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Extracts from Ben Tubbs Adventures

Richard Jefferies

Ben Tubbs Adventuresx AO DHOT AAAT U xOEOOAT EIT * AEEA

earliest extant work of any length. The handwritten manuscript is held at the
British Library but the text was reproduced, with an Introduction by Andrew
Rossabi, and publishedn 2016by the Richard Jefferies Society under thePetton
Books imprint . The page numbers refer to this edition.

ow certain rosy streaks of light conjoined with the fact that the stars

looked precious dim and warned the travellers that day was
approaching. Suddenly the suncleared the summit of a hill and shot his
beams in all directions causing the dew to glitter with a lustrous light; the
birds woke up and the stars went out.[p.51]

s evening drew near they entered another forest of altogether a different

description; here the trees grew thick and were matted with various
creepers in one thick impenetrable wall of vegetation. There was no passing
through this forest but by the winding buffalo paths trodden deep in the
earth, which allowed but one horseman at a time and were frequently
obstructed by creepers, under which the buffaloes had passed but which
Finnikin 2 who rode foremost> was obliged to cut down with his hatchet.
Few persons, once well in such a forest, would find their way out again, but
Finnikin was a regular Indian in all but the colour of his skin, and even then,
there was but slight difference. Just as the sun sunk they entered a sort of
clearing some fifty yards in diameter which offered a capital place for a
bivouac, especially as a large pool of water stwl nearly in the centre. To this
pool it was evident that the buffaloes came to drink as not only the path they
had been following but five or six others coming from various directions led
down to it. [p.101]

he moon was now rapidly sinking and her fadng light showed that

morning was approaching. Indeed in the eastern horizon certain rosy
streaks of light, with which the sun is wont to herald his approach, had
already shot up into the sky and was rapidly increasing in brightness. The
stars were going od, one by one, until only the most splendid remained to
testify that there had been such things, and these also soon disappeared.
Then up rose the glorious sun sending his refulgent beams right in the faces
of the fugitives and gladding their hearts with his splendour. [p.107]

5



en knew but little of Christianity beyond the name, he had but seldom

bowed the knee, never had he trusted in God, never offered up a prayer
in the real sense of the word. But now with death beneath, and worse than
death behind, asense of dependency came over him and he mentally prayed
the Great Maker of the Universe to deliver him. [p.121]

he path widened again and to his great joy, at about a mile ahead, he saw

that the cliffs went down and gave place to the rolling prairie, whose tall
gras® such is the power of fancy he would have sworn he saw waving. At
this joyful sight his heart expanded and he uttered an exclamation of
thankfulness. [p.122123]

ar beneath him he could see the winding blue river clothed on each side

by a narrow strip of wood succeeded by the boundless rolling prairie
extending to the far-off horizon. Ahead he could see those abrupt hills that
had caused him and his two companions to take the narrow path by the
river. A few of these he saw he must pass befe he felt the delightful turf of
the prairie beneath his feet.

All appeared so still, so calm, so luxuriant under the hot beams of the
midday sun as to almost make him forget the awkward situation he was in.
For although he was in no immediate danger yé he well knew that there was
but little chance of his ultimate escape. Thus he lay ruminating, chewing the
cud of contemplation until the demands of hunger disturbed his reveries and
he arose and walked forward. At first his legs almost refused their offie but,
after a few hundred yards were past, they recovered something of their old
litheness and he walked rapidly forward.

On he went with joyful thoughts of presently meeting deer, and soon
reached those broken hills before mentioned and, carefully asceding each
one, peeped over into the valley below, hoping to see game. But none
appeared, and having passed the last hill he, to his delight, entered the
rolling prairie and, keeping near the wood which skirted the river, moved
forward with rifle cocked in momentary expectation of deer. But mile after
mile was thus passed still no signs of any description of quadruped and he
began to think he should lose his dinner. The sun too began to decline and,
feeling that it was useless to continue his present coursealthough loath to
leave the river, he struck boldly out into the prairie towards the glorious
luminary. [p.123124]



*TElT "OO0OOI OGCEOGS , AOO/

This copy of a typed onepage letter is in the Mosher archives of the Houghton
Library at Harvard University.lJohn Burroughs(April 3, 1837z March 29, 1921)
was an American nature essayist and was active in the conservation movement.
See next article.For more information about Harold, seepp.1%-14.

