the great reforms which he helped to carry to
success, but in the history of England’s political
and educational progress during the nineteenth
century his name must ever have an honourable
mention. 1 am glad to have an opportunity of
paying my poor personal tribute to his character
as a man and his services as a reformer.

Let me now turn to the portrait of a very different
personage, a man who had perhaps nothing in
common with Edward Baines but sincerity. Baines
represented ideas which were then new and have
since found almost universal adoption; G. M.
Whalley represented one idea which was becoming
antiquated even in his day — and is now only
preserved as a curiosity in memory’'s museum.
Whalley devoted his whole parliamentary career to
a war against Popery in general and the Jesuits in
particular. The receptacle which I suppose must
be described as his mind was entirely occupied, to
all seeming, by this one idea. I cannot say that he
never made a speech in the House of Commons
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on any other subject, but I can positively assert
that if he ever did deliver such a speech I had not
the good fortune to hear it. Whalley was abso-
lutely and inextractably associated in the thoughts
of the House and the public with the machinations
of the Jesuits. Whalleys eloquence and the
Jesuits’ craft floated double in the parliamentary
stream like the swan and shadow on St. Mary’s

lake. He had always some new question to put

~ to the Government with regard to the latest plots

of the Jesuits for the overthrow of the Protestant
dynasty in England, and for the subjection of every
English household to the dictation of the Church
of Rome. He was ever seeking and planning for
some opportunity to bring before the House a
formal motion on the subject, and when he did
seeure a hearing for his motion the debate was
generally brought to a premature end by a ‘“count-
out”; this being no doubt in poor Whalley’s

| mind another successful stroke of policy on the

part of the malignant Jesuits.

I need hardly say that the House of Commons
paid but little attention to the warnings, the argu-
ments, and the appeals of Whalley. The moment
he rose in his place everybody knew already what
he was going to talk about, and this of itself was
enough to settle his chance of a good audience.
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“I fear the man of one book ” is a classic proverb,
but “1 fear the man of one topic” would express,
although in a somewhat different sense, the general
sentiment of the House of Commons. Whalley,
however, did not seem to care whether the House
paid any attention to what he was saying or not,
and indeed I do not know how he could ever have
had any experience of an attentive audience, at:
least in the House of Commons. Most of the
members left the debating chamber as a matter of
course the moment Whalley rose to offer his obser-
vations on the familiar topic, and I have heard him
more than once as he delivered his speech to the
Speaker, the clerks at the table, one or two mem-
bers, and the visitors who happened to be in the
Strangers’ Galleries. It was all the same to
Whalley, he believed that he had a duty to do,
and he did it without regard to persons.

On one occasion while the Conservatives were in
power Whalley put a question to Disraeli, then
leading the House, calling on him to say whether
Her Majesty’s Ministers had lately received any
new information with regard to the present machi-
nations of the Jesuits against the Established
Church of England. I may be allowed to quote
from my own ‘ Reminiscences” my recollection of
what followed the question. ‘ Disraeli arose, and
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leaning on the table in front of him began with a
manner of portentous gravity and a countenance of
almost funereal gloom to give his answer. ‘Her
Majesty’s Ministers,” he said ‘had not been in-
formed of any absolutely new machinations of the
Jesuits, but they would continue to watch, as they
had hitherto watched, for any indication of such
insidious enterprises. One of the favourite machi-
nations of the Jesuits, he went on to say with
deepening solemnity, ‘had always been understood
to be a plan for sending into this country disguised
emissaries of their own, who, by expressing extra-
vagant and ridiculous alarm about Jesuit plots,
might bring public derision on the efforts of the
genuine supporters of the State Church. He would
not venture to say whether the honourable member

1
’

had- knowledge of any such plans as that

but here a roar of laughter from the whole House
rendered further explanation impossible, and Dis-
raeli composedly resumed his seat.”

I had many talks with Whalley in private, and 1
always found him good-humoured and companion-
able. He knew, of course, that my religious and
political views were entirely out of accord with his,
but he did not on that account refuse to interchange
friendly words now and then. Perhaps he did not
think that nature had provided me with intellectual
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gifts likely to make me a very dangerous emissary

in the service of the Jesuit plotters, but whatever

may have been his reason I can only say that I

always found him tolerant and agreeable. I had,

indeed, a sort of personal liking for Whalley, and I =

never felt any doubt of his simple sincerity in the

cause to which he devoted such a large proportion
of his laborious days and nights. I do not

suppose there is any member of the House of
Commons now who holds a like position. =~ One can
hardly help feeling a certain sort of admiration for
the man who could thus goon Session after Session
delivering speeches to which no one cared to listen—
speeches to which he could but know that no one
cared to listen—merely because he felt himself
compelled by a perverse sense of duty to proclaim
his opinions on every possible opportunity to an

empty House and an unconcerned public. 1 have

thought it well to put these two men, Edward

Baines and G. M. Whalley, into immediate con-
trast. Both men were sincere and both were

acting alike in obedience to an unselfish sense of

duty. But the one man was born to be the advo-

cate of great reforms, and the other was but the
belated exponent of a forgotten policy. Edward

Baines had remedies to offer for the evils which he

sought to remove; poor Whalley could only bring

e g ded add A e ham sl )
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for the removal of what he believed to be the perils
to the State a sort of mediaval incantation.

I ought to say that in arranging this parliamen-
tary group I am not assuming or suggesting that
any bond of s‘ympathy, or even of habitual asso-
ciation, brought together the men whom I am now
describing. I do not know that these men were
ever brought into comradeship of any kind beyond
the comradeship created for them by the mere fact
that they all happened to be members of the House
of Commons at the period with which I am now
dealing. I have chosen the figures in this group
because each had an individuality peculiarly his
own. The first thought which the name of any
one of them brought up to the mind of an
observer at the time was not that of a man iden-
tified with any of the great political parties, but
rather that of a man who had a cause of his own,
or it might be a crotchet of his own, or at all events
a peculiar and separate identity which marked him
out. Nor am I suggesting by any means that the
men stood upon a level in the estimation of the
House of Commons. Edward Baines had a great
cause to which he was devoted, but it had not at
that time been officially adopted by any of the
recognised parliamentary parties. Whalley had
his crotchet about the Jesuits and their machi-
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nations, and although he never could have held
that place in the estimation of the House which
was deservedly owned by Baines, he was at least
a peculiar and almost isolated figure. The one
common characteristic of my group is that those
of whom for my purposes I have composed it were
men who had each a distinct individuality and
were not lost in the crowd.

I am afraid that the portrait of “J. A. Blake,
M.P.,” will not bring to my readers in general
any immediate and accurate recollection of the
man whose picture was taken in the early Sixties.
I may ask those whose associations with the
House of Commons belong only to the present
not to confound him with my friend Mr. Edward
Blake who for many years held a commanding
position in the Dominion Parliament of Canada
and at the Canadian bar, and is now a member
of the Irish National Party. The late John
Aloysius Blake was an Irish member of Parlia-
ment in the early Sixties when I first came to
know him, and retained that position until his
death many years after<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>