


"  Praised  be  the  fathomless  universe, 

For  life  and  joy  .  .  .  and  for  love,  sweet  love" 
W.  WHITMAN. 

"But  one  to  whom  life  appeals  by  myriad  aven- 
ues, all  alluring  and  full  of  wonder  and  mystery, 

cannot  always  abide  where  the  heart  most  longs  to 

be.  It  is  well  to  remember  that  there  are  Shad- 

owy Waters,  even  in  the  cities,  and  that  the  Fount 

of  Youth  is  discoverable  in  the  dreariest  towns  as 

well  as  in  Hy  Brasil:  a  truth  apt  to  be  forgotten  by 

those  of  us  who  dwell  with  ever-wondering  delight 

in  that  land  of  lost  romance  which  had  its  own  day, 

as  this  epoch  of  a  still  stranger,  if  less  obvious,  ro- 

mance has  its  passing  hour.' 
F.  M. 
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his  work  of  the  dual  literary  expression  of 
himself. 

The  most  carefully  compiled  record  of  a 
life  can  be  but  partially  true,  since  much  of 
necessity  must  be  left  unsaid.  A  biographer, 
moreover,  can  delineate  another  human  being 
only  to  the  extent  of  his  understanding  of 
that  fellow  being.  In  so  far  as  he  lacks,  not 

only  knowledge  of  facts,  but  also  the  illumina- 
tion of  intuition  and  sympathy,  to  that  extent 

will  he  fail  to  present  a  finished  study  of  his 
subject.  And  because  no  one  can  wholly 

know  another:  because  one  of  necessity  inter- 
prets another  through  the  colour  of  his  or 

her  mind,  I  am  very  conscious  of  my  own  lim- 
itations in  this  respect.  As,  however,  I  have 

known  William  Sharp  for  more  consecutive 
years  than  any  other  of  his  intimate  friends, 

I  perhaps  am  able  therefore  to  offer  the  full- 
est survey  of  the  unfolding  of  his  life ;  though 

I  realise  that  others  may  have  known  him  bet- 
ter than  I  on  some  sides  of  his  nature:  in 

particular  as  he  impressed  those  who  had  not 

discovered,  or  were  not  in  sympathy  with, 

the  '  F.  M.'  phase  in  him. 
The  life  of  William  Sharp  divides  itself 

naturally  into  two  halves ;  the  first  ends  with 

the  publication  by  W.  S.  of  Vistas,  and  the  sec- 
ond begins  with  Pharais,  the  first  book  signed 
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Fiona  Macleod.  It  has  been  my  endeavour  to 

tell  his  story  by  means  of  letters  and  diaries ; 
of  letters  written  by  him,  and  of  others  written 
to  him,  concerning  his  work  and  interests. 

To  quote  his  own  words :  "  A  group  of  inti- 
mate letters,  written  with  no  foreseen  or 

suspected  secondary  intention,  will  probably 
give  us  more  insight  into  the  inner  nature 
of  a  man  than  any  number  of  hypothetical 

pros  and  cons  on  the  part  of  a  biographer, 
or  than  reams  of  autobiography.  ...  I  know 

Keats  for  instance  far  better  through  his  let- 
ters than  by  the  ablest  and  most  intimate 

memoirs  that  have  been  written  of  him:  the 

real  man  is  revealed  in  them  and  is  brought 
near  to  us  till  we  seem  to  hear  his  voice  and 

clasp  his  hand." 
.  The  diaries  are  fragmentary.  They  were 
usually  begun  at  each  New  Year,  but  were 

speedily  discontinued;  or  noted  down  inter- 
mittently, during  a  sojourn  abroad,  as  a  re- 

cord of  work.  He  was  a  good  correspondent, 
both  as  W.  S.  and  F.  M.  I  have  thus  tried  to 

make  the  book  as  autobiographic  as  possible, 

by  means  of  these  letters  and  diaries,  and  I 

have  added  only  what  has  seemed  to  me  neces- 

sary to  make  the  narrative  sequent.  Unfor- 
tunately, letters  have  not  been  available  from 

several  valuable  sources ;  and  I  regret  the  ab- 
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sence  of  any  written  by  him  to  Walter  Pater, 

George  Meredith,  Theodore  Watts-Dunton, 
Arthur  Symons,  and  to  one  or  two  of  his 
most  intimate  friends. 

I  take  this  opportunity  of  expressing  to 

many  friends  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic 
my  appreciation  of  their  courtesy  in  placing 

letters  at  my  disposal ;  also  for  permission  ac- 
corded to  me  by  Mr.  Robert  Ross  for  the  use 

of  letters  from  Oscar  Wilde,  and  by  Mr. 
Charles  Baxter,  for  letters  from  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson.  Of  the  two  portraits  of  William 
Sharp,  herein  reproduced,  I  am  indebted  to 
our  friend  Mr.  William  Strang,  A.  R.  A.,  for 
his  kind  permission  to  reproduce  his  etched 
portrait  of  my  husband.  The  frontispiece  to 
Volume  II  is  from  a  photograph  taken  in 
Sicily  in  1903,  by  the  Hon.  Alexander  Nelson 
Hood,  when  we  were  on  a  visit  to  him  in  his 

Duchy  of  Bronte. 
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William  Sharp 

CHAPTER  I 

CHILDHOOD 

"  Childhood,  when  the  child  is  as  a  flower  of  wild- 
ing growth,  and  when  it  is  at  one  with  nature,  fel- 
low with  the  winds  and  birds."  W.  S. 

"That  man  is  fortunate  who  has  half  his 
desires  gratified,  who  lives  to  see  half  his  de- 

sires accomplished/'  says  Schopenhauer,  and 
taking  the  axiom  to  be  true  I  am  not  going 
back  on  it,  for  certainly  more  than  half  of 
the  desires  of  my  boyhood  and  youth  have 
been  fulfilled.  I  come  of  a  west  of  Scotland 

stock  which  —  perhaps  in  part  because  of  its 
Scandinavian  admixture  —  has  always  had  in 

it  '  the  wandering  blood ' :  and  from  my  early 
days,  when  at  the  mature  age  of  three  I  es- 

caped one  night  from  the  nursery  and  was 
found  in  the  garden  at  midnight,  a  huddled 
little  white  heap  at  the  foot  of  a  great  poplar, 

that  was  at  once  my  ceaseless  delight  and  won- 
der and  a  fascination  that  was  almost  terror, 

a  desire  of  roaming  possessed  me." 
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That  William  Sharp  should  be  one  of  the 
fortunates  who,  toward  the  end  of  life,  could 

say  he  had  fulfilled  more  than  half  of  his 
early  desires,  was  due  mainly  to  a  ceaseless 
curiosity  and  love  of  adventure,  to  a  happy 
fearlessness  of  disposition  that  prompted  him 

when  starting  on  any  quest  to  seize  the  pro- 
pitious moment,  and  if  necessary  to  burn  his 

boats  behind  him.  He  believed  himself  to 

have  been  born  under  a  lucky  star.  Notwith- 
standing the  great  hardships  and  difficulties 

that  sometimes  barred  his  way,  his  vivid  im- 
agination, aided  by  a  strong  will  and  untiring 

perseverance,  opened  to  him  many  doors  of 
the  wonderland  of  life  that  lured  him  in  his 
dreams.  The  adventurous  and  the  romantic 

were  to  him  as  beacons;  and  though  their 
lights  were  at  times  overshadowed  by  the 
tragedy  of  human  life,  his  natural  buoyancy 

of  disposition,  his  power  of  whole-hearted 
enjoyment  in  things  large  and  small,  his  ready 
intuitive  sympathy,  preserved  in  him  a  spirit 
of  fine  optimism  to  the  end. 

The  conditions  of  his  early  boyhood  were 
favourable  to  the  development  of  his  natural 
inclination. 

He  was  born  on  the  I2th  of  September, 

1855,  at  4  Garthland  Place,  Paisley,  on  a  day 
when  the  bells  were  ringing  for  the  fall  of 
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Sebastopol.  He  was  the  eldest  of  a  family  of 
three  sons  and  five  daughters.  His  father, 

David  Galbreath  Sharp,  a  partner  in  an  old- 
established  mercantile  house,  was  the  youngest 

son  of  William  Sharp,  whose  family  originally 
came  from  near  Dunblane.  His  mother  was 

a  Miss  Katherine  Brooks,  the  eldest  daughter 

of  William  Brooks,  Swedish  Vice-Consul  at 
Glasgow,  and  of  Swedish  descent,  whose  wife 
was  a  Miss  Agnes  Henderson,  related  to  the 
Stewarts  of  Shambellie  and  the  Murrays  of 
Philiphaugh. 

Mr.  David  Sharp  was  a  genial,  observant 
man,  humorous  and  a  finished  mimic. 

Though  much  of  his  life  was  of  necessity  spent 
in  a  city,  he  had  a  keen  love  of  the  country,  and 
especially  of  the  West  Highlands.  Every 
summer  he  took  a  house  for  three  or  four 

months  on  the  shores  of  the  Clyde,  or  on  one 
of  the  beautiful  sea  lochs,  or  on  the  island  of 
Arran,  now  so  exploited,  but  then  relatively 
secluded.  Very  early  he  initiated  his  son  in 

the  arts  of  swimming,  rowing,  and  line  fish- 
ing ;  sailed  with  him  along  the  beautiful  shores 

of  the  Western  Highlands  and  the  Inner 
Hebrides. 

Mrs.  David  Sharp  had  been  brought  up  by 
her  father  to  read  seriously,  and  to  take  an 
interest  in  his  favourite  study  of  Geology.  It 
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was  she  who  watched  over  her  son's  work  at 
college,  and  made  facilities  for  him  to  follow 
his  special  pursuits  at  home.  But  the  boy 
was  never  urged  to  distinguish  himself  at 
college.  He  was  considered  too  delicate  to  be 
subjected  to  severe  mental  pressure;  and  he 
met  with  no  encouragement  from  either  parent 
in  his  wish  to  throw  himself  into  the  study 

of  science  or  literature  as  a  profession,  for 

such  a  course  seemed  to  them  to  offer  no  pros- 
pects for  his  future.  It  was  from  Mrs.  Sharp 

that  her  son  inherited  his  Scandinavian  phy- 
sique and  high  colouring;  for  in  appearance 

he  resembled  his  fair-complexioned,  tall  ma- 
ternal grandfather.  The  blend  of  nationali- 

ties in  him,  slight  though  the  Swedish  strain 

was,  produced  a  double  strain.  He  was,  in 
the  words  of  a  friend,  a  Viking  in  build,  a 
Scandinavian  in  cast  of  mind,  a  Celt  in  heart 
and  spirit. 

As  a  little  child  he  was  very  delicate. 
The  long  months  each  year  by  mountain 

and  sea,  and  the  devotion  of  his  Highland 

nurse  Barbara,  and  his  delight  in  open-air  life, 
were  the  most  potent  factors  in  the  inward 
growth  of  his  mind  and  spirit.  From  his 

earliest  days  he  was  a  passionate  lover  of  na- 
ture, a  tireless  observer  of  her  moods  and 

changes,  for  he  had  always  felt  himself  to  be 
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1  at  one  with  nature,  fellow  with  the  winds  and 
birds.'  And  Barbara,  the  Highland  woman,  it 
was  she  who  told  him  stories  of  Faerie, 

crooned  to  him  old  Gaelic  songs,  and  made 
his  childish  mind  familiar  with  the  heroes  of 

the  old  Celtic  Sagas,  with  the  daring  exploits 
of  the  Viking  rovers  and  Highland  chieftains. 
It  was  she  who  sowed  the  seeds  in  his  mind  of 
much  that  he  afterward  retold  under  the 

pseudonym  of  Fiona  Macleod. 
There  are  two  stories  of  his  childhood  I 

have  heard  him  tell,  which  seem  to  me  to 

show  that  from  earliest  years  the  distinctive 
characteristics  of  his  markedly  dual  nature 
existed  and  swayed  him.  From  babyhood  his 
mind  had  been  filled  with  stories  of  old  heroic 

times,  and  in  his  play  he  delighted  in  being  the 
adventurous  warrior  or  marauding  Viking. 

In  the  gray,  inclement  days  of  winter  when  he 
was  shut  up  in  his  nursery  away  from  the 
green  life  in  the  garden  and  the  busy  wee 

birds  in  the  trees,  he  was  thrown  on  the  re- 
sources of  his  imagination  to  fill  the  long 

hours.  One  snowy  day,  when  he  was  five 
years  old,  and  he  was  tired  of  playing  with 
his  baby  sisters,  who  could  not  sufficiently  rise 

to  the  occasion  and  play  the  distressed  dam- 
sels to  his  deeds  of  knightly  chivalry,  he  de- 

termined to  sally  forth  in  search  of  adventure. 
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He  buckled  his  sword  above  his  kilt  —  it  was 

afternoon  and  the  light  was  waning  —  stole 
downstairs  and  out  of  the  house,  hatless,  with 

flying  curls,  and  marched  down  the  street  to 

lay  siege  to  the  nearest  castle.  A  short  dis- 
tance away  stood  the  house  of  a  friend  of  his 

father,  and  upon  that  the  besieger  turned 
his  attack.  It  loomed  in  his  mind  as  the  cas- 

tle of  his  desire.  He  strode  resolutely  up 
to  the  door,  with  great  difficulty,  on  tiptoe, 
reached  the  handle  of  the  bell,  pulled  a  long 

peal,  and  then  demanded  of  the  maid  that  she 
and  all  within  should  surrender  to  him  and 

deliver  up  the  keys  of  the  castle.  The  maid 

fell  in  with  his  humour,  was  properly  fright- 
ened, and  begged  to  be  allowed  to  summon 

her  mistress,  who  at  once  promised  submis- 
sion, led  the  victor  in  her  room,  and  by  a 

blazing  fire  gave  him  the  keys  in  the  form  of 
much  coveted  sweets,  held  him  in  her  lap  till 
in  the  warmth  he  fell  asleep,  rolled  him  up  in 
a  blanket,  and  carried  him  home. 
The  other  story  is  indicative  not  of  the 

restless  adventure-loving  side  of  him,  but  of 
the  poet  dreamer. 

During  the  child's  sixth  year  his  father  had 
taken  a  house  for  the  summer  months  on  the 

shores  of  Loch  Long;  the  great  heather-clad 
hills,  peak  behind  peak,  the  deep  waters  of  the 

8 
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winding  loch,  were  a  ceaseless  delight  to  the 
boy.  But  above  all  else  he  felt  an  undefined 
attraction  in  a  little  wood,  a  little  pine  belt 

nestling  on  the  hillside  above  the  house.  It 
was  an  enchanted  land  to  him,  away  from  the 
everyday  world,  where  human  beings  never 

came,  but  where  he  met  his  invisible  play- 

mates, visible  to  him.  "  I  went  there  very 
often/'  he  wrote  to  me  later.  "  I  thought 
that  belt  of  firs  had  a  personality  as  individual 
as  that  of  any  human  being,  a  sanctity  not  to 

be  disturbed  by  sport  or  play."  It  was  a  holy 
place  to  him.  The  sense  of  the  Infinite  touched 
him  there.  He  had  heard  of  God  in  the 

church,  and  as  described  from  the  pulpit  that 
Being  was  to  him  remote  and  forbidding.  But 
here  he  seemed  conscious  of  a  Presence  that 

was  benign,  beautiful.  He  felt  there  was 
some  great  power  (he  could  not  define  the 
feeling  to  himself)  behind  the  beauty  he  saw; 
behind  the  wind  he  did  not  see,  but  heard; 

behind  the  wonder  of  the  sunshine  and  sun- 
set and  in  the  silences  he  loved,  that  awoke 

in  him  a  desire  to  belong  to  it.  And  so, 
moved  to  express  his  desire  in  some  way,  he 
built  a  little  altar  of  stones,  rough  stones,  put 
together  under  a  swaying  pine,  and  on  it  he 
laid  white  flowers  in  offering. 

The  three  influences  that  taught  him  most 
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in  childhood  were  the  wind,  the  woods,  and 
the  sea.  Water  throughout  his  life  had  an 

irresistible  charm  for  him  —  the  sea,  the  moun- 
tain-loch, or  the  rushing  headlong  waters  of 

the  hill-burns.  To  watch  the  play  of  moving 
waters  was  an  absorbing  fascination;  and  he 
has  told  me  how  one  bright  night  he  had 

crept  on  to  a  ledge  of  wet  rocks  behind  a  hill 
water-fall  and  had  lain  there  so  that  he  might 
watch  the  play  of  moonlight  through  the 
shimmering  veil  of  waters. 

"  When  I  was  a  child,"  he  wrote  later,  "  I 
used  to  throw  offerings  —  small  coins,  flowers, 
shells,  even  a  newly  caught  trout,  once  a  treas- 

ured flint  arrow-head  —  into  the  sea-loch  by 
which  we  lived.  My  Hebridean  nurse  had 

often  told  me  of  Shony,  a  mysterious  sea-god, 
and  I  know  I  spent  much  time  in  wasted  ad- 

oration: a  fearful  worship,  not  unmixed  with 
disappointment  and  some  anger.  Not  once 
did  I  see  him.  I  was  frightened  time  after 
time,  but  the  sudden  cry  of  a  heron,  or  the 
snort  of  a  pollack  chasing  the  mackerel,  or 

the  abrupt  uplifting  of  a  seal's  head  became 
over-familiar,  and  I  desired  terror,  and  could 
not  find  it  by  the  shore.  Inland,  after  dusk, 
there  was  always  the  mysterious  multitude  of 
shadow.  There,  too,  I  could  hear  the  wind 

leaping  and  growling.  But  by  the  shore  I IO 
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never  knew  any  dread,  even  in  the  darkest 
night.  The  sound  and  company  of  the  sea 

washed  away  all  fears." 
But  the  child  was  not  a  dreamer  only.  He 

was  a  high-spirited  little  chap,  who  loved 
swimming  and  fishing  and  climbing;  and 
learned  at  an  early  age  to  handle  the  oar  and 
the  tiller,  and  to  understand  the  ways  and 
moods  of  a  sailing  boat ;  afraid  of  nothing  and 
ready  for  any  adventure  that  offered. 
My  first  recollections  of  him  go  back  to 

my  childhood.  We  were  cousins;  my  father 

was  his  father's  elder  brother.  My  mother 
was  the  daughter  of  Robert  Farquharson,  of 

Breda  and  Allargue.  In  1863  my  Uncle  Da- 
vid had  a  house  at  Blairmore  on  Loch  Long 

for  the  summer,  and  my  mother  took  her 
children  to  the  neighbouring  village  of  Strone, 
so  that  the  cousins  might  become  acquainted. 

My  impression  of  "  Willie  "  is  vivid :  a  merry, 
mischievous  little  boy  in  his  eighth  year,  with 

bright-brown  curly  hair,  blue-gray  eyes,  and 
a  laughing  face,  and  dressed  in  a  tweed  kilt; 
eager,  active  in  his  endless  invention  of  games 
and  occupations,  and  a  veritable  despot  over 
his  sisters  in  their  play.  He  interested  his 
London  cousins  in  showing  them  how  to  find 

crabs  and  spouting  fish,  birds'  nests,  and 
brambles;  terrified  them  with  tales  of  snakes 

II 
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in  the  grass  on  the  hills,  and  of  the  ghostly 
things  that  flitted  about  the  woods  at  night. 
But  his  chief  delight  was  his  punt.  A  great 

part  of  the  day  he  spent  on  and  in  the  water, 
shouting  with  delight  as  he  tossed  on  the 

waves  in  the  wake  of  a  steamer,  and  he  occa- 

sionally startled  us  by  being  apparently  cap- 
sized into  the  water,  disappearing  from  sight, 

and  then  clambering  into  the  punt  dripping 
and  happy.  But  I  remember  that  with  all 
his  love  of  fun  and  teasing,  he  seemed  to  feel 
himself  different  from  the  other  children  of 

his  age,  and  would  fly  off  alone  to  the  hill- 
side or  to  the  woods  to  his  many  friends 

among  the  birds  and  the  squirrels  and  the  rab- 
bits, with  whose  ways  and  habitations  he 

seemed  so  familiar. 
About  the  dream  and  vision  side  of  his  life 

he  learned  early  to  be  silent.  He  soon  real- 
ised that  his  playmates  understood  nothing 

of  the  confused  memories  of  previous  lives 
that  haunted  him,  and  from  which  he  drew 
materials  to  weave  into  stories  for  his  school- 

fellows in  the  dormitory  at  nights.  To  his 

surprise  he  found  they  saw  none  of  the  deni- 
zens of  the  other  worlds  —  tree  spirits  and 

nature  spirits,  great  and  small  —  so  familiar 
to  him,  and  who  he  had  imagined  must  be  as 
obvious  to  others  as  to  himself.  He  could 

12 
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say  about  them  as  Lafcadio  Hearn  said  about 
ghosts  and  goblins,  that  he  believed  in  them 
for  the  best  of  possible  reasons,  because  he 
saw  them  day  and  night. 
He  found,  as  have  other  imaginative 

psychic  children,  that  he  had  an  inner  life,  a 
curious  power  of  vision  unshared  by  any  one 

about  him;  so  that  what  he  related  was  fre- 
quently discredited.  But  the  psychic  side  of 

his  nature  was  too  intimately  a  part  of  him- 
self to  be  killed  by  misunderstanding.  He 

learned  early  to  shut  it  away — keep  it  as  a 
thing  apart  —  a  mystery  of  his  own,  a  mys- 

tery to  himself.  This  secrecy  had  two  direct 
results:  he  needed  from  time  to  time  to  get 

away  alone,  from  other  people,  so  as  again 

and  again  to  get  into  touch  with  "  the  Green 
Life/'  as  he  called  it,  for  spiritual  refresh- 

ment; and  there  developed  in  him  a  love  not 

only  of  mystery  for  its  own  sake,  but  of  mys- 
tification also  that  became  a  marked  charac- 

teristic and,  eventually,  one  of  the  factors 
which  in  his  literary  work  led  to  the  adoption 
of  the  pseudonym. 

Once  only,  as  far  as  I  know,  in  the  short 

psychic  tale  called  "  The  Four  Winds  of  the 
Spirit,"  did  he,  in  his  writings,  make  any  ref- 

erence to  his  invisible  playmates.  I  have 
often  heard  him  speak  of  a  beautiful,  gentle 
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white  Lady  of  the  Woods,  about  whom  he 

once  wrote  in  a  letter :  "  For  I,  too,  have  my 
dream,  my  memory  of  one  whom  as  a 

child  I  called  Star-Eyes,  and  whom  later 

I  called  "  Banmorair-na-mara,"  the  Lady  of 
the  Sea,  and  whom  at  least  I  knew  to  be  no 
other  than  the  woman  who  is  in  the  heart  of 
women.  I  was  not  more  than  seven  whm 

one  day,  by  a  well,  near  a  sea-loch  in  Argyll, 
just  as  I  was  stooping  to  drink,  my  glancing 
eyes  lit  on  a  tall  woman  standing  among  a 

mist  of  wild  hyacinths  under  three  great  syca- 
mores. I  stood,  looking,  as  a  fawn  looks, 

wide-eyed,  unafraid.  She  did  not  speak,  but 
she  smiled,  and  because  of  the  love  and  beauty 

in  her  eyes  I  ran  to  her.  She  stooped  and 
lifted  blueness  out  of  the  flowers,  as  one  might 
lift  foam  out  of  a  pool,  and  I  thought  she 
threw  it  over  me.  When  I  was  found  lying 

among  the  hyacinths  dazed,  and,  as  was 
thought,  ill,  I  asked  eagerly  after  the  lady  in 

white,  and  with  hair  all  shiny-gold  like  but- 
tercups; but  when  I  found  I  was  laughed  at, 

or  at  last,  when  I  passionately  persisted, 
was  told  I  was  sun-dazed  and  had  been 

dreaming,  I  said  no  more  —  but  I  did  not 

forget." This  boy  dreamer  began  his  education  at 
home  under  a  governess,  and  of  those  early 
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days  I  know  little  except  that  he  was  tracta- 

ble, easily  taught,  and  sunny-natured. 
He  has  given  an  account  of  his  first  ex- 

periences at  school  in  a  paper,  "  In  the  Days 
of  My  Youth,"  which  he  was  asked  to  con- 

tribute to  M.  A.  P.: 

"  The  first  tragedy  in  my  life  was  when  I 
was  captured  for  the  sacrifice  of  school.  At 
least  to  me  it  seemed  no  less  than  a  somewhat 

brutal  and  certainly  tyrannical  capture,  and 
my  heart  sank  when,  at  the  age  of  eight  (I 
did  not  know  how  fortunate  I  was  to  have 

escaped  the  needless  bondage  of  early  school- 
ing till  I  was  eight  years  old),  I  was  dis- 

patched to  what  was  then  one  of  the  chief 

boarding-schools  in  Scotland,  Blair  Lodge,  in 
Polmont  Woods,  between  Falkirk  and  Lin- 
lithgow.  It  was  beautifully  situated,  and 

though  I  then  thought  the  woods  were  for- 
ests and  the  Forth  and  Clyde  canal  a  mighty 

stream,  I  was  glad  some  years  ago,  on  revisit- 
ing the  spot,  to  find  that  my  boyish  memories 

were  by  no  means  so  exaggerated  as  I  feared. 
I  am  afraid  I  was  much  more  of  a  credit  to 

shepherd  and  fisher  and  gipsy  friends  than  to 

my  parents  or  schoolmasters. 

"  On  the  very  day  of  my  arrival  a  rebellion 
had  broken  out,  and  by  natural  instinct  I  was, 
like  the  Irishman  the  moment  he  arrived  in 
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America,  '  agin  the  Government/  I  remem- 
ber the  rapture  with  which  I  evaded  a  mas- 

ter's pursuing  grip,  and  was  hauled  in  at  a 
window  by  exultant  rebels.  In  that  tempo- 

rary haven  the  same  afternoon  I  insulted  a 
big  boy,  whose  peculiar  physiognomy  had 

amazed  me  to  delighted  but  impolite  laugh- 
ter, and  forthwith  experienced  my  first  school 

thrashing.  Later  in  the  day  I  had  the  satis- 
faction of  coming  out  victor  in  an  unequal 

combat  with  the  heir  of  an  Indian  big-wig, 
whom,  with  too  ready  familiarity,  I  had  ad- 

dressed as  '  Curry/  As  I  was  a  rather  deli- 
cate and  sensitive  child,  this  was  not  a  bad 

beginning,  and  I  recollect  my  exhilaration 
(despite  aching  bones  and  smarting  spots)  in 

the  thought  that  '  school '  promised  to  be  a 
more  lively  experience  than  I  had  anticipated. 

"  I  ran  away  three  times,  and  I  doubt  if  I 
learned  more  indoors  than  I  did  on  these  oc- 

casions and  in  my  many  allowed  and  stolen 
outings.  The  first  flight  for  freedom  was  an 
ignominious  failure.  The  second  occasion 
two  of  us  were  Screaming  Eagle  and  Sitting 

Bull,  and  we  had  a  smothered  fire  o'  nights 
and  ample  provender  (legally  and  illegally 

procured),  and  we  might  have  become  habit- 
ual woodlanders  had  I  not  ventured  to  a  vil- 

lage and  rolled  down  hill  before  me  a  large 
16 
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circular  cheese,  for  which,  alas!  I  now  blush 

to  say,  I  forgot  to  pay  or  even  to  leave  my 
name  and  address.  That  cheese  was  our  un- 

doing. The  third  time  was  nearly  successful, 
and  but  for  a  gale  my  life,  in  all  probability, 
would  have  had  an  altogether  different  colour 

and  accent.  We  reached  the  port  of  Grange- 
mouth,  and  were  successful  in  our  plot  to  hide 
ourselves  as  stowaways.  We  slept  that  night 

amid  smells,  rats,  cockroaches,  and  a  mys- 
terious congregation  of  ballast  and  cargo, 

hoping  to  wake  to  the  sound  of  waves.  Alas ! 
a  storm  swept  the  Forth  from  west  to  the 

east.  The  gale  lasted  close  on  three  days. 
On  the  morning  of  the  third,  three  pale  and 
wretched  starvelings  were  ignominiously 

packed  back  to  Blair  Lodge,  where  the  ad- 
miration of  comrades  did  not  make  up  for 

punishment  fare  and  a  liberal  flogging. 

"A  fourth  attempt,  however,  proved  suc- 
cessful, though  differently  for  each  of  us. 

One  of  the  three,  a  rotund,  squirrel-eyed  boy, 
named  Robinson,  was  shipped  off  as  an  ap- 

prentice in  an  Indiaman.  A  few  years  later 

he  went  to  his  dreamed-of  South  seas,  was 
killed  in  a  squabble  with  hostile  islanders,  and, 
as  was  afterward  discovered,  afforded  a  feast 

(I  am  sure  a  succulent  one)  to  his  captors. 
The  second  of  the  three  is  now  a  dean  in  the 
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Anglican  Church.  I  have  never  met  him,  but 

once  at  a  big  gathering  I  saw  the  would-be 
pirate  in  clerical  garb,  with  a  protuberant 
front,  and  bald.  I  think  Robinson  had  the 
better  luck.  As  for  the  third  of  the  three, 

he  has  certainly  had  his  fill  of  wandering,  if 
he  has  never  encountered  cannibals  and  if  he 

is  neither  a  dean  nor  bald." 
When  their  son  was  twelve  years  old,  Wil- 

liam's parents  left  Paisley  and  took  a  house 
in  Glasgow  (India  Street),  and  he  was  sent 
as  a  day  scholar  to  the  Glasgow  Academy. 
In  his  sixteenth  year  he  was  laid  low  with  a 
severe  attack  of  typhoid  fever.  It  was  to 

that  summer  during  the  long  months  of  con- 
valescence in  the  West  that  many  of  his  mem- 

ories of  Seumas  Macleod  belong.  Of  this 

old  fisherman  he  wrote :  "  When  I  was  six- 
teen I  was  on  a  remote  island  where  he  lived, 

and  on  the  morrow  of  my  visit  I  came  at  sun- 
rise upon  the  old  man  standing  looking  sea- 

ward with  his  bonnet  removed  from  his  long 
white  locks ;  and  upon  my  speaking  to  Seumas 

(when  I  saw  he  was  not  '  at  his  prayers ') 
was  answered,  in  Gaelic  of  course,  '  Every 
morning  like  this  I  take  my  hat  off  to  the 
beauty  of  the  world/  Although  I  was  sent 
to  the  Academy  at  Glasgow,  and  afterward  to 

the  University,  I  spent  much  of  each  year  in 18 
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boating,  sailing,  hill-climbing,  wandering,  ow- 
ing to  the  unusual  freedom  allowed  to  me  dur- 
ing our  summer  residence  in  the  country  and 

during  the  other  vacations.  From  fifteen  to 

eighteen  I  sailed  up  every  loch,  fjord,  and  in- 
let in  the  Western  Highlands  and  islands, 

from  Arran  and  Colonsay  to  Skye  and  the 

Northern  Hebrides,  from  the  Rhinns  of  Gal- 
loway to  the  Ord  of  Sutherland.  Wherever 

I  went  I  eagerly  associated  myself  with  fish- 
ermen, sailors,  shepherds,  gamekeepers, 

poachers,  gipsies,  wandering  pipers,  and  other 

musicians."  In  this  way  he  made  many 
friends,  especially  among  the  fishermen  and 
shepherds,  stayed  with  them  in  their  houses, 

and,  "  having  the  Gaelic,"  talked  with  them, 
gained  their  confidence,  and  listened  to  tales 

told  by  old  men,  and  old  mothers  by  the  fire- 
side during  the  long  twilight  evenings,  or  in 

the  herring-boats  at  night. 

"  At  eighteen  I  '  took  to  the  heather/  as  we 

say  in  the  north,  for  a  prolonged  period.  .  .  ." 
On  Loch  Long,  close  to  Ardentinny,  there  was 
a  point  of  waste  land  running  into  the  water, 

frequently  used  as  a  camping  ground  by  rov- 
ing tinkers  and  gipsies.  Many  a  time  he 

sailed  there  in  his  boat  to  get  in  touch  with 
these  wandering  folk.  One  summer  he  found 
there  an  encampment  of  true  gipsies,  who  had 
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come  over  from  mid-Europe,  a  fine,  swarthy, 
picturesque  race.  The  appeal  was  irresistible, 
strengthened  by  the  attraction  of  a  beautiful 

gipsy  girl.  He  made  friends  with  the  tribe, 

and  persuaded  the  "king"  to  let  him  join 

them ;  and  so  he  became  "  star-brother  "  and 
"  sun-brother "  to  them,  and  wandered  with 
them  over  many  hills  and  straths  of  the  West 
Highlands.  To  him,  who  at  all  times  hated 
the  restrictions  and  limitations  of  conventional 

life,  to  whom  romance  was  a  necessity,  this 

free  life  "  on  the  heather  "  was  the  realisation 
of  many  dreams.  In  those  few  months  he 

learned  diverse  things ;  much  wood-lore,  bird- 
lore,  how  to  know  the  ways  of  the  wind,  and 
to  use  the  stars  as  compass.  I  do  not  know 

exactly  how  long  he  was  with  the  camp ;  two 
months,  perhaps,  or  three.  For  to  him  they 
were  so  full  of  wonder,  so  vivid,  that  in  later 
life,  when  he  spoke  of  them,  he  lost  all  count 

of  time  and  on  looking  back  to  those  days, 
packed  with  new  and  keen  experiences  so 
wholly  in  keeping  with  his  temperament, 
weeks  seemed  as  months  and  he  ceased  to  re- 

alise that  the  experience  was  compressed  into 
one  short  summer.  He  never  wove  those 

memories  into  a  sequent  romance,  though  in 
later  time  he  thought  of  so  doing.  For  one 
thing,  the  present  was  always  the  absorbing 

20 



Childhood 

actuality  to  him,  and  the  future  a  dream  to 
realise;  whether  in  life  or  in  work  the  past 

was  past,  therefore  he  preferred  to  pro- 
ject himself  toward  the  future  and  what  it 

might  have  in  store  for  him.  But  traces  of 
the  influence  of  those  gipsy  days  are  to  be 

seen  in  Children  of  To-morrow,  in  the  charac- 
ter of  Annaik  in  Green  Fire,  and  in  the 

greater  part  of  the  story  of  "  The  Gipsy 
Christ."  He  also  projected  a  romance  to  be 
called  The  Gipsy  Trail,  but  it  was  never  even 

begun. 
One  thing,  however,  I  know  for  certain, 

that  the  truant's  parents  were  greatly  con- 
cerned over  his  disappearance.  After  consid- 
erable trouble  the  fugitive  was  recaptured. 

Not  long  after  he  was  put  into  a  lawyer's  of- 
fice, ostensibly  to  teach  him  business  habits, 

but  also  the  better  to  chain  him  to  work,  to 

the  accepted  conventions  of  life,  and  to  re- 

move him  out  of  the  way  of  dangerous  temp- 
tations offered  by  the  freer  College  life  with 

its  long  vacations. 