0711 AAEOAE , 1 ACAbs
Roxbury-in-the-Catskills,
New York.

October 2nd, 1915.
Dear Mr Jefferies:

| am glad to have a letter from the son of Richard Jefé]ries. Of course |
ETT x UI OO0 AAOEAOB0O xI OEh AT A COAAOI U ¢
YBBRa ) OI T E T &bbokswkh roel IO LifeHA OFokHerD
Country [sic]) | think, and promised myself the pleasure of seeing him, but
for various reasons# none of which seem satisfactory at this distance |
failed to make the effort. | shall never cease to regret that | didnot try to see
him. The note he sounded is distinct in the literature of England, and will
not be forgotten.

The volume of his that moved me mast is The Story of My Heart. It reveals
such a big heart working in such a rich poetic nature. | have nevetooked
upon him as a mystidd he was far less so than Thorea but as a man of
feeling and imagination describing and interpreting nature to us through his
own heart. There is just enough of the magic of genius in his work to give it
an aroma of its own. Without some touch or flavour of the ideal, the
unattainable, we cannot have a work of true literature.

I am still writing books with my seventy ninth birthday only six months
away, and am getting nearly as much out of life as ever | did. My next volume
istobecalledd 051 AAO OEA ! pP1I A 40AAOG6 AT A xAC
orchard camp on the farm where | was born. | usually spend the summer and
early fall months here. What a pity your father could not have had health
and opportunity such as | have had. | ha a good inheritance of health to
begin with, and | have preserved it by living a sane and simple life. Then the
struggle to live is rarely so hard in this country as in the old world.

MS Am 1096 (295), Houghton Library, Harvard University.
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The great questions you refer to press upon all sensitive and imaginate
o1 O1 68 " OO OEAU AOA ET Oi 1 OAI A8 | £ Al 00«
one® ETTAO OAI £#6 AAAAOOA ET OEA OAOU AAC
self is still in existence. We never can outrun our own shadow. Your thoughts
about the theoretical curve are very suggestive. Celestial mathematics could
probably give us the key to all mysteries if we were equal to the task of
drawing it out.

| should be glad to see you if you ever come my way. With hearty good
wishes, | am,

Very sincerelyyours,

JOHN BURROUGHS.

John Burroughs, 1909



Introducing John Burroughs, 1837 1921

Phyllis Treitel

This paper was read by Phyllis Treitel M.A.(Oxon), to the Richard Jefferies
Society in Swindon on 3 December 1984,

have never read anything he has written. Henry Salt mentions him
several times in his book Richard Jefferies; A StudyThe writers

Edward Thomas and W( 8 ( OAOT 1T OAEAO O EEIih A
book, Idyllists of the Countryside has a full chapter on him. Even so, | feel
that some explanation is called for before | begin. John Burroughs is not only
not Richard Jefferies,he was not even English. He was an American writer,
writing mostly, but not entirely, about his own land and people; and this
might suggest that he is no concern of ours but, as | hope you will agree, by
the time | have finished, there is something for usto gain from studying him.
That is not to put him forward as a rival to Jefferies; nor do | intend to say
which of the two | think the better writer. | shall not even, as | go along,
draw comparisons for you between the life and work of Burroughs and that
of Jefferies. | shall leave you to do that for yourselves. You may even come to
think, as | do, that in many ways Burroughs resembles another English
nature writer more than he does Jefferies.