"  Not  long  after  my  return  to  civilisation,  at 

my  parent's  urgent  request,  I  not  only  re- 
sumed my  classes  at  the  University,  but  en- 

tered a  lawyer's  office  in  Glasgow  (on  very 
easy  conditions,  hardly  suitable  for  a  profes- 

sional career),  so  as  to  learn  something  of  the 
21 



William  Sharp 

law.  I  learned  much  more,  in  a  less  agreea- 
ble fashion,  when  I  spent  my  first  years  in 

London  and  understood  the  pains  and  penal- 
ties of  impecuniosity !  The  only  outside  in- 

fluence which  had  strongly  perturbed  my  boy- 
hood was  the  outbreak  of  the  Franco-German 

War,  and  I  recall  the  eager  excitement  with 

which  I  followed  the  daily  news,  my  exulta- 
tion when  the  French  were  defeated,  my  de- 
light when  the  Prussians  won  a  great  victory. 

A  few  years  later  I  would  have  '  sided  '  differ- 
ently, but  boys  naturally  regarded  the  French 

as  hereditary  foes." 
In  the  autumn  of  1871  he  was  enrolled 

as  student  at  the  Glasgow  University,  and  he 

attended  the  sessions  of  1871-72  and  1872-73 
during  the  Lord  Rectorship  of  The  Right 
Honourable  B.  Disraeli.  He  did  not  remain 

long  enough  at  the  University  to  take  his  de- 
gree. Yet  he  worked  well,  and  was  an  at- 

tentive scholar.  Naturally,  English  Litera- 
ture was  the  subject  that  attracted  him  spe- 

cially; in  that  class  he  was  under  Prof.  John 
Nichol,  whose  valued  friendship  he  retained 
for  many  years.  At  the  end  of  his  second 
session  he  was  one  of  three  students  who 

were  found  "  worthy  of  special  commenda- 
tion." The  chief  benefit  to  him  of  his  under- 

graduate days  was  the  access  it  gave  him  to 
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the  University  Library.  There  new  worlds 
of  fascinating  study  were  opened  to  him;  not 
only  the  literature  and  philosophy  of  other 
European  countries,  but  also  the  wonderful 
literatures  and  religions  of  the  East.  He  read 
omnivorously ;  night  after  night  he  read  far 

into  the  morning  hours,  literature,  philoso- 
phy, poetry,  mysticism,  occultism,  magic, 

mythology,  folk-lore.  While  on  the  one  hand 
the  immediate  result  was  to  turn  him  from  the 

form  of  Presbyterian  faith  in  which  he  had 
been  brought  up,  to  put  him  in  conflict  with 

all  orthodox  religious  teachings,  it  strength- 
ened the  natural  tendency  of  his  mind  toward 

a  belief  in  the  unity  of  the  great  truths  under- 
lying all  religions;  and,  to  his  deep  satisfac- 
tion, gave  him  a  sense  of  brotherhood  with 

the  acknowledged  psychics  and  seers  of  other 
lands  and  other  days.  At  last  he  found  a 
sympathetic  correspondence  with  his  thoughts 
and  experiences,  and  a  clew  to  their  possible 
meaning  and  value. 

In  1874,  with  a  view  to  finding  out  in  what 

direction  his  son's  capabilities  lay,  Mr.  David 
Sharp  put  him  into  the  office  of  Messrs.  Ma- 
clure  and  Hanney,  lawyers,  in  Glasgow, 
where  he  remained  till  his  health  broke  down 

and  he  was  sent  on  a  voyage  to  Australia. 
It  was  soon  evident  that  he  would  never  be  a 
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shining  light  in  the  legal  profession:  his  chief 
interest  still  lay  in  his  private  studies  and  his 
early  efforts  in  literature.  In  order  to  find 
time  for  all  he  wished  to  do,  and  to  gratify  a 

keen  interest  in  the  theatre  and  opera  when- 
ever the  chance  offered,  he  allowed  himself, 

during  these  two  years,  four  hours  only  out 

of  the  twenty-four  for  sleep;  a  procedure 
which  did  not  tend  to  strengthen  his  already 
delicate  health.  At  no  time  in  his  life  did  he 

weigh  or  consider  what  amount  of  physical 
strength  he  had  at  his  disposal.  His  will  was 
strong,  his  desires  were  infinite;  he  expected 

his  strength  to  be  adequate  to  his  require- 
ments, and  assumed  it  was  so,  until,  from  time 

to  time,  a  serious  breakdown  proved  to  him 

how  seriously  he  had  overdrawn  on  his  re- 
serve. 
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AUSTRALIA 

My  second  meeting  with  my  cousin  was  in 
August  of  1875,  when  he  spent  a  week  with 
us  at  a  cottage  my  mother  had  taken  at  Dun- 
oon,  then  one  of  the  most  charming  villages 
on  the  Clyde. 

I  remember  vividly  the  impression  he  made 
on  me  when  I  saw  the  tall,  thin  figure  pass 

through  our  garden  gateway  at  sunset  —  he 
had  come  down  by  the  evening  steamer  from 
Glasgow  —  and  stride  swiftly  up  the  path. 
He  was  six  feet  one  inch  in  height,  very  thin, 
with  slightly  sloping  shoulders.  He  was 
good-looking,  with  a  fair  complexion  and  high 
colouring;  gray-blue  eyes,  brown  hair  closely 
cut,  a  sensitive  mouth,  and  winning  smile. 
He  looked  delicate,  but  full  of  vitality.  He 
spoke  very  rapidly,  and  when  excited  his 
words  seemed  to  tumble  one  over  the  other, 
so  that  it  was  not  always  easy  to  understand 
him. 

In  September  my  sister  and  I  visited  our 

Uncle  and  Aunt  at  16  Roslyn  Terrace,  Glas- 

25 



William  Sharp 

gow,  and  before  the  close  of  that  month  their 

son  and  I  were  secretly  plighted  to  one  an- 
other. Then  began  a  friendship  that  lasted 

unbrokenly  for  thirty  years. 
It  was  then  he  confided  to  me  that  his  true 

ambition  lay  not  in  being  a  scientific  man,  as 
it  was  supposed,  but  a  poet:  that  his  desire 
was  to  write  about  Mother  Nature  and  her 

inner  mysteries,  but  that  as  yet  he  had  not 
sufficient  mastery  of  his  art  to  be  able  to  put 
his  message  into  adequate  form.  After  much 
persuasion  he  read  to  me  several  of  his  early 
attempts,  and  promised  to  send  me  a  copy  of 
whatever  he  should  write. 

We  were  very  anxious  to  meet  again  before 

I  returned  to  London,  as  we  should  of  neces- 
sity be  separated  till  the  following  autumn. 

A  few  days  later  in  Edinburgh  came  the  de- 
sired opportunity.  But  how  and  where  to 

meet?  No  one  must  know,  lest  our  secret 
should  be  discovered  —  for  we  well  knew  that 
all  our  relations  would  be  unanimous  in  dis- 

approval. 

Instead  of  going  to  the  lawyer's  office  one 
morning  my  cousin  took  an  early  train  to 

Edinburgh  —  and  I  left  my  sister  to  make 
the  necessary  excuses  for  my  absence  at 
luncheon.  But  where  to  meet?  We  knew 

we  should  run  the  risk  of  encountering  rela- 
26 



'Australia 

tions  and  acquaintances  in  the  obvious  places 
that  suggested  themselves.  At  last  a  brilliant 
idea  came  to  my  betrothed,  and  we  spent 
several  hours  in  —  the  secluded  Dean  Ceme- 

tery, and  were  not  found  out !  We  talked  and 

talked  —  about  his  ambitions,  his  beliefs  and 
visions,  our  hopeless  prospects,  the  coming 

lonely  months,  my  studies  —  and  parted  in 
deep  dejection. 

The  immediate  outcome  of  the  day  was  a 

long  poem  of  no  less  than  fifty-seven  verses 

addressed  to  me :  "  In  Dean  Cemetery  "  —  a 
pantheistic  dream,  as  its  author  described  it; 
and  in  a  note  to  one  of  the  verses  he  wrote: 

"  I  hold  to  the  rest  of  the  poem,  for  there  are 
spirits  everywhere.  We  are  never  alone, 

though  we  are  rarely  conscious  of  other  pres- 

ences." 
The  poem  is  too  long  and  too  immature  to 

quote  from.  It  was  one  of  a  series,  never  of 
course  published,  that  he  wrote  about  this 

time;  all  very  serious,  for  his  mind  was  ab- 
sorbed in  psychic  and  metaphysical  specula- 

tion. And  the  reason  why  he  chose  such 
serious  types  of  poems  to  dedicate  to  the  girl 
to  whom  he  was  engaged  was  that  she  was  the 
first  friend  he  had  found  who  to  some  extent 

understood  him,  understood  the  inner  hid- 
den side  of  his  nature,  sympathised  with  and 
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believed  in  his  visions,  dreams,  and  aims. 

Immediately  on  my  return  to  London  he 

sent  me  three  long  poems  written  in  1873  un- 
der the  influence  of  Shelley  —  then  to  him  the 

poet  of  poets.  Very  faulty  in  their  handling, 
they  are  to  me  significant,  inasmuch  as  they 

strike  the  keynote  of  all  his  subsequent  inti- 

mate writings.  "  To  the  Pine  Belt "  begins 
with  these  lines: 

To-day  amid  the  pines  I  went 
In  a  wonderment, 
For  the  ceaseless  song 
Of  lichened  branches  long 
In  measures  free 
Said  to  me 

Strange  things  of  another  life 
Than  woodland  strife. 

In  "  The  Blue  Peaks  "  he  sings  of  the  Quest 
of  the  beckoning  dim  blue  hills,  of  which  he 
wrote  again  many  years  later  in  The  Divine 

Adventure.  And  the  third,  "  The  River  TO 
KO.IOV"  is  an  ecstatic  chant  to  Beauty: 

O  Spirit  fair 
Who  dwelleth  where 
The  heart  of  Beauty  is  enshrined. 

wherewith  he  invokes  "  Nature,  or  Beauty,  or 

God "  to  help  him  to  realise  the  poignant 
dream  of  beauty,  which  haunted  him  in  di- 
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verse  ways  throughout  his  life.  When  he 
sent  them  to  me  he  realised  how  youthful  and 
faulty  was  the  presentment,  and  he  wrote: 

"  If  I  had  not  promised  to  send  these  poems 
I  should  certainly  not  do  so  now.  They  are 
very  poor  every  way,  and  the  only  interest 

they  may  have  for  you  is  to  show  you  the  for- 
mer current  of  my  thoughts  —  I  did  indeed 

put  Beauty  in  the  place  of  God,  and  Nature 
in  that  of  his  laws.  Now  that  I  see  more 

clearly  (and  that  is  not  saying  much),  these 
appear  trash.  Still  there  is  some  good  here 
and  there.  I  am  glad  I  have  written  them, 

for  they  helped  me  to  arrive  at  clearer  convic- 
tions. The  verse  and  rhythm  are  purposely 

uneven  and  irregular  —  it  admitted  of  easier 

composition  to  write  so." 
While  at  the  University  he  made  an  eager 

study  of  comparative  religions,  their  ethics 
and  metaphysics,  being  then  in  active  revolt 
against  the  religious  teachings  in  which  he 
had  been  brought  up.  This  mental  conflict, 
this  weighing  of  metaphysical  problems,  found 
expression  in  the  first  Book  of  a  projected 
Epic  on  Man,  to  be  called  Upland,  Woodland, 

Cloudland.  "  Amid  the  Uplands  "  only  was 
finished,  and  consists  of  two  thousand  lines 

in  blank  verse ;  the  leading  idea  is  fairly  sug- 
gested in  these  lines  from  the  Proem : 
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And  I  have  written  in  the  love  of  God 

And  in  a  sense  of  man's  proud  destiny. 

And  I  have  striven  to  point  out  harmony, 
An  inner  harmony  in  all  things  fair, 

Flow'rs,  tree,  and  cloudlet,  wind,  and  ocean  wave, 
Wold,  hill,  and  forest,  with  the  heart  of  man, 
And  with  the  firmament  and  universe, 
And  thence  with  God.    All  things  are  part  of  Him. 

Scattered  through  the  many  pages  of  philo- 
sophic exhortation  and  speculation,  of  descrip- 

tions of  nature,  of  psychical  visions,  are  lines 
that  are  suggestive  of  later  development,  of 
later  trend  of  thought,  and  from  them  the 
following  are  selected : 

There  is  in  everything  an  undertone  .  .  . 
Those  clear  in  soul  are  also  clear  in  sight, 

And  recognise  in  a  white  cascade's  flash, 
The  roar  of  mountain  torrents,  and  the  wail 
Of  multitudinous  waves  on  barren  sands, 
The  song  of  skylark  at  the  flush  of  dawn, 
A  mayfield  all  ablaze  with  king-cups  gold, 
The  clamour  musical  of  culver  wings 
Beating  the  soft  air  of  a  dewy  dusk, 

The  crescent  moon  far  voyaging  thro'  dark  skies, 
And  Sirius  throbbing  in  the  distant  south, 
A  something  deeper  than  mere  audible 
And  visible  sensations;  for  they  see 

Not  only  pulsings  of  the  Master's  breath, 
The  workings  of  inevitable  Law, 
But  also  the  influences  subordinate 
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And  spirit  actors  in  life's  unseen  side. 
One  glint  of  nature  may  unlock  a  soul. 

Our  Evil  is  too  finite  to  disturb 
The  infinite  of  good. 

We  all  are  wind-harps  casemented  on  Earth, 
And  every  breath  of  God  that  falls  may  fetch 
Some  dimmest  echo  of  a  faint  refrain 

From  even  the  worst  strung  of  all  of  us. 

Oh,  I  have  lain  upon  a  river's  brink 
And  drank  deep,  deep  of  all  the  glory  near, 
Until  my  soul  in  unison  did  beat 
With  all  things  round  me :  I  was  at  the  root, 
The  common  root  of  life  front  which  all  flow, 
And  when  thus  far  could  enter  unto  all; 

I  look'd  upon  a  rose  and  seemed  to  grow 
A  bud  into  a  bloom,  I  watched  a  tree 

And  was  the  life  that  quicken'd  the  green  leaves, 
I  saw  the  waters  swirling  and  became 
The  law  of  their  wild  course,  and  in  the  clouds 

I  felt  my  spirit  wand'ring  over  heaven. 
I  did  identify  myself  with  aught 
That  rose  before  me,  and  communion  held. 

Death  is  not  only  change,  or  sleep;  it  is 

God's  seal  to  sanctify  the  soul's  advance. 

In  the  beginning  of  1875  he  made  various 

experiments  in  rhymed  metre,  all  equally  seri- 
ous in  subject  and  stiff  in  handling;  but  in 

the  latter  part  of  the  year  he  wrote  several 
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little    songs    in   a   lighter    vein    and    happier 
manner. 

The  following  year  brought  a  fresh  change 
in  his  circumstances,  and  placed  him  face  to 

face  with  the  serious  questions  of  practical 
means  of  living.  His  father  had  been  in  bad 

health  for  some  months,  and  he  himself  de- 
veloped disquieting  symptoms  of  chest  trouble. 

I  had  been  in  Italy  during  the  three  spring 
months,  and  was  overjoyed  on  my  return  to 

hear  that  we  and  my  uncle's  family  were  to 
spend  August  at  Dunoon  in  neighbouring 
houses.  On  arriving  there  we  found  my 
uncle  in  an  alarming  condition  and  his  son 

looking  extremely  delicate.  Nevertheless 

there  were  many  happy  days  spent  there  — 
in  rambling  over  the  hills,  boating  and  sail- 

ing on  the  lochs,  in  talking  over  our  very 
vague  prospects,  in  reading  and  discussing  his 
poems.  Of  these  he  had  several  more  to 
show  me,  chief  among  them  being  an  idyll 

"Beatrice,"  dedicated  to  me,  and  a  lyrical 
drama  "  Ariadne  in  Naxos  "  which  excited  in 
me  the  greatest  admiration  and  pride.  Toward 

the  middle  of  the  month  my  uncle's  condition 
grew  hopeless,  and  on  the  2oth  he  died.  His 
death  was  a  great  shock  to  his  son,  whose 
health  gave  way:  consumption  was  feared 

(as  it  proved,  causelessly)  and  in  the  au- 
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tumn  he  was  ordered  a  voyage  to  Australia. 

In  September  I  was  taken  by  my  mother  to 
Aberdeenshire,  and  thus  I  had  no  opportunity 

of  seeing  William  again,  and  the  last  thing  I 
heard  of  him,  when  he  had  left  Scotland  in  a 

sailing  ship,  was  a  gloomy  prediction  made  to 

my  mother  by  an  old  relative :  "  Ah,  that  poor 
nephew  of  yours,  Willie  Sharp,  he'll  never 
live  to  reach  Australia."  To  quote  his  own 
words : 

"  So  to  Australia  I  went  by  sailing  ship, 
relinquishing  my  idea  of  becoming  a  formida- 

ble rival  to  Swinburne  (whose  Atalanta  in 

Calydon  had  inspired  me  to  a  lyrical  drama 
named  Ariadne  in  Naxos),  to  Tennyson 

(whose  example  I  had  deigned  to  accept  for 

an  idyll  called  *  Beatrice '),  and  to  the  author 
of  Festus,  whose  example  was  responsible  for 

a  meditative  epic  named  *  Amid  the  Uplands/ 
Alas !  l  subsequent  events '  make  it  unlikely 
that  these  masterpieces  will  ever  see  the  light. 

"  In  Australia  I  had  friends  with  whom  I 
stayed,  and  from  them  I  joined  an  eminent 
colonist  whose  tragic  end  cast  a  cloud  over  a 
notable  career  as  an  explorer.  With  him  I 

saw  much  of  the  then  wild  country  in  Gipps- 

land,  beyond  the  Buffalo  and  Bogong  Moun- 
tains, across  the  Murray  River  into  the  desert 

region  of  lower  New  South  Wales." 
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So  to  Australia  he  sailed,  not  only  in  search 
of  health  but  to  look  about  and  see  if  he 

would  care  to  settle  there,  supposing  that  he 
should  find  work  that  he  could  do,  as  it  was 

now  imperative  he  should  provide  for  his 
future.  In  his  first  novel,  The  Sport  of 

Chance,  and  in  an  article,  "  Through  Bush  and 
Fern,"  he  has  given  graphic  descriptions  of 
the  memorable  ride  which  afforded  the  new- 

comer an  unique  opportunity  of  seeing  some- 
thing of  the  interior  of  the  colony;  and  from 

these  the  following  selections  are  taken : 

"  It  was  the  full  tide  of  summer  when  my 
friend  and  I  started  one  morning  in  continu- 

ance of  our  ride  south  through  the  ranges 
that  rise  and  swell  and  slope  away  in  mighty 
hollows,  sweeping  like  immense  green  waves 
around  the  bases  of  those  lofty  Australian 
Alps,  of  which  Mounts  Holtham,  Kosciusko, 

and  Feathertop  are  the  chief  glories.  Al- 
though early,  the  heat  of  the  sun  was  already 

very  powerful;  but  its  effect  was  more  brac- 
ing than  enervating,  owing  to  the  clearness 

and  dryness  of  the  atmosphere.  .  .  .  Across 

the  rugged  mountains  we  rode,  by  difficult 
passes  over  desolate  plains,  along  sweeping 

watercourses  marked  by  the  long  funereal  pro- 
cession of  lofty  blue-gums,  and  mournful 

stringy  bark.  Day  by  day  we  saw  the  sun 
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rise  above  the  hills.  We  slept,  while  our 

horses  stood  by  panting  with  heat,  under  what 
shade  we  could  get,  and  arose  when  the  sky 
had  lost  its  look  of  molten  copper  and  had 
taken  on  once  more  its  intense  ultramarine. 

At  night  as  we  rode  across  the  plains  we  heard 
the  howling  of  the  wild  dogs  as  they  scoured 
afar  off,  or  sent  flying  in  all  directions  startled 
kangaroos,  which  leaped  across  the  moonlit 

wastes  like  hosts  of  strange  creatures  in  pre- 
Adamite  times.  ...  At  last  we  had  come  to 

Albury  to  join  a  friend  who  promised  us  some 
swan  shooting,  and  it  thus  came  about  that 
early  one  morning,  about  an  hour  before 
dawn,  we  found  ourselves  crouching  under  the 
shelter  of  some  wattles  growing  close  to  the 
Murray  lagoons.  Not  a  sound  was  to  be 
heard  save  the  monotonous  swish  of  the  river 

as  it  swept  slowly  onward,  except  when  at 
rare  intervals  some  restless  parrot  or  cockatoo 
made  a  transient  disturbance  somewhere  in 

the  forest  The  stillness,  the  semi-darkness, 

the  sound  of  the  rushing  water,  our  expect- 
ancy, all  rendered  the  hour  one  of  mingled 

solemnity  and  excited  tension ;  and  it  was  with 
difficulty  that  at  least  one  of  our  small  party 
repressed  some  sound  when  within  a  few  feet 

a  venomous-looking  snake  wriggled  away  with 

a  faint  hiss  from  a  bunch  of  knotted  grass/' 
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At  this  juncture,  unfortunately,  the  writer 
was  carried  away  by  his  interest  in  snakes,  in 
rare  water  birds  and  Murray  cod,  and  quite 

forgot  to  finish  his  account  of  the  swan  shoot- 
ing. It  is  obviously  unnecessary  to  explain 

that  shooting,  as  a  sport,  had  no  attraction  for 
him;  whereas  observing  birds  and  bats,  fish, 
etc.,  was  always  a  preoccupying  interest.  He 
continues : 

"  What  a  day  of  intense  heat  followed  that 
morning!  When  at  last  we  reached  our  pre- 

vious night's  shelter,  a  shepherd  station  known 
as  Bidgee  Bend,  we  were  nearly  exhausted. 

While  resting  on  a  rough  shake-down  and 
lazily  smoking,  my  eye  happened  to  glance  at 
my  saddle,  which  was  lying  close  at  hand,  and 

right  in  the  midst  thereof  I  saw  a  large  scor- 
pion with  its  tail  raised  in  that  way  which  is 

known  to  signify  a  vicious  state  of  mind. 
Hearing  my  exclamation,  the  stockman  looked 
round,  and  without  a  word  reached  for  the 

long-lashed  whip,  and  with  a  blow  of  the  shaft 
put  an  end  to  the  possibly  dangerous  inten- 

tions of  our  unwelcome  visitor.  Of  an  ex- 

tremely laconic  nature,  our  shepherd  friend 
never  uttered  a  word  he  felt  to  be  unneces- 

sary, and  when,  after  having  asked  him  if  he 

saw  scorpions  frequently  hereabouts,  and  re- 
ceived a  monosyllabic  reply  in  the  affirmative,  I 
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added,  '  Any  other  kind  of  vermin? '  he  mut- 
tered sleepily,  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth, 

*  Bull-dog  ants,  hairy  spiders,  centipedes, 

bugs.' " On  his  return  to  Melbourne  the  traveller 

realised  that  there  was  no  immediate  prospect 

of  finding  work.  He  had  made  inquiries  in 
every  available  direction,  but  he  did  not  make 
any  great  effort.  He  realised  that  life  in  the 
New  World,  under  such  conditions  as  would 

be  open  to  him,  would  be  very  distasteful ; 

and  greatly  as  he  had  enjoyed  the  few  months' 
sojourn  in  Australia,  owing  chiefly  to  Mr. 

Turner's  friendliness,  he  had  little  regret 
when  he  went  on  board  the  Loch  Tay  for  his 
homeward  faring.  The  return  voyage,  too, 
was  eventful.  The  route  lay  round  Cape 
Horn,  and  the  ship  was  driven  by  contrary 
winds  down  into  the  Antarctic  seas,  where  it 

encountered  bitterly  cold  weather,  and  came 
close  to  drifting  icebergs. 

The  Loch  Tay  reached  England  in  June, 

and  the  wanderer  came  direct  to  my  mother's 
house  in  London  and  stayed  with  us  there  for 
several  weeks.  This  first  visit  to  London  was 

uneventful,  but  full  of  quiet  happiness  for 
us  both.  He  had,  of  course,  much  to  see, 
and  it  was  a  delight  to  me  to  be  his  cicerone. 

It  was,  moreover,  a  much  wished-for  oppor- 
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tunity  to  introduce  him  to  my  special  friends, 

while  my  mother  made  him  known  to  whomso- 
ever she  thought  would  be  influential  in  help- 

ing her  nephew  to  find  some  suitable  post  or 
occupation. 

I  had  three  friends  in  particular  I  wanted 
him  to  know;  two  were  then  in  London;  but 

the  third,  John  Elder,  was  in  New  Zealand, 
and  did  not  return  till  the  following  year. 
His  sister,  however,  Miss  Adelaide  Elder,  was 

in  town.  She  and  my  sister  had  been  my  con- 
fidants during  the  preceding  two  years  in  the 

matter  of  our  engagement,  and  I  was  naturally 
most  wishful  that  she  and  my  cousin  should 
meet.  She  and  I  had  known  each  other  from 

childhood  —  our  parents  were  old  friends  — 
and  we  had  read  and  studied  together,  often 

in  a  quiet  part  of  Kensington  Gardens,  read- 
ing Tennyson,  Carlyle,  John  Stuart  Mill, 

Fichte,  etc.  The  other  friend  was  Miss  Ali- 
son —  afterward  Mrs.  Mona  Caird  —  the  nov- 

elist and  essay  writer.  We  three  were  friends 
with  many  tastes  and  interests  in  common,  not 
the  least  being  all  questions  relating  to  women. 
To  my  great  satisfaction  out  of  the  meeting 
with  my  cousin  there  grew  deeply  attached 
friendships  that  lasted  throughout  his  life. 

In  spite  of  all  our  efforts  no  work  was 

found  for  the  wanderer ;  he  spent  the  remain- 
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der  of  the  year  in  Scotland  and  devoted  his 
time  to  writing.  I  have  about  two  letters 
written  to  me  about  that  time.  In  one,  dated 
August  2ist  from  Braemar,  he  says: 

"  I  feel  another  self  within  me  now  more 
than  ever;  it  is  as  if  I  were  possessed  by  a 
spirit  who  must  speak  out.  ...  I  am  in  no 
hurry  to  rush  into  print;  I  do  not  wish  to 
write  publicly  until  I  can  do  so  properly.  It 

would  be  a  great  mistake  to  embody  my  mes- 

sage in  such  a  poem  as  '  Uplands/  although  a 
fifty  times  better  poem  than  that  is.  People 

won't  be  preached  to.  Truth  can  be  incul- 
cated far  better  by  inference,  by  sugges- 

tion. ...  I  am  glad  to  see  by  your  note  you 
are  in  good  spirits.  I  also  now  look  on  things 
in  a  different  light;  but,  unfortunately,  Lill, 
we  poor  mortals  are  more  apt  to  be  swayed 
by  moods  than  by  circumstances,  and 
look  on  things  through  the  mist  of  these 

moods/' In  the  other  letter  he  wrote : 

"  I  am  too  worried  about  various  things  to 
settle  to  any  kind  of  literary  work  in  the 
meantime.  The  weather  has  been  wretchedly 
wet,  and  the  cold  is  intense.  I  do  trust  I 

shall  get  away  from  Scotland  before  the  win- 
ter sets  in,  as  I  am  much  less  able  to  stand  it 

than  I  thought  I  was.  Even  with  the  strong 
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air  up  here  I  can't  walk  any  distance  without 

being  much  the  worse  for  it/' 
One  cause  of  the  worry  was  a  candid  let- 

ter of  criticism  he  had  received  from  Robert 

Buchanan,  whose  The  Book  of  Orm  had  been 
one  of  his  great  favourites  among  books  of 
modern  verse.  Its  fine  mysticism  appealed  to 
him,  and  to  the  author  he  sent  a  number  of  his 

poems,  asked  for  a  criticism  and  hoped 
for  a  favourable  one.  But,  alas,  when  it 

came  it  was  uncompromisingly  the  reverse; 
and  the  older  poet  strongly  advised  the  young 
aspirant  not  to  dream  of  literature  as  a  career. 
Many  years  ago,  he  explained,  when  he  was 
struggling  in  London  he  tried  in  vain  to  get 
certain  employment  of  the  kind,  but  he  had 

never  succeeded  and  had  had  "  to  buffet  the 

sharp  sea  of  journalism."  It  was  a  great 
blow.  It  produced  a  deep  and  prolonged  de- 

pression, and  required  all  my  powers  of 

persuasion  and  reiterated  belief  in  his  possi- 
bilities to  enable  him  to  pull  himself  together 

and  try  again. 
His  hope  was  unfulfilled  and  he  remained  in 

Scotland  throughout  the  winter,  at  Moffat, 
where  his  mother  had  taken  a  house.  Despite 
the  cold  and  the  delay,  he  enjoyed  the  long 
rambles  over  the  snow-clad  hills  and  in  the 

fir  woods;  and  wrote  a  number  of  poems  af- 
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terward  published  in  The  Human  Inheritance; 
and  so  vivid  were  certain  effects  of  sunglow 
in  the  winter  woods,  that  he  described  them  in 

one  of  his  last  writings  included  in  Where  the 
Forest  Murmurs. 

But  for  the  most  part  his  mood  was  one  of 
depression;  under  it  he  wrote  the  following 
sonnet : 

THE  GATE  OF  DEATH 

I  wonder  if  the  soul  upon  that  day 

When  Death's  gate  opens  to  it,  will  with  gaze 
Rapt  and  bewilder'd  tremble  at  the  rays 

Of  God's  great  glory  —  or  if  wild  dismay 
Will  stun  it  with  blank  horror,  while  away 

It  watches  the  unguided  world  blaze 
With  speed  relentless  down  the  flowing  ways 

That  end  in  nothing;  while  far  off  a  gray 
Wan  shadow  trembles  ere  it  fades  for  aye? 

Or  if,  half  blinded  still  with  death's  amaze, 
Dimly  and  faintly  it  will  somewhat  see, 
Some  Shadow  become  substance  and  unroll 

Until  there  looms  one  vast  Humanity, 
One  awful,  mighty,  and  resistless  Whole? 

In  the  late  Spring  of  1878  William  Sharp 
settled  in  London.  An  opening  had  been 
found  for  him  in  the  City  of  Melbourne  Bank 
by  Mr.  Alexander  Elder,  the  father  of  our 
friends,  just  in  time  to  prevent  him  from 
carrying  out  his  decision  to  go  as  a  volunteer 
in  the  Turkish  army  during  its  conflict  with 
Russia. 
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Neither  the  work  nor  the  prospects  offered 

were  inviting,  but  he  was  thankful  to  have  a 
chance  of  trying  his  fortunes  in  London.  He 
bound  himself  as  clerk  in  the  Bank  for  three 

years,  on  a  salary  of  £80,  £90,  and  £100. 

As  owing  to  the  long  idleness  he  had  unavoid- 
able debts  to  pay  off,  he  determined  to  try 

what  he  could  do  with  his  pen  to  add  to  the 
slender  income.  He  took  a  room  in  19  Albert 

Street,  Regent's  Park,  whence  he  could  walk 
to  the  Bank,  yet  sleep  not  far  away  from  birds 
and  trees;  and  he  had  the  good  fortune  to 
fall  in  with  a  kindly,  competent  landlady. 
Now  began  a  long,  arduous  struggle  for  the 
means  of  livelihood,  for  health,  for  a  place 

among  the  writers  of  his  day  —  a  "  schooling 
in  the  pains  and  impecuniosities  of  life  "  from 
which  he  learned  so  much.  He  had  no  influ- 

ence to  help  him;  and  no  friends  other  than 

those  he  had  met  at  my  mother's  house. 
Each  week-end  he  came  to  72  Inverness  Ter- 

race and  stayed  with  us  from  Saturday  till 
Monday.  A  serious  difficulty  now  presented 

itself,  one  which  threatened  us  both  with  tem- 
porary disaster.  As  long  as  my  betrothed 

was  in  Scotland  it  was  quite  possible  to  pre- 
serve the  secret  of  our  engagement.  Now 

that  he  was  in  London  and  a  constant  visitor 

at  our  house  it  was  not  so  simple  a  matter. 
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Moreover,  to  me  it  did  not  seem  honourable 

toward  my  mother,  and  I  wished  her  to  know. 
He,  however,  was  not  of  my  opinion ;  not  only 
would  he  lose  much  —  we  both  believed  we 

could  not  win  my  mother  to  my  way  of  think- 
ing—  if  he  were  forbidden  to  come  to  the 

house,  but  he  also  delighted  in  the  very  fact 
of  the  secrecy,  of  the  mystery,  and,  indeed, 
mystification,  which  I  did  not  then  realise 
was  a  marked  characteristic  of  his  nature. 

For  me  such  secrecy  had  no  charm,  but  was 
fraught  with  difficulties  and  inconveniences. 
Many  were  our  discussions,  and  at  last  he 
yielded  an  unwilling  consent. 

One  Sunday  afternoon  in  the  late  summer 

a  dejected  couple  wandered  about  in  Ken- 
sington Gardens,  under  the  old  trees,  trying 

to  forecast  what  seemed  a  mournful  future, 

However,  our  fears  were  groundless.  My 
mother,  though  she  felt  it  her  duty  to  point 
out  to  us  the  hopelessness  and  foolishness 

of  the  engagement  from  a  worldly  point  of 
view,  her  strong  objection  to  it  on  the  score 
of  our  cousinship,  his  delicacy  and  lack  of 

prospects,  nevertheless  realised  the  useless- 

ness  of  opposing  her  daughter's  decision,  ac- 
cepted the  inevitable,  and  from  that  moment 

treated  her  nephew  as  her  son. 
Two  months  later  he  wrote  to  me: 
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26:878. 

.  .  .  "Thanks  for  your  welcome  note 
which  I  received  a  little  ago.  I,  too,  like 

you,  was  sitting  at  my  open  window  last  night 
(or  rather  this  morning)  with  the  stars  for 
my  companions:  and  I,  too,  took  comfort 
from  them  and  felt  the  peace  hidden  in  their 

silent  depths.  I  know  of  nothing  that 
soothes  the  spirit  more  than  looking  on  those 

awful  skies  at  midnight.  Some  of  our  as- 
pirations seem  to  have  burnt  into  life  there, 

and,  tangled  in  some  glory  of  starlight,  to 
shine  down  upon  us  with  beckoning  hands. 
...  I  have  told  you  before  how  that  music, 
a  beautiful  line  of  poetry,  and  other  cherished 
things  of  art  so  often  bring  you  into  close 
communion  with  myself.  But  there  is  one 
thing  that  does  it  infallibly  and  more  than 
anything  else:  trees  on  a  horizon,  whether 
plain  or  upland,  standing  against  a  cloudless 

blue  sky  —  more  especially  when  there  is  a 
soft  blue  haze  dimly  palpitating  between. 
Strange,  is  it  not?  I  only  half  indefinitely 

myself  know  the  cause  of  it.  One  cause  cer- 
tainly is  the  sense  of  music  there  is  in  that 

aspect  —  possibly  also  the  fairness  of  an  as- 
sociation so  sympathetic  with  some  gracious 

memory  of  the  past. 

"  P.S. —  By-the-bye,  have  you  noticed  that 
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my   '  Nocturne '   is   in   the   July   number   of 
Good  Words?" 

This  poem  was  of  special  interest  to  me 
because  it  had  been  written  while  I  had 

played  to  him  on  the  piano  one  evening.  It 
was  in  the  summer  of  1878  also  that  he  first 
met  Mr.  John  Elder,  whom  I  had  known  from 

childhood.  John  was  a  graduate  of  Cam- 
bridge, a  thinker  and  a  man  of  fine  tastes, 

and  his  new  friend  found  a  great  stimulus 
in  the  keen  mind  of  the  older  man.  Owing 
to  delicacy  he  could  be  but  little  in  England, 

and  till  his  death  in  1883  tne  two  men  corre- 
sponded regularly  with  one  another.  From 

the  letters  of  the  younger  man  I  have  selected 
one  or  two  to  illustrate  the  trend  of  his  mind 
at  that  date: 

19  ALBERT  ST.,  REGENT'S  PARK, Oct.,  1879. 

MY  DEAR  JOHN, 

Thanks  for  your  welcome  letter  of  i8th 
August.  My  purpose,  in  my  letter  of  May 
7th,  if  I  recollect  rightly,  was  to  urge  that 
Reason  is  sometimes  transcended  by  Emotion 

—  sufficiently  often,  that  is  to  say,  to  prevent 
philosophers  from  deriding  the  idea  that  a 
truth  may  be  reached  emotionally  now  and 

again,  quicker  than  by  the  light  of  Reason. 45 
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God  may  be  beyond  the  veil  of  mortal  life, 
but  I  cannot  see  that  he  has  given  us  any 
definite  revelation  beyond  what  pure  Deism 

teaches,  viz.,  that  there  is  a  Power  —  cer- 
tainly beneficent,  most  probably  eternal,  pos- 

sibly (in  effect,  if  not  in  detail)  omnipotent 

—  who,  letting  the  breath  of  His  being  blow 

through  all  created  things,  evolves  the  Ascid- 
ian  into  man,  and  man  into  higher  manifes- 

tations than  are  possible  on  earth,  and  whose 

message  and  revelation  to  man  is  shown  forth 

in  the  myriad-paged  volume  of  nature,  and 
the  inherent  yearning  in  every  human  soul 
for  something  out  of  itself  and  yet  of  it.  Of 
such  belief,  I  may  say  that  I  am. 
But  my  mind  is  like  a  troubled  sea, 

whereon  the  winds  of  doubt  blow  continually, 
with  waves  of  dead  hopes  and  religious  beliefs 
washing  far  away  behind,  and  nothing  before 
but  the  weary  seeming  of  phantasmal  shores. 
At  times  this  faith  that  I  cherish  comes  down 

upon  me  like  the  hushful  fall  of  snowflakes, 

calming  and  soothing  all  into  peace;  and 

again,  it  may  be,  it  appears  as  a  dark  thunder- 
cloud, full  of  secret  lightnings  and  portentous 

mutterings.  And,  too,  sometimes  I  seem  to 

waken  into  thought  with  a  start,  and  to  be- 
hold nothing  but  the  blind  tyranny  of  pure 

materialism,  and  the  unutterable  sorrow  and 
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hopelessness  of  life,  and  the  bitter  blackness 
of  the  end,  which  is  annihilation.  But  such 

phases  are  generally  transient,  and,  like  a 
drowning  man  buffeting  the  overwhelming 
waves,  I  can  often  rise  above  them  and  be- 

hold the  vastness  and  the  Glory  of  the  Light 
of  Other  Life. 

And  this  brings  me  to  a  question  which  is 

at  present  troubling  many  others  besides  my- 
self. I  mean  the  question  of  the  immortal- 

ity of  the  individual.  I  do  not  know  how 
you  regard  it  yourself,  but  you  must  be  aware 

that  the  drift  of  modern  thought  is  anta- 
gonistic to  personal  immortality,  and  that 

many  of  our  best  and  most  intelligent  think- 
ing men  and  women  abjure  it  as  unworthy  of 

their  high  conception  of  Humanity.  .  .  . 
But  is  Humanity  all?  Has  Humanity 

fashioned  itself  out  of  primal  elements, 
arisen  and  marched  down  the  long,  strange 

ways  of  Time  —  still  marching,  with  eyes 
fixed  on  some  self-projected  Goal  —  without 
ever  a  spiritual  breath  blowing  upon  it,  with- 

out ever  the  faintest  guidance  of  any  divine 
hand,  without  ever  a  glance  of  sorrowful  and 

yearning  but  yet  ineffably  hopeful  love  from 

some  being  altogether  beyond  and  transcend- 
ing it?  Is  it,  can  it  be  so?  But  in  any  case, 

whether  with  the  Nirvana  of  the  follower  of 47 
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Buddha,  the  absorption  of  the  soul  in  the  soul 
of  God  of  the  Deist  and  Theist,  or  with  the 
loss  of  the  individual  in  the  whole  of  the  Race 

of  the  Humanitarian,  I  cannot  altogether 

agree.  It  may  be  the  "  Old  Adam  "  of  selfish- 
ness; it  may  be  poverty  of  the  highest  feel- 

ing and  insufficiency  of  intellectual  grasp; 
but  I  cannot  embrace  the  belief  in  the  ex- 

tinction of  the  individual.  .  .  . 

23d  October,  1880. 

"  I  am  glad  you  like  my  short  paper  in  the 
Sectarian  Review  and  I  think  that  you  under- 

stand my  motive  in  writing  it.  It  is  no  un- 
reasoning reverence  that  I  advocate,  no 

'  countenancing  beliefs  in  worn-out  super- 
stitions/ as  you  say;  no  mercy  to  the  erring, 

but  much  mercy  to  and  sympathy  with  the 
deceived.  I  do  not  reverence  the  Bible  or 

the  Christian  Theology  in  themselves,  but  for 
the  beautiful  spirituality  which  faintly  but 
ever  and  again  breathes  through  them,  like 

a  vague  wind  blowing  through  intricate  for- 
ests; and  so  far  I  reverence  the  recognition 

of  this  spiritual  breath  in  the  worship  of 
those  whose  views  are  so  very  different  from 
my  own.  .  .  . 

"  I  have  been  writing  a  good  deal  lately  — 
chiefly  verse.  There  is  one  thing  which  I  am 
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sure  will  interest  you :  some  time  ago  I  wrote 

a  sonnet  called  '  Religion,'  the  drift  of  which 
was  to  show  the  futility  of  any  of  the  great 
creeds  as  creeds,  and  two  or  three  weeks  ago 
showed  it  to  my  friend  Mr.  Belford  Bax. 

It  seems  to  have  made  considerable  impres- 

sion upon  him,  for,  after  what  he  calls  '  hav- 
ing absorbed  it/  he  has  set  it  to  very  beauti- 
ful recitative  music.  There  are  some  fine 

chords  in  the  composition,  preluding  the  pa- 
thetic melody  of  the  finale;  and  altogether  it 

has  given  me  great  pleasure.  But  what  spe- 
cially interests  me  is  that  it  is  the  first  time 

(as  far  as  I  am  aware)  of  a  sonnet  in  any 
language  having  been  set  to  music.  The 
form  of  this  kind  of  verse  is  of  course  an- 

tagonistic to  song-music,  and  could  only  be 
rendered  by  recitative.  Do  you  know  of  any 
instance  having  occurred?  The  sonnet  in 
question  will  appear  in  The  Examiner  in  a 
week  or  two: 

Lo.  in  a  dream,  I  saw  a  vast  dim  sea 
Whose  sad  waves  broke  upon  a  barren  shore; 
The  name  of  this  wan  sea  was  Nevermore, 

The  land  The  Past,  the  shore  Futility: 
Thereon  I  spied  three  mighty  Shadows;  three 
Weary  and  desolate  Shades,  of  whom  each  wore 
A  crown  whereon  was  writ  Despair.    To  me 

One  spoke,  and  said,  "  Lo,  I  am  He 
In  whom  the  countless  millions  of  the  East 49 
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Live,  move,  and  hope.    And  all  is  vanity ! "  — 
And  I  knew  Buddha.     Then  the  next :  "  The  least 

Am  I,  but  once  God's  mightiest  Prophet-Priest "  — 
So  spake  Mahomet.     And  then  pitifully 

The  third  Shade  moaned,  "  I  am  of  Galilee ! " 

"  I  also  enclose  the  record  of  a  vision  I  had 
lately : 

Lo,  in  that  Shadowy  place  wherein  is  found 
The  fruitage  of  the  spirit  men  call  dreams, 

I  wander'd.     Ever  underneath  pale  gleams 
Of  misty  moonlight  quivering  all  around, 
And  ever  by  the  banks  of  sedgy  streams 

Swishing  thro'  fallen  rushes  with  slow  sound 
A  spirit  walked  beside  me.    From  a  mound, 

Rustling  in  poplar-leaves  from  top  to  base. 
Some  bird  I  knew  not  shrilled  a  cry  of  dole, 
So  bitter,  I  cried  out  to  God  for  grace. 

Whereat  he  by  me  slackened  from'  his  pace, 
Turning  upon  me  in  my  cold  amaze 

And  saying,  "  While  the  long  years  onward  roll 
Thou  shalt  be  haunted  by  this  hateful  face  — " 
And  looking  up,  I  looked  on  my  own  soul ! 

Nov.  20,  1880. 

"  If  this  note  does  not  reach  you  by  New 
Year's  Day  it  will  soon  after  —  so  let  me 
wish  you  most  heartily  and  sincerely  all  good 
wishes  for  the  coming  year.  May  the  White 
Wings  of  Happiness  and  Peace  and  Health 
brush  from  your  path  all  evil  things.  There 
is  something  selfish  in  the  latter  wish,  for  I 
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hope  so  much  to  see  you  before  long  again. 

Don't  despise  me  when  I  say  that  in  some 
things  I  am  more  a  woman  than  a  man  — 
and  when  my  heart  is  touched  strongly  I 
lavish  more  love  upon  the  one  who  does  so 

than  I  have  perhaps  any  right  to  expect  re- 
turned; and  then  I  have  so  few  friends  that 

when  I  do  find  one  I  am  ever  jealous  of  his  or 
her  absence. 

"  P.S.—  I  wonder  if  this  late  Kentish  violet 
will  retain  its  delicious  scent  till  it  looks  at 

you  in  New  Zealand.  It  is  probably  the  last 

of  its  race." 

Feb.,  1881. 

"  I  may  say  in  reference  to  the  Religion  of 
Humanity  that  my  sympathy  with  Comtism 
is  only  limited,  and  that  though  I  think  it  is 
and  will  yet  be  an  instrument  of  great  good, 
I  see  nothing  in  it  of  essential  savingness. 

It  is  even  in  some  of  its  ceremonial  and  prac- 
tical details  a  decided  retrogression  —  at  least 

so  it  seems  to  me  —  and  though  I  do  not  be- 
lieve in  a  revealed  God,  I  think  such  a  belief 

higher  and  more  precious  and  morally  as 
salutary  as  a  belief  in  abstract  Humanity. 

Concrete  humanity  appeals  more  to  my  sym- 

pathy when  filled  with  the  breath  of  *  God ' 
than  in  its  relation  to  its  abstract  Self. 
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When  I  write  again  I  will  endeavour  to  an- 
swer your  question  as  to  whether  I  believe  in 

a  God  or  not.  My  friend,  we  are  in  the  hol- 
low of  some  mighty  moulding  Hand.  Every 

fibre  in  my  body  quivers  at  times  with  abso- 
lute faith  and  belief,  yet  I  do  not  say  that  I 

believe  in  '  God '  when  asked  such  a  question 
by  those  whom  I  am  conscious  misinterpret 
me.  You  have  some  lines  of  mine  called 

*  The  Redeemer ' ;  they  will  hint  something 
to  you  of  that  belief  which  buoys  my  soul  up 
in  the  ocean  of  love  that  surrounds  it.  It 

were  well  for  the  soul,  if  annihilation  rounds 

off  the  circle  of  life,  to  sink  to  final  forget- 
fulness  in  the  sea  of  precious  human  love; 
but  it  is  far  better  if  the  soul  can  be  borne 

along  that  sea  of  wonder  and  glory  to  distant 

ever-expanding  goals,  transcending  in  love, 
glory,  life  all  that  human  imagination  ever 
conceived.  .  .  . 

"  Farewell  for  the  present,  dear  friend. 
"  W." 



CHAPTER  III 

EARLY  DAYS  IN   LONDON 

The  most  important  influence  in  the  early 
literary  career  of  the  young  poet  was  his 
friendship  with  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti.  In 
him  he  gained  not  only  a  valued  friend  who 

introduced  him  to  many  of  the  well-known 
writers  of  the  time,  but  one  who  helped  him 

in  the  development  of  his  art  by  sound,  care- 
ful criticism  and  kindly  encouragement. 

His  first  acquaintance  with  the  writings  of 

the  painter-poet  dated  from  the  autumn  of 
1879,  when  on  his  birthday  Miss  Adelaide 
Elder  had  sent  him  a  volume  of  poems,  an 

incident  destined  to  have  far-reaching  re- 
sults. In  1899  he  wrote  to  her: 

"  DEAR  ADELAIDE, 

"  Do  you  know  why  I  thought  of  you  to-day 
particularly,  it  being  my  birthday?  For  it 
was  you  who  some  two  and  twenty  years  ago 
sent  me  on  the  I2th  of  September  a  copy  of 
a  beautifully  bound  book  by  a  poet  with  a 

strange  name  and  by  me  quite  unknown  — 
Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti. 
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"  To  that  event  it  is  impossible  to  trace  all 
I  owe,  but  what  is  fairly  certain  is  that,  with- 

out it,  the  whole  course  of  my  life  might  have 
been  very  different.  For  the  book  not  only 

influenced  and  directed  me  mentally  at  a  cru- 
cial period,  but  made  me  speak  of  it  to  an 

elderly  friend  (Sir  Noel  Paton)  through 
whom  I  was  dissuaded  from  going  abroad  on 
a  career  of  adventure  (I  was  going  to  Turkey 
or  as  I  vaguely  put  it,  Asia)  and  through 

whom,  later,  I  came  to  know  Rossetti  him- 
self—  an  event  which  completely  redirected 

the  whole  course  of  my  life. 

"  It  would  be  strange  to  think  how  a  single 
impulse  of  a  friend  may  thus  have  so  pro- 

found a  significance  were  it  not  that  to  you 
and  me  there  is  nothing  strange  (in  the  sense 

of  incredible)  in  the  complex  spiritual  inter- 
relation of  life.  Looking  back  through  all 

those  years  I  daresay  we  can  now  both  see  a 
strange  and  in  much  inscrutable,  but  still 

recognisable,  direction." 

To  quote  his  own  words: 

"  By  the  autumn  of  1880  I  was  within  sight 
of  that  long  and  arduous  career  called  the 
literary  life.  An  extraordinary  good  fortune 

met  me  at  the  outset,  for,  through  an  intro- 
duction from  Sir  Noel  Paton,  I  came  to 
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know,  and  know  intimately,  Dante  Gabriel 

Rossetti,  whose  winsome  personality  fascin- 
ated me  as  much  as  his  great  genius  im- 

pressed me.  Rossetti  introduced  me  to  one 

who  became  my  chief  friend  —  the  late  Philip 
Bourke  Marston;  and  through  Rossetti  also 
I  came  to  know  Mr.  Theodore  Watts,  Mr. 

Swinburne,  and  others.  By  the  spring  of 
1881,  I  was  in  the  literary  world,  and  in  every 
phase  of  it,  from  the  most  Bohemian  to  the 

most  isolated." 
On  the  ist  of  September,  1881,  William 

Sharp  presented  himself  at  the  door  of  16 
Cheyne  Walk.  The  housekeeper  explained 
that  Mr.  Rossetti  could  receive  no  one.  The 

importunate  stranger  persisted  and  stated  that 
it  was  of  the  highest  importance  that  he 
should  see  Mr.  Rossetti,  and  so  impressed  her 

that  she  not  only  went  to  report  to  Mr.  Ros- 
setti but  came  back  with  orders  to  admit  him. 

On  seeing  his  eager  visitor,  the  poet-painter 

naturally  asked  him  what  he  wanted  so  ur- 
gently, and  the  visitor  answered  promptly, 

"  Only  to  shake  hands  with  you  before  you 
die ! "  "  Well,"  was  the  answer,  "  I  am  in 
no  immediate  danger  of  dying,  but  you  may 

shake  hands  if  you  wish." 
The  introduction  from  Sir  Noel  Paton  was 

then  tendered;  and  thus  began  a  friendship 
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that  grew  to  a  deep  affectionate  devotion  on 
the  side  of  the  younger  man. 

Rossetti  took  him  into  his  studio,  and 

showed  him  the  paintings  he  had  on  his  easels. 
The  two  which  specially  impressed  his  visitor 

were  "  La  Donna  della  Fenestra,"  and  "  Dan- 
te's Dream."  In  a  letter  written  to  me  when 

I  was  in  Italy,  he  describes  the  pictures  as 
beautiful  colour  harmonies,  and  continues: 

"  After  I  had  looked  at  it  for  a  long  time 
in  happy  silence,  Rossetti  sat  behind  me  in  the 
shadow  and  read  me  his  translation  of  the 

poem  from  the  Vita  Nuova,  which  refers  to 

Dante's  Dream.  Was  it  not  kind  of  him  to 
give  so  much  pleasure  to  one,  a  complete 

stranger?  I  also  saw  several  other  paint- 
ings of  extreme  beauty,  but  which  I  have 

no  time  to  mention  at  present.  He  told  me 
to  come  again,  and  shortly  before  I  left  he 
asked  me  for  my  address,  and  said  that  he 
would  ask  me  to  come  some  evening  to  talk 
with  him,  and  also  to  meet  one  or  two.  This 

was  altogether  unexpected.  Fancy  having 
two  such  men  for  friends  as  Sir  Noel  Paton 
and  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti !  I  went  out  in  a 

dream.  The  outside  world  was  altogether 
idealised.  I  was  in  the  golden  age  again. 
To  calm  myself,  I  went  and  leant  over  Chel- 

sea Embankment,  where  there  were  many 
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people  as  there  was  a  regatta  going  on.  But, 
though  conscious  of  external  circumstances, 
I  was  not  in  London.  The  blood  of  the  South 

burned  in  my  veins,  the  sky  was  a  semi- 
tropical  one:  the  river  rushing  past  was  not 

the  Thames,  but  the  Tiber;  the  granite  em- 
bankment was  a  marble  aqueduct,  with  vines 

laden  with  ripe  fruit  covering  it  with  a  fra- 
grant veil:  citrons  and  pomegranates  were 

all  around.  Dark  passionate  eyes  of  the 
South  met  mine;  the  dreamy  sweetness  of  a 
strange  tongue  sang  an  ineffably  delicious 
song  through  and  through  my  soul:  I  sank 
into  the  utmost  realms  of  reverie,  and  drank 

a  precious  draught  of  alien  life  for  only  too 
brief  a  space.  Not  De  Quincey  in  the  mystic 
rapture  of  opium,  not  Mohammed  in  his 

vision  of  Paradise,  drank  deeper  of  the  in- 
effable wine  of  the  Supreme  and  Unattain- 

able!" It  was  several  weeks  before  the  much- 

hoped-for  invitation  came;  the  recipient  was 

feeling  so  ill  that  he  was  hardly  in  a  condi- 
tion to  take  full  advantage  of  it;  and  feared 

he  had  made  a  bad  impression  on  his  host. 

The  following  morning  he  wrote  to  Rossetti: 
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19  ALBERT  ST.,  REGENT'S  PARK  N.W.. 

31:1:80. 
MY  DEAR  SIR, 

I  hope  you  will  not  consider  me  ungrateful 

for  the  pleasure  you  gave  me  last  night  be- 
cause I  outwardly  showed  so  little  apprecia- 

tion—  but  I  was  really  so  unwell  from  cold 
and  headache  that  it  was  the  utmost  I  could 

do  to  listen  coherently.  But  though,  other- 
wise, I  look  back  gratefully  to  the  whole 

evening  I  especially  recall  with  pleasure  the 
few  minutes  in  which  now  and  again  you 
read.  I  have  never  heard  such  a  beautiful 

reader  of  verse  as  yourself,  and  if  I  had  not 

felt  —  why,  shy  —  I  should  have  asked 
you  to  go  on  reading.  Voice,  and  tone, 

and  expression,  all  were  in  perfect  har- 
mony—  and  although  I  have  much  else  to 

thank  you  for,  allow  me  to  thank  you 
for  the  pleasure  you  have  given  me  in  this 
also. 

I  enclose  4  or  5  poems  taken  at  random 
from  my  MSS.  Two  or  three  were  written 
two  or  three  years  ago.  That  called  the 

"  Dancer "  is  modelled  on  your  beautiful 
"  Card-Dealer." 

I  have  also  to  thank  you  for  your  kind 
criticisms:  and  hope  that  you  do  not  consider 
my  aspirations  and  daring  hopes  as  altogether 
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in  vain.     Despair  comes  sometimes  upon  me 
very  heavily,  but  I  have  not  yet  lost  heart. 

Yours  most  faithfully, 
WILLIAM  SHARP. 

On  the  23d  of  February  he  wrote  to  Mrs. 
Caird : 

DEAR  MONA, 

Was  unable  after  all  to  resume  my  letter 
on  Friday  night.  On  Friday  morning  I  had 
a  note  from  Rossetti  wanting  me  to  come 

again  and  dine  with  him  —  this  time  alone, 
I  was  glad  to  find.  I  spent  a  most  memorable 
evening  and  enjoyed  myself  more  than  I  can 
tell.  We  dined  together  in  free  and  easy 

manner  in  his  studio,  surrounded  by  his  beau- 

tiful paintings  and  studies.  Then  and  imme- 
diately after  dinner  he  told  me  things  of  him- 

self, personal  reminiscences,  with  other  con- 
versation about  the  leading  living  painters 

and  poets.  Then  he  talked  to  me  about  my- 
self, and  my  manuscripts  —  a  few  of  which 

he  had  seen.  Then  personal  and  other  mat- 
ters again,  followed,  to  my  great  delight  (as 

Rossetti  is  a  most  beautiful  reader)  by  his 

reading  to  me  a  great  part  of  the  as  yet  un- 

published sonnets  which  go  to  form  "  The 
House  of  Life."  Some  of  them  were  splen- 

did, and  seemed  to  me  finer  than  those 
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published  —  more  markedly  intellectual,  I 
thought.  This  took  up  a  long  time,  which 
passed  most  luxuriously  for  me.  .  .  . 

He  has  been  so  kind  to  me  every  way:  and 
this  time  he  gave  me  two  most  valuable  and 

welcome  introductions  —  one  to  Philip  Bourke 
Marston,  the  man  whose  genius  is  so  won- 

derful, considering  he  has  been  blind  from 

his  birth  —  and  the  other  to  his  brother,  Mr. 
Michael  Rossetti,  to  whom,  however,  he  had 

already  kindly  spoken  about  me.  I  am  to  go 

when  I  wish  to  the  latter's  literary  re-unions, 
where  I  shall  make  the  acquaintance  of  some 
of  our  leading  authors  and  authoresses.  Did 

I  tell  you  that  the  last  time  I  dined  at  Ros- 

setti's  house  he  gave  me  a  copy  of  his  poems, 
with  something  from  himself  written  on  the 

fly-leaf?  On  that  occasion  I  also  met  Theo- 
dore Watts,  the  well-known  critic  of  The 

Athenaeum.  It  is  so  strange  to  be  on  inti- 
mate terms  with  a  man  whom  a  short  time 

ago  I  looked  on  as  so  far  off.  Perhaps,  dear 

friend,  when  you  come  to  stay  with  Eliza- 
beth and  myself  in  the  happy  days  which  I 

hope  are  in  store  for  us  all,  you  will  "  pop  " 
into  quite  a  literary  circle!  ...  I  was  sure, 

also,  you  would  enjoy  the  Life  of  Clifford  in 

"  Mod :  Thought."  What  a  splendid  man  he 
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sociable,  fun-loving,  genial,  and  in  every  way 
a  gentleman.  I  was  reading  one  of  his  books 
lately,  and  was  struck  with  the  sympathetic 
spirit  he  showed  toward  what  to  him  meant 

nothing  —  Christianity.  I  wish  we  had  more 
men  like  him.  There  is  another  man  for 

whom  I  think  I  have  an  equal  admiration, 

though  of  a  different  order  in  one  sense  — 
Dr.  Martineau.  Have  you  read  anything  of 
his? 

On  Wednesday  evening  next  I  am  going 

to  a  Spiritual  Seance,  by  the  best  mediums  — 
which  I  am  looking  forward  to  with  great 
curiosity.  .  .  . 

Besides  verse,  I  am  writing  a  Paper  just 

now  on  "  Climate  in  Relation  to  the  Influ- 

ences of  Art/'  and  going  on  with  one  or  two 
other  minor  things.  There  now,  I  have  told 
you  all  about  myself.  .  .  . 

Your  friend  and  comrade, 
WILL. 

He  submitted  several  poems  to  Rossetti 

who  had  suggested  that  if  he  had  a  suitable 

sonnet  it  might  be  included  in  Hall  Caine's 
Century  of  Sonnets.  Rossetti's  acknowledg- 

ment contained  an  adverse  criticism  on  the 

sonnet  sent,  softened  by  an  invitation  to  the 

younger  man  to  visit  him  again. 
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Saturday. 

DEAR  MR.  ROSSETTI, 

Thanks  for  your  kind  invitation  to  Philip 

and  myself  for  Monday  night  —  which  we 
are  both  glad  to  accept.  I  found  him  in  bed 

this  morning  on  my  way  to  the  city  —  but 
had  no  scruple  in  waking  him  as  I  knew  what 

pleasure  your  message  would  give.  We  both 
thank  you  also  for  promising  to  put  us  up  at 
night. 

I  infer  from  your  letter  that  you  do  not 
think  The  Two  Realities  good  enough  to  send 

to  Caine:  and  though  of  course  sorry,  I  ac- 
quiesce in  your  judgment.  I  know  that  none 

of  my  best  work  is  in  sonnet-form,  and  that 
I  have  less  mastery  over  the  latter  than  any 

other  form  of  verse.  But  I  will  try  to  im- 
prove my  deficiencies  in  this  way  by  acting  up 

to  your  suggestions.  You  see,  I  have  never 
had  the  advantage  of  such  a  severe  critic  as 
you  before.  For  instance,  I  have  received 
praise  from  many  on  account  of  a  sonnet 

you  once  saw  (one  of  a  series  on  Woman- 

hood) called  "  Approaching  Womanhood  "  — 
which  I  enclose  herewith  —  wishing  you  to 
tell  me  how  it  is  poor  and  what  I  might  have 
made  of  it  instead.  As  I  am  writing  from 
the  city  I  have  no  others  by  me  (but  indeed 
you  have  been  bothered  sufficiently  already) 
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but  will  try  and  give  one  from  memory  — 
which  I  hastily  dashed  down  one  day  in  the 
office. 

Looking  forward  to  Monday  night, 
Yours  ever  sincerely, 

WILLIAM  SHARP. 

Eventually  a  sonnet  was  written  that  satis- 

fied his  critic  and  was  included  in  Hall  Caine's 
Anthology. 

About  this  time  also  he  was  attempting  a 
poem  relating  to  an  imaginary  episode  in  the 

early  life  of  Christ.  To  me  it  seemed  a  mis- 
take, and  I  urged  him  to  consult  Rossetti, 

who  replied  as  follows: 

Thursday,  Jan.,  1880. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

I  am  quite  unable  to  advise  you  on  so  ab- 
struse a  point.  Strange  to  say,  I  can  con- 

ceive no  higher  Ideal  than  the  Christ  we 

know ;  and  I  judge  it  to  be  very  rash  to  lower 

in  poetry  (to  the  apprehension  of  many  beau- 
tiful minds)  that  Ideal,  by  any  assumption  to 

decide  a  point  respecting  it  which  it  is  not 
possible  to  decide,  whichever  way  belief  or 
even  conviction  may  tend. 

I  did  not  gather  fully  the  relation  of  the 
Wandering  Jew  to  the  poem.  If  the  very 
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Jew  in  question,  how  he  is  to  know  of  the 
development  of  humanity  before  his  time? 
That  he  is  a  symbol  of  course  I  understand; 
but  the  balance  between  person  and  symbol 

should  be  clearly  determined.  I  hope  you 

may  enjoy  yourself  in  such  good  company, 
and  am  ever, 

Sincerely  yours, 
D.  G.  ROSSETTI. 

Sir  Noel  Paton  had  given  his  younger 
countryman  an  introduction  also  to  his  old 
friend  Mrs.  Craik  (author  of  John  Halifax) 

who,  it  happened,  was  P.  B.  Marston's  god- 
mother. She  had  a  house  in  Kent,  at  Short- 

lands,  and  to  it  she  on  several  occasions  in- 
vited the  two  young  poets.  During  one  of 

these  days,  in  the  late  summer,  they  went  for 

a  drive  through  the  green  lanes,  when  sud- 
denly there  came  on  a  thunderstorm.  The 

carriage  was  shut  up,  but  there  was  no  way 
of  protecting  the  occupant  of  the  box  seat. 
So  that  Philip  should  come  to  no  harm  the 

younger  man  took  the  box  seat  and  got  thor- 
oughly wet.  On  reaching  the  house  he  re- 

fused many  suggestions  to  have  his  clothes 
dried,  and  went  back  to  town  that  evening 

in  his  damp  garments.  A  violent  cold  en- 
sued, which  he  was  unable  to  throw  off.  He 
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was  out  of  health,  ill-nourished,  owing  to 
his  slender  means,  and  overworked.  That 

summer  my  mother  had  taken  a  cottage  in 
South  Wales,  on  the  estuary  near  Portmadoc, 
and  my  cousin  came  to  spend  his  holidays 
with  us.  A  weary  delicate  creature  arrived, 
but  he  was  sure  that  a  bathe  or  two  in  the 

salt  water  would  soon  cure  him.  Alas,  in- 
stead of  that,  within  a  few  days  he  was  laid 

low  with  rheumatic  fever,  and  for  four  weeks 
my  mother  and  I  nursed  him  and  it  was  the 
end  of  September  before  he  could  go  back 
to  town.  That  autumn  my  mother  let  her 
house  for  six  months  and  decided  to  winter 

in  Italy  with  her  daughters.  Although  there 
was  much  that  was  alluring  in  the  prospect 
I  was  very  greatly  worried  at  leaving  London, 
for  my  poet  was  so  weak  and  delicate,  and 
I  distrusted  his  notions  of  taking  care  of 
himself.  On  the  I3th  December  he  wrote 
to  me: 

Monday,  13:12:80. 

"  I  spent  such  a  pleasant  evening  on  Sat- 
urday. I  went  round  to  Francillon's  house 

about  8  o'clock,  and  spent  about  an  hour  there 
with  him  and  Julian  Hawthorne.  Then  we 
walked  down  to  Covent  Garden,  and  joined 

the  *  Oasis '  Club  —  where  we  met  about  30 
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or  so  other  literary  men  and  artists,  including 
the  D.  Christie  Murray  I  so  much  wished  to 
meet,  and  whom  I  like  very  much.  We  spent 

a  very  pleasant  while  a  decidedly  '  Bohe- 
mian '  night,  and  after  we  broke  up  I  walked 

home  with  Francillon,  Julian  Hawthorne,  and 

Murray.  Hawthorne  and  myself  are  to  be 

admitted  members  at  the  next  meeting." 
He  has  described  his  friendship  with  the 

blind  poet  in  his  Introduction  to  a  Selection 

of  Marston's  poems  published  in  the  Canter- 
bury Poets: 

"  I  was  spending  an  evening  with  Rossetti, 
when  I  chanced  to  make  some  reference  to 

Marston's  poetry.  Finding  that  I  did  not 
know  the  blind  poet  and  that  I  was  anxious 
to  meet  him,  Rossetti  promised  to  bring  us 
together.  I  remember  that  I  was  fascinated 

by  him  at  once  —  his  manner,  his  personality, 

his  conversation.  '  There  is  a  kind  of  com- 

pensation/ he  remarked  to  me  once,  *  in  the 
way  that  new  friendships  arise  to  brighten 
my  life  as  soon  as  I  am  bowled  over  by  some 

great  loss.' " 
Just  before  Christmas,  William  wrote: 

DEAR  MR.  ROSSETTI, 

...  I  wished  very  much  to  show  you  two 
poems  I  had  written  in  the  earlier  half  of 
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this  year,  and  now  send  them  by  the  same 

post.  The  one  entitled  "  Motherhood  "  I  think 
the  better  on  the  whole.  It  was  written  to 

give  expression  to  the  feeling  I  had  so 
strongly  of  the  beauty  and  sacredness  of 
Motherhood  in  itself,  and  how  this  is  the 

same,  in  degree,  all  through  creation ;  the  poem 

is  accordingly  in  three  parts  —  the  first  deal- 
ing with  an  example  of  Motherhood  in  the 

brute  creation,  the  second  with  a  savage  of 
the  lowest  order,  and  the  third  with  a,  civilised 

girl-woman  of  the  highest  type. 

The  other  — "The  Dead  Bridegroom"  — 
is  more  purely  an  "  art "  poem.  After  read- 

ing it,  you  will  doubtless  recognise  the  story, 

which  I  believe  is  true.  Swinburne  (I  under- 
stand) told  it  to  one  or  two,  and  Meredith 

embodied  it  in  a  short  ballad.  Philip  Mars- 
ton  told  me  the  story  one  day,  and,  it  having 

taken  a  great  hold  upon  me,  the  accompany- 
ing poem  was  the  result.  After  I  had  fin- 

ished and  read  it  to  Philip,  it  took  strong  hold 

of  his  imagination  also  —  and  so  he  also  be- 
gan a  poem  on  the  same  subject,  treating  it 

differently,  however,  and  employing  the  com- 
plete details  of  the  story,  instead  of,  as  I 

have  done,  stopping  short  at  the  lover's  death, 
but  his  is  still  unfinished. 

It  is  in  great  part  owing  to  his  generously 
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enthusiastic  praise  that  I  now  send  these  for 

your  inspection;  but  also  because  much  of 
what  may  be  good  in  them  is  owing  to  your 
gratefully  remembered  personal  influence  and 
kindness,  as  well  as  your  own  beautiful 
work. 

His  kindly  critic  answered: 

Jan.,  1881. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

I  have  only  this  evening  read  your  poems, 

and  am  quite  amazed  at  the  vast  gain  in  dis- 
tinction and  reality  upon  anything  I  had  seen 

of  yours  before.  I  read  "  Motherhood  "  first 
and  think  it  best  on  the  whole.  It  is  full  of 

fine  things  and  strange  variety.  "  The  Dead 
Bridegroom"  is  less  equal,  but  some  touches 
are  extremely  fine.  The  close  after  the  crisis 
strikes  me  as  done  with  a  certain  difficulty 
and  wants  some  pointing.  As  a  narrative 
poem,  I  do  not  yet  think  it  quite  distinct 
enough,  though  it  always  rises  at  the  right 
moment.  The  execution  of  your  work  needs 

some  reform  in  detail.  The  adjectives,  espe- 
cially when  monosyllabic,  are  too  crowded. 