My first reason for drawing him to your attention is that he w as Richard
* REEAOEAOGSE AT 1 OAI BT OAOUR AT O Al-fdudAT 1
years after Jefferies. He wrote works that have a great deal in common with
OTi A 1T &£ »AEEAOEAOSKh Al OET OCE " 0001 O0C
literary criticism . Indeed we reluctantly have to admit that of the two
writers, Burroughs was the first in the field with nature essays, for what that
is worth.

My other reason for talking about him is that he had a few things to say,
though not many, about Jefferies himséf; and since contemporary comments
on Jefferies by fellow nature writers are rare, we must treasure those few we
have, even if not all of them pay the compliments we like to hear.

-U PI AT EO O CEOA uUi®0 A OAOU OADPEA
vast amount of biographical information and | have had to be very selective.
Next, to indicate his standing as a writer, in so far as that has not already
become plain. And then to relate what he thought about Richard Jefferies, to
the extent that | have BAAT AAT A O ZET A OEEO 1 00 £
books, journals and letters. | thought you would like to hear some short

9
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extracts from his books; then you can begin to judge for yourselves what
kind of writer he was. Kim Taplin has kindly agreed to do the reading.
John Burroughs was born on a farm in the foothills of the Catskill Mountains
in New York State, some 80 miles north of New York City. The nearest place
to it was Roxbury. The year was 1837. He was the seventh of ten children,
with two elder sisters and four elder brothers. In a reminiscence not
DOAI EOEAA O1 OE1 AZEOAO EEO AARAAOE EA OAE/
xETh AO &AOEAO OAEAR OOITE O 1 AOIETd:
character: we were all tenderfeed lacking in grit, will -power, and self
assertion , and the ability to deal with men. We were easily crowded to the
wall, easily cheated, always ready to take a back seat, timid, complying,
undecided, obstinate but not combative, selfish but not seltassertive, always
the easy victims of pushing, coarseCOAET AAh A A OMy@byhdod; | Al
p.57~]

Everyone in the family helped with the farm, including John, though he
claims he never really liked it. We can believe this only in part; he was, as he
got to his teens, an excellent mower,and he admits to getting great
satisfaction out of one job. This consisted of going out into the fields where
the cows grazed and taking great swipes with a stick at the dried cow pats
xEEAE xAOA ETT x1 AM@Boyhddd p.386] AddO®Oda&ihd O8 y
has read his description of the tapping of the maple trees for syrup when the
winter was over, and making the syrup into sugar, would doubt his
happiness for one moment.

As soon as he was old enough he attended his local schools. It is
interesting to us to learn that at that time there was no school in the summer
for the over-twelves but he went to school every winter until he was
seventeen and would have liked to stay on even longer. Since his father had
no money to pay for college, John left home and bgan schootteaching.
When he had saved something from his earnings he was able to pay for a few
iT1 OEO8 OOEOEITh EEOOO AO OEA (AAAET Cc
more teaching, at the Cooperstown Seminary. He had decided very early on
that he wanted to be a writer and his first effort appeared in print when he
was nineteen, but it was several years before he knew he was on the right
track.

Perhaps surprisingly for a young man with ambition and no money, he
married at the age of twenty. The young woman, Ursula North, was a year
older than he was, and throughout sixty restive but loyal years of marriage
they seem to have been a continual trial to each other. There are many
instances in literature where the wife or sister of a writer was a great help,
sometimes an unacknowledged help, to him. This was not one of those cases.
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Julian Burroughs, their son, writing after his parents were both dead, tells a
00T ou T &£ A1 ETAEAAT O ET EEO PA@dhadOb
OEi Adh OMI [Babé&]Ovas* téachihg school at a small town near
Newburgh and when Saturday came he wanted to go into the parlour for his
AAUGS O ...MotheE had no notion of its order being disturbed and its
sanctity profaned by such a frivolous thing as writingd she locked the door. |
think Father took it as an insult, not to himself but to his calling ... and, in
what to me was fine and noble and justifiable frenzy, he smashed the door
ET O OOI B Boghdoll,b.t5pWe learn, from another source, that
in that house at least, the best the aspiring writer could do for a desk was the
top step of the attic stairs.

Unfortunately, this lack of sympathy on the part of Ursula never really
AEAT CAA8 " 0001 OCEO8 AEI COAPEAO A& O1 A
his death:

It is the oft-told story, A crude, undeveloped young man marries a girl older and

more experienced than himself. He develops, she simply hardens, and their

interests diverge. In middle life they are far apart she knows him not at all, does
not share his real life, only his kitchen life. The things he lives for are nothing to
her; she has no mental or social wants; hardly any religious wants. One supreme
want she has, to which she sacrifices everything health, hospitality, friends,
husband, childd the want to be free from dirt and disorder. She is one of those

terrible housekeepers with whom there is no livingd a housekeeper, but not a

home-maker.

91 &6 AT OIAT80 AETA A ATTE T &£ U xOEOQETC
there. She has no pridein them. She refuses to see people who come to see
meb the people whom my writings draw. She looks upon my writing as a kind of
self-indulgence which she ought to frown upon. She is jealous of everybody, man
and woman alike. No doubt she loves me; but she wuld have me play second
fiddle to her. | had to build a study outside. She literally cleaned me out; and now
she is mad because | will not spend my evenings with her in the kitchen. She has
not spoken to me today.

She has many noble traits, but the ordinay friction of life makes a fury of her.
She has a strong will, and must have her way. | have a weak will, and find it hard
to say No, or to stand up for my rights, and that irritates her. All my habits and
disposition irritate her. | am easy and indulgent, and think anything is good
enough for me and her. She is particular, exacting, proud and very conventional.
She opposes me at every point. We can have no conversation whatever. | sit meal
after meal and hardly say a word, year in and year out.

She was rule and uncivil to a friend of mine who came here last week with his
novel to read to me. She visits in but one house, here and thetg hardly once a
year. No one comes here. She has no cormesndents. She gives herself, body and
soul, to the drudgery of housekeeping. She will not keep a girl, because she cannot
get an angel.
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I am not blameless. | have my own sins to answer fd# sins she has driven me
into ... but she has not been true to any of my higher wants and needd has
trampled them all under foot, th ough ignorantly and blindly, | admit. She has no
self-knowledge at alld | never saw her like in this respect. She thinks herself a
model wife. ...) AT 180 OAA Eix ) AAT 1 EOGA EAOA i 6/
two of real peace and sunshine before | . ... Oh, what a boon is good nature; like
sunshine, like a genial climate.[Life and Letters,|, pp.3312]

Julian admits, however, that his father was often moody and irritable, that
his mother took excellent care of the two of them, father and son, am that

OEAEO 1 AOO UAAOO xAOA 1100 EAPDBU O CA
TAAOOOAT AET ¢ OEMyBoyhdo@p20d AAOOE £01 6 8
In order to earn enough for the two of them to set up housekeeping
together, John had to spend several years teachingkoolchildren. The work
was very poorly paid and before long he came to resent it. Yet it taught him a
COAAO AAAT AAT OO AEEI AOATh AT A OEA oOuUcC
OOAUAA ET 0001 xEOE OEA AEEI AOAT 860 £AI
itself. About six years after his marriage, in 1863 to be precise, he took a
momentous step. He had no money, none to give Ursula while he was gone,
but he set off for the Capital, Washington. He was tempted by a friend who
was sure John could get a good jolthere and who promised, into the
bargain, to introduce him to Walt Whitman. There was also the matter of
the Civil War. John Burroughs was as caught up by the excitement of the war
as anyone and he thought about joining the army. From the variety of
reasors given for not joining up, including the fact that he had a carbuncle,
it is clear that, though several people helped to dissuade him, the strongest
disinclination was his own. After some miserable weeks with no money he
finally found work as a clerk in the Treasury and before long he was able to
send for Ursula. By the time their ten years in Washington were up they had
been able to build their own house, [1332 V Street]. John was never to go back
to school-teaching though it can be no accident that his books, written after
all for adults, brought him, over the years, hundreds, probably thousands of
school-age admirers.