There  are  continual  assonances  of  ings,  ants, 

ows,  etc.,  midway  in  the  lines.  However,  the 
sonorousness  is  sometimes  striking  and  the 
grip  of  the  phrases  complete  at  its  best.  I 

am  sure  you  have  benefited  much  by  associa- 
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tion  with  Philip  Marston,  though  I  do  not 

mean  to  say  that  such  things  as  these  can 

have  their  mainspring  elsewhere  than  in  na- 
tive gift. 

I  will  keep  the  poems  a  few  days  yet  and 
then  return  them. 

Yours  sincerely, 
D.  G.  ROSSETTI. 

A  letter  from  the  younger  poet,  written  a 
few  days  later,  reached  me  in  Rome: 

24:1:81. 
"  Well,  last  Friday  was  a  '  red-letter '  day 

to  me.  I  went  to  Rossetti's  at  six,  dined 
about  7.30,  and  stayed  there  all  night.  We 
had  a  jolly  talk  before  dinner,  and  then 
Shields  the  painter  came  in  and  stayed  till 

about  II  o'clock;  after  that  Rossetti  read  me 
all  his  unpublished  poems,  some  of  which  are 

magnificent  —  talked,  etc.  —  and  we  did  not 
go  to  bed  till  about  three  in  the  morning.  I 
did  not  go  to  the  Bank  next  day,  as  I  did 
not  feel  well:  however,  I  wrote  hard  at 

poetry,  etc.,  all  day  till  seven  o'clock,  man- 
aging to  keep  myself  up  with  tea.  I  was 

quite  taken  aback  by  the  extent  of  Rossetti's 
praise.  He  said  he  did  not  say  much  in  his 

letter  because  writing  so  often  looks  *  gush- 
ing' but  he  considered  I  was  able  to  take  a 
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foremost  place  among  the  younger  poets  of 

the  day  —  and  that  many  signs  in  my  writ- 
ings pointed  to  a  first-class  poet  —  that  the 

opening  of  '  The  Dead  Bridegroom '  was 
worthy  of  Keats  —  that  *  Motherhood  '  was 
in  every  sense  of  the  word  a  memorable  poem 

—  that  I  must  have  great  productive  power, 
and  broad  and  fine  imagination  —  and  many 
other  things  which  made  me  very  glad  and 

proud." 

"  The  Dead  Bridegroom  "  was  never  pub- 
lished, but  in  a  letter  to  a  friend  who  raised 

objections  to  the  treatment  of  the  poem 

"  Motherhood"  —  he  wrote  in  explanation : 

"  You  seem  to  think  my  object  in  writing 
was  to  describe  the  actual  initial  act  of  Moth- 

erhood—  whereas  such  acts  were  only  used 
incidentally  to  the  idea.  I  entirely  agree  with 
you  in  thinking  such  a  motif  unfit  for  poetic 
treatment  —  and  more,  I  think  the  choice  of 
such  would  be  in  very  bad  taste  and  wanting 
in  true  delicacy.  My  aim  was  something 

very  far  from  this  —  and  what  made  me  see 

you  had  not  grasped  it  were  the  words  — 

'  Besides,  is  not  your  type  of  civilised  woman 
degraded  by  being  associated  with  the  savage 

and  the  wild  beast  ?  ' 
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"Of  course,  what  I  was  endeavouring  to 
work  out  was  just  the  opposite  of  this. 

'  Motherhood '  was  written  from  a  deep  con- 
viction of  the  beauty  of  the  state  of  Mother- 

hood itself,  of  the  holy,  strangely  similar 
bond  of  union  it  gave  to  all  created  things, 
and  how  it,  as  it  were,  forged  the  links 
whereby  the  chain  of  life  reached  unbroken 
from  the  polyp  depths  we  do  see  to  the  God 
whom  we  do  not  see.  Looking  at  it  as  I 
did,  I  saw  it  transfigured  to  the  Seal  of 
Unity :  I  saw  the  bestial  life  touch  the  savage, 

and  the  latter's  low  existence  edge  complete 
nobility  of  womanhood,  as  —  in  the  spirit  — 
I  see  this  last  again  merge  into  fuller  spirit- 

ual periods  beyond  the  present  sphere  of  hu- 
man life.  In  embodying  this  idea  I  de- 

termined to  take  refuge  in  no  vague  tran- 
scendentalism, or  from  any  false  feeling  shirk 

what  I  knew  to  be  noble  in  its  mystic  wonder 

and  significance:  and  I  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  the  philosophic  idea  could  be  best 

embodied  and  made  apparent  by  moulding 
it  into  three  typical  instances  of  motherhood, 
representing  the  brute,  the  savage,  and  the 
civilised  woman.  From  this  point  of  view, 
I  considered  the  making  choice  of  the  initial 

act  of  motherhood  —  of  birth  —  entirely  jus- 
tifiable, and  beyond  reach  of  reproach  of  im- 
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purity,  or  even  unfitness.  As  to  the  artistic 
working  out  of  these  typical  motives,  I  gave 
to  the  first  glow  and  colour,  to  the  second 
mystery  and  weirdness,  to  the  third  what 
dignity  and  solemnity  I  could. 

"  These  were  my  aims  and  views,  and  I 
have  not  yet  seen  anything  to  make  me  change 
them.  .  .  . 

"  So  much  for  '  Motherhood/  As  to  '  The 

Dead  Bridegroom,'  I  quite  admit  that  the  ad- 
visability of  choosing  such  subjects  is  a  very 

debatable  one.  It  is  the  only  one  of  mine 

(in  my  opinion)  which  could  incur  the  charge 

of  doubtful  'fitness/  As  a  poem,  moreover, 

it  is  inferior  in  workmanship  to  '  Mother- 

hood/ " 

To  E.  A.  S.: "4:2:81. 

"  I  have  written  one  of  my  best  poems  (in 
its  own  way)  since  writing  you  last.  It  was 
on  Tuesday  night:  I  did  not  get  back  till 

about  seven  o'clock,  and  began  at  once  to 
write.  Your  letter  came  an  hour  or  so  after- 

ward but  it  had  to  lie  waiting  till  after  mid- 
night, when  I  finished,  having  written  and 

polished  a  complete  poem  of  thirty  verses 
in  that  short  time.  It  is  a  ballad.  The  story 
itself  is  a  very  tragic  one.  Perhaps  the  kind 
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of  verse  would  be  clear  to  you  if  I  were  to 

quote  a  verse  as  a  specimen: 

And  I  saw  thy  face  wax  flush' d,  then  pale, 
And  thy  lips  grow  blue  like  black-ice  hail, 

With  eyes  on  fire  with  the  soul's  fierce  bale, 
Son  of  Allan! 

I  may  have  been  pale,  and  may  be  red  — 
But  this  night  shall  one  lie  white  and  dead. 

(O  Mother  of  God!  whose  eyes 

Watch  men  lie  dead  'neath  midnight  skies.) 

"  Both  story  and  verse  I  invented  myself : 
and  I  think  you  will  think  it  equal  to  any- 

thing I  have  done  in  power.  It  was  a  good 

lot  to  do  at  a  sitting,  wasn't  it?  I  will  read 
it  to  you  when  you  come  home  again.  .  .  . 

I  enjoyed  my  stay  with  Rossetti  immensely. 

We  did  not  breakfast  till  one  o'clock  on  Tues- 

day—  pretty  late,  wasn't  it?  (I  told  you  I 
had  a  holiday,  didn't  I?)  He  told  me  again 
that  he  considered  *  Motherhood '  fit  to  take 
the  foremost  place  in  recent  poetry.  He  has 
such  a  fine  house,  though  much  of  it  is  shut 
up,  and  full  of  fine  things:  he  showed  me 
some  of  it  that  hardly  any  one  ever  sees.  He 
had  asked  me  to  come  to  him  again  next 

Sunday.  Isn't  it  splendid?  —  and  ar'n't  you 
glad  for  my  sake?  He  told  Philip  that  he 

thought  I  'had  such  a  sweet  genial  happy 
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nature/  Isn't  it  nice  to  be  told  of  that? 
My  intense  delight  in  little  things  seems  also 

to  be  a  great  charm  to  him  —  whether  in  a 
stray  line  of  verse,  or  some  new  author,  or 

a  cloudlet,  or  patch  of  blue  sky,  or  chocolate- 
drops,  etc.,  etc.  Have  you  noticed  this  in 
me?  I  am  half  gratified  and  half  amused  to 
hear  myself  so  delineated,  as  I  did  not  know 
my  nature  was  so  palpable  to  comparative 
strangers.  And  now  I  am  going  to  crown 
my  horrid  vanity  by  telling  you  that  Mrs. 
Garnet  met  Philip  a  short  time  ago,  and 
asked  after  the  health  of  his  friend,  the 

'  handsome  young  poet ! '  There  now,  amn't 
I  horridly  conceited?  (N.  B. —  I'm  pleased 
all  the  same,  you  know!) 

"  I  wrote  a  little  lyric  yesterday  which  is 
one  of  the  most  musical  I  have  ever  done. 

To-day,  I  was  '  took '  by  a  writing  mood  in 
the  midst  of  business  hours,  and  despite  all 
the  distracting  and  unpoetical  surroundings, 

managed  to  hastily  jot  down  the  accompany- 
ing lyric.  It  is  the  general  end  of  young  un- 

knowing love.  .  .  . 

"  I  had  a  splendid  evening  last  night,  and 
Rossetti  read  a  lot  more  of  his  latest  work. 

Splendid  as  his  published  work  is,  it  is  sur- 
passed by  what  has  yet  to  be  published.  The 

more  I  look  into  and  hear  his1  poems  the  more 
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I  am  struck  with  the  incomparable  power  and 

depth  of  his  genius  —  his  almost  magical  per- 
fection and  mastery  of  language  —  his  mag- 
nificent spiritual  strength  and  subtlety.  He 

read  some  things  last  night,  lines  in  which 

almost  took  my  breath  away.  No  sonnet- 
writer  in  the  past  has  equalled  him,  and  it 
is  almost  inconceivable  to  imagine  any  one 

doing  so  in  the  futre.  His  influence  is  al- 
ready deep  and  strong,  but  I  believe  in  time 

to  come  he  will  be  looked  back  to  as  we  now 

look  to  Shakespeare,  to  Milton,  and  in  one 
sense  to  Keats.  I  can  find  no  language  to 
express  my  admiration  of  his  supreme  gifts, 
and  it  is  with  an  almost  painful  ecstasy  that 
I  receive  from  time  to  time  fresh  revelations 

of  his  intellectual,  spiritual,  and  artistic  splen- 
dour. I  fancy  one  needs  to  be  an  actual  poet 

to  feel  this  to  the  full,  but  every  one,  how- 
ever dim  and  stagnant  or  coldly  intellectual 

his  or  her  soul,  must  feel  more  or  less  the 

marvellous  beauty  of  this  wedding  of  the 
spirit  of  emotional  thought  with  the  spirit  of 

language,  and  the  child  thereof  —  divine,  per- 

fect expression.  Our  language  in  Rossetti's 
hands  is  more  solemn  than  Spanish,  •  more 
majestic  than  Latin,  deeper  than  German, 
sweeter  than  Italian,  more  divine  than  Greek. 

I  know  of  nothing  comparable  to  it.  He  told 
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me  to  call  him  Rossetti  and  not '  Mr.  Rossetti/ 
as  disparity  in  age  disappears  in  close  friend- 

ship, wasn't  it  nice  of  him?  It  makes  me 
both  very  proud  and  humble  to  be  so  liked 
and  praised  by  the  greatest  master  in  England 

—  proud  to  have  so  far  satisfied  his  fastidious 
critical  taste  and  to  have  excited  such  strong 
belief  in  my  powers,  and  humble  in  that  I 
fall  so  far  short  of  him  as  to  make  the  gulf 

seem  impassable." 

In  Italy  I  was  making  a  careful  study  of 
the  old  masters  in  painting,  and  found  that 

my  correspondent  took  but  lukewarm  inter- 
est in  my  enthusiasm.  Until  that  date  he  had 

had  little  opportunity  of  studying  Painting; 
and  at  no  time  did  the  cinquecenti  and  earlier 
painters  really  attract  him.  I  regretted  his 
indifference,  and  asked  him,  banteringly,  if 

his  dislike  extended  equally  to  the  early  mas- 
ters of  the  pen  and  to  those  of  the  brush. 

He  replied: 

"  You  ask  me,  if  I  dislike  the  Old  Masters 
of  Poetry  as  much  as  I  do  those  of  Painting? 
and  I  reply  Certainly  not,  but  at  the  same 
time  the  comparison  is  not  fair.  Most  of  the 
old  poets  are  not  only  poets  of  their  time  but 
have  special  beauties  at  the  present  day,  and 
can  be  read  with  as  much  or  almost  as  much 
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pleasure  now  as  centuries  ago.  Their  imag- 
ination, their  scope,  their  detail  is  endless. 

On  the  other  hand  the  Old  Masters  of  Paint- 

ing are  (to  me,  of  course,  and  speaking  gen- 
erally) utterly  uninteresting  in  their  subjects, 

in  the  way  they  treat  them,  and  in  the  mean- 
ing that  is  conveyed.  If  it  were  not  for  the 

richness  and  beauty  of  their  colour  I  would 

never  go  into  another  gallery  from  pleasure, 
but  colour  alone  could  not  always  satisfy  me. 

But  take  the  '  Old  Masters'  of  Poetry! 
Homer  of  Greece,  Virgil  and  Dante  of  Italy, 
Theocritus  of  Sicily,  and  in  England  Chaucer, 
Shakespeare,  Ben  Johnson,  Webster,  Ford, 
Massinger,  Marlowe,  Milton! 

"  The  poetry  of  these  men  is  beautiful  in 
itself  apart  from  the  relation  they  bear  to 
their  times.  We  may  not  care  for  Dryden 
(though  I  do)  or  Prior  or  Cowley,  because 
in  the  verse  of  these  latter  there  is  nothing 
to  withstand  the  ages,  nothing  that  rises 
above  their  times.  In  looking  at  Rubens,  or 
Leonardo  da  Vinci,  or  Fra  Angelico,  we 

must  school  ourselves  to  admiration  by  say- 

ing '  How  wonderful  for  their  time,  what  a 
near  attempt  at  a  perspective,  what  a  near 

success  in  drawing  nature  —  external  and  hu- 

man ! '  Would  you,  or  any  one,  care  for  a 

painting  of  Angelico's  if  executed  in  exactly 
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the  same  style  and  in  equally  soft  and  har- 
monious colours  at  the  present  day?  Could 

you  enjoy  and  enter  into  it  apart  from  its 

relation  to  such-and-such  a  period  of  early 
Christian  Art?  It  may  be  possible,  but  I 
doubt  it.  On  the  other  hand  take  up  the 
Old  Masters  of  Poetry  and  judge  them  by 
the  present  high  standard.  Take  up  Homer 

—  who  has  his  width  and  space?  Dante  — 
who  has  his  fiery  repressed  intensity?  Theo- 
critis,  who  has  sung  sweeter  of  meadows  and 
summer  suns  and  flowers?  Chaucer  —  who 
is  as  delicious  now  as  in  the  latter  part  of 

the  fourteenth  century!  Shakespeare  —  who 
was,  is,  and  ever  shall  be  the  supreme  crowned 

lord  of  verse !  —  Take  up  one  of  the  com- 
paratively speaking  minor  lights  of  the  Eliza- 

bethan era.  Does  Jonson  with  his  *  Every 
Man  in  his  Humour/  or  his  '  Alchemist/  does 
Webster  with  his  '  Duchess  of  Malfi/  does 

Ford  with  his  '  Lover's  Melancholy/  does 
Massinger  with  his  *  Virgin  Martyr/  do  Beau- 

mont and  Fletcher  with  their  *  Maid's  Trag- 
edy/ does  Marlowe  with  his  '  Life  and  Death 

of  Dr.  Faustus/  pall  upon  us?  Have  we 
ever  to  keep  before  us  the  fact  that  they  lived 
so  many  generations  or  centuries  ago? 

"  I    never    tire    of    that    wonderful,    tre- 
mendous,     magnificent      epoch      in      litera- 
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ture  —  the  age  of  the  Elizabethan  dramatists. 

"  Despite  the  frequent  beauty  of  much  that 
followed  I  think  the  genius  of  Poetry  was 
of  an  altogether  inferior  power  and  order 

(excepting  Milton)  until  once  again  it  flow- 
ered forth  anew  in  Byron,  in  Coleridge,  in 

Keats,  and  in  Shelley!  These  two  last 

names,  what  do  they  not  mean!  Since  then, 

after  a  slight  lapse,  Poetry  has  soared  to  se- 
rener  heights  again,  and  Goethe,  Victor 
Hugo,  Tennyson,  and  Browning  have  moulded 
new  generations,  and  men  like  Rossetti, 
Swinburne,  Morris,  Marston,  Longfellow,  and 

others  have  helped  to  make  still  more  ex- 

quisitely fair  the  Temple  of  Human  Imagi- 
nation. Men  like  Joaquin  Miller  and  Whit- 

man are  the  south  and  north  winds  that  soothe 

or  stir  the  leaves  of  thought  surrounding  it. 

"  We  are  on  the  verge  of  another  great  dra- 
matic epoch  —  more  subtle  and  spiritual  if  not 

grander  in  dimensions  than  that  of  the  six- 
teenth century.  I  hope  to  God  I  live  to  see 

the  sunrise  which  must  follow  the  wayward 
lights  of  the  present  troubled  dawn.  .  .  . 

"  On  Monday  evening  (from  eight  till  two) 

I  go  again  as  usual  to  Marston's.  I  called 
at  his  door  on  my  way  here  this  afternoon 

and  left  a  huge  bouquet  of  wall-flowers,  with 
a  large  yellow  heart  of  daffodils,  to  cheer 

79 



William  Sharp 

him     up.     He     is     passionately     fond     of 

flowers.  .  .  ." 

That  winter,  despite  his  continued  delicacy, 

was  full  of  interest  to  William,  who  had  al- 
ways a  rare  capacity  for  throwing  himself 

into  the  enjoyment  of  the  moment,  whatever 
it  might  be,  or  into  the  interests  of  others  and 

dismissing  from  his  mind  all  personal  wor- 
ries. No  matter  how  depressed  he  might  be, 

when  with  friends  he  could  shake  himself  free 
from  the  thraldom  of  the  black  clouds  and  let 

his  natural  buoyant  spirit  have  full  play.  His 
genial  sunny  manner,  his  instinctive  belief  in 
and  reliance  on  an  equal  geniality  in  others 
assured  him  many  a  welcome. 
Among  the  literary  houses  open  to  him  were 

those  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Rossetti,  Miss 

Christina  Rossetti,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Bell 
Scott,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Francillon,  Mr.  Robert 

Browning,  and  Mr.  Theodore  Watts.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  George  Robinson,  whose  daughter, 

Mary,  has  distinguished  herself  among  the  po- 
ets of  her  generation,  were  especially  good  to 

him.  Among  artists  whose  studios  he  fre- 
quented were  Mr.  Ford  Madox  Brown,  Mr. 

William  Morris  and  Mr.  Holman  Hunt,  and 

Sir  Frederick  Leighton;  and  among  his  inti- 
mate friends  he  counted  Mathilde  Blind,  the 
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poet,   Louise   Bevington,   Mrs.   Louise  Chan- 
dler Moulton,  Bel  ford  Bax  and  others. 

There  was  a  reverse  side  to  the  picture 
however.  His  desire  and  effort  not  to  iden- 

tify himself,  in  his  original  work,  with  any 
set  of  writers,  or  phase  of  literary  expression, 
tended  to  make  him  unpopular  with  some  of 

his  fellow  writers.  His  was  a  slow  develop- 

ment, and  while  he  gained  greatly  in  the  tech- 
nical knowledge  of  his  art  through  the  wise 

and  careful  advice  of  Rossetti,  the  sensitive 

taste  of  Philip  Marston,  the  more  severe  criti- 
cism of  Theodore  Watts,  he  felt  he  had  a 

definite  thing  to  say,  a  definite  word  of  his 
own  to  express  sooner  or  later.  It  was  long 

before  this  finally  shaped  its  utterance;  in 

the  interval  he  experimented  in  many  direc- 
tions, studied  various  methods  —  and  of 

course  to  make  a  livelihood  wrote  many 

"  pot-boilers  "  —  always  hoping  that  he  would 
ultimately  "  find  himself."  Unquestionably, 
with  his  nature  —  which  vibrated  so  sensi- 

tively to  everything  that  was  beautiful  in  na- 
ture and  life,  and  had  in  it  so  much  of  ex- 

uberance, of  optimism  —  the  severe  grind  for 
the  bare  necessities  of  life,  the  equally  severe 
criticism  that  met  his  early  efforts,  proved 

an  invaluable  schooling  to  him.  The  imme- 

diate result,  however,  was  that  his  "  other 
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self,"  the  dreaming  psychic  self,  slept  for  a 

time,  or  at  any  rate  was  in  abeyance.  "  Wil- 
liam Sharp  "  gradually  dominated,  and  before 

long  he  was  accepted  generally  as  literary  critic 

and  later  as  art  critic  also.  So  complete,  ap- 
parently, for  a  time,  was  this  divorce  between 

the  two  radical  strains  in  him,  that  only  a  few 
of  his  intimates  suspected  the  existence  of  the 
sensitive,  delicate,  feminine  side  of  him,  that 

he  buried  carefully  out  of  sight  and  as  far 
as  possible  out  of  touch  with  the  current  of 
his  literary  life  in  London,  where  at  no  time 

did  the  "  Fiona  Macleod  "  side  of  his  nature 
gain  help  or  inspiration. 

Just  as  of  old,  when  in  Glasgow,  he  had 
wandered  in  the  city  and  beyond  it,  and  made 
acquaintance  with  all  sorts  and  conditions  of 
men  and  women,  so,  too,  did  he  now  wander 

about  London,  especially  about  the  neighbour- 
hood of  "  The  Pool  "  which  offered  irresistible 

attractions  and  experiences  to  him.  These  he 

touched  on  later  in  Madge  o'  the  Pool  and 
elsewhere.  I  remember  he  told  me  that  rarely 

a  day  passed  in  which  he  did  not  try  to  imag- 
ine himself  living  the  life  of  a  woman,  to  see 

through  hef  eyes,  and  feel  and  view  life  from 

her  standpoint,  and  so  vividly  that  "sometimes 
I  forget  I  am  not  the  woman  I  am  trying  to 

imagine."  The  following  description  of 
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him,  at  this  date,  is  taken  from  a  letter  quoted 

in  Mrs.  Janvier's  article  on  "  Fiona  Macleod 
and  her  Creator "  in  The  North  American 
Review : 

"  You  ask  about  our  acquaintance  with 
Willie  Sharp.  Yes,  we  knew  him  well  in  the 
days  when  we  all  were  gay  and  young. 

.  .  .  He  was  a  very  nice-looking  amiable 
young  fellow  whom  every  one  liked,  very 

earnest  with  great  notions  of  his  own  mis- 
sion as  regards  Poetry,  which  he  took  very 

seriously.  He  used  to  have  the  saving  grace 

of  fun  —  which  kept  him  sweet  and  whole- 
some—  otherwise  he  might  have  fallen  into 

the  morbid  set." 
Unfortunately,  I  have  very  few  letters  or 

notes  that  illustrate  the  light  gay  side  of  his 

nature  —  boyish,  whimsical,  mischievous,  with 
rapid  changes  of  mood.  Others  saw  more  of 
it  at  this  period  than  I.  To  me  he  came  for 

sympathy  in  his  work  and  difficulties;  to  oth- 
ers he  went  for  gaiety  and  diversion  and  to 

them  he  made  light  of  his  constant  delicacy, 
so  that  the  more  serious  side  of  his  life  was 

usually  presented  to  me — and  naturally  our 
most  unpromising  prospects  and  our  long  en- 

gagement were  not  matters  to  inspirit  either 
of  us. 

At  the  end  of  August  in  that  year  his  con- 
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nection  with  the  Bank  of  the  City  of  Mel- 
bourne ceased.  That  his  services  were 

scarcely  valuable  to  his  employers  may  be 
gathered  from  the  manner  and  reason  of  his 
dismissal.  He  has  himself  told  the  story: 

"  I  did  not  take  very  kindly  to  the  busi- 
ness, and  my  employers  saw  it.  One  day  I 

was  invited  to  interview  the  Principal.  He 

put  it  very  diplomatically,  said  he  didn't  think 
the  post  suited  me  (I  agreed),  and  finally  he 
offered  me  the  option  of  accepting  an  agency 

in  some  out-of-the-way  place  in  Australia, 

or  quitting  the  London  service.  '  Think  it 
over/  he  said,  '  and  give  us  your  answer  to- 

morrow/ I  think  I  might  have  given  him  my 
answer  there  and  then.  Next  morning  the 

beauty  of  the  early  summer  made  an  irresist- 
ible appeal  to  me.  I  had  not  heard  the  cuckoo 

that  season,  so  I  resolved  to  forget  business 

for  the  day,  seek  the  country,  and  hear  the 
cuckoo;  and  I  had  a  very  happy  time,  free 
from  everybody,  care,  and  worry.  Next  day 

I  was  called  in  to  see  the  Principal.  '  I  should 
have  sent  word — busy  mail  day/  he  said. 

'Was  I  ill?'  he  asked.  'No/  I  replied,  and 
explained  the  true  cause  of  my  absence. 

'  That's  scarcely  business/  he  said.  '  We  can't 
do  with  one  who  puts  the  call  of  the  cuckoo 
before  his  work/  However,  his  offer  still 
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held.  What  was  I  to  do?  I  left  the  bank." 
During  the  intervening  months  efforts  to 

find  other  work  resulted  through  the  kind- 
ness of  Mr.  George  Lillie  Craik  in  a  tempo- 
rary post  held  for  six  months  in  the  Fine  Art 

Society's  Gallery  in  Bond  Street.  It  was  the 
proposal  of  the  Directors  to  form  a  section 

dealing  with  old  German  and  English  En- 
gravings and  Etchings,  and  that  William 

should  be  put  in  charge  of  it;  and  that  mean- 
while, during  the  six  months,  he  should  make 

a  special  study  of  the  subject,  learn  certain 
business  details  to  make  him  more  efficient. 

The  work  and  the  prospect  were  a  delightful 

change  after  the  distasteful  grind  at  the  Bank, 
and  he  threw  himself  into  the  necessary 
studies  with  keen  relish. 

In  the  autumn  he  spent  two  months  in 

Scotland,  visiting  his  mother,  and  other  rela- 
tives, Mr.  W.  Bell  Scott,  and  his  old  friend 

Sir  Noel  Paton.  From  Lanarkshire  he  wrote 

in  September  to  me  and  to  Rossetti: 

To  E.  A.  S.: 

LESMAHAGOW,  Sept.,  1881. 

".  .  .  Yesterday  I  spent  some  hours  in 
a  delicious  ramble  over  the  moors  and  across 

a  river  toward  a  distant  fir  wood,  where  I  lay 
down  for  a  time,  beside  the  whispering 
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waters,  seeing  nothing  but  a  semicircle  of 
pines,  a  wall  of  purple  moorland,  the  brown 

water  gurgling  and  splashing  and  slowly  mov- 
ing over  the  mossy  stones,  and  above  a  deep 

cloudless  blue  sky  —  and  hearing  nothing  but 
the  hum  of  a  dragonfly,  the  summery  sound 

of  innumerable  heather-bees,  and  the  occa- 
sional distant  bleat  of  a  sheep  or  sudden  call 

of  a  grouse.  I  lay  there  in  a  kind  of  trance 

of  enjoyment  —  half  painful  from  intensity. 
I  drank  in  not  only  the  beauty  of  what  I 
have  just  described,  but  also  every  little  and 

minute  thing1  that  crossed  my  vision  —  a  clus- 
ter of  fir-needles  hanging  steel-blue  against 

the  deeper  colour  of  the  sky,  a  wood-dove 
swaying  on  a  pine-bough  like  a  soft  gray  and 
purple  blossom,  a  white  butterfly  clinging  to 
a  yellow  blossom  heavy  with  honey,  a  ray  of 

sunlight  upon  a-  bunch  of  mountain-ash  ber- 
ries making  their  scarlet  glow  with  that  al- 
most terrible  red  which  is  as  the  blood  of  God 

in  the  sunsets  one  sometimes  sees,  a  dragon- 
fly poised  like  a  flame  arrested  in  its  course, 

a  little  beetle  stretching  its  sharded  wings  upon 

a  gray  stone,  a  tiny  blue  morsel  of  a  floweret 
between  two  blades  of  grass  looking  up  with, 
I  am  certain,  a  sense  of  ecstatic  happiness  to 
the  similar  skies  above  —  all  these  and  much 

more  I  drank  in  with  mingled  pain  and  re- 

86 



Early  Days  in  London 

j  oicing.  At  such  times  I  seem  to  become  a 

part  of  nature  —  the  birds  seem  when  they 
sing  to  say  things  in  a  no  longer  unfamiliar 

speech  —  nor  do  they  seem  too  shy  to  ap- 
proach quite  close  to  me.  Even  bees  and 

wasps  I  do  not  brush  away  when  they  light 
upon  my  hands  or  face,  and  they  never  sting 
me,  for  I  think  they  know  that  I  would  not 
harm  them.  I  feel  at  these  rare  and  inex- 

pressibly happy  times  as  a  flower  must  feel 
after  morning  dew  when  the  sun  comes  forth 

in  his  power,  as  a  pine  tree  when  a  rising  wind 
makes  its  boughs  quiver  with  melodious  pain, 

as  a  wild  wood-bird  before  it  begins  to  sing, 
its  heart  being  too  full  for  music.  .  .  . 

O  why  weren't  you  there?" 

10  Sept.,  1881. 
MY  DEAR  ROSSETTI, 

Where  I  most  enjoy  myself  is  along  the 
solitary  banks  of  the  Nithan:  it  is  a  true 
mountain  stream,  now  rushing  along  in  broken 

falls,  now  rippling  over  shadows  of  exquisite 

golden-brown  hues  —  now  slipping  with  slow 

perfect  grace  of  motion  under  the  overhang- 
ing boughs  of  willow,  pine,  or  mountain-ash 

—  and  ever  and  again  resting  in  deep  dark 

linns  and  pools  in  deliciously  dreamful  fash- 
ion, the  only  signs  of  life  being  a  silver  flash 
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from  its  depths  as  some  large  trout  or  grilse 
stirs  from  the  shelter  of  mottled  boulders 

banking  the  sides,  or  when  a  dragonfly  like 
a  living  flame  flashes  backward  and  forward 
after  the  gray  gnats.  Indeed,  I  never  saw 

such  a  place  for  dragonflies  —  I  think  there 
must  be  vast  treasures  of  rubies  and  emeralds 

under  these  lonely  moors,  and  that  somehow 

the  precious  stones  dissolve  and  become  per- 
meated with  the  spirit  of  life,  and  rise  up 

living  green  fires  or  crimson  and  purple  flames 

to  flash  upon  the  unseen  hill-winds  instead  of 

upon  a  woman's  bosom  or  in  the  Holy  of 
Holies  in  an  idolater's  temple.  .  .  . 

After  the  gloaming  has  dreamed  itself  into 
night  the  banks  and  woods  along  the  stream 
seem  to  become  a  part  of  a  weird  faeryland. 
The  shadows  are  simply  wonderful.  White 
owls  come  out  and  flit  about  on  silent  ghostly 

wings  with  weird  uncanny  cries,  and  bats 
begin  to  lead  a  furiously  active  existence. 
The  other  night  I  was  quite  startled  by  seeing 
a  perfectly  white  animal  slowly  approaching 
me:  it  looked  remarkably  like  the  ghost  of  a 

fox  or  wild-cat,  but  I  am  afraid  it  was  only 
a  white  hare. 

So  much  for  my  surroundings.  As  for  the 
few  people  hereabout  they  are  all  charmingly 
of  the  old  time.  After  dinner,  and  while  the 
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claret,  port,  and  sherry  (the  latter,  oh  so 
brandied!)  are  in  process  of  consumption, 

large  toddy  goblets  with  silver  spoon-ladles 
and  smaller  tumblers  are  handed  round  to 

ladies  and  gentlemen  alike.  Then  come  the 
large  silver  flagon  with  the  hot  water,  the 
bowl  with  the  strictly  symmetrical  lumps  of 

sugar,  three  of  which  go  to  this  large  tum- 
bler, and  the  cut  crystal  decanter  of  pure 

Glenlivet.  The  custom  has  great  advantages, 
but  it  certainly  does  not  conduce  to  the  safe 
driving  of  the  dogcart  home  again. 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  a  purely  Scotch  Bill 

of  Fare,  for  some  especially  noteworthy  occa- 
sion: 

BILL  OF  FARE 

O  wee  drappie  Talisker. 

Callipee  Broth.  Hotch  Potch. 

Saumon  a  la  Pottit  Heed.    Pomphlet  a  la  Newhaven. 

Anither  Drappie. 

Mince  Collops.  Doo  Tairt. 

Haggis. 

An  Eek. 
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Stuffed  Bubbly  Jocks  an  Hawm. 

Gigot  of  Mutton  wi'  red  cur  ran  jeelie. 
Sheep's  Heed  an'  Trotters. 

Tatties  Biled  &  Champit. 
Bashed  Neeps. 

Jist  a  wee  Donal'. 

Glesky  Magistrates.  Sm'a'  peas. 

Grozet  Pies.  Aiple  Dumplins. 

Ice  Puddin  wi'  cookies. 

A  Guid  Dram  to  keep  a'  doon. 

When  I  have  a  house  of  my  own  I  shall 

give  such  a  dinner  some  day,  and  the  Sas- 
senach hearts  present  shall  admit  there  is  no 

dinner  like  a  Scotch  one  and  no  whiskey  like 
the  heavenly  Celtic  brew. 

And  now,  au  revoir, 
Ever  yours  affectionately, 

WILLIAM  SHARP. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

THE  DEATH  OF  ROSSETTI 

The  Directors  of  The  Fine  Art  Society 

decided  finally  not  to  organise  the  special  de- 
partment of  Engravings  of  which  William 

Sharp  hoped  to  take  charge,  therefore  his 
engagement  fell  through  and  he  was  thrown 
on  his  own  resources.  The  outlook  was  very 

serious,  for  he  was  still  practically  unknown 

to  editors  and  publishers ;  and  during  the  fol- 
lowing two  years  he  had  a  hard  fight  with 

circumstances.  No  post  of  any  kind  turned 
up  for  him  and  he  had  to  depend  solely  on  his 
pen,  and  for  many  months  was  practically 
penniless;  and  many  a  time  the  only  food  he 
could  afford,  after  a  meagre  breakfast,  was 
hot  chestnuts  bought  from  men  in  the  street. 

I  do  not  care  to  dwell  on  those  days;  I 

could  do  so  little  to  help,  and  by  common  con- 
sent we  hid  the  true  condition  of  things  from 

his,  mother  and  mine.  Nevertheless  we  firmly 

believed  in  his  "  future  " ;  that  with  persistence 
and  patience  —  and  endurance  —  he  would 

"  gain  a  footing " ;  that  circumstances  were 
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pushing  him  into  the  one  career  suited  to  him, 
even  if  the  method  seemed  too  drastic  at 
times. 