The move to Washington allowed the Burroughses to establish themselves
domestically; there was another equally important achievement heret John
established himself as a writer. By the time he was 26 he had already had
several articles published and he had discovered that his public wanted, what
he was well able to provide, namely essays about the otf-doors. Burroughs
was not friendless andhe did not lack advice and help with his writing but
still it must be admitted that his encounter at this time with the poet Walt
7EEOQOI AT xAO 1T £ OOPOAI A EIi bdaveohGrashad OT EFE
first been published in 1855 and had met with a rathe mixed reception.

12
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Burroughs did not read the book until 1861 but he was immediately and
permanently impressed by it. He was therefore ripe for an encounter with

OEA PiI AOG8 O) 11 OGAA EEIidéh OAEA " OOOI O¢
companionable without talking. | owe more to him than any other man in

the world. He brooded me; he gave me things to think of; he taught me

Later in life he was to ask himself whether he had pehaps been so much
7EEOI AT8O0 AAOT AAOA OEAO EA [Whibran shdd AT U

Burroughs ComradesPp8aé¢ e &1 O CIT A 1T O EiIl EA xA
AOEAT AOG O1T OElI h AT A ETAAAA AZEOAOR 7EEC
surprising 0T 1 AAOT OEAO " OO0O0i OCEOS6 AEEOOO A

out in 1867, the first book to be written about the poet, and was called\otes
on Walt Whitman as Poet and PersonWhitman himself wrote parts of it,
possibly as much as a half, though this facwas kept secret; Burroughs, who
had had it printed at his own expense, lost money on it.

Indirectly, the life in Washington helped Burroughs in another way: he
OPAT O 1 OAE T &£ EEO x1 OEET ¢ AAU COAOAEI
were slack. He wouldlet his thoughts roam to the scenes of the rural life he
had left, a life for which he yearned as long as he lived. He had time to put
these thoughts on to paper, and the joy and consolation he was able to inject
into his writing was immediately popular w ith his readers. Published first as
articles, they were in 1871 gathered into a book. Its title came from Whitman
who suggested the nameWake-Robin as this was the popular name for an
early-blooming wild flower, the trillium. The book proved to be a success
and the first of many.

One more advantage accrued to Burroughs from the Washington job: the
American Treasury had to send fifteen million dollarsdworth of bonds to
London. Burroughs was one of the three men chosen to deliver them. In late
September 187he set off for England. Having performed his London tasks he
was able to spend the whole of October travelling. He squeezed in a visit to
France, took in Wales and Ireland on the way home and in 1875 brought out
a third book, Winter Sunshine. Much of it, like Wake-Robin, consists of
descriptions of the places and creatures near his early home that he loved to
watch and think about; however the last chapter of the book is a truly
delightful account of England and its people, including a description of a
VisEO O #AOI UI AR TTA T £ " O0owhidaiedan EAC
readers, of seeing the English through rosy spectacles; in reply he said, in his
POAEAAA OiI OEA AiTER O) £ OEA O" OEOEOE
| say of them, why thAT  OT | OAE OEA WiriteOSudshinElp.0] OE A

By the time Winter Sunshine appeared, John and Ursula Burroughs were
no longer in Washington. | think Ursula must have loved it there but John
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did not really like town life. That he did all he could to bring the farm to the
town is clear from an essay in his next bookBirds and Poetswvhich appeared

ET YBaa8 4EA AOOAU EO AAI 1T AA O/ 00 000,

kept, one after the other, while he lived in the centre of Washington. It was
evidently quite common at that time for a cow to be turned loose there by

AAU O FEET A COAUEIT C &I O EAOOAT £ AT A OA«

cow and a garden in town was not enough to satifyy his longing. In 1872 he
resigned his position in the Treasury and returned to New York State. There,
on the banks of the Hudson River, not far from New York, he bought land
and built himself a house. He was able to do this out of money he had saved
(or, I should say, they had saved), but he was still not able to live solely on
the payments he received for what he wrote. He found another job, a part
time one, as an examiner of broken banks. In time he became remarkably
successful at this work but he onlytolerated it because it enabled him to
have time for the dreaming and watching and thinking that were necessary
to his writing. His land he put down to grapes and soft fruit, and from the
proceeds of this, using hired help, he made the third portion of his living.
Manual work, direct contact with the soil, with stone and with growing
things, helped to satisfy one half of his longing for the kind of life he had had
at home; the other halfd the homesickness for the home of his parentét he
was never, ever, abldo assuage. Indeed it seemed to take a stronger hold the
older he got.

By 1878, the Burroughses must have begun to reconcile themselves to the
OAA EAAO OEAO 50001 A xi OIA 1TAOGAO AAn
AEE]I AOAT 68 " OO0 ) Ethed Aon Adliad.AHe Avels b@®ih E A 1
March 1873 and the details of his arrival are rather vaguédilliam Sloane
Kennedy, in his book, The Real John Burrough§1924, p.49] stated that he
had been told, both by Burroughs and by Whitman, that the little boy was

/

AAi DOAAS (A OOCCAOOAA OEAO OEA AAAU xA

Curtis. Elizabeth Burroughs Kelley, in her book about her father and
grandfather [John Burroughs Naturalist, p.261] gives alist of erroneous
statements about John Burroughs andncludes on the list the statement that
Julian might have been his nephew. So we regain in doubt.There is no
doubt at all about one thing, however, the boy gave his father and mother
the greatest possible joy and satisfaction. When Julian was four, thats in

'In a letter to Jean Saunders dated 5331 A a1 1 6 h , AA (Bindedvir&tdid artileQ E OA O ¢,

Al OTA 10606 i1 0A AAT OO *"80 Oi18 7A0 EA AAT POAAe

cil 01 AT80 EAAD OAOOAT 008 *" OAAOAAA TTA 1 & OEAI 8

boy. JB suggested to Mrs JB that they adopt. She agreed. He produced baby boy but did not
reveal parentage. Then it slipped out one day when she was twitting hm for not fathering any
AEEI AOAT 86
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1882, John decided to pay a second visit to the British Isles. Since he could
not very well leave his family behind he took them with him. By this time the
great Carlyle was dead but a good proportion of the three months of their
stay was spent in Sotland, visiting # AOl Ul A8O0 EIT T A AO xAl
beauty spots. Burroughs took to the Scots as individuals as he never took to
the English and was delighted to encounter a young man in Scotland who,
when approached for information about birds, replied quoting from one of
"0001 OCEO8 ATTEO8 '11 OEA OAI Ah %l Ci
people, exercised a great spell on the writer; he tramped for miles in the
south of England studying the wild life and the people. His description of his
hunt for the nightingale is one of the most attractive, because most coherent,
essays he ever wroteWhen he returned to America he was surprised to find
how many essays were forthcoming from this one trip. In fact they formed a
whole book which he called Fresh Fidds. It appeared in 18844 just a hundred
years ago.

Eventually, at the age of 49, Burroughs was able to give up the bark
examining and rely for support on the receipts from his writing and the sales
of his fruit. Once only, when the grapes had been ruined ly storms, he
undertook a lecture tour. Not willing to let anything go to waste he even
wrote an article on bank-examining. Entitled Broken Banks and Lax Directors
it was much praised by those who reckoned to know about such matters.