He  had  already  succeeded  in  having  a  poem 

accepted  occasionally  by  one  or  two  Maga- 
zines and  Weeklies.  In  1879  Good  Words 

published  a  poem  entitled  "  Night/'  and  in 
1880  two  sonnets  on  Schubert's  "  Am  Meer." 
The  Examiner  printed  some  sonnets  and  a 
poem  of  fifteen  lines.  In  1881  he  contributed 

a  long  poem  on  Victor  Hugo  to  Modern 
Thought,  and  in  February  of  1882  his  sonnet 

"  Spring  Wind"  was  accepted  by  the  Athe- 
naum  and  it  was  afterward  included  in  Hall 

Caine's  Century  of  Sonnets.  Early  in  the  fol- 
lowing year  he  spent  a  delightful  week-end 

with  Rossetti,  at  Birchington,  whence  he 
wrote  to  me: 

Feb.  13,  1882. 

"  Just  a  line  to  tell  you  I  am  supremely 
content.  Beautiful  sea  views,  steep  '  cavey ' 
cliffs,  a  delicious  luxurious  house,  and  nice 

company.  By  a  curious  mistake  I  got  out  at 
the  wrong  place  on  Sunday,  and  had  a  long 
walk  with  my  bag  along  the  cliffs  till  I  arrived 
rather  tired  and  hot  at  my  destination.  I  was 
surprised  not  to  find  Hall  Caine  there,  but 

it  appeared  he  clearly  understood  I  was  to 
get  out  at  a  different  station  altogether.  I 
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was  also  delayed  in  arriving,  as  I  asked  a 
countryman  my  direction  and  he  told  me  to 

go  to  the  left  —  but  from  the  shape  of  the 
coast  I  argued  that  the  right  must  be  the 

proper  way  —  I  went  to  the  right  in  conse- 
quence, and  nearly  succeeded  in  going  over 

a  cliff's  edge,  while  my  theory  was  decidedly 
vanquished  by  facts.  However  the  walk  re- 

paid it.  Oh,  the  larks  yesterday!  It  was  as 
warm  as  June,  and  Rossetti  and  Caine  and 
myself  went  out  and  lay  in  the  grass  (at  least 
I  did)  basking  in  the  sun,  looking  down  on 
the  gleaming  sea,  and  hearing  these  heavenly 

incarnate  little  joys  sending  thrills  of  sweet- 
ness, and  vague  pain  through  all  my  being. 

I  seemed  all  a-quiver  with  the  delight  of  it  all. 
And  the  smell  of  the  wrack!  and  the  cries 

of  the  sea-birds!  and  the  delicious  wash  of 

•  the  incoming  tide !  Oh,  dear  me,  I  shall  hate 
to  go  back  to-morrow.  Caine  is  writing  a 
sonnet  in  your  book,  Watts  is  writing  a  re- 

view for  the  Athenaum,  Rossetti  is  about  to 

go  on  with  painting  his  Joan  of  Arc,  and  I 

am  writing  the  last  lines  of  this  note  to  you." 

Little  did  he  dream  as  he  shook  hands  with 

his  host  on  the  Monday  morning  that  he  was 

bidding  a  last  farewell  to  his  good  friend.  Of 
that  visit  he  wrote  later : 
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"  Of  my  most  cherished  memories  is  a  night 
at  Birchington-on-Sea,  in  March,  1882.  It 
had  been  a  lovely  day.  Rossetti  asked  me  to 
go  out  with  him  for  a  stroll  on  the  cliff;  and 
though  he  leaned  heavily  and  dragged  his 
limbs  wearily  as  if  in  pain,  he  grew  more 
cheerful  as  the  sunlight  warmed  him.  The 
sky  was  a  cloudless  blue  and  the  singing  of 
at  least  a  score  of  larks  was  wonderful  to 

listen  to.  Everywhere  Spring  odours  pre- 
vailed, with  an  added  pungency  from  the  sea- 

wrack  below.  Beyond,  the  sea  reached  far 
to  horizons  of  purple  shaded  azure.  At  first 
I  thought  Rossetti  was  indifferent:  but  this 
mood  gave  way.  He  let  go  my  arm  and  stood 
staring  seaward  silently,  then  still  in  a  low 

tired  voice,  but  with  a  new  tone  in  it  he  mur- 

mured, *  It  is  beautiful  —  the  world  and  life 
itself.  I  am  glad  I  have  lived/  Insensibly 
thereafter  the  dejection  lifted  from  off  his 
spirit,  and  for  the  rest  of  that  day  and  that 
evening  he  was  noticeably  less  despondent. 

"  The  previous  evening  Christina  Rossetti 
and  myself  were  seated  in  the  semi-twilight 
in  the  low-roofed  sitting-room.  She  had  been 
reading  to  him  but  he  had  grown  weary  and 
somewhat  fretful.  Not  wishing  to  disturb 
him,  Miss  Rossetti  made  a  sign  to  me  to  come 

over  to  the  window  and  there  drew  my  atten- 
tion to  a  quiet  hued  but  very  beautiful  sunset. 
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While  we  were  enjoying  it  Rossetti,  having 
overheard  an  exclamation  of  almost  rapturous 
delight  from  Christina,  rose  from  his  great 

arm-chair  before  the  fire  and  walked  feebly 
to  the  window.  He  stared  blankly  upon  the 

dove-tones  and  pale  amethyst  of  the  sky.  I 
saw  him  glance  curiously  at  his  sister,  and 
then  again  long  and  earnestly.  But  at  last 
with  a  voice  full  of  chagrin  he  turned  away 

pettishly  saying  he  could  not  see  what  it  was 

we  admired  so  much.  '  It  is  all  gray  and 
gloom/  he  added;  nor  would  he  hear  a  word 
to  the  contrary,  so  ignorant  was  he  of  the 
havoc  wrought  upon  his  optic  nerve  by  the 
chloral  poison  which  did  so  much  to  shorten 

his  life.  .  .  .  'Poor  Gabriel/  Miss  Rossetti 

said,  '  I  wish  he  could  have  at  least  one  hope- 
ful hour  again/  It  was  with  pleasure  there- 

fore next  day  she  heard  of  what  he  had  said 
upon  the  cliff,  and  how  he  had  brightened. 
The  evening  that  followed  was  a  happy  one, 
for,  as  already  mentioned,  Rossetti  grew  so 
cheerful,  relatively,  that  it  seemed  as  though 
the  shadow  of  death  had  lifted.  What  makes 

it  doubly  memorable  to  me  is  that  when  I 
opened  the  door  for  Miss  Rossetti  when  she 

bade  me  good-night,  she  turned,  took  my 

hand  again,  and  said  in  a  whisper,  '  I  am  so 

glad  about  Gabriel,  and  grateful/  " 
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To  E.  A.  S. : 

11:4:82. 

".  .  .  After  spending  a  very  pleasant  day 
at  Haileybury  with  Farquharson  [E.  A. 

Sharp's  brother]  we  arrived  late  in  London, 
and  while  glancing  over  an  evening  paper  my 
eye  suddenly  caught  a  paragraph  which  made 

my  heart  almost  stop.  I  could  not  bring  my- 
self to  read  it  for  a  long  time,  though  I  knew 

it  simply  rechronicled  the  heading  — '  Sudden 
Death  of  Mr.  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti.'  He 
died  on  Sunday  night  at  Birchington.  I  can- 

not tell  you  what  a  grief  this  is  to  me.  He 
has  ever  been  to  me  a  true  friend,  affectionate 

and  generous  —  and  to  him  I  owe  more  per- 
haps than  to  any  one  after  yourself.  Apart 

from  my  deep  regret  at  the  loss  of  one  whom 
I  so  loved,  I  have  also  the  natural  regret  at 
what  the  loss  of  his  living  friendship  means. 
I  feel  as  if  a  sudden  tower  of  strength  on 

which  I  had  greatly  relied  had  given  way :  for 

not  only  would  Rossetti's  house  have  been  my 
own  as  long  as  and  whenever  I  needed,  but 
it  was  his  influence  while  alive  that  I  so  much 

looked  to.  Comparatively  little  known  to  the 
public,  his  name  has  always  been  a  power  and 

recommendation  in  itself  amongst  men  of  let- 
ters and  artists  and  those  who  have  to  do  with 

both  professions.  When  I  recall  all  that  Ros- 
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setti  has  been  to  me  —  the  pleasure  he  has 
given  me  —  the  encouragement,  the  fellowship 
—  I  feel  very  bitter  at  heart  to  think  I  shall 
never  see  again  the  kindly  gray  eyes  and  the 
massive  head  of  the  great  poet  and  artist. 

He  has  gone  to  his  rest.  It  were  selfish  to 
wish  otherwise  considering  all  things.  .  .  . 

"  If  I  take  flowers  down,  part  of  the  wreath 
shall  be  from  you.  He  would  have  liked  it 
himself,  for  he  knew  you  through  me,  and  he 
knew  I  am  happier  in  this  than  most  men 

perhaps." 

To  E.  A.  S. : 

April   13,  1882. 

"...  I  have  just  returned  (between  twelve 
and  one  at  night)  tired  and  worn  out  with 
some  necessary  things  in  connection  with 
Rossetti,  taking  me  first  to  Chelsea,  then  away 
in  the  opposite  direction  to  Euston  Road.  As 
I  go  down  to  Birchington  by  an  early  train, 
besides  having  much  correspondence  to  get 
through  after  breakfast,  I  can  only  write  a 
very  short  letter.  I  have  felt  the  loss  of  my 
dear  and  great  friend  more  and  more.  He 
had  weaknesses  and  frailties  within  the  last 

six  or  eight  months  owing  to  his  illness,  but 
to  myself  he  was  ever  patient  and  true  and 
affectionate.  A  grand  heart  and  soul,  a  true 
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friend,  a  great  artist,  a  great  poet,  I  shall  not 
meet  with  such  another.  He  loved  me,  I 

know  —  and  believed  and  hoped  great  things 
of  me,  and  within  the  last  few  days  I  have 
learned  how  generously  and  how  urgently  he 
impressed  this  upon  others.  God  knows  I  do 

not  grudge  him  his  long-looked-for  rest,  yet 
I  can  hardly  imagine  London  without  him. 
I  cannot  realise  it,  and  yet  I  know  that  I  shall 
never  again  see  the  face  lighten  up  when  I 
come  near,  never  again  hear  the  voice  whose 
mysterious  fascination  was  like  a  spell.  What 
fools  are  those  vain  men  who  talk  of  death: 

blinded,  and  full  of  the  dust  of  corruption. 
As  God  lives,  the  soul  dies  not.  What  though 
the  grave  be  silent,  and  the  darkness  of  the 

Shadow  become  not  peopled  —  to  those  eyes 
that  can  see  there  is  light,  light,  light  —  to 
those  ears  that  can  hear  the  tumult  of  the 

disenfranchised,  rejoicing.  I  am  borne  down 
not  with  the  sense  of  annihilation,  but  with 
the  vastness  of  life  and  the  imminence  of 

things  spiritual.  I  know  from  something  be- 
yond and  out  of  myself  that  we  are  now  but 

dying  to  live,  that  there  is  no  death,  which  is 

but  as  a  child's  dream  in  a  weary  night. 
"  I  am  very  tired.    You  will  forgive  more, 

my  dearest  friend." 
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To  Mr.  W.  M.  Rossetti: 

13  THORNGATE  ROAD, 
SUTHERLAND  GARDENS,  W., 

15  April,  1882. 
DEAR  MR.  ROSSETTI, 

As  your  wife  kindly  expressed  a  wish  that 
I  would  send  you  a  copy  of  the  sonnet  I  left 

in  your  brother's  coffin  along  with  the  flowers, 
I  now  do  so.  It  must  be  judged  not  as  a 
literary  production,  but  as  last  words  straight 
from  the  heart  of  one  who  loved  and  revered 

your  brother.  Yours  very  scincerely, 
WILLIAM  SHARP. 

To  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti 

AVE!    MORS  NON  EST! 

True  heart,  great  spirit,  who  hast  sojourn'd  here 
Till  now  the  darkness  rounds  thee.  and  Death's  sea 
Hath  surged  and  ebbed  and  carried  suddenly 

Thy  Soul  far  hence,  as  from  a  stony,  drear, 
And  weary  coast  the  tide  the  wrack  doth  shear; 
Thou  art  gone  hence,  and  though  our  sight  may  be 
Strained  with  a  yearning  gaze,  the  mystery 

Is  mystic  still  to  us:  to  thee,  how  clear! 

O  loved  great  friend,  at  last  the  balm  of  sleep 
Hath  soothed  thee  into  silence :  it  is  well 

After  life's  long  unrest  to  draw  the  breath 

No  more  on  earth,  but  in  a  slumber  deep,  ,", Or  joyous  hence  afar,  the  miracle 
Await  when  dies  at  last  imperious  Death. 

W.  S. 

99 



William  Sharp 

Keenly  desirous  of  offering  some  tribute 
to  the  memory  of  Rossetti,  whose  friendship 
had  meant  so  much  to  him  during  the  years 
of  struggle  in  London,  William  Sharp  eagerly 
accepted  a  proposal  from  Messrs.  Macmillan 
that  he  should  write  a  biographical  record  and 

appreciation  of  the  painter-poet,  to  be  pro- 
duced within  the  year.  Dante  Gabriel  Ros- 

setti: a  Record  and  a  Study  was  begun  in 
June,  it  was  his  first  lengthy  attempt  in  prose 
and  attempted  with  little  knowledge  of  the  art 

of  writing ;  but  it  was  written  "  red  hot/'  as 
he  used  to  say,  inspired  by  deep  affection  and 
profound  admiration  for  his  friend.  He 

spared  no  pains  to  make  his  story  as  accurate 
as  practicable,  and  visited  the  chief  owners  of 

the  pictures,  photographs  of  which  Rossetti 
had  given  him.  Several  of  the  later  paintings 

he  had  seen  and  discussed  many  times  in  Ros- 
setti's  studio. 

The  book  divides  itself  naturally  into  two 
parts  representing  the  man  in  his  dual  capacity 
as  painter  and  as  poet,  and  the  author  selected 

as  frontispiece  Rossetti's  most  characteristic 
and  symbolic  design  for  his  sonnet  on  the 
sonnet. 

In  his  Diary  of  1890  the  author  refers  to 

"  my  first  serious  effort  in  prose,  my  honest 
and  enthusiastic,  and  indeed  serviceable,  but 
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badly  written  '  Life  of  Rossetti/"  And  he 
tells  that  the  first  two-thirds  were  written  at 

Clynder  on  the  Gareloch  (Argyll),  "  in  a  little 
cottage  where  I  stayed  with  my  mother  and 

sisters  eight  years  ago " ;  and  the  rest  was 
written  in  London,  and  published  in  Decem- 
ber: 

"  I  remember  that  the  book  was  finished  one 
December  day,  and  so  great  was  the  pressure 

I  was  under,  that,  at  the  end,  I  wrote  prac- 
tically without  a  break  for  thirty-six  hours: 

i.  e.,  I  began  immediately  after  an  early  break- 
fast, wrote  all  day  except  half  an  hour  for 

dinner,  and  all  evening  with  less  than  ten 
minutes  for  a  slight  meal  of  tea  and  toast, 
and  right  through  the  night.  About  4  or  5 
A.M.  my  fire  went  out,  though  I  did  not  feel 

chilled  till  my  landlady  came  with  my  break- 
fast. By  this  time  I  was  too  excited  to  be 

tired,  and  had  moreover  to  finish  the  book 

that  day.  I  was  only  a  few  minutes  over 
breakfast,  which  I  snatched  during  perusal 
of  some  notes,  and  then  buckled  to  again.  I 
wrote  all  day,  eating  nothing.  When  about  7 

p.  M.  I  came  to  '  finis,'  I  threw  down  the  pen 
from  my  chilled  and  cramped  fingers :  walked 

or  rather  staggered  into  the  adjoining  bed- 
room, but  was  asleep  before  I  could  undress 

beyond  removal  of  my  coat  and  waistcoat. 
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(What  hundreds  of  times  I  have  been  saved 
weariness  and  bad  headaches,  how  often  I 

have  been  preserved  from  collapse  of  a  more 
serious  kind,  by  my  rare  faculty  of  being  able 
to  sleep  at  will  at  any  time,  however  busy, 
and  for  even  the  briefest  intervals  —  ten  min- 

utes or  less.) 

"  For  three  weeks  before  this  I  had  been 
overworking  and  I  was  quite  exhausted,  partly 
from  want  of  sufficient  nourishment.  It  was 

the  saving  of  my  brain,  therefore,  that  I  slept 
fourteen  hours  without  a  break,  and  after  a 
few  hours  of  tired  and  dazed  wakefulness 

again  fell  into  a  prolonged  slumber,  from 
which  I  awoke  fresh  and  vigorous  in  mind  and 

body." The  most  interesting  letter  which  he  re- 
ceived during  the  interval  of  the  writing  was 

one  from  Robert  Browning,  in  answer  to  an 
inquiry  concerning  a  letter  written  years 
earlier  by  Rossetti  to  Browning,  to  know  if 
the  author  of  Paracelsus  was  also  the  author 

of  Pauline.  Rossetti  once  told  William  Sharp 

that  it  was  "  on  the  forenoon  of  the  day  when 
the  Burden  of  Nineveh  was  begun,  conceived 

rather,"  that  he  read  this  story  (at  the  British 
Museum)  "  of  a  soul  by  the  soul's  ablest  his- 

torian." So  delighted  was  Rossetti  with  it, 
and  so  strong  his  opinion  that  Pauline  was  by 
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Browning,  that  he  wrote  to  that  poet,  then  in 
Florence,  for  confirmation.  Browning,  in  his 

reply  —  which  I  quote  from  my  husband's 
monograph  on  Browning  —  gave  the  follow- 

ing particulars  of  the  incident : 

ST.  PIERRE  DE  CHARTREUSE, 

Aug.  22,  1882. 
DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 

Rossetti's  Pauline  letter  concerning  which 
you  inquire  was  addressed  to  me  at  Florence, 

more  than  thirty  years  ago:  I  must  have  pre- 
served it,  but,  even  were  I  at  home,  should 

be  unable  to  find  it  without  troublesome 

searching.  It  was  to  the  effect  that  the  writer, 
personally  and  altogether  unknown  to  me, 
had  come  upon  a  poem  in  the  British  Museum, 
which  he  copied  the  whole  of,  from  its  being 
not  otherwise  procurable,  that  he  judged  it  to 
be  mine,  but  could  not  be  sure,  and  wished  me 

to  pronounce  on  the  matter  —  which  I  did. 
A  year  or  two  after,  I  had  a  visit  in  London 

from  Mr.  Allingham  and  a  friend  —  who 
proved  to  be  Rossetti :  when  I  heard  he  was  a 
painter  I  insisted  on  calling  on  him,  though  he 

declared  he  had  nothing  to  show  me  —  which 
was  far  enough  from  the  case.  Subsequently 
on  another  of  my  returns  to  London,  he 

painted  my  portrait:  not,  I  fancy,  in  oils  but 
water  colours  —  and  finished  it  in  Paris 
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shortly  after :  this  must  have  been  in  the  year 

when  Tennyson  published  "  Maud,"  unless  I 
mistake:  for  I  remember  Tennyson  reading 

the  poem  one  evening,  while  Rossetti  made  a 

rapid  pen-and-ink  sketch  of  him,  very  good, 
from  an  unobserved  corner  of  vantage  — 
which  I  still  possess  and  duly  value.  This 

was  before  Rossetti's  marriage. 
I  hope  that  these  particulars  may  answer 

your  purpose;  and  beg  you  to  believe  me, 
dear  Mr.  Sharp, 

Yours  very  truly, 
ROBERT  BROWNING. 

The  young  biographer  wrote  to  every  one 
who  he  thought  might  possess  drawings  or 

paintings  by  Rossetti  —  and  among  others  he 
applied  to  Tennyson.  The  Poet  Laureate  re- 

plied : 
ALDWORTH,  HASLEMERE, 

Oct.  12,  1882. 
DEAR  SIR, 

I  have  neither  drawing  nor  painting  by  Ros- 
setti. I  am  sorry  for  it,  for  some  of  his  work 

which  I  have  seen  elsewhere  I  have  admired 

very  much;  nor  (as  far  as  I  know)  have  I 
any  letter  from  him,  nor  have  I  the  slightest 
recollection  of  his  being  present  when  I  was 

"  reading  the  proof  sheets  of  Maud." 
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My  acquaintance  with  him  was  in  fact  but 

an  acquaintance,  not  an  "  intimacy,"  though  I 
would  willingly  have  known  something  more 
of  so  accomplished  an  artist. 

Wishing  all  success  to  your  Memorial  of 
him, 

lam, 

Faithfully  yours, 
A.  TENNYSON. 

The  book  met  with  immediate  success;  it 

was  recognised  that  the  work  was  done  under 

difficult  conditions,  that  the  author  "has  ap- 
proached his  task  with  truest  enthusiasm  and 

perseverance  that  nothing  can  daunt;  and  by 

reason  of  his  friendship  he  has  unusual  in- 

sight into  the  history  and  work  of  Rossetti." 
In  after  years  the  author  realised  to  what  ex- 

tent his  enthusiasm  had  biased  his  judgment. 

Only  three  letters  are  in  my  possession  of  the 
many  he  received  from  friends  of  his  own, 
or  of  the  dead  poet;  one  is  from  Christina 
Rossetti,  and  two  are  from  Walter  Pater 
with  whom  he  had  recently  become  acquainted. 

30  TORRINGTON  SQUARE. 
DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 

Thank   you  with   warm   thanks   from   my 
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Mother  and  myself  for  your  precious  gift. 

She  has  already  and  with  true  pleasure  per- 
used Chapter  I.  7  have  but  glanced  here  and 

there  as  yet  but  with  an  appetite  for  the  feast 
to  come.  I  shall  be  both  fortunate  and  unfor- 

tunate if  I  find  occasion  for  the  marginal  notes 

you  want  —  fortunate  if  even  thus  I  can  be 
of  use:  but  I  will  rather  wish  myself  a  very 
narrow  field  for  strictures.  Allow  me  to  con- 

gratulate you  on  the  binding  of  the  well-known 
monogram  and  crest  —  a  pretty  point  which 
catches  and  gratifies  the  eye  at  a  first  glance. 
I  figure  so  amiably  in  connection  with  your 

frontispiece  that  I  may  reasonably  regret  hav- 
ing brought  nothing  to  the  transaction  (in 

reality)  beyond  good  will. 
Very  truly  yours, 

CHRISTIANA  G.  ROSSETTI. 

The  following  letter  from  Pater  was  re- 
ceived while  the  book  was  in  preparation : 

2  BRADNOR  ROAD,  OXFORD, 

Nov.  4,  1882. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

(I  think  we  have  known  each  other  long 

enough  to  drop  the  "  Mr.")  I  read  your  let- 
ter with  great  pleasure,  and  thank  you  very 

much  for  it.  Your  friendly  interest  in  my 

106 



The  Death  of  Rossetti 

various  essays  I  value  highly.  I  have  really 
worked  hard  for  now  many  years  at  these 
prose  essays,  and  it  is  a  real  encouragement  to 
hear  such  good  things  said  of  them  by  one  of 
the  most  original  of  young  English  poets. 
It  will  be  a  singular  pleasure  to  me  to  be 

connected,  in  a  sense,  in  your  book  on  Ros- 
setti, with  one  I  admired  so  greatly.  I  wish 

the  book  all  the  success  both  the  subject  and 

the  writer  deserve.  You  encourage  me  to  do 
what  I  have  sometimes  thought  of  doing,  when 
I  have  got  on  a  little  further  with  the  work  I 

have  actually  on  hand  —  viz.  to  complete  the 
various  series  of  which  the  papers  I  have 

printed  in  the  Fortnightly  are  parts.  The  list 
you  sent  me  is  complete  with  the  exception  of 
an  article  on  Coleridge  in  the  Westminster  of 

January,  1866,  with  much  of  which,  both  as 
to  matter  and  manner,  I  should  now  be  greatly 
dissatisfied.  That  article  is  concerned  with 

S.  T.  C.'s  prose;  but,  corrected,  might  be  put 
alongside  of  the  criticism  on  his  verse  which 

I  made  for  Ward's  "  English  Poets."  I  can 
only  say  that  should  you  finish  the  paper  you 

speak  of  on  these  essays,  your  critical  ap- 
proval will  be  of  great  service  to  me  with  the 

reading  public.  I  find  I  have  by  me  a  second 
copy  of  the  paper  on  Giorgione,  revised  in 
print,  which  I  send  by  this  post,  and  hope  you 
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will  kindly  accept.  It  was  reprinted  some 
time  ago  when  I  thought  of  collecting  that 
and  other  papers  into  a  volume.  I  am  pleased 
to  hear  that  you  remember  with  pleasure  your 
flying  visit  to  Oxford ;  and  hope  you  will  come 
for  a  longer  stay  in  term  time  early  next  year. 
At  the  end  of  this  month  I  hope  to  leave  for 

seven  weeks  in  Italy,  chiefly  at  Rome,  where 

I  have  never  yet  been.  We  went  to  Corn- 
wall for  our  summer  holiday,  but  though  that 

country  is  certainly  very  singular  and  beauti- 
ful, I  found  there  not  a  tithe  of  the  stimulus 

to  one's  imagination  which  I  have  sometimes 
experienced  in  quite  unrenowned  places 
abroad. 

I  should  be  delighted  with  a  copy  of  the 
Rossetti  volume  from  yourself;  but  it  is  a 
volume  I  should  have  in  any  case  purchased, 
and  I  hope  it  may  appear  in  time  to  be  my 
companion  on  my  contemplated  journey. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 
WALTER  H.  PATER. 

2  BRADNOR  ROAD, 

Jan.  15,  1883. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

Thank  you  very  sincerely  for  the  copy  of 
your  book,  with  the  fine  impression  of  the 

beautiful  frontispiece,  which  reached  me  yes- 
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tcrday.  One  copy  of  the  book  I  had  already 
obtained  through  a  bookseller  in  Rome,  and 
read  it  there  with  much  admiration  of  its 

wealth  of  ideas  and  expression,  and  its  abun- 
dance of  interesting  information.  Thank  you 

also  sincerely,  for  the  pleasant  things  you  have 
said  about  myself ;  all  the  pleasanter  for  being 
said  in  connection  with  the  subject  of  Rossetti, 

whose  genius  and  work  I  esteem  so  greatly. 
I  am  glad  to  hear  that  the  book  is  having  the 

large  sale  it  deserves.  Your  letter  of  Decem- 
ber 24th  was  forwarded  to  me  at  Rome,  with 

the  kind  invitation  I  should  have  been  de- 

lighted to  accept  had  it  been  possible,  and 
which  I  hope  you  will  let  me  profit  by  some 
other  time.  Then,  I  heard  from  my  sisters,  of 
your  search  for  me  in  London,  and  was  very 
sorry  to  have  missed  you  there.  I  shall  be 
delighted  to  see  you  here ;  and  can  give  you  a 
bed  at  Brasenose,  where  I  shall  reside  this 
term. 

Thank  you  again  for  the  pleasure  your  book 

has  given,  and  will  give  me,  in  future  read- 
ing.    Excuse  this  hurried  letter,  and 

Believe  me, 

Very  sincerely  yours, 
WALTER  PATER. 

It  was  William  Sharp's  intention  to  rewrite 
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his  study  on  Rossetti;  for  in  later  years  he 
was  very  dissatisfied  with  the  early  book,  and 

considered  his  judgment  to  have  been  im- 
mature. He  had  indeed  arranged  certain  pub- 

lishing preliminaries,  and  written  the  dedi- 
catory chapter;  but  the  book  itself  was  un- 

touched save  one  or  two  opening  sentences. 
This  project,  with  many  others  planned  by 
William  Sharp,  was  laid  aside  when  the  more 

intimate,  the  more  imperative  work  put  for- 

ward under  the  pseudonym  of  "  Fiona  Mac- 
leod  "  began  to  shape  itself  in  his  brain. 

In  his  dedication  to  Walter  Pater  the  au- 

thor explains  his  reasons  for  wishing  to  write 

a  second  Study  of  the  painter-poet.  He  de- 
scribes the  new  material  available,  and  relates 

that  in  Rossetti's  lifetime  it  was  planned  that 
a :  "  Life  should  be  written  by  Philip  Bourke 
Marston  and  myself,  primarily  for  publica- 

tion in  America.  Rossetti  took  a  humorous 

interest  in  the  scheme,  and  often  alluded  to 

it  in  notes  or  conversation  as  the  Bobbies* 
book  (a  whimsical  substitute  for  the  Boston 
firm  of  Roberts  Brothers,  whom  we  intended 

to  honour  with  our  great  —  unwritten  — 
work) :  but  nothing  came  of  the  project. 
.  .  .  Rossetti  was  eager  to  help  Marston;  so 
he  said  he  was  charmed  with  the  idea,  and 

promised  to  give  all  the  aid  in  his  power.  A 
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week  later  he  told  me  that  '  there  was  no  good 
in  it/  and  that  *  it  had  better  drop ' :  but,  in- 

stead, he  suggested  that  he  should  write  an 

article  upon  Marston  and  his  poetry  for  Har- 

per's or  Scribner's,  if  it  were  more  expedient 
that  such  an  article  should  appear  in  an 
American  periodical,  or,  if  preferred,  for 
some  important  Quarterly  here. 

"  But  you,  cognizant  as  you  are  of  much 
of  this  detail,  will  readily  understand  and 

agree  with  me  when  I  say  that  no  really  ade- 
quate portraifof  Rossetti  is  likely  to  be  given 

to  us  for  many  years  to  come.  Possibly 
never:  for  his  was  a  nature  wrought  of  so 

many  complexities,  his  a  life  developed  per- 
plexedly by  such  divers  elements,  that  he  will 

reappear,  for  those  who  come  after  us,  not  in 
any  one  portraiture  but  as  an  evocation  from 
many.  .  .  . 

"  Of  all  that  has  been  written  of  Rossetti's 
genius  and  achievement  in  poetry  nothing 

shows  more  essential  insight,  is  of  more  strik- 
ing and  enduring  worth,  than  the  essay  by 

yourself,  included  in  your  stimulating  and  al- 
ways delightful  Appreciations.  You,  more 

than  any  one,  it  seems  to  me,  have  understood 
and  expressed  the  secret  of  his  charm.  And 
though  you  have  not  written  also  of  Rossetti 
the  painter,  I  know  of  no  one  who  so  well  and 
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from  the  first  perceived  just  wherein  lies  his 
innate  power,  his  essential  significance. 

"  Years  ago,  in  Oxford,  how  often  we 
talked  these  matters  over!  I  have  often  re- 

called one  evening,  in  particular,  often  recol- 
lected certain  words  of  yours :  and  never  more 

keenly  than  when  I  have  associated  them  with 
the  early  work  of  Rossetti,  in  both  arts,  but 

preeminently  in  painting :  '  To  my  mind  Ros- 
setti is  the  most  significant  man  among  us. 

•More  torches  will  be  lit  from  his  flame  —  or 

torches  lit  at  his  flame  —  than  perhaps  even 
enthusiasts  like  yourself  imagine/ 

"We  are  all  seeking  a  lost  Eden.  This 
ideal  Beauty  that  we  catch  glimpses  of,  now 
in  morning  loveliness,  now  in  glooms  of  tragic 
terror,  haunts  us  by  day  and  night,  in  dreams 

of  waking  and  sleeping  —  nay,  whether  or  not 
we  will,  among  the  littlenesses  and  exigencies 
of  our  diurnal  affairs.  It  may  be  that,  driven 
from  the  Eden  of  direct  experience,  we  are 
being  more  and  more  forced  into  taking 
refuge  within  the  haven  guarded  by  our 

dreams.  To  a  few  only  is  it  given  to  trans- 
late, with  rare  distinction  and  excellence, 

something  of  this  manifold  message  of  Beauty 

—  though  all  of  us  would  fain  be,  with  your 

Marius,  'of  the  number  of  those  who  must 
be  made  perfect  by  the  love  of  visible  beauty/ 
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Among  these  few,  in  latter  years  in  this  coun- 
try, no  one  has  wrought  more  exquisitely  for 

us  than  Rossetti. 

"  To  him,  and  to  you  and  all  who  recreate 
for  us  the  things  we  have  vaguely  known  and 
loved,  or  surmised  only,  or  previsioned  in 
dreams,  we  owe  what  we  can  never  repay  save 

by  a1  rejoicing  gratitude.  Our  own  Eden  may 
be  irrecoverable,  its  haunting  music  never  be 
nearer  or  clearer  than  a  vanishing  echo,  yet 
we  have  the  fortunate  warranty  of  those 
whose  guided  feet  have  led  them  further  into 
the  sunlit  wilderness,  who  have  repeated  to 

us,  as  with  hieratic  speech,  what  they  have 
seen  and  heard. 

"  *  From  time  to  time/  wrote  Rossetti  in  one 
of  those  early  prose  passages  of  his  which  are 

so  consecrated  by  the  poetic  atmosphere  — 

'  from  time  to  time,  however,  a  poet  or  a 
painter  has  caught  the  music  (of  that  garden), 
and  strayed  in  through  the  closed  stems:  the 
spell  is  on  his  hand  and  his  lips  like  the  sleep 

of  the  Lotus-eaters,  and  his  record  shall  be 
vague  and  fitful;  yet  will  we  be  in  waiting, 
and  open  our  eyes  and  our  ears,  for  the  broken 
song  has  snatches  of  an  enchanted  harmony, 

and  the  glimpses  are  glimpses  of  Eden.' " 

It  was  during  the  preparation  of  this  early 
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book  that  the  first  volume  of  William  Sharp's 
poems  was  published  —  too  late  however  to  be 
welcomed  by  either  of  the  two  friends  who 
had  taken  so  keen  an  interest  in  its  growth : 
Rossetti,  to  whom  all  the  poems  had  been  read 

—  and  John  Elder  to  whom  it  was  originally 
dedicated.  It  is  entitled  The  Human  Inherit- 

ance; Motherhood;  Transcripts  from  Nature 
(Elliot  Stock),  and  contains  a  prefatory  poem, 
and  last  lines  dedicated  to  myself. 

"  The  Human  Inheritance  "  is  a  long  poem 
in  four  cycles  —  the  Inheritance  of  Childhood, 
Youth,  Manhood  and  Womanhood,  and  Old 

Age,  and  was  an  expression  of  his  belief  that 
the  human  being  should  fearlessly  reach  out 
to  every  experience  that  each  period  might 
have  to  offer.  Eager,  and  intensely  alive,  the 
poet  thirsted  till  his  last  breath,  after  whatever 
might  broaden  and  deepen  his  knowledge,  his 
understanding,  his  enjoyment  of  life. 