In all, Burroughs wrote nearly thirty books, and, indeed was still writing at
the age of nearly 84 when he died. In addition to his essays on nature and
the out-of-doors he wrote much literary criticism and also what might, only
loosely today, be called philosophy. You will be elieved to hear that
although he was brought up on a farm and did not receive what would now
be called a good education, he has never been describedda A -eBucakdd /£
D A A OA K GHahampl& alone a0l EOAOA-OO0T REEBE Eényw. 7 8
Though avid of praise he was an honest and modest person; he learned
partly by observation and private thought, partly by responding to the books
and personalities of men who impressed him. When he first began writing
his inspiration (after Samuel Johnson) had beerRalph Waldo Emerson and
Carlyle. As we have seen, he also came under the spell of Walt Whitman. To
these mentors we can add Charles Darwin, Matthew Arnold and, when
Burroughs was over 70, Henri Bergson. It is hard for us, with our concern
about the nuclear threat, to realise that at one time there were people for

xET I $AOxET 80 OAAAEEI ¢ OAAI AA EOOO AO
their feet. Burroughs was devoted to Darwird the man, the method and the
messagd AOO EA OI1T xAO I AAA @i td ds@llishelU $ .

notions, and he wrestled vigorously and honestly in print with the problems
as he saw them.
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7EEOQOI AT60 AAAOE ET YByda 1 AAEBitdllso @AOOEA
loose a barrage of uncomplimentary remarks about the poet. The best kown
of these was an article inThe Nation, the author of which was a successful
writer, Thomas Wentworth Higginson. Burroughs felt obliged to defend
Whitman and in 1896 brought out his second book about his friend, Walt
Whitman; A Study. This time the words were all his own.

Burroughs himself is occasionally referred to as a poet. He never claimed
to be one; he liked to be called a natureessayist, but he did write several
piAi 68 /T A T &£ OEAih xOEOOAT xEAT EA x.
became popular and well known. It was almost certainly inspired by
something written by Emerson. | mention it at this stage because one of the
TT OEAAAAT A OEET CO AAT OO OEA 1 A0GO0 OxAl
vindication of the claim made in the poem. If | read the first four verses you
will understand.

Serene, | fold my hands and wait,

Nor care for wind, nor tide, nor sea;

)y OAOA 11 11 O0A 8CAET OO0 4EI A 10 &AOAR

For lo! my own shall come to me.

| stay my haste, | make delays,

For what avails this eager pace?

| stand amid the eternal ways,

And what is mine shall know my face.

Asleep, awake, by night or day,

The friends | seek are seeking me;

No wind can drive my bark astray,

Nor change the tide of destiny.

What matter if | stand alone?

| wait with joy the coming years;

My heart shall reap where it hath sown,

And garner up its fruit of tears.

Well, these friends did come to him. Some | shall refer to when | come to
OEA AOEAATAA 1T &£ OEA xi1 01 A0 OAAADPOEI I
In 1901, among his now customary letters of appreciation from his readers,
came one from a psychiatric dator, a Miss Clara Barrus. She visited him at
his home and they became great friends. Within a few weeks he could write
6i EAOd O6.ix ) Ai AACETTEIC O AA AIT
known you years ago, or when you first began to love my booksAll the
beautiful springs and summers that are past and you not a part of them for
i A 8Lde agd Letters Il, p.20] Over the twenty years remaining to him she
became more and more indispensable to him. She typed his articles, she read
his proofs and chedked details (he was a bad speller). Eventually she became
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a housekeeper to the aging Burroughs pair and when Ursula died in 1917, Dr.
Barrus stayed on and looked after John. One of the many results of her
assistance must be the fact that, if we countquanE OUh EAT £ 1T £ * 1 E
output of books came in the last twenty years of his life.

Once the Great War was revealed in all its savagery he became a fierce
hater of the Germans; in spite of his 80 years he wrote again and again to the
newspapers on thesubject. Yet at heart he was an affectionate and sociable
man, never gregarious but needing the stimulus of human contact. He made
many friends and was a copious letter writer. From his late thirties he kept a
journal. Dr. Barrus, writing his biography in 1925, four years after his death,
OAEA EA EAA OITOA T &£ A DPAOOITAIT A&11I
both through correspondence and in person, than any other American
AOOET O EAO EAAR AT Ah DOT AAAIT Uh i1 OA Ol
[Life and Letters |, p.247]