The  second  long  poem,  "  The  New  Hope :  a 
Vision  of  the  Travail  of  Humanity/'  was  es- 

pecially connected  with  John  Elder,  the  out- 
come of  many  talks  and  letters  concerning  the 

purport  of  the  Travail  of  Humanity  —  con- 
cerning a  belief  they  both  held  that  a  great 

new  spiritual  awakening  is  imminent,  that 

.  .  .  the  one  great  Word 
That  spake,  shall  wonderfully  again  be  heard  .  .  . 
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To  "  Motherhood  "  allusion  has  been  made 
in  one  or  two  letters. 

Notwithstanding  that  some  of  the  critics 
predicted  that  the  new  name  was  destined  to 

become  conspicuous,  it  was  not  by  these  poems, 

but  by  the  Study  of  Rossetti  that  the  real  im- 
petus was  given  to  his  literary  fortunes  and 

emphasised  the  fact  of  his  existence  to  publish- 
ers and  the  reading  public.  But  to  the  poet 

himself  —  and  to  me  —  the  publication  of  the 
book  of  poems  was  a  great  event.  We  looked 
upon  it  as  the  beginning  of  the  true  work  of 
his  life,  toward  the  fulfilment  of  which  we 

were  both  prepared  to  make  any  sacrifice. 
I  have  a  few  letters  relating  to  this  volume 

of  poems,  and  append  the  three  which  the  re- 
cipient especially  cared  to  preserve : 

2  BRADMORE  ROAD, 

July  30th. MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

Since  you  have  been  here  I  have  been  read- 
ing your  poems  with  great  enjoyment.  The 

presence  of  philosophical,  as  in  "  The  New 
Hope  "  and  of  such  original,  and  at  the  same 

time  perfectly  natural  motives  as  "  Mother- 
hood "  is  certainly  a  remarkable  thing  among 

younger  English  poets,  especially  when  united 
with  a  command  of  rhythmical  and  verbal 
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form  like  yours.  The  poem  "  Motherhood  "  is 
of  course  a  bold  one;  but  it  expresses,  as  I 
think,  with  perfect  purity,  a  thought,  which 
all  who  can  do  so  are  the  better  for  meditat- 

ing on.  The  "  Transcripts  from  Nature  "  seem 
to  me  precisely  all,  and  no  more  than  (and 
just  how  is  the  test  of  excellence  in  such 
things)  what  little  pictures  in  verse  ought 
to  be.  Very  sincerely  yours, 

WALTER  PATER. 

DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 
I  have  really  not  much  to  say  about  your 

poems.  That  you  are  of  the  tribe  or  order  of 
prophets,  I  certainly  believe.  What  rank  you 
may  take  in  that  order  I  cannot  guess.  But 
the  essential  thing  is  that  you  are  the  thing 
poet,  and  being  such  I  doubt  much  whether 
talk  about  your  gift  and  what  you  ought  to  do 
with  it  will  help  you  at  all. 

In  "  Motherhood "  I  think  you  touch  the 
highest  point  in  the  volume.  The  '  Trans- 

cripts from  Nature' — some  of  them  —  give 
me  the  feel  in  my  nerves  of  the  place  and  hour 
you  describe,  I  like  the  form  but  I  think  you 
have  written  a  sufficient  mass  in  this  form, 
and  that  future  rispetti  ought  to  be  rare,  that 
is,  whenever  it  is  necessary  and  right  to  ex- 

press yourself  in  that  form.  (It  is  harder  to 
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take  in  many  in  succession  than  even  sonnets.) 
The  longer  poems  seem  to  me  as  decisively 
the  poetry  of  a  poet  as  the  others,  but  they 
seem  not  so  successful  (while  admirable  in 

many  pages  and  in  various  ways). 
I  believe  a  beautiful  action,  beautifully  if 

somewhat  severely  handled,  would  bring  out 
your  highest.  I  wish  you  had  some  heroic  old 
Scotch  story  to  brood  over  and  make  live  while 
you  are  in  Scotland. 

I  look  forward  with  much  interest  to  your 

Pre-Raphaelism  and  Rossetti. 
Very  sincerely  yours, 

EDWARD  DOWDEN. 

Sept.  6,  1882. 
DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 

...  I  came  abroad  and  brought  your  book 
with  me.  I  have  read  it  again  through  among 
the  mountains  and  have  found  much  to  admire 

and  more  than  like  in  it;  so  that  the  hours  I 

passed  in  reading  it  are  and  will  be  pleasant 

hours  to  remember.  If  I  may  venture  a  criti- 
cism it  is  that  nature  occupies  more  than  three- 

fourths  of  the  Emotion  of  the  Book,  and  not 

Humanity,  and  even  the  passion  and  childhood 

and  youth,  and  later  love  and  age  —  and  all 
passions  are  painted  in  terms  of  Nature,  and 
through  her  moods.  It  pleases  me,  for  I  care 
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more  for  Nature  myself  when  I  am  not  pressed 
on  by  human  feeling,  than  I  do  for  Man;  but 

an  artist  ought  to  love  Man  more  than  Na- 
ture, and  should  write  about  Him  for  his  own 

sake.  It  won't  do  to  become  like  the  being  in 
the  "  Palace  of  Art."  It  will  not  do  either  to 
live  in  a  Palace  of  Nature,  alone.  But  all  this 

is  more  a  suggestion  than  an  objection,  and  it 
is  partly  suggested  to  me  at  first  by  the  fact 

that  the  poem  in  the  midst  of  The  Human  In- 
heritance, Cycle  III,  is  the  nearest  to  the  hu- 

man heart  and  yet  the  least  well  written  of  all 

the  cycles  • —  at  least  so  it  seems  to  me.  I  like 

exceedingly  "  The  Tides  of  Venice."  It 
seems  to  me  to  come  nearer  the  kind  of  poem 

in  which  the  Poet's  Shuttle  weaves  into  one 
web  Nature  and  Humanity  and  the  close  is 
very  solemn  and  noble. 

You  asked  me  to  do  a  critic's  part.  It  is  a 
part  I  hate,  and  I  am  not  a  critic.  But  I  say 

what  I  say  for  the  sake  of  men  and  women 
whom  you  may  help  through  the  giving  of 
high  pleasure  even  more  than  you  help  them 
in  this  book. 

With  much  sympathy  and  admiration, 
I  am  yours  most  sincerely, 

STOPFORD  A.  BROOKE. 

Two  other  deaths  occurred  in  that  year,  and 
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made  a  profound  impression  on  the  young 
writer.  I  quote  his  own  words : 

"  It  was  in  1882  also  that  another  friend,  to 
whom  Philip  Marston  had  also  become  much 

attached  —  attracted  in  the  first  instance  by 
the  common  bond  of  unhappiness  —  died  un- 

der peculiarly  distressing  circumstances. 
Philip  Marston  and  myself  werer  if  I  am  not 
mistaken,  the  last  of  his  acquaintances  to  see 
him  alive.  James  Thomson  had  suffered  such 
misery  and  endured  such  hopelessness,  that  he 
had  yielded  to  intemperate  habits,  including 
a  frequent  excess  in  the  use  of  opium.  He  had 

come  back  from  a  prolonged  visit  to  the  coun- 
try, where  all  had  been  well  with  him,  but 

through  over  confidence  he  had  fallen  a  vic- 
tim again  immediately  on  his  return.  For  a 

few  weeks  his  record  is  almost  a  blank. 

When  the  direst  straits  were  reached,  he  so  far 
reconquered  his  control  that  he  felt  able  to 

visit  one  whose  sympathy  and  regard  had 
stood  all  tests.  Marston  soon  realised  that 

his  friend  was  mentally  distraught,  and  en- 
dured a  harrowing  experience,  into  the  narra- 

tive of  which  I  do  not  care  to  enter. 

"  I  arrived  in  the  late  afternoon,  and  found 
Philip  in  a  state  of  nervous  perturbation. 
Thomson  was  lying  down  on  the  bed  in  the 

adjoining  room:  stooping  I  caught  his  whis- 
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pered  words  that  he  was  dying;  upon  which 
I  lit  a  match,  and  in  the  sudden  glare  beheld 

his  white  face  on  the  blood-stained  pillow. 

"  He  had  burst  one  or  more  blood-vessels, 
and  the  haemorrhage  was  dreadful.  Some 
time  had  to  elapse  before  anything  could  be 
done;  ultimately  with  the  help  of  a  friend 
who  came  in  opportunely,  poor  Thomson  was 
carried  downstairs,  and  having  been  placed  in^ 
a  cab,  was  driven  to  the  adjoining  University 
Hospital.  He  did  not  die  that  night,  nor  when 
Marston  and  I  went  to  see  him  in  the  ward 

next  day  was  he  perceptibly  worse,  but  a  few 
hours  after  our  visit  he  passed  away. 

"  Thus  ended  the  saddest  life  with  which  I 
-have  ever  come  in  contact  —  sadder  even  than 
that  of  Philip  Marston,  though  his  existence 

was  oftentimes  bitter  enough  to  endure.  .  .  ." 
The  other  death  was  that  of  Emerson, 

whose  writings  had  been  a  potent  influence 

in  the  life-thought  of  the  young  Scot  from  his 
college  days.  Indeed  throughout  his  life  Em- 

erson's Essays  were  to  him  a  constant  stimulus 
and  refreshment.  "  My  Bible,"  as  he  called 
the  Volume  of  Selected  Essays,  accompanied 
him  in  all  his  wanderings,  and  during  the  last 
weeks  he  spent  in  Sicily  in  1905  he  carefully 
studied  it  anew  and  annotated  it  copiously. 

On  hearing  of  Emerson's  death  he  wrote  a 
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poem  in  memoriam  — "  Sleepy  Hollow  " — 
which  was  printed  in  the  Academy  and  after- 

ward in  his  second  volume  of  verse,  Earth's 

Voices.  According  to  Harper's  Weekly 
(3:6:1882),  "No  finer  tribute  has  been  ren- 

dered to  Emerson's  memory  than  William 

Sharp's  beautiful  poem,  '  Sleepy  Hollow.' " 
And,  as  Earth's  Voices  is  now  out  of  print,  I 
will  quote  it  in  full : 

SLEEPY  HOLLOW 

In  Memoriam:  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 

He  sleeps  here  the  untroubled  sleep 
Who  could  not  bear  the  noise  and  moil 
Of  public  life,  but  far  from  toil 

A  happy  reticence  did  keep. 

With  Nature  only  open,  free: 
Close  by  there  rests  the  magic  mind 

Of  him  who  took  life's  thread  to  wind 

And  weave  some  poor  soul's  mystery 

Of  spirit-life,  and  made  it  live 
A  type  and  wonder  for  all  days; 

No  sweeter  soul  e'er  trod  earth's  ways 
Than  he  who  here  at  last  did  give 

His  body  back  to  earth  again 
A  King  of  Thought,  whose  spotless  reign 
One  great  and  true  and  nobly  wise  — 
And  now  at  length  beside  them  lies* 

*  Thoreau  and  Hawthorne. 
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The  overwhelming  years  that  conte 
And  drown  the  trash  and  dross  and  slime 
Shall  keep  a  record  of  till  Time 

Shall  cease,  and  voice  of  man  be  dumb. 

At  last  he  rests,  whose  high  clear  hope 
Was  wont  on  lofty  wings  to  scan 
The  future  destinies  of  man  — 

Who  saw  the  Race  through  darkness  grope. 

Through  mists  and  error,  till  at  last 

The  looked-for  light,  the  longed-for  age 
Should  dawn  for  peasant,  prince,  and  sage, 

And  centuries  of  night  be  past. 

Thy  rest  is  won:  O  loyal,  brave, 

Wise  soul,  thy  spirit  is  not  dead  — 

Thy  wing'd  words  far  and  wide  have  fled, 
Undying,  they  shall  find  no  grave. 
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FIRST  VISIT  TO  ITALY 

"  After  Rossetti's  death  I  wrote,"  William 
Sharp  has  related,  "to  the  commission  of 
Messrs.  Macmillan,  a  record  of  his  achieve- 

ments in  the  two  arts  of  literature  and  poetry, 
my  first  and  of  course  immature  attempt  at  a 
book  of  prose.  I  had  also  written  a  book  of 
poems,  which,  however,  did  not  attract  much 
attention,  though  it  had  the  houour  of  a  long 
and  flattering  review  in  the  Athenaum.  Hap- 

pily, it  seems  to  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of 

the  editor  of  Harper's  Magazine,  for  some 
time  afterward  I  received  a  letter  from  him 

asking  me  to  let  him  see  any  poems  I  had  by 
me.  I  sent  him  all  I  had  and  the  matter 

passed  from  my  mind.  Months  went  by,  and 
I  remember  how,  one  day,  I  had  almost 

reached  my  last  penny.  In  fact,  my  only  pos- 
session of  any  value  was  a  revolver,  the  gift 

of  a  friend.  That  night  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  enlist  next  morning.  When  I  got  up  on 
the  following  morning  there  were  two  letters 
for  me.  The  usual  thing,  I  said  to  myself, 
notice  of  '  declined  with  thanks/  I  shoved 
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them  into  my  pocket.  A  little  later  in  the  day, 
however,  recollection  impelled  me  to  open  one 
of  the  letters.  It  was  from  the  editor  of  Har- 

per's, enclosing  a  cheque  for  forty  pounds  for 
my  few  Transcripts  from  Nature,  little  six- 
line  poems,  to  be  illustrated  by  Mr.  Alfred 
Parsons,  A.R.A.  That  money  kept  me  going 
for  a  little  time.  Still  it  was  a  struggle,  and 
I  had  nearly  reached  the  end  of  my  resources 
when  one  day  I  came  across  the  other  letter 
I  had  received  that  morning.  I  opened  and 
found  it  to  be  from  a,  to  me,  unknown  friend 

of  one  who  had  known  my  grandfather.  He 
had  heard  from  Sir  Noel  Patch  that  I  was  in- 

clined to  the  study  of  literature  and  art.  He 
therefore  enclosed  a  cheque  for  two  hundred 
pounds,  which  I  was  to  spend  in  going  to  Italy 
to  pursue  my  artistic  studies.  I  was,  of 

course,  delighted  with  the  windfall,  so  de- 
lighted, indeed,  that  I  went  the  length  of  fram- 

ing the  cheque  and  setting  it  up  in  my  lodg- 
ings. I  tried  to  get  my  landlord  to  advance 

me  the  not  very  ambitious  loan  of  a  needed 

sovereign  on  the  spot,  but  he  only  shook  his 
head  knowingly,  as  if  he  suspected  something. 
However,  at  last,  he  risked  a  pound,  and  I 

think  I  spent  most  of  it  that  afternoon  in  tak- 

ing the  landlady  and  her  family  to  the  panto- 
mime. 
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"  Eventually  I  went  to  Italy  and  spent  five 

months  away." 
Thus,  the  year  1883  opened  with  brighter 

prospects.  Not  only  was  it  easier  to  get  arti- 
cles accepted  and  published,  but  William  ob- 

tained the  post  of  London  Art  Critic  to  The 

Glasgow  Herald,  to  be  taken  up  in  the  autumn. 

During  his  stay  in  London  he  had  made  a  con- 
tinual study  of  the  Old  Masters,  and  his  con- 

nection with  The  Fine  Art  Society  had  brought 
him  in  touch  with  modern  work  and  living 
artists.  Therefore,  with  the  opportune  cheque 
in  his  pocket  he  decided  to  spend  the  ensuing 
months  in  careful  study  of  pictures  in  Italy. 

He  left  London  at  the  end  of  February,  and 
remained  in  Italy  till  the  end  of  June,  when  he 
joined  my  mother  and  myself  in  the  Ardennes. 

He  went  first  of  all  to  stay  with  an  aunt  of 

mine,  Mrs.  Smillie,  who  had  a  villa  in  the  out- 
skirts of  Florence.  From  that  city  and  later 

from  Rome  and  Venice  he  wrote  to  me  the 

following  impressions : 
FLORENCE, 

Wednesday,  14:3:83. 

".  .  .  Yesterday  morning   I   went  to   Sta. 
Maria  Novella,  and  enjoyed  it  greatly.    It  is 
a  splendid  place,  though  on  a  first  visit  I  was 
less  impressed  than  by  Santa  Croce.  .  .  . 

"  I  admired  some  frescoes  by  Fillipino  Lippi 
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—  also  those  in  the  Choir  by  Ghirlandajio:  in 
the  Capella  dei  Strozzi  (to  the  left)  I  saw  the 
famous  frescoes  of  Orcagna,  the  Inferno  and 
Paradiso.  They  greatly  resemble  the  same 
subjects  by  the  same  painter  in  the  Campo 
Santo  at  Pisa.  What  a  horrible  imagination, 
poisoned  by  horrible  superstitions,  these  old 
fellows  had :  his  Paradise,  while  in  some  ways 
finely  imagined,  is  stiff  and  unimpressive,  and 
his  Inferno  simply  repellent.  It  is  strange 
that  religious  art  should  have  in  general  been 
so  unimaginative.  The  landscapes  I  care  most 
for  here  are  those  of  the  early  Giottesque  and 

pre-Raphaelite  painters  —  they  are  often  very 
beautiful  —  for  the  others,  there  is  more  in 

Turner  than  in  them  all  put  together.  .  .  ." 

FLORENCE,  18:3:83. 

".  .  .  Well,  yesterday  after  lunch  I  went  to 
the  Chiesa  del  Carmine,  and  was  delighted 
greatly  with  the  famous  frescoes  of  Masaccio, 
which  I  studied  for  an  hour  or  more  with 

great  interest.  He  was  a  wonderful  fellow  to 
have  been  the  first  to  have  painted  movement, 
for  his  figures  have  much  grace  of  outline 
and  freedom  of  pose.  Altogether  I  have  been 
more  struck  by  Masaccio  than  by  any  other 
artist  save  Michel  Angelo  and  .Leonardo  da 

Vinci.  If  he  hadn't  died  so  young  (twenty- 
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seven)  I  believe  he  would  have  been  amongst 
the  very  first  in  actual  accomplishment.  He 
did  something,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said 
for  many  others  more  famous  than  himself, 
who  merely  duplicated  unimaginative  and 
stereotyped  religious  ideals.  .  .  . 

"  Yesterday  being  Holy  Thursday  we  went 
to  several  Churches  and  in  the  afternoon  and 

evening  to  see  the  Flowers  for  the  Sepulchres. 
Very  much  impressed  and  excited  by  all  I  saw. 
I  was  quite  unprepared  for  the  mystery  and 

gloom  of  the  Duomo.  There  were  (compara- 
tively) few  people  there,  as  it  is  not  so  popu- 

lar with  the  Florentines  as  Sta.  Maria  Novella 

—  and  when  we  entered,  it  was  like  going 
into  a  tomb.  Absolute  darkness  away  by  the 

western  entrances  (closed),  a  dark  gloom  else- 
where, with  grey  trails  of  incense  mist  still 

floating  about  like  wan  spirits,  and  all  the 
crosses  and  monuments  draped  in  black  crape, 

and  a  great  canopy  of  the  same  overhead. 
Two  acolytes  held  burning  tapers  before 
one  monument  only,  that  of  the  Pieta  under 
the  great  crucifix  in  the  centre  of  the  upper 

aisle  —  so  that  the  light  fell  with  startling 
distinctness  on  the  dead  and  mutilated  body  of 
Christ.  Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard  but  the 

wild  chanting  of  the  priests,  and  at  last  a 
single  voice  with  a  strain  of  agony  in  every 
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tone.  This  and  the  mystery  and  gloom  and 
pain  (for,  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  you,  I 
felt  the  agony  of  the  pierced  hands  and  feet 
myself)  quite  overcame  me,  and  I  burst  into 
tears.  I  think  I  would  have  fainted  with  the 

strain  and  excitement,  if  the  Agony  of  the 
Garden  had  not  come  to  an  end,  and  the 

startling  crash  of  the  scourging  commenced, 

the  slashing  of  canes  upon  the  stones  and  pil- 
lars. I  was  never  so  impressed  before.  I 

left,  and  wandered  away  by  myself  along  the 

deserted  Lung-Arno,  still  shivering  with  the 
excitement  of  almost  foretasted  death  I  had 

experienced,  and  unable  to  control  the  tears 

that  came  whenever  I  thought  of  Christ's 
dreadful  agony.  To-day  (Good  Friday)  the 

others  have  gone  to  church,  but  I  couldn't 
have  gone  to  listen  to  platitudes  —  and  don't 
know  if  I  can  bring  myself  to  enter  the  Catho- 

lic churches  again  till  the  Crucifixion  is  over, 

as  I  dread  a  repetition  of  last  night's  suffering. 
I  shall  probably  go  to  hear  the  Passion  Music 

in  the  church  of  the  Badia  (the  finest  in  Flor- 
ence for  music).  How  I  wish  you  were  with 

me.  .  .  ." FLORENCE,  3:4:83. 

".  .  .  The  last  two  days  have  been  days  of 
great  enjoyment  to  me.  First  and  foremost 
they  have  been  heavenly  warm,  with  cloudless 
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ardent  blue  skies  —  and  everything  is  begin- 
ning to  look  fresh  and  green.  Well,  on  Mon- 

day I  drove  with  Mrs.  Smillie  away  out  of  the 
Porta  San  Frediano  till  we  came  in  sight  of 
Scanducci  Alto,  and  then  of  the  Villa  Farinola. 

There  I  left  her,  and  went  up  through  beauti- 
ful and  English-like  grounds  to  the  house,  and 

was  soon  ushered  in  to  Ouida's  presence.  I 
found  her  alone,  with  two  of  her  famous  and 

certainly  most  beautiful  dogs  beside  her.  I 
found  her  most  pleasant  and  agreeable,  though 
in  appearance  somewhat  eccentric  owing  to  the 
way  in  which  her  hair  was  done,  and  also 
partly  to  her  dress  which  seemed  to  consist 
mainly  of  lace.  A  large  and  beautiful  room 

led  into  others,  all  full  of  bric-a-brac,  and 
filled  with  flowers,  books,  statuettes  and  pic- 

tures (poor),  by  herself.  We  had  a  long  talk 
and  she  showed  me  many  things  of  interest. 
Then  other  people  began  to  arrive  (it  was  her 
reception  day). 

"  Before  I  left,  Ouida  most  kindly  promised 
to  give  me  some  introductions  to  use  in  Rome. 

Yesterday  she  drove  in  and  left  three  intro- 
ductions for  me  which  may  be  of  good  serv- 

ice—  one  to  Lady  Paget,  wife  of  the  British 
Ambassador,  one  to  the  Storys,  and  one  to 
Tilton,  the  sculptor.  .  .  . 

"  Yesterday  I  perhaps  enjoyed  more  than  I 
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have  done  since  I  came  to  Italy.  In  the  morn- 
ing Arthur  Lemon,  the  artist,  called  for  me, 

and  being  joined  by  two  others  (Lomax,  an 
artist,  and  his  brother)  we  had  a  boat  carried 
over  the  weir  and  we  got  into  it  at  the  Cascine 
and  rowed  down  stream  past  the  junction  of 

the  Mugnone  and  Arno,  till  Florence  and  Fie- 
sole  were  shut  from  view,  and  the  hills  all 

round  took  on  extra  beauty  —  Monte  Beni  on 
the  right  and  Monte  Morello  on  the  left  glow- 

ing with  a  haze  of  heat,  and  beyond  all,  the 

steeps  of  Vallombrosa  in  white  —  and  Car- 

rara's crags  also  snow-covered  behind  us.  We 
passed  the  quaint  old  church  and  village  of 

San  Stefano  and  swung  in-shore  to  get  some 
wine.  .  .  . 

"  We  rowed  on  and  in  due  course  came  in 
sight  of  Signa.  We  put  on  a  spurt  (the  four 
of  us  were  rowing)  and  as  we  swept  at  a  swift 
rate  below  the  old  bridge  it  seemed  as  if  half 
the  population  came  out  to  see  the  unusual 
sight  of  gentili  signorini  exerting  themselves 
so  madly  when  they  might  be  doing  nothing. 

We  got  out  and  said  farewell  to  the  pictur- 
esque-looking fellow  who  had  steered  us  down 

—  had  some  breakfast  at  a  Trattoria,  where 
we  had  small  fish  half-raw  and  steeped  in  oil 

(but  not  at  all  bad) — kid's  flesh,  and  delicious 

sheep's-milk  cheese,  bread,  and  light,  red, 
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Chianti  wine.  We  then  spent  some  two  or 
three  hours  roaming  about  Signa,  which  is  a 

beautifully  situated  dreamy  sleepy  old  place  — - 

with  beautiful  '  bits '  for  artists  every  here 
and  there  —  old  walls  with  lizards  basking  on 
them  in  numbers  —  and  lovely  views. 

"  We  came  back  by  Lastia,  a  fine  ancient 
walled  town,  and  arrived  in  Florence  by  open 

tramcar  in  the  evening,  finally  I  had  a  de- 
licious cold  bath.  The  whole  day  was  heav- 

enly. If  the  river  has  not  sunk  too  low  when 
I  return  from  Rome,  Arthur  Lemon  and  some 

other  artists  and  myself  are  going  on  a  sketch- 

ing trip  down  the  Arno  amongst  the  old  vil- 
lages —  the  length  of  Pisa  —  taking  about  two 

days." ROME. 

".  .  .  It  is  too  soon  to  give  you  my  impres- 
sions of  Rome,  but  I  may  say  that  they  partly 

savour  of  disappointment.  ...  Of  one  thing, 

however,  I  have  already  seen  enough  to  con- 
vince me  —  and  that  is  that  Rome  is  not  for  a 

moment  to  be  compared  to  Florence  in  beauty 

—  neither  in  its  environs,  its  situation,  its 
streets,  nor  its  rivers.  Its  palaces  may  be 

grander,  the  interior  of  its  churches  more  mag- 
nificent, its  treasures  of  art  more  wonderful, 

but  in  beauty  it  is  as  far  short  as  London  is  of 

Edinburgh.  But  it  has  one  great  loveliness 
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which  can  never  tire  and  which  charms  im- 

measurably —  the  fountains  which  continually 
and  every  here  and  there  splash  all  day  and 
night  in  the  sunlight  or  in  green  grottoes  in 

the  courts  of  villas  and  palaces.  I  am  cer- 
tain that  I  should  hate  to  live  here  —  I  believe 

it  would  kill  me  —  for  Rome  is  too  old  to  be 

alive  —  unless  indeed  a  new  Rome  entirely 

overshadows  the  past.  I  don't  suppose  you 
will  quite  understand,  and  I  cannot  explain 

just  now  —  but  so  I  feel.  Florence  (after  the 
cold  has  gone)  is  divine  —  air,  atmosphere, 
situation,  memory  of  the  past,  a  still  virile 

present  —  but  Rome  is  an  anomaly,  for  what 
is  predominant  here  is  that  evil  mediaeval 

Rome  whose  eyes  were  blind  with  blood  and 
lust  and  hate.  Ancient  Rome  is  magnificent 
—  but  so  little  remains  of  it  that  one  can  no 
more  live  in  it  than  in  Karnak  or  Thebes:  as 

for  modern  Rome,  everything  seems  out  of 

keeping  —  so  that  one  has  either  to  weary 
with  the  dull  Metropolitanism  of  the  capital 
of  Italy  or  else  to  enter  into  the  life  of  the 
mediaeval  ages.  .  .  . 

"  I  expect  and  believe  that  I  shall  find  Rome 
beautiful  in  many  things,  even  as  she  is  al- 

ready majestic  and  wonderful  —  and  that  the 
more  one  becomes  acquainted  with  the  Eternal 
City  the  more  one  loves  or  at  least  reverences 
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and  delights  in  it.  Meanwhile,  however,  with 

me,  it  is  more  a  sense  of  oppression  that  I  ex- 
perience—  a  feeling  as  if  life  would  become 

intolerable  unless  all  sense  of  the  past  were 

put  away.  I  hate  death,  and  all  that  puts  one 

in  mind  of  death  —  and  after  all  Rome  is  only 
a  gigantic  and  richly  ornamented  tomb.  .  .  . 

"  How  I  hate  large  cities !  Even  Florence 
is  almost  too  large,  but  there  at  least  one  can 
always  escape  into  open  space  and  air  and  light 
and  freedom  at  will  —  and  the  mountains  are 

close,  and  the  country  round  on  all  sides  is 
fair,  and  the  river  is  beautiful.  Do  not  be 

provoked  with  me  when  I  say  that  Signa,  for 
instance,  is  more  beautiful  to  me  than  Rome 

—  and  that  the  flashing  of  sunlight  in  the 
waters  of  the  fountains,  the  green  of  Spring 
in  the  flowered  fields  and  amongst  the  trees, 

and  the  songs  of  birds  and  the  little  happy- 
eyed  children,  mean  infinitely  more  to  me  than 
the  grandest  sculptures,  the  noblest  frescoes, 
the  finest  paintings.  This  is  my  drawback  I  am 

afraid,  and  not  my  praise  —  for  where  such 
hundreds  are  intensely  interested  I  am  often 

but  slightly  so.  Again  and  again  when  I  find 

myself  wearied  to  death  with  sight-seeing  I 
call  to  mind  some  loch  with  the  glory  of  morn- 

ing on  it,  some  mountain-side  flecked  with 
trailing  clouds  and  thrilling  me  with  the  bleat- 

133 



William  Sharp 

ing  of  distant  sheep,  the  cries  of  the  cliff 
hawks,  and  the  wavering  echoes  of  waterfalls : 

or,  if  in  the  mood,  I  recall  some  happy  and  indo- 
lent forenoon  in  the  Cascine  or  Monte  Oliveto 

or  in  the  country  paths  leading  from  Bello- 
sguardo,  where  I  watched  the  shadows  playing 
amongst  the  olives  and  the  dear  little  green 
and  grey  lizards  running  endlessly  hither  and 

thither  —  and  thinking  of  these  or  such  as 
these  I  grow  comforted.  And  often  when 
walking  in  the  Cascine  by  myself  at  sunset  I 
have  heard  a  thrush  or  blackbird  call  to  its 

mate  through  the  gloom  of  the  trees,  or  when 
looking  toward  Morello  and  the  Appenine 
chain  and  seeing  them  aglow  with  wonderful 

softness,  or,  on  the  Arno's  banks  I  have  seen 
the  river  washing  in  silver  ripples  and  rosy 
light  to  the  distant  crags  of  Carrara  where  the 
sun  sank  above  the  Pisan  sea  —  often  at  such 
times  my  thrill  of  passionate  and  sometimes 
painful  delight  is  followed  by  the  irrepressible 
conviction  that  such  things  are  to  me  more 
beautiful,  more  worthy  of  worship,  more  full 

of  meaning,  more  significant  of  life,  more  ex- 
celling in  all  manner  of  loveliness,  than  all  the 

treasures  of  the  Uffizi  and  the  Pitti,  the  Vati- 

can and  the  Louvre  put  together.  But  when- 
ever I  have  expressed  such  a  conviction  I  have 

been  told  that  the  works  of  man  are  after  all 
134 



First  Visit  to  Italy 

nobler,  in  the  truer  sense  lovelier,  and  more 

spiritually  refreshing  and  helpful  —  and 
though  I  do  not  find  them  so,  I  must  believe 
that  to  most  people  such  is  the  case,  perhaps 
to  the  infinite  majority. 

"  And,  after  all,  why  am  I  to  be  considered 
inferior  to  my  fellows  because  I  love  passion- 

ately in  her  every  manifestation  the  mother 
who  has  borne  us  all,  and  to  whom  much  that 
is  noblest  in  art  is  due?  .  .  . 

"  Yet  I  would  not  be  otherwise  after  all.  I 
know  some  things  which  few  know,  some  se- 

crets of  beauty  in  cloud,  and  sea  and  earth  — 
have  an  inner  communion  with  all  that  meets 

my  eyes  in  what  we  call  nature,  and  am  rich 
with  a  wealth  which  I  would  not  part  with 

for  all  the  palaces  in  Rome.  Do  you  under- 
stand me,  Lill,  in  this?  .  .  .  Poor  dear!  I 

had  meant  to  have  told  her  all  about  my  visit 

to  Orvieto  (alone  worth  coming  to  Italy  for  — 
if  only  to  behold  the  magnificent  Cathedral) 
but  instead  I  have  only  relieved  my  mind  in  a 
kind  of  grumbling.  .  .  . 

"  What  fascinates  me  most  in  Rome  is  the 
sculpture.  Well  as  I  knew  all  the  famous 
statues,  from  copies  and  casts,  some  of  them 

were  almost  like  new  revelations  —  especially 
the  Faun  of  Praxiteles,  of  which  I  had  never 

seen  a  really  good  copy.  Can't  say,  however, 
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I     felt     enthusiastic     about     the     Capitoline 

Venus." ROME,  i6th  April,  1883. 

"...  I  have  just  come  in  from  the  Cam- 
pagna  where  I  have  spent  some  of  the  happiest 
hours  I  have  yet  had  in  Rome.  I  went  for 
some  three  miles  across  the  glorious  open 

reaches  of  tall  grass,  literally  dense  with  my- 
riads of  flowers  —  not  a  vestige  of  a  house  to 

be  seen,  not  a  hint  of  Rome,  nothing  but  miles 
upon  miles  of  rolling  grassy  slopes  till  they 

broke  like  a  green  sea  against  the  blue-purple 
hills,  which  were  inexpressibly  beautiful  with 
their  cloud-shadows  athwart  their  sides  and 
the  lingering  snows  upon  their  heights.  There 
was  not  a  sound  to  be  heard  save  those  dear 

sounds  of  solitary  places,  the  endless  hum  of 
insects,  the  cries  of  birds,  the  songs  of  many 
larks,  the  scream  of  an  occasional  hawk,  the 
splash  of  a  stream  that  will  soon  be  dried  up, 
and  the  exquisite,  delicious,  heavenly  music 

of  the  wind  upon  the  grass  and  in  the  infre- 
quent trees.  .  .  .  And  a  good  fairy  watched 

over  me  to-day,  for  I  was  peculiarly  fortunate 
in  seeing  one  or  two  picturesque  things  I 
might  have  missed.  First,  as  I  was  listening 
to  what  a  dear  spark  of  a  lintie  was  whistling 
to  its  mate,  I  heard  a  dull,  heavy  trampling 
sound,  and  on  going  to  a  neighbouring  rise  I 
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saw  two  wild  bulls  fighting.  I  never  realised 
before  the  immense  weight  and  strength  these 
animals  have.  Soon  after,  a  herd  of  them 

came  over  the  slope,  their  huge  horns  tossing 
in  the  sunlight  and  often  goring  at  each  other. 
I  was  just  beginning  to  fancy  that  I  had  seen 
my  last  of  Rome  (for  I  had  been  warned 

against  these  wild  cattle  especially  at  this  sea- 
son) when  some  picturesquely-attired  horse- 

men on  shaggy  little  steeds  came  up  at  full 
speed,  and  with  dogs  and  long  spears  or  poles 

and  frantic  cries  urged  the  already  half  furi- 
ous, half  terrified  animals  forward.  It  was 

delightful  to  witness,  and  if  I  were  a  painter 
I  would  be  glad  to  paint  such  a  scene.  I  then 
went  across  a  brook  and  up  some  slopes  (half 
buried  in  flowers  and  grasses)  till  I  came  to  a 

few  blackthorn  trees  and  an  old  stone-pine, 
and  from  there  I  had  a  divine  view.  The 

heat  was  very  great,  but  I  lay  in  a  pleasant 

dreamy  state  with  my  umbrella  stuck  tent- 
wise,  and  I  there  began  the  first  chapter  of 

the  novel  I  told  you  before  I  left  that  I  in- 
tended writing.  I  had  been  thinking  over  it 

often,  and  so  at  last  began  it:  and  certainly 
few  romances  have  been  begun  in  lovelier 

places.  Suddenly,  through  one  eye,  as  it  were, 
I  caught  sight  of  a  broad  moving  shadow  on 
the  slope  beyond  me,  and  looking  up  I  was 
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electrified  with  delight  to  see  a  large  eagle 

shining  gold-bronze  in  the  sun.  I  had  no  idea 
(though  I  knew  they  preyed  on  the  lambs,  etc., 

further  on  the  Campagna  and  in  the  Mar- 
emma)  that  they  ever  came  so  near  the  haunts 
of  men.  It  gave  one  loud  harsh  scream,  a 
swoop  of  its  broad  wings,  and  then  sailed  away 
out  of  sight  into  the  blue  haze  beyond  the 
farthest  reaches  I  could  see.  Away  to  the 

right  I  saw  a  ruined  arch,  formerly  some  tri- 
umphal record  no  doubt,  and  near  it  was  a 

shepherd,  clad  in  skins,  tending  his  goats.  No 

other  human  sign  —  oh,  it  was  delicious  and 
has  made  me  in  love  with  the  very  name  of 
Rome.  Such  swarms  of  lizards  there  were, 

and  so  tame,  especially  the  green  ones,  which 

knew  I  wouldn't  hurt  them  and  so  ran  on  to 
my  hands.  The  funniest  fly  too  I  ever  saw 
buzzed  up,  and  sat  on  a  spray  of  blackthorn 

blossom  and  looked  at  me :  I  burst  out  laugh- 
ing at  it,  and  it  really  seemed  to  look  reproach- 

fully at  me  —  and  for  a  moment  I  felt  sorry 
at  being  so  rude.  I  could  have  lain  there  all 
day,  so  delicious  was  the  silence  save  for  these 
natural  sounds  —  and  all  these  dear  little  birds 
and  insects.  What  surprised  me  so  much 
about  the  flowers  was  not  only  their  immense 
quantity,  but  also  their  astounding  variety. 
At  last  I  had  to  leave,  as  it  is  not  safe  to  lie 
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long  on  the  Campagna  if  one  is  tired  or 
hungry.  So  I  strolled  along  through  the  deep 
grasses  and  over  slope  after  slope  till  at  last 

I  saw  the  clump  of  stone-pines  which  were  my 
landmark,  and  then  I  soon  joined  the 

road.  .  .  ." 

SIENA,  30th  April,  1883. 

"  You  will  see  by  the  above  address  that  I 
have  arrived  in  this  beautiful  old  city. 

"  I  left  Rome  and  arrived  in  Perugia  on 
Thursday  last  —  spending  the  rest  of  the  day 
in  wandering  about  the  latter,  and  watching 

the  sunset  over  the  far-stretching  Umbrian 
country.  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  some  nice 
people  at  the  Hotel,  and  we  agreed  to  share 

a  carriage  for  a  day  —  so  early  on  Friday 
morning  we  started  in  a  carriage  and  pair  for 
Assisi.  About  3  miles  from  Perugia  we  came 

to  the  Etruscan  tombs,  which  we  spent  a  con- 
siderable time  in  exploring :  I  was  much  struck 

with  the  symbolism  and  beauty  of  the  orna- 
mental portions,  Death  evidently  to  the  ancient 

Etrurians  being  but  a  departure  elsewhere. 
The  comparative  joyousness  (exultation,  as  in 

the  symbol  of  the  rising  sun  over  the  chief  en- 
trance) of  the  Etruscans  contrasts  greatly  with 

the  joylessness  of  the  Christians,  who  have 
done  their  best  to  make  death  repellent  in  its 
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features  and  horrible  in  its  significance,  its 

possibilities. 

"  Only  a  Renaissance  of  belief  in  the  Beauti- 
ful being  the  only  sure  guide  can  save  modern 

nations  from  further  spiritual  degradation  — 
and  not  till  the  gloomy  precepts  of  Christian- 

ity yield  to  something  more  akin  to  the  Greek 

sense  of  beauty  will  life  appear  to  the  ma- 
jority lovely  and  wonderful,  alike  in  the  pres- 

ent and  in  the  future. 

"  After  leaving  the  Tombs  of  the  Volumnii 
we  drove  along  through  a  most  interesting 
country,  beautiful  everywhere  owing  to 

Spring's  feet  having  passed  thereover,  till  we 
came  to  the  Church  of  Sta.  Maria  degli  An- 
geli  —  on  the  plain  just  below  Assisi.  We 
went  over  this,  and  then  drove  up  the  winding 

road  to  the  grey  old  town  itself,  visiting,  be- 
fore ascending  to  the  ruined  citadel  at  the  top 

of  the  hill,  the  Chiesa  di  Santa  Chiara.  Lying 
on  the  grass  on  the  very  summit  of  the  hill, 
we  had  lunch,  and  then  lay  looking  at  the 
scenery  all  round  us,  north,  south,  east,  and 
west.  Barren  and  desolate  and  colourless, 
with  neither  shade  of  tree  nor  coolness  of 

water,  these  dreary  Assisi  hills  have  nothing 
of  the  grandeur  and  beauty  of  the  barrenness 

and  desolation  of  the  north  —  they  are  simply 
hideous  to  the  eye,  inexpressibly  dreary,  dead, 
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and  accursed.  I  shall  never  now  hear  Assisi 

mentioned  without  a  shudder,  for  picturesque 

as  the  old  town  is,  beautiful  as  are  the  Mon- 
astery, the  Upper  Church,  the  paintings  and 

the  frescoes  —  they  are  overweighted  in  my 

memory  with  the  hideonsness  of  the  immedi- 
ate hill-surroundings.  It  made  me  feel  almost 

sick  and  ill,  looking  from  the  ruined  citadel 
out  upon  these  stony,  dreary,  lifeless,  hopeless 

hills  —  and  I  had  again  and  again  to  find  re- 
lief in  the  beauty  of  more  immediate  surround- 

ings—  the  long  grasses  waving  in  the  but- 
tresses of  the  citadel,  the  beautiful  yellow  (ab- 

solutely stainless  in  colour)  wallflowers  sprout- 
ing from  every  chink  and  cranny,  and  the 

green  and  grey  lizards  darting  everywhere 
and  shining  in  the  sunlight.  Here  at  least  was 
life,  not  death:  and  to  me  human  death  is  less 

painful  than  that  of  nature,  for  in  the  former 

I  see  but  change,  but  in  the  latter  —  annihila- 
tion. These  poor  mountains!  —  once,  long 

ago,  bright  and  joyous  with  colour  and  sound 
and  winds  and  waters  and  birds  —  and  now 
without  a  tree  to  give  shadow  where  grass  will 

never  again  grow,  save  here  and  there  a 

stunted  and  withered  olive,  like  some  plague- 
stricken  wretch  still  lingering  amongst  the  de- 

cayed desolation  of  his  birthplace  —  without 
the  music  and  light  of  running  water,  save, 
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perhaps  twice  amidst  their  parched  and  serried 
flanks  a  crawling,  muddy,  hideous  liquid;  and 

without  sound,  save  the  blast  of  the  winter- 
wind  and  the  rattle  of  dislodged  stones. 

"Yet  the  day  was  perfect  —  one  of  those 
flawless  days  combining  the  laughter  of  Spring 
and  the  breath  of  ardent  summer :  but  perhaps 
this  very  perfection  accentuates  the  desert 
wretchedness  behind  the  old  town  of  St.  Fran- 

cis. Yet  the  very  day  before  I  went  I  was 
told  that  the  view  from  the  citadel  was  lovely 
(and  this  not  with  reference  to  the  Umbrian 

prospect  in  front  of  Assisi,  which  is  fine, 
though  to  my  mind  it  has  been  enormously 

exaggerated)  — lovely!  As  well  might  a  per- 
son ask  me  to  look  at  the  divine  beauty  of  the 

Belvedere  Apollo,  and  then  say  to  me  that 

lovely  also  was  yon  maimed  and  hideous  beg- 
gar, stricken  with  the  foulness  of  leprosy. 

"  The  hills  about  Assisi  beautiful !  Oh,  Pan, 
Pan,  indeed  your  music  passed  long,  long  ago 

out  of  men's  hearing.  .  .  ." 

FLORENCE,  7th  May. 

"  On  either  Wednesday  or  Thursday  last  we 
started  early  for  Monte  Oliveto,  and  after  a 
long  and  interesting  drive  we  came  to  a  rugged 
and  wild  country,  and  at  last,  by  the  side  of  a 
deep  gorge  to  the  famous  Convent  itself.  The 
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scenery  all  round  made  a  great  impression  on 
me  —  it  was  as  wild,  almost  as  desolate  as  the 

hills  behind  Assisi  —  but  there  was  nothing  re- 
pellent, i,  e.,  stagnant,  about  it.  While  we 

were  having  something  to  eat  outside  the  con- 
vent (a  huge  building)  the  abbe  came  out  and 

received  us  most  kindly,  and  brought  us  fur- 
ther refreshment  in  the  way  of  hard  bread  and 

wine  and  cheese  —  their  mode  of  life  being 
too  simple  to  have  anything  else  to  offer. 

"  Owing  to  the  great  heat  and  perhaps  over- 
exposure  while  toiling  up  some  of  the  barren 
scorched  roads,  where  they  became  too  hilly 

or  rough  for  the  horses  —  I  had  succumbed 
to  an  agonising  nervous  headache,  and  could 
do  nothing  for  a  while  but  crouch  in  a  corner 

of  the  wall  in  the  shade  and  keep  wet  hand- 
kerchiefs constantly  over  my  forehead  and 

head.  In  the  meantime  the  others  had  gone 
inside,  and  as  Mrs.  S.  had  told  the  abbe  I  was 

suffering  from  a  bad  headache  he  came  out  to 
see  me  and  at  once  said  I  had  had  a  slight 

touch  of  the  sun  —  a  frequent  thing  in  these 
scorched  and  barren  solitudes.  He  took  me 

into  a  private  room  and  made  me  lie  down  on 

a  bed  —  and  in  a  short  time  brought  me  two 
cups  of  strong  black  coffee,  with  probably 

something  in  it  —  for  in  less  than  twenty  min- 
utes I  could  bear  the  light  in  my  eyes  and  in  a 
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few  minutes  more  I  had  only  an  ordinary  head- 
ache. He  was  exceedingly  kind  altogether, 

and  I  shall  never  think  of  Monte  Oliveto  with- 

out calling  to  remembrance  the  Abbe  Cesareo 
di  Negro.  I  then  spent  about  three  hours 
over  the  famous  35  noble  frescoes  by  Sodoma 
and  Signorelli,  illustrating  the  life  of  Saint 
Benedict,  the  founder  of  the  convent.  They 

are  exceedingly  beautiful  —  and  one  can  learn 
more  from  this  consecutive  series  than  can 

well  be  imagined.  While  taking  my  notes  and 
wondering  how  I  was  to  find  time  (without 
staying  for  a  couple  of  days  or  so)  to  take 

down  all  particulars  —  I  saw  the  abbe  crossing 
the  cloisters  in  my  direction,  and  when  he 

joined  me  he  said  *  la  Signora '  had  told  him 
I  was  a  poet  and  writer,  and  that  I  thought 

more  of  Sodoma  than  any  of  his  contempo- 
raries, and  so  he  begged  me  to  accept  from  him 

a  small  work  in  French  on  the  history  of  the 
convent,  including  a  fairly  complete  account  of 
each  fresco.  A  glance  at  this  showed  that  it 
would  be  of  great  service  to  me,  and  save 

much  in  the  way  of  note-taking  —  and  I  was 
moreover  glad  of  this  memento;  he  inscribed 
his  name  in  it.  ... 

"The  more  I  see  of  Sodoma's  work  the 
more  I  see  what  a  great  artist  he  was  —  and 
how  enormously  underrated  he  is  in  compar- 

144 



First  Visit  to  Italy 

ison  with  many  others  better  known  or  more 
talked  about.  After  having  seen  as  much  as  I 
could  take  in,  I  went  with  the  abbe  over  other 

interesting  parts  and  saw  some  paintings  of 
great  repute,  but  to  me  unutterably  wearisome 

and  empty  —  and  then  to  the  library  —  and 
finally  through  the  wood  to  a  little  chapel  with 
some  interesting  frescoes.  I  felt  quite  sorry  to 
leave  the  good  abbe.  I  promised  to  send  him  a 
copy  of  whatever  I  wrote  about  the  Sodomas 

—  and  he  said  that  whenever  I  came  to  Italy 
again  I  was  to  come  and  stay  there  for  a  few 

days,  or  longer  if  I  liked  —  and  he  hoped  I 
would  not  forget  but  take  him  at  his  word. 

Thinking  of  you,  I  said  I  supposed  ladies  could 

not  stay  at  the  Convent  —  but  he  said  they 
were  not  so  rigorous  now,  and  he  would  be 

glad  to  see  the  wife  of  the  young1  English  poet 
with  him,  if  she  could  put  up  with  plain  fare 

and  simple  lodging.  Altogether,  Mount  Oli- 
veto  made  such  an  impression  on  me  that  I 

won't  be  content  till  I  take  you  there  for  a 
visit  of  a  few  days.  .  .  ." 

VENEZIA,  loth  May. 

"...  I  came  here  one  day  earlier  than  I  an- 
ticipated. What  can  I  say?  I  have  no  words 

to  express  my  delight  as  to  Venice  and  its  sur- 

roundings —  it  makes  up  an  hundredfold  for 
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my  deep  disappointment  as  to  Rome.  I  am  in 

sympathy  with  everything  here  —  the  art,  the 
architecture,  the  beauty  of  the  city,  everything 
connected  with  it,  the  climate,  the  brightness 
and  joyousness,  and  most  of  all  perhaps  the 
glorious  presence  of  the  sea.  .  .  .  From  the 

first  moment,  I  fell  passionately  and  irretriev- 
ably in  love  with  Venice:  I  should  rather  be 

a  week  here  than  a  month  in  Rome  or  even 

Florence :  the  noble  city  is  the  crown  of  Italy, 
and  fit  to  be  empress  of  all  cities. 

"  All  yesterday  afternoon  and  evening  (save 
an  hour  on  the  Piazza  and  neighbourhood)  I 

spent  in  a  gondola  —  enjoying  it  immensely: 
and  after  dinner  I  went  out  till  late  at  night, 

listening  to  the  music  on  the  canals.  Curi- 
ously, after  the  canals  were  almost  deserted  — 

and  I  was  drifting  slowly  in  a  broad  stream  of 

moonlight  —  a  casement  opened  and  a  woman 
sang  with  as  divine  a  voice  as  in  my  poem  of 
The  Tides  of  Venice:  she  was  also  such  a 

woman  as  there  imagined  —  and  I  felt  that 
the  poem  was  a  true  forecast.  Early  this 

morning  I  went  to  the  magnificent  St.  Mark's 
(not  only  infinitely  nobler  than  St.  Peter's, 
but  to  me  more  impressive  than  all  the 
Churches  in  Rome  taken  together).  I  then 
went  to  the  Lido,  and  had  a  glorious  swim 
in  the  heavy  sea  that  was  rolling  in.  On  my 
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return  I  found  that  Addington  Symonds  had 

called  on  me  —  and  I  am  expecting  W.  D. 
Howells.  I  had  also  a  kind  note  from  Ouida. 

"  Life,  joyousness,  brightness  everywhere  — 
oh,  I  am  so  happy !  I  wish  I  were  a  bird,  so 
that  I  could  sing  out  the  joy  and  delight  in  my 
heart.  After  the  oppression  of  Rome,  the 
ghastliness  of  Assisi,  the  heat  and  dust  of 
Florence  —  Venice  is  like  Paradise.  Summer 

is  everywhere  here  — on  the  Lido  there  were 
hundreds  of  butterflies,  lizards,  bees,  birds, 

and  some  heavenly  larks  —  a  perfect  glow  and 
tumult  of  life  —  and  I  shivered  with  happiness. 
The  cool  fresh  joyous  wind  blew  across  the 
waves  white  with  foam  and  gay  with  the 

bronze-sailed  fisher-boats  —  the  long  wavy 
grass  was  sweet-scented  and  delicious  —  the 
acacias  were  in  blossom  of  white  —  life  — 

dear,  wonderful,  changeful,  passionate,  joyous 
life  everywhere !  I  shall  never  forget  this  day 

—  never,  never.  Don't  despise  me  when  I  tell 
you  that  once  it  overcame  me,  quite;  but  the 
tears  were  only  from  excess  of  happiness, 
from  the  passionate  delight  of  getting  back 
again  to  the  Mother  whom  I  love  in  Nature, 

with  her  wind-caresses  and  her  magic 

breath/' 

The  weeks  in  Venice  gave  my  correspondent 
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the  crowning  pleasure  of  his  Italian  sojourn; 
Venetian  art  appealed  to  him  beyond  that  of 

any  other  school.  The  frequent  companion- 
ship of  John  Addington  Symonds,  the  long 

hours  in  the  gondola,  in  the  near  and  distant 
lagoons,  were  a  perpetual  joy  to  him.  June  he 
spent  in  the  Ardennes  with  my  mother  and 

myself  —  at  Dinant,  at  Anseremme  and  at  La 
Roche.  They  were  happy  days  which  we 
spent  chiefly  in  a  little  boat  sailing  up  the 

Lesse,  dragging  it  over  the  shallows,  or  rest- 
ing in  the  green  shade  of  oak  and  beech  trees. 

By  July  he  was  once  more  in  London  and 
hard  at  work.  Among  other  things  he  had 
contributed  a  series  of  articles  on  the  Etrurian 

Cities  to  The  Glasgow  Herald,  and  followed 
them  with  letters  descriptive  of  the  Ardennes, 
then  relatively  little  known.  In  August  he 
packed  all  his  Italian  notes,  and  joined  his 
mother  and  sisters  at  Innellan  on  the  Clyde, 
and  later  he  visited  Sir  Noel  Paton  in  Arran, 

whence  he  wandered  over  many  of  his  old 
loved  haunts  on  Loch  Fyne,  in  Mull  and  in 
lona. 

On  his  way  back  to  London  —  where  he  was 

to  take  up  his  work  as  Art  Critic  to  The  Glas- 
gow Herald  —  a  serious  misadventure  befell 

him.  His  portmanteau  with  all  his  precious 

Italian  photographs,  notes  and  other  MSS.  was 
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lost.  Nowhere  could  he  trace  it,  and  he  had 
to  return  without  it.  He  was  in  despair;  for 
it  meant  not  only  the  loss  of  material  for  fu- 

ture commissions,  but  the  loss  of  work  already 
finished,  and  in  process. 

It  was  a  wet  August ;  and  his  search  through 
the  various  places  he  had  passed  on  the  Clyde 
was  made  in  pouring  rain.  Again  and  again 
on  the  steamers  and  on  the  piers  he  was  soaked 
during  those  miserable  days.  He  settled  in 
London  at  13  Thorngate  Road,  Sutherland 

Gardens,  in  deep  depression ;  his  persistent  ap- 
peals to  the  Railway  Company  were  unavail- 
ing. As  the  autumn  advanced  his  old  enemy 

rheumatism  took  hold  of  him,  and  he  was  laid 

low  again  with  rheumatic  fever,  which  this 
time  attacked  his  heart  mainly.  His  sister 
Mary  came  up  to  town  and  she  and  I  nursed 
him.  The  best  tonic  however  toward  recovery 
was  the  reappearance  of  the  lost  portmanteau 
with  its  much  mourned  over  contents  in  a 

soaked  and  sodden  condition,  but  still  legible 
and  serviceable. 

In  the  Introduction  to  a  selection  of  Philip 

Marston's  Poems  my  husband  relates  that: 
"  During  the  spring  months  of  1884  I  was 

residing  at  Dover,  and  in  April  Marston  came 
down  from  London  to  spend  a  week  or  so  with 
me.  The  weather  was  perfect,  and  our  walks 
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by  shore  and  cliff  were  full  of  delight  to  us 
both.  Once  or  twice  we  crossed  to  Calais  for 

the  sake  of  the  sail,  and  spent  a  few  hours  in 

the  old  French  port,  and  returned  by  the  after- 
noon boat.  In  the  evenings,  after  dinner,  we 

invariably  adjourned  to  the  beach,  either  under 

the  eastern  bluffs,  or  along  the  base  of  Shakes- 

peare's Cliff,  for  the  music  of  the  sea,  in  calm 
or  tidal  turbulence  or  tempest,  had  an  unfail- 

ing fascination  for  Marston. 

"  He  took  keen  pleasure  in  learning  how  to 
distinguish  the  songs  of  the  different  birds, 

and  all  spring's  sounds  and  scents  were  sources 
of  exquisite  pleasure.  How  well  I  remember 
the  rapt  expression  of  puzzled  delight  which 
animated  his  face,  as  one  day  we  crossed  some 

downs  to  the  westward  of  Folkestone.  '  Oh, 

what  is  that  ?  '  he  cried  eagerly ;  and  to  my  sur- 
prise I  found  that  what  had  so  excited  him  was 

the  crying  of  the  young  lambs  as  they  stumbled 
or  frisked  about  their  mothers.  He  had  so 

seldom  been  out  of  London  in  early  spring 
that  so  common  an  incident  as  this  had  all  the 
charm  of  newness  to  him. 

"  A  frisky  youngster  was  eagerly  enticed 
alongside,  and  the  blind  poet's  almost  childlike 
happiness  in  playing  with  the  woolly  little 
creature  was  something  delightful  to  witness. 
A  little  later  I  espied  one  which  had  only  been 
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a  few  hours  in  the  world,  and  speedily  placed 
it  in  his  arms.  He  would  fain  have  carried  it 

away  with  him :  in  his  tender  solicitude  for  it 
he  was  like  a  mother  over  her  first-born. 

"  As  we  turned  to  walk  homeward  we  met  a 
boy  holding  a  young  starling  in  his  hand.  Its 

feeble  strident  cries,  its  funny  little  beak  clos- 
ing upon  his  finger  under  the  impression  it  was 

a  gigantic  worm,  delighted  him  almost  as  much 

as  the  lambkin.  '  A  day  of  days ! '  was  his 
expressive  commentary,  as  tired  and  hungry 
we  reached  home  and  sat  down  to  dinner,  with 

the  deep  boom  of  the  sea  clearly  audible 

through  the  open  window." 
From  Dover  W.  S.  went  to  Paris  for  the 

first  time  in  his  capacity  as  Art  Critic,  and 
thoroughly  enjoyed  himself  as  this  letter  to 
me  shows : 

PARIS,  loth  April,  1884. 

"  What  remains  of  me  after  to-day's  heat 
now  writes  to  you.  This  morning  I  spent  half 

an  hour  or  so  in  M.  Bourget's  study  —  and 
was  flattered  to  find  a  well-read  copy  of  my 
Rossetti  there.  He  had  a  delightful  library  of 

books,  and,  for  a  Frenchman,  quite  a  respecta- 
ble number  by  English  writers:  amongst 

other  things,  I  was  most  interested  in  seeing 

a  shelf  of  about  30  volumes  with  letters  or  in- 
scriptions inside  from  the  corresponding  con- 
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temporary     critics,     philosophists,     etc.    M. 
Bourget  is  fortunate  in  his  friends. 

"  I  then  went  to  breakfast  with  him  at  a 
famous  Cafe,  frequented  chiefly  by  hommes 
de  lettres.  At  our  table  we  were  soon  joined 

by  Hennequin  and  two  others.  After  break- 
fast (a  most  serious  matter!)  I  adjourned 

with  Bourget  to  his  club,  La  Societe  His- 
torique,  Cercle  St.  Simon,  and  while  there  was 

introduced  to  one  or1  two  people,  and  made  an 
honorary  member  with  full  privileges.  I  dare- 

say Bourget's  name  is  better  known  to  you  as 
a  poet,  but  generally  his  name  is  more  familiar 

as  the  author  of  '  Essais  de  Psychologic  Con- 
temporaine  ' —  an  admirable  series  of  studies 
on  the  works  and  genius  of  Baudelaire,  Renan, 
Gustave  Flaubert,  Taine,  and  Stendhal.  He 

very  kindly  gave  me  a  copy  (which  I  am  glad 
to  have  from  him,  though  I  knew  the  book 
already)  and  in  it  he  wrote 

"  A  William  Sharp 
"  de  son  confrere 

"  Paul  Bourget. 

"  After  leaving  him  I  recrossed  the  Champs 
Elysees —  perspired  so  freely  that  the  Seine 
perceptibly  rose  —  sank  exhausted  on  a  seat 
at  the  Cafe  de  la  Paix  —  dwelt  in  ecstasy  while 
absorbing  a  glace  aux  pistaches  —  then  went 
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back  to  the  Grand  Hotel  —  and  to  my  room, 
where  after  a  bit  I  set  to  and  finished  my  con- 

cluding Grosvenor  Gallery  Notice. 

"  On  Sunday,  if  I  can  manage  it,  I  will  go 
to  see  Mdme.  Blavatsky. 

"  On  Monday  Bourget  comes  here  for  me  at 
twelve,  and  we  breakfast  together  (he  with  me 

this  time)  —  and  I  then  go  to  M.  Lucien 
Mariex,  who  is  to  take  and  introduce  me  to 
M.  Muntz,  the  writer  of  the  best  of  many 
books  on  Raphael,  and  an  influential  person  in 
the  Bibliotheque  Nationale.  Somebody  else  is 
to  take  me  to  look  at  some  of  the  private 
treasures  in  the  £cole  des  Beaux  Arts.  In 

the  course  of  the  week  I  am  to  see  Alphonse 

Daudet,  and  Bourget  is  going  to  introduce  me 
to  Emile  Zola.  As  early  as  practicable  I  hope 

to  get  to  Neuilly  to  see  M.  Milsand,  but  don't 
know  when.  If  practicable  I  am  also,  to  meet 

Frangois  Coppee  (the  chief  living  French  poet 

after  Victor  Hugo)  —  also  M.  M.  Richepin,  F. 
Mistral  (author  of  Mireio),  and  one  or  two 
others.  Amongst  artists  I  am  looking  forward 
to  meeting  Bouguereau,  Cormin,  Puvis  de 
Chavannes,  and  Jules  Breton.  As  much  as 

any  one  else,  I  look  forward  to  making  the 
acquaintance  of  Guizot  to  whose  house  I  am 

going  shortly  with  M.  Bourget.  There  is 
really  a  delightful  fraternity  here  amongst  the 
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literary  and  artistic  world.  And  every  one 
seems  to  want  to  do  something  for  me,  and  I 
feel  as  much  flattered  as  I  am  pleased.  Of 

course  my  introductions  have  paved  the  way, 
and,  besides,  Bourget  has  said  a  great  deal 

about  me  as  a  writer  —  too  much,  I  know." 

The  two  important  events  of  1884  were  the 
publication  of  a  second  volume  of  Poems,  and 
our  marriage. 

In  June  Earth's  Voices  (Elliot  Stock)  was 
issued  and  was  well  received  at  home  and  in 

America.  In  an  article  on  William  Sharp  and 
Fiona  Macleod  written  for  The  Century  in 
1907  Mr.  Ernest  Rhys  wrote  of  this  volume: 

"  There  was  an  impassioned  delight  in  na- 
ture —  in  nature  at  large,  that  is  —  in  her  seas 

and  skies,  or  in  her  scenery  subjectively  co- 
loured by  lyric  emotion  to  be  found  in  these 

early  books.  Perhaps  one  of  his  Northern 
poems  may  best  serve  to  illustrate  his  faculty ; 

and  there  is  one  that  is  particularly  to  the  pur- 

pose, since  it  sketches  '  Mo6nrise '  from  the 
very  spot  —  lona  —  with  which  so  many  of  the 
'  Fiona '  tales  and  fantasies  were  to  be  con- 

nected afterward: 

"'Here  where  in  dim  forgotten  days, 
A  savage  people  chanted  lays 
To  long  since  perished  gods,  I  stand: 
The  sea  breaks  in,  runs  up  the  sand, 
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Retreats  as  with  a  long-drawn  sigh, 
Sweeps  in  again,  again  leaves  dry 
The  ancient  beach,  so  old  and  yet 
So  new  that  as  the  strong  tides  fret 
The  island  barriers  in  their  flow 
The  ebb  hours  of  each  day  can  know 
A  surface  change.    The  day  is  dead. 
The  Sun  is  set,  and  overhead 
The  white  north  stars  set  keen  and  bright; 
The  wind  upon  the  sea  is  light 
And  just  enough  to  stir  the  deep 
With  phosphorescent  gleams  and  sweep 

The  spray  from  salt  waves  as  they  rise.' 

"  Sharp's  early  work  is  more  like  that  of 
a  lyric  improvisator  than  of  a  critical  modern 
poet.  At  this  period  he  cared  more  for  the 
free  colours  of  verse  than  for  exact  felicity 
of  phrase.  His  writings  betrayed  a  constant 
quest  after  those  hardly  realisable  regions  of 
thought,  and  those  keener  lyric  emotions, 
which,  since  Shelley  wrote  and  Rossetti  wrote 
and  painted,  have  so  often  occupied  the 
interpreters  of  the  vision  and  spectacle  of 
nature. 

"  One  may  find  this  variously  attempted  or 
half  expressed  in  several  of  the  poems  of  his 

second  book.  In  one  called  *  A  Record  *  (to 
which  a  special  inscription  drew  attention  in 
the  copy  he  sent  me),  he  treats  very  fancifully 
the  mystery  of  transmigration.  He  pictures 

himself  sitting  in  his  room,  and  there  he  re- 
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sumes  the  lives,  and  states  of  being,  of  many 

savage  types  of  man  and  beast  viewed  in  pas- 
sion and  action  —  the  tiger,  the  eagle,  and  the 

primitive  man  who  lighted  the  fire  that  con- 
sumed the  dry  scrub  and  his  fellow-tribes- 

men: 

"'He  looks  to  see  some  god, 
And  far  upon  the  fire-scorched  sod 
He  sees  his  brown-burnt  tribesmen  lie, 
And  thinks  their  voices  fill  the  sky, 
And  dreads  some  unseen  sudden  blow  — 
And  even  as  I  watch  him,  lo, 

My  savage-self  I  seem  to  know.' 

"  Or  again  he  reincarnates  the  Druid : 

"'And  dreaming  so  I  dream  my  dreant: 
I  see  a  flood  of  moonlight  gleam 
Between  vast  ancient  oaks,  and  round 

A  rough-hewn  altar  on  the  ground 
Weird  Druid  priests  are  gathered 
While  through  their  midst  a  man  is  led 

With  face  that  seems  already  dead.' 

"  And  again  the  type  is  changed  into  a  Shel- 
leyan  recluse,  a  hermit  who  had  retreated 
to  his  cave,  and  that  hermit 

" '  Was  even  that  soul  mine  eyes  have  traced 
Through  brute  and  savage  steadily, 
That  he  even  now  is  part  of  me 

Just  as  a  wave  is  of  the  sea.' 
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"  If  there  are  traces  of  Shelley  in  this  poem, 
Rossetti  and  Swinburne  have  also  their  echo 

in  some  of  its  rhapsodic,  highly  figurative 
stanzas.  There  are  unmistakable  germs  in  it, 
too,  of  some  of  the  supernatural  ideas  that 

afterward  received  a  much  more  vital  expres- 

sion in  *  Fiona  Macleod's  '  work." 
The  volume  was  dedicated  to  his  friend 

Walter  Pater  and  from  him  and  other  writers 

and  friends  he  received  many  interesting  let- 
ters, and  from  them  I  select  the  following: 

2  BRADMORE  ROAD,  May  28th. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

I  was  just  thinking  of  sending  off  my  long- 
delayed  acknowledgment  of  your  charming 
volume,  with  its  friendly  dedication  (which  I 
take  as  a  great  compliment,  and  sincerely 
thank  you  for)  when  your  post  card  arrived. 
These  new  poems  must,  I  feel  sure,  add  much 
to  your  poetic  reputation.  I  have  just  finished 
my  first  reading  of  them ;  but  feel  that  I  shall 
have  to  go  back  many  times  to  appreciate  all 
their  complex  harmonies  of  sense  and  rhythm. 
On  a  first  superficial  reading,  I  incline  to  think 
that  the  marks  of  power  cluster  most  about  the 

poem  of  Sospitra.  Also,  I  prefer  the  Tran- 
scripts from  Nature,  to  the  various  poems  in- 

cluded in  Earth's  Voices,  admirable  as  I  think 
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many  of  the  latter  to  be,  e.g.,  The  Song  of 
the  Flowers,  The  Field  Mouse,  The  Song  of 
the  Thrush,  The  Cry  of  the  Tiger,  The  Chant 
of  the  Lion,  The  Hymn  of  the  Autumn.  This 

looks  shamefully  matter-of-fact.  But  then, 

you  asked  me  to  tell  you  precisely  which  I  pre- 
ferred. The  Shadowed  Souls,  among  the 

short  pieces,  I  find  very  beautiful.  The  whole 
volume  seems  to  me  distinguishable  among 

latter-day  poetry  for  its  cheerfulness  and  ani- 
mation, and  of  course  the  Australian  pieces 

are  delightfully  novel  and  fresh.  Many 
thanks,  again,  from 

Yours  very  sincerely, 
WALTER  H.  PATER. 

In  an  article  on  Christina  Rossetti,  William 

Sharp  relates: 

In  the  beginning  of  May,  1884,  I  called  to 
see  Miss  Rossetti  and  to  leave  with  her  a  copy 

of  a  just-published  volume  of  verse,  but  failed 
to  find  her  at  home.  The  poem  I  cared  most 

for  was  the  epilogue,  Madonna  Natura,  but  in- 
stinct told  me  Miss  Rossetti  would  neither  like 

nor  approve  so  pagan  an  utterance,  and  the 
surmise  was  correct : 

30  TORRINGTON  SQUARE,  W.   C, 

May  3,  1884. 
DEAR  MR.  SHARP,  , 

I  might  say  "  Why  do  you  call  just  when  we 
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are  out  ?  "  only  that  you  might  retort,  "  Why 
are  you  out  just  when  I  call? " 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your  new  volume 
and  yet  more  for  the  kindness  which  enriches 
the  gift.  Be  sure  my  Mother  and  I  retain  you 

in  friendly  remembrance. 
An  imperfect  acquaintance  with  your  text 

inclines  me  for  the  present  to  prefer  "  the 
Thames "  amongst  rivers,  and  the  "  West " 
among  winds,  and  the  "  Thrush  "  among  song- 

birds. So  also  "  Deserts  "  to  "  Cornfields/' 
Of  course  all  the  pieces  which  memorialise 

our  dear  Gabriel  interest  us. 

And  "  Ah  Sin  "  I  like  and  sympathise  with : 
and  I  fear  it  is  only  too  lifelike.  Shall  I  or 

shall  I  not  say  anything  about  "  Madre  Na- 
tura  "  ?  I  dare  say  without  my  taking  the  lib- 

erty of  expressing  myself  you  can  (if  you 
think  it  worth  while)  put  my  regrets  into 
words. 

Very  truly  yours, 
CHRISTINA  G.  ROSSETTI. 

Though  I  cannot  recall  what  I  wrote,  write 

I  did  evidently,  and  obviously  also  with  eager- 
ness to  prove  that,  while  I  accepted  her  gentle 

reproof  in  the  spirit  in  which  she  offered  it, 
I  held  the  point  of  view  immaterial;  and  no 
doubt  a  very  crude  epistle  it  was  in  thought 
and  diction.  .  .  . 
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That  summer  my  Poet  and  I  were  very 
happy  receiving  the  congratulations  from  our 
friends  on  the  approaching  termination  of  our 
nine  years  of  waiting.  We  were  married  on 
a  Friday,  the  3ist  October,  1884,  at  Christ 
Church,  Lancaster  Gate,  and  his  friend  Eric 
S.  Robertson  —  Editor  of  The  Great  Writer 
Series,  and  afterward  Professor  of  Literature 

and  Logic  at  Lahore  Government  College  — 
acted  as  best  man.  Mrs.  Craik  lent  us  her 

house  at  Dover  for  our  honeymoon,  and  we 
also  made  a  flying  visit  to  Paris. 

The  end  of  November  found  us  settled  in  a 

little  house  in  Talgarth  Road,  West  Kensing- 
ton (No.  46),  and  we  began  our  new  life 

with  high  hopes  and  a  slender  purse.  My  hus- 
band had  £30  in  his  pocket,  and  I  had  an  in- 
come of  £35  a  year. 

Among  the  many  kindly  letters  of  congratu- 
lations came  one  from  Mr.  Addington  Sy- 

monds. 

DAVOS  PLATZ,  Dec.  22,  1884. 
MY  DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 

Allow  me  first  to  congratulate  you  on  your 
marriage,  and  settlement  in  London.  You 
will  remember  that  I  was  privileged  at  Venice 

to  see  a  volume  of  your  "  Transcripts  from 
Nature,"  in  relation  to  which  you  told  me 
of  your  engagement.  I  am  therefore  inter- 
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ested  to  hear  of  the  happy  event,  and  wish 
both  you  and  Mrs.  Sharp  all  the  prosperity 
which  it  is  possible  for  mortals  to  enjoy! 
When  I  come  to  London  (which  I  hope  to  do 

next  year)  I  shall  not  forget  your  kind  in- 
vitation. 

I  must  give  you  most  hearty  thanks  for  the 

enjoyment  of  a  rare  delight  in  your  post-card 
and  letter  about  my  Sonnets.  I  have  so  high 
an  esteem  of  your  own  original  work  in 

poetry  that  to  be  appreciated  by  you  is  no 
common  pleasure.  Such  words  as  yours  are 
more  than  many  of  the  ordinary  reviews,  even 
if  kindly;  and  they  take  the  annoyance  away, 
which  some  unjust  and  ignorant  critiques 
leave  upon  a  sensitive  mind. 

If  it  were  not  that  men  like  yourself,  who 
have  the  right  and  power  to  judge,  speak  thus 
from  time  to  time,  I  do  not  think  I  should 

care  to  go  on  publishing  what  I  take  pleasure 
in  producing,  but  what  has  hitherto  brought 
me  no  gains  and  caused  me  to  receive  some 
kicks.  It  is  indeed  very  good  of  you  amid 
your  pressing  literary  occupations  and  the 

more  delightful  interests  of  your  life  at  pres- 
ent, to  find  time  to  tell  me  what  you  really 

value  in  my  work.  Thank  you  for  noticing 
the  omission  of  the  comma  after  islands  in 

Sonnet  on  p.  38  of  Vag:  Lit: 
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It  has  fallen  out  accidentally;  and  if  such 
a  remarkable  event  as  a  2nd.  edn.  occurs,  it 
shall  be  replaced.  So  also  will  I  alter  what 

you  rightly  point  out  as  a  blemish  in  the 

Sonnet  on  p.  200  —  the  repetition  of  deep 
deep  and  sleep  in  the  same  line.  That  was 

questioned  by  my  own  ear.  I  left  it  thus  be- 
cause I  thought  it  added  a  sort  of  oppressive 

dreaminess  to  the  opening  of  the  Sonnet, 
striking  a  keynote.  But  if  it  has  struck  you 
as  wrong,  I  doubt  not  that  it  should  be  altered ; 
since  it  will  not  have  achieved  the  purposed 
effect.  And  those  effects  are  after  all  tricks. 

I  shall  also  attend  to  your  suggestions  about 

future  work.  I  have  had  it  in  my  mind  to  con- 

tinue the  theme  of  "Animi  Figura,"  and  to 
attempt  to  show  how  a  character  which  has 

reached  apparent  failure  in  moral  and  spirit- 

ual matters  may  reconstruct  a  life's  philosophy 
and  find  sufficient  sources  of  energy  and 
health.  There  is  no  doubt  great  difficulty  in 
this  motif.  But  were  it  possible  to  succeed  in 
some  such  adumbration  of  what  the  Germans 

call  a  Versohnung,  then  the  purgation  of  the 
passions  at  which  a  work  of  art  should  aim 
would  be  effected.  Believe  me,  with  renewed 

thanks,  to  be  very  sincerely  yours, 

JOHN  ADDINGTON  SYMONDS. 
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1885  was  a  year  of  hard  work.  It  was  our 
desire  that  such  work  should  be  done  that 

should  eventually  make  it  possible  for  my  hus- 
band to  devote  himself  exclusively  to  original 

work  —  perhaps  in  a  year  or  two  at  most. 
Meanwhile  the  outlook  was  satisfactory  and 
encouraging.  He  held  the  post  of  London 
Art-Critic  to  the  Glasgow  Herald,  was  on 
the  staff  of  The  Academy,  then  under  the 

Editorship  of  his  good  friend  Mr.  James  Cot- 
ton; and  he  wrote  for  The  Examiner,  The 

Athenaum  and  other  weeklies. 

On  the  appearance  in  The  Athenaum  of  his 
Review  on  Marius  the  Epicurean  the  author 
expressed  his  satisfaction  in  a  letter : 

2  BRADMORE  ROAD, 

March  i,  1885. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

I  have  read  your  article  in  The  Athenaum 
with  very  real  pleasure;  feeling  criticism,  at 
once  so  independent  and  so  sympathetic,  to 
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be  a  reward  for  all  the  long  labours  the  book 
has  cost  me.  You  seem  to  me  to  have  struck 

a  note  of  criticism  not  merely  pleasant  but 

judicious  and  there  are  one  or  two  impor- 
tant points  —  literary  ones  —  on  which  you 

have  said  precisely  what  I  should  have  wished, 
and  thought  it  important  for  me,  to  have 
said.  Thank  you  sincerely  for  your  friendly 
work!  Also,  for  your  letter,  and  promise  of 
the  other  notices,  which  I  shall  look  out  for, 

and  greatly  value.  I  was  much  pleased  also 
that  Mrs.  Sharp  had  been  so  much  interested 
in  my  writing.  It  is  always  a  sign  to  me 
that  I  have  to  some  extent  succeeded  in  my 

literary  aim  when  I  gain  the  approval  of  ac- 
complished women. 

I  should  be  glad,  and  feel  it  a  great  com- 
pliment, to  have  Marius  translated  into  Ger- 

man, on  whatever  terms  your  friend  likes  — 
provided  of  course  that  Macmillan  approves. 
I  will  ask  him  his  views  on  this  point.  As 
regards  the  ethical  drift  of  Marius,  I  should 
like  to  talk  to  you,  if  you  were  here.  I  did 

mean  it  to  be  more  anti-Epicurean  than  it  has 
struck  you  as  being.  In  one  way,  however, 
I  am  glad  that  you  have  mistaken  me  a  little 
on  this  point,  as  I  had  some  fears  that  I 

might  seem  to  be  pleading  for  a  formal  thesis, 

or  "parti  pris."  Be  assured  how  cheering 
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your  praise  —  praise  from  so  genuine  and  ac- 
complished a  fellow- workman  —  has  been  to 

me.  Such  recognition  is  especially  a  help  to 
one  whose  work  is  so  exclusively  personal  and 
solitary  as  the  kind  of  literary  work,  which 
I  feel  I  can  do  best,  must  be.  I  fancied  you 
spoke  of  bringing  your  wife  to  Oxford  this 
term;  and  wish  we  had  a  room  to  offer  you. 
But  I  think  you  know  that  we  have  at  most 

only  room  for  a  single  visitor.  It  will,  how- 
ever, give  my  sisters  great  pleasure  to  make 

the  acquaintance  of  Mrs.  Sharp.  Only,  let  us 
know  a  week,  or  so,  if  possible,  before  you 
come  to  Oxford,  that  we  may  see  as  much 
of  you  as  possible:  and  with  our  united  kind 
regards,  believe  me,  my  dear  Sharp, 

Very  sincerely  yours, 
WALTER  PATER. 

I  hope  that  in  generosity  to  me  you  are  not 
wasting  too  much  of  the  time  that  belongs 

to  your  own  original  work.  I  have  told  Mac- 
millan  to  send  you  a  properly  bound  copy  of 
Marius,  with  only  a  few  misprints. 

Mr.  Theodore  Watts-Dunton  had  fre- 

quently spoken  to  us  about  a  romance  he  had 
in  hand,  and  partly  in  print.  After  much 
persuasion  he  sent  several  chapters  of  his 
romance  Aylwin  to  us  during  our  summer 
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holiday,  and  we  read  them  on  the  shores  of 

West  Loch  Tarbert  in  Argyll  with  keen  en- 
joyment. An  enthusiastic  letter  from  the 

younger  author  brought  this  reply: 

SEAFORD,  Sept.  16,  1885. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

My  best  thanks  for  your  most  kind  and  sug- 
gestive letter.  I  am  much  gratified  to  know 

that  in  you  and  Mrs.  Sharp  I  have  true  sym- 
pathisers in  a  story  which  although  it  may  and 

I  hope  will  be  generally  popular,  can  only 
deeply  appeal  to  the  heart  of  hearts  of  here 
and  there  one  of  the  true  romantic  temper. 
Swinburne,  who  has  read  it  all,  tells  me  that 

the  interest  grows  sharply  and  steadily  to  the 
very  end  and  the  finest  volume  is  the  last. 
You  are  right  in  your  surmise  as  to  the 

rapidity  in  which  the  story  was  written  to 
dictation.  Both  its  merits  and  its  defects  you 
will  find  to  arise  from  the  fact  that  the  con- 

ception came  to  me  as  one  whole  and  that 

my  eagerness  to  pour  it  out  while  the  imag- 
ination was  at  white  heat  conquered  every- 
thing. I  doubt  if  it  ever  could  have  been 

written  save  to  dictation.  When  do  you  re- 
turn? 

Kindest  regards  to  Mrs.  Sharp, 
Yours  affectly, 

THEO.  WATTS. 
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P.  S. —  I  and  Swinburne  are  getting  some 
delicious  bathing. 

In  the  article  written  for  The  Century  Mag- 
azine, 1907,  on  William  Sharp  and  Fiona 

Macleod,  Mr.  Ernest  Rhys  gives  a  reminis- 
cent description  of  the  young  author  and 

of  his  impressions  of  him,  on  their  first  ac- 
quaintance : 

"  One  summer  morning,  some  twenty  years 
ago,  in  Cheyne  Walk,  Chelsea,  I  was  called 
down  to  an  early  visitor,  and  found  waiting 

me  a  superb  young  man  —  a  typical  Norse- 
man, as  I  should  have  thought  him  —  tall, 

yellow-haired,  blue-eyed.  His  cheeks  were  as 

rosy  as  a  young  girl's,  his  manners  as  frank 
and  impulsive  as  a  boy's.  He  had  come  with 
an  introduction  from  a  common  friend  (Mrs. 

William  Bell  Scott),  a  would-be  contributor 
to  a  new  periodical ;  but  he  soon  passed  from 
the  discussion  of  an  article  on  De  Quincy  to 
an  account  of  himself  that  was  joyously  and 

consciously  exuberant.  He  told  of  adven- 
tures in  Australian  backwoods,  and  of  in- 

trigues in  Italy  that  recalled  Cellini;  and  then 
he  turned,  with  the  same  rapid  flow  of  brief 
staccatq  sentences,  to  speak  of  his  friend  Mr. 

Swinburne's  new  volume  of  poems,  or  of  the 
last  time  he  walked  along  Cheyne  Walk  to 
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spend  an  evening  with  Rossetti.  He  ap- 
peared to  know  everybody,  to  have  been  every- 

where. Finally,  though  he  had  apparently 
been  sitting  up  all  the  night  before  to  write 

an  epic  or  a  *  Quarterly '  article,  he  was  quite 
ready  to  start  the  same  evening  for  Paris, 
not  only  to  be  present  at  a  new  play  there, 
but  in  order  to  be  able  to  talk,  hours  on  end 

in  the  dark,  about  the  '  Contes  Extraordin- 

aires '  of  M.  Ernest  Hello,  or  about  a  very 
different  and  still  more  wonderful  being,  then 
little  known  in  London,  called  Nietzsche. 

"  It  is  not  easy  to  avoid  extravagance  in 
speaking  of  one  who  was  in  all  things  an 

illusionist.  Sharp's  sensations,  doings,  artis- 
tic ideas,  and  performances  were  not  to  be 

counted  by  rule  and  measure.  He  was  capa- 
ble of  predicting  a  new  religion  as  he  paced 

the  Thames  Embankment,  or  of  devising  an 
imaginary  new  theatre  for  romantic  drama  — 

whose  plays  were  yet  to  be  written  (by  him- 
self) —  as  he  rode  home  from  the  Haymarket. 

"  Before  we  separated,  at  that  first  meet- 
ing, he  had  made  more  plans  for  events  and 

new  great  works  than  the  most  sanguine  of 
imaginers  and  writers  could  hope  to  effect 
in  a  lifetime.  And,  alas!  for  his  control  of 

circumstance,  within  a  fortnight  I  was  sum- 
moned to  his  sick-bed.  He  was  down  with 
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scarlet  fever,  and  it  fell  to  me  to  write  from 

his  notes,  or  otherwise  to  complete,  more  than 

one  essay  and  review  which  he  had  under- 
taken before  he  fell  ill.  .  .  . 

"  There  was  another  side  to  William  Sharp. 
He  had  a  spirit  of  fun,  boyish  mischief  even, 
which  found  the  slightest  reflection  in  his 
work;  for  his  writing  is  not  remarkable  for 
its  humour.  His  extravagance  of  energy, 
which  vehemently  sped  his  pen,  led  him,  in 
the  course  of  his  earlier  life,  into  a  hundred 

wild  exploits.  To  him  a  piece  of  writing  was 
an  adventure.  He  delighted  in  impossible 
feats  of  composition,  such  as  trying  to  finish 
a  whole  romance  between  sunset  and  sunrise. 

It  follows  that,  with  all  this  huge  impet- 

uosity, he  was  a  poet  who  was  rather  disin- 

clined by  temperament  for  the  '  poetic  pains/ 
What  he  wrote  in  haste  he  was  not  always 
anxious  to  correct  at  leisure;  and  he  was 

happy  about  what  he  wrote  —  at  any  rate,  un- 
til a  colder  mood  supervened  at  some  later 

stage  of  his  development. 

"  In  keeping  with  this  mental  restlessness, 
Sharp  was  an  insatiable  wanderer.  No 
sooner  did  he  reach  London  than  he  was  in- 

triguing to  be  off  again.  Some  of  his  devices 
in  order  to  get  work  done,  and  to  equip  these 

abrupt  expeditions,  were  as  absurd  as  any- 
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thing  told  by  Henry  Murger.  Thanks  to  his 
large  and  imposing  presence,  his  sanguine  air, 
his  rosy  faith  in  himself,  he  had  a  way  of 

overwhelming  editors  that  was  beyond  any- 
thing, I  believe,  ever  heard  of  in  London,  be- 

fore or  since.  On  one  occasion  he  went  into 

a  publisher's  office,  and  gave  so  alluring  an 
account  of  a  long-meditated  book  that  the 
publisher  gave  him  a  check  for  £100,  al- 

though he  had  not  written  a  word  of  it. 

"  These  things  illustrate  his  temperament. 
He  was  a  romanticist,  an  illusionist.  He  did 

not  see  places  or  men  and  women  as  they 
were!  he  did  not  care  to  see  them  so:  but  he 

had  quite  peculiar  powers  of  assimilating  to 

himself  foreign  associations  —  the  ideas,  the 
colours,  the  current  allusions,  of  foreign 
worlds.  In  Italy  he  became  an  Italian  in 
spirit ;  in  Algiers,  an  Arab.  On  his  first  visit 
to  Sicily  he  could  not  be  happy  because  of  the 
sense  of  bloodshed  and  warfare  associated 

with  the  scenes  amid  which  he  was  staying; 
he  saw  bloodstains  on  the  earth,  on  every  leaf 
and  flower. 

"  The  same  susceptibility  marked  his  inter- 
course with  his  fellows.  Their  sensations 

and  emotions,  their  whims,  their  very  words, 
were  apt  to  become  his,  and  to  be  reproduced 
with  an  uncanny  reality  in  his  own  immediate 
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practice.  It  was  natural,  then,  that  he  should 
be  doubly  sensitive  to  feminine  intuitions ;  that 
he  should  be  able,  even  on  occasion,  thanks 

to  an  extreme  concern  with  women's  inev- 
itable burdens  and  sufferings,  to  translate,  as 

men  are  very  rarely  able  to  do,  their  intimate 

dialect." 

The  description  given  by  Mr.  Rhys  of  Wil- 

liams Sharp's  method  of  work  as  character- 
ised by  an  impetuosity  which  made  him  "  dis- 

inclined for  the  poetic  pains "  belonged  to 
one  phase  of  his  development.  During  the 

early  days  of  hard  work  for  the  bare  neces- 
sities of  life,  he  had  little  time  to  devote  to 

the  writing  of  poetry  or  of  purely  imagina- 
tive work.  His  literary  efforts  were  directed 

toward  the  shaping  of  his  prose  critical  writ- 
ings, toward  the  controlled  exercise  of  the 

mental  faculties  which  belonged  to  the  Wil- 

liam Sharp's  side  of  himself.  From  time  to 
time  the  emotional,  the  more  intimate  self 
would  sweep  aside  all  conscious  control;  a 
dream,  a  sudden  inner  vision,  an  idea  that  had 

lain  dormant  in  what  he  called  "  the  mind  be- 

hind the  mind  "  would  suddenly  visualise  it- 
self and  blot  out  everything  else  from  his  con- 

sciousness, and  under  such  impulse  he  would 

write  at  great  speed,  hardly  aware  of  what 
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or  how  he  wrote,  so  absorbed  was  he  in  the 
vision  with  which  for  the  moment  he  was 

identified.  In  those  days  he  was  unwilling 
to  retouch  such  writing;  for  he  thought  that 
revision  should  be  made  only  under  a  similar 
phase  of  emotion.  Consequently  he  preferred 
for  the  most  part  to  destroy  such  efforts  if 
the  result  seemed  quite  inadequate,  rather 
than  alter  them.  Later,  when  that  side  of  his 

nature  found  expression  in  the  Fiona  Mac- 
leod  writings  —  when  those  impulses  became 
more  frequent,  more  reliable*  more  coherent 

—  he  changed  his  attitude  toward  the  question 
of  revision,  and  desired  above  all  things  to 
give  as  beautiful  an  expression  as  lay  in  his 
power  to  what  to  him  were  dreams  of  beauty. 

For  his  critical  work,  however,  he  studied 

and  prepared  himself  deliberately.  He  be- 
lieved that  the  one  method  of  attaining  to  a  bal- 
anced estimate  of  our  literature  is  by  a  compar- 
ative study  of  foreign  contemporary  writing: 

"  The  more  interested  I  became  in  liter- 

ature," he  on  one  occasion  explained  to  an  in- 
terviewer, "the  more  convinced  I  grew  of 

the  narrowness  of  English  criticism  and  of 

the  importance  to  the  English  critic  of  get- 
ting away  from  the  insular  point  of  view.  So 

I  decided  that  the  surest  way  of  beginning  to 
prepare  myself  for  the  work  of  the  critic 
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would  be  to  make  a  study  of  three  or  four 
of  the  best  writers  among  the  older,  and  three 
or  four  among  the  younger  school  of  each 
nation,  and  to  judge  from  the  point  of  view 
of  the  nation.  For  example,  in  studying 
French  literature,  I  would  try  to  judge  from 
the  point  of  view  of  a  Frenchman.  When 
this  task  was  done  I  tried  to  estimate  the  liter- 

ature under  consideration  from  an  absolute 

impersonal  and  impartial  point  of  view.  Of 

course,  this  study  took  a  long  time,  but  it  fur- 
nished me  material  that  has  been  invaluable 

to  me  in  my  work  ever  since.'* 
It  was  his  constant  endeavour  to  under- 

stand the  underlying  motive  in  any  phase  of 

modern  literature ;  and  he  believed  that  "  what 
is  new  in  literature  is  not  so  likely  to  be  un- 

fit for  critics,  as  critics  are  likely  to  be  unfit 

for  what  is  new  in  literature."  Concerning 
the  art  of  Criticism  he  expressed  his  belief 

in  an  unfinished  article :  "  When  I  speak  of 
Criticism  I  have  in  mind  not  merely  the  more 

or  less  deft  use  of  commentary  or  indica- 
tion, but  one  of  the  several  ways  of  literature 

and  in  itself  a  rare  and  fine  art,  the  mar- 
riage of  science  that  knows,  and  of  spirit 

that  discerns.  The  basis  of  Criticism  is 

imagination:  its  spiritual  quality  is  sympathy: 

its  intellectual  distinction  is  balance." 
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The  occasion  of  his  visit  to  Mr.  Ernest 

Rhys  was  in  connection  with  a  scheme  for 

the  publication  of  a  series  of  cheap  re-issues 
of  fine  literature  —  a  comparatively  new  ven- 

ture five-and-twenty  years  ago  —  to  be  pub- 
lished by  Messrs.  Walter  Scott:  The  Camelot 

Classics  to  be  edited  by  Ernest  Rhys  and  to 
consist  of  selected  prose  writings,  and  to  be 

a  companion  series  to  The  Canterbury  Poets 

which  originally  was  edited  by  Joseph  Skip- 
sey,  the  miner  poet  of  Northumberland, 
and  afterwards  by  William  Sharp.  For 
the  Prose  Series  William  Sharp  prepared 

a  Selection  of  Alan  Cunningham's  Great  Eng- 
lish Painters  (1885)  and  De  Quincey's  Con- 

fessions of  an  Opium  Eater  (1886).  For  a 

third  series  —  Biographies  of  Great  Writers 
edited  by  Eric  S.  Robertson  and  Frank  T. 
Marzials,  he  wrote  his  monographs  on  Shelley 
in  1887,  on  Heine  in  1888  and  on  Browning 
in  1890. 

Meanwhile  he  contributed  a  volume  from 

time  to  time  to  The  Canterbury  Poets,  among 

others :  his  edition  of  Shakespeare's  Songs  and 
Sonnets  (1885),  his  anthologies  of  Sonnets  of 
the  Nineteenth  Century  (1886);  American 
Sonnets  (1889)  and  Great  Odes  (1890);  and 

he  also  wrote  prefaces  for  P.  B.  Marston's 

Song-Tide  (1887)  and  E.  Lee-Hamilton's 

174 



'Sonnets  of  the  Century 

Poems  (1903).  In  preparing  the  Edition  of 

Shakespeare's  Sonnets  he  consulted  J.  A.  Sy- 
monds  on  one  or  two  points  and  received  the 
following  reply: 

DAVOS  PLATZ,  Dec.  6,  1885. 
DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 

The  most  welcome  gift  of  your  Songs, 
Poems  and  Sonnets  of  Shakespeare  reached 

me  to-night.  I  have  already  looked  it  quickly 
through,  and  have  seen  enough  to  know  that 
this  volume  will  be  my  constant  companion  in 

future  upon  all  my  wanderings.  Compari- 
sons are  odious.  So  I  will  not  make  a  list 

of  the  other  travelling  companions,  which 

your  edition  of  Shakespeare's  lyrics  is  des- 
tined to  supersede. 

I  will  only  tell  you  why  yours  has  the  right 
to  supersede  them.  First  and  foremost,  it 
is  more  scientifically  complete. 

Secondly,  it  is  invaluable  in  its  preservation 

of  the  play-atmosphere,  by  such  introductory 
snatches  as  you  insert  e.  g.  on  p.  20.  Hither- 

to, we  had  often  yearned  in  our  Shakes- 
pearean anthologies  for  a  whiff  of  the  play 

from  which  the  songs  were  torn.  You  have 
given  this  just  where  it  was  needed,  and  else 
not.  That  is  right. 

Thirdly,  the  Preface  (to  my  mind  at  least) 
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is  more  humanly  and  humanely  true  about 

Shakespeare's  attitude  in  the  Sonnets  than 
anything  which  has  yet  been  written  about 
them. 

(I  thank  you,  par  parenthese,  for  "the  vox 
humana  of  Hamlet!")  And  apropos  of 
p.  n,  I  think  you  might  have  mentioned  Fran- 

Qois  Victor  Hugo's  translation  of  Shakes- 
peare's Sonnets.  It  is  a  curious  piece  of 

French  criticism.  But  the  main  thing  left  up- 
on my  mind  by  this  first  cursory  perusal  is 

that  you  are  one  of  those  who  live  (as 

Goethe  has  for  ever  put  it)  in  "  the  whole." 
It  is  the  great  thing  for  modern  criticism  to  get 

itself  up  out  of  holes  and  corners,  mere  per- 
sonal proclivities  and  scholarly  niceties,  into 

the  large  air  of  nature  and  of  man. 
The  critic  who  does  this,  has  to  sacrifice 

the  applause  of  coteries  and  the  satisfaction 

which  comes  from  "  discovering  "  something 
and  making  for  his  discovery  a  following. 

But  I  am  sure  this  is  the  right  line  for 
criticism,  and  the  one  which  will  ultimately 

prevail,  to  the  exclusion  of  more  partial  ways. 
I  therefore,  who,  in  my  own  humble  way, 

have  tried  as  critic  to  preserve  what  Goethe 

also  calls  the  "abiding  relations,"  Ueibende 
Verhaltnisse,  feel  specially  drawn  to  your 
work  by  the  seal  of  largeness  set  upon  it. 
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You  test  Shakespeare  in  his  personal  poems 
as  man,  from  the  standpoint  of  the  whole; 

and  this  seems  to  me  eminently  scientific  — 
right.  In  a  minor  point,  I  can  tell  you,  as 
no  one  else  could,  that  your  critical  instinct 
is  no  less  acute  than  generally  right.  You 
have  quoted  one  of  my  sonnets  in  the  notes. 

This  Sonnet  was  written,  to  myself  con- 
sciously, under  the  Shakespearean  influence. 

The  influence  was  complex,  but  very  potent; 

and  your  discernment,  your  "  spotting  "  of  it, 
appears  to  me  that  you  have  the  right  scent  — 
fiuto  (as  Italians),  flair  (as  Frenchmen  call 
that  subtle  penetration  into  the  recesses  of  a 
mind  regulated  by  style). 

Thank  you  from  my  heart  for  this  gift, 
which  (I  hope,  if  years  enough  are  given 
me)  shall  wear  itself  out  in  the  daily  service 
of  your  friend, 

JOHN  ADDINGTON  SYMONDS. 

In  the  following  letter  to  J.  A.  Symonds  the 
Editor  explained  the  intention  of  his  collected 

Sonnets  of  this  Century: 
12:11:85. 

MY  DEAR  MR.  SYMONDS, 

I  am  shortly  going  to  bring  out  a  Selec- 
tion of  the  Best  Sonnets  of  this  Century  (in- 

cluding a  lengthy  Introductory  Essay  on  the 
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Sonnet  as  a  vehicle  of  poetic  thought,  and  on 
its  place  and  history  in  English  Literature) 

—  and  I  should  certainly  regard  it  as  incom- 
plete if  your  fine  sonnet-work  were  unrep- 

resented.    I  am  giving  an  average  of  two  to 
each  writer  of  standing,  but  in  your  case  I 
have  allowed  for  five.    This  is  both  because 

I  have  a  genuine  admiration  for  your  son- 
net-work in  the  main,  and  because   I  think 

that  you  have  never  been  done  full  justice  to 

as  a  poet  —  though  of  course  you  have  met 
with  loyal  recognition  in  most  of  those  quar- 

ters where  you  would  most  value  it.  ... 
I  have  taken  pleasure  in  the  preparation  of 

the  little  book,  and  I  think  that  both  poetically 
and  technically  it  will  be  found  satisfactory. 
My  main  principles  in  selection  have  been  ( I ) 
Structural  correctness.  (2)  Individuality, 
with  distinct  poetic  value.  (3)  Adequacy  of 
Sonnet-Motive. 

I  hope  that  you  are  hard  at  work  —  not 
neglecting  the  shyest  and  dearest  of  the  muses 

—  ?     Is  there  any  chance  of  your  being  in 
London  in  the  late  Spring?    I  hope  so. 

Sincerely  yours, 
WILLIAM  SHARP. 

In  the  preparation  of  the  volume  he  received 

several  interesting  communications  from  well- 



'Sonnets  of  the  Century 

known  English  sonnet  writers  from  which  I 
select  four.  The  first  is  from  the  Irish  poet 

Aubrey  de  Vere ;  in  the  second  George  Mere- 
dith answers  a  question  concerning  his  volume 

of  sequent  poems,  Modern  Love: 

CURRAGH  CHASE,  ADARE, 

Dec.  5.  1885- 
DEAR  MR.  SHARP, 

...  I  am  much  flattered  by  what  you  say 
about  my  sonnets,  and  glad  that  you  like 
them;  but  I  hope  that  in  selecting  so  many 

as  five  for  your  volume  you  have  not  dis- 
placed sonnets  by  other  authors.  Sir  R. 

Hamilton's  are  indeed,  as  you  remark,  excel- 
lent, and  I  rejoice  that  you  are  making  them 

better  known  than  they  have  been  hitherto. 
Wordsworth  once  remarked  to  me  that  he 

had  known  many  men  of  high  talents  and  sev- 
eral of  real  genius;  but  that  Coleridge,  and 

Sir  W.  H.  Hamilton  were  the  only  men  he 
had  known  to  whom  he  would  apply  the 
term  "  wonderful." 

Yours  faithfully, 
AUBREY  DE  VERB. 

BOXHILL,  DORKING, 
Nov.  12,  1885. 

DEAR  SIR, 

You  are  at  liberty  to  make  your  use  of  the 
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Sonnet  you  have  named.  The  Italians  allow 

of  16  lines,  under  the  title  of  "  Sonnets  with 

a  tail." 
But  the  lines  of  "  Modern  Love  "  were  not 

designed  for  that  form. 
Yours  very  truly, 

GEORGE  MEREDITH. 

The  third  letter  is  from  Mr.  Theodore 

Watts-Dunton : 

THE  PINES,  PUTNEY  HILL, 

Jan.  8,  1886. 
MY  DEAR  SHARP, 

I  sent  off  the  proofs  by  Wednesday  after- 

noon's post.  .  .  . 
My  theory  of  the  sonnet  is  exactly  expressed 

in  the  sonnet  on  the  sonnet.  It  is  that,  in  the 

octave,  the  emotion  flows  out  in  a  rhythmic 
billow:  that  the  solidarity  of  this  billow  is 

maintained  by  knitting  the  two  quatrains  to- 
gether by  means  of  two  rhyme  sounds  only: 

that  in  the  sestet  the  billow  ebbs  back  to 

"  Life's  tumultuous  sea  "  and  that  like  the  ebb 
of  an  ocean-billow  it  moves  backward,  not 
solidly,  but  broken  up  into  wavelets.  This 
is  only  the  arrangement  of  the  rhymes  in  the 
sestet,  that  not  only  need  not  be  based  upon 

any  given  system  but  that  should  not  be  based 
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on  any  given  system,  and  should  be  perceived 
entirely  by  emotional  demands. 

Yours  affectly, 

THEO.  WATTS. 

The  fourth  letter  is  from  Oscar  Wilde: 

16  TITE  ST.,  CHELSEA. 
DEAR  SIR, 

It  will  give  me  much  pleasure  to  see  the  son- 
nets you  mention  included  in  your  selection. 

Of  the  two,  I  much  prefer  "  Libertatis  Sacra 
Fames  " —  and  if  only  one  is  taken,  would  like 
to  be  represented  by  that.  Indeed  I  like  the 

sonnets  on  p.  3  and  p.  16  of  my  volume  better 
than  the  one  written  in  Holy  Week  at  Genoa. 
Perhaps,  however,  this  is  merely  because  Art 
and  Liberty  seem  to  me  more  vital  and  more 

religious  than  any  Creed.  I  send  you  a  son-  j 
net  I  wrote  at  the  Sale  of  Keats's  love  letters 

some  months  ago.  What  do  you  think  of  it?^ 
It  has  not  yet  been  published.  I  wonder  are 

you  including  Edgar  Allan  Poe's  sonnet  to 
Science.  It  is  one  I  like  very  much. 

I  will  look  forward  with  much  interest  to 

the  appearance  of  your  book. 
I  remain 

Truly  yours, 
OSCAR  WILDE. 
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William  Sharp 

ON  THE   SALE  BY   AUCTION   OF  KEATS'S 
LOVE  LETTERS 

These  are  the  letters  which  Endymion  wrote 
To  one  he  loved  in  secret,  and  apart. 
And  now  the  brawlers  of  the  auction  mart 

Bargain  and  bid  for  each  poor  blotted  note. 
Ay!  for  each  separate  pulse  of  passion  quote 

The  merchant's  price:  I  think  they  love  not  art, 
Who  break  the  crystal  of  a  poet's  heart 

That  small  and  sickly  eyes  may  glare  and  gloat! 
Is  it  not  said  that  many  years  ago, 

In  a  far  Eastern  town,  some  soldiers  ran 
With  torches  through  the  midnight,  and  began 
To  wrangle  for  mean  raiment,  and  to  throw 

Dice  for  the  garments  of  a  wretched  man, 

Not  knowing  the  God's  wonder,  or  his  woe. 

I  wish  I  could  grave  my  sonnets  on  an  ivory 

tablet  —  Quill  pens  and  note-paper  are  only 
good  enough  for  bills  of  lading.  A  sonnet 

should  always  look  well.  Don't  you  think  so? 
O.  W. 

The  success  of  the  volume  was  immediate, 

and  a  second  edition  followed  quickly.  In 
it  I  begged  that  the  Editor  would  include  some 
sonnets  of  his  own.  He  had  refused  to  do  so 

for  the  ist  Edition,  but  he  now  yielded  to  my 

wish  and  included  two,  "  Spring  Wind  "  and 
"  A  Midsummer  Hour."  In  later  editions, 
however,  he  took  them  out  again  and  left  only 
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