So we come to two important questions: how did the world react then to
"O0001 OCEOS8 xI1 OE AT A Eix AT AO EO OAAAC
some help. His first nature bookd Wake-Robind was reviewed in the year of
its publication in Century lllustrated Monthly Magazine, published in New
91l OE8 (AOET ¢ OAEA OEAO EO xAO OA 11060
ORAOEAxAO AAI EOO OEAO OOAE AITEOHh 1160
UAAOO8 4EA AT TESO OFET A EAI EAEOU T £ A
AT A OEA AOOETI O AAAOOAOGAIT Wir Gdroughsoved D x
all nature, andisathomei Al 1 E ddtury, Augusal§71, pp.445]

yO EO Ei bl OOAT 6 OI OAAI EOGA OEAO 11 0C
books had already appeared in magazinesCentury, for example was an
unfailing customer for his writings. So that by the time th ey were published
as books, any slips had been corrected. The second bookyinter Sunshing
which appeared in 1876 was reviewed iithe Nation by Henry James.He said,
O4EEO EO A AEAOIEIC 1EOOIA AITTESHh AT A
OOAIARMOERA £A1 EAEOU AT A OEOGEAT AOOGB8h OAE/
AAOAOOAO O1 A AAelNatn, Z¥ Jak 0836 BoAriudh Sor aysample
of early American reactions. The opinion of European and especially English
men of letters was also important to Americans and Wake-Robinwas sent for
review to England. John was a little put out by the treatment it got from the
journal The Athenaeum and those of us who are interested in the
development in the mid-nineteenth century of the market for nature books
may learn something from the fact that Wake-Robin, along with a book on

shooting shore birds, was reviewed inThe Athenaeumunder science books,
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[The Athenaeum, 11 Nov. 1871, p.25] Although he compliments Burroughs on
his style, the reviewer is clearlyimpatient with both authors because they
OO0AU 1 AOGO AAT OO AEOAO OEAT AAT OO OEAI O
AOGET xEEAEh EA OAUOh EO ET AOAAOGEIT ¢ AT A
read [he means Burroughs] the impression left is that the reade has not read
an ill-made sentence, and has not stored up halb-dozen facts worth
OAi AT AAOET ¢68 311 A EEAZOCAAT UAAOO 1 AOAO
was, had become thoroughly established.Literary World, another English
ET OOT Al h roGuAsE Wag, noOgedd Gas a writer on nature among
AT 1 OAI DI OA GO 8A & O 1 A&V BuiidhighHidone of the
most delightful of American essayists, steeped in culture to the fingerAT AO8 8

yi Yyié A [ OOOAT AOCEAT A OAT OlLitharyAT DU
Values,01 , AOI EA 30APEAT 8 30APEAT h xOEOET C
very charming book ... | enjoyed [it] thoroughly and the more because my
health at present cuts me off fom certain dry and onerous works which |
otherwise ought to be studyingd It is just the reading for a convalescent, as |
Ei PA OEAO ) 1T AU AAI1T T UOAI #8686 '1 AOh 30
x7 61 A ACOAA xEOE " 0001 OCE G EHA Ol Gpi AG A 6
Leslie Stephen at that time, we can also, as | imagine Burroughs did, read
AROxAAT 30APEAT 60 OAAOAEOI AOO OOOOEAEODI
Dewitt Miller, 4 April 1903, Alders Library, University of Virginia.]

| have quoted from just a few of the comments of professional critics on
*TET " O0O001T OGCEOS8 x1 OENn xEAO AEA 1T OEAO «x
think of him? They seem to have accepted him entirely, both as a writer and
as an expert on birds. The writer W.H. Hudson nda only wrote
complimentary reviews of his books, he quotes him as an authority no less
than four times in his own book, British Birds. Edward Thomas quotes him
too, even going so far, inThe Icknield Way,as to quote him on the subject of
grit and how good it is, or is not, to walk upon.

If public demand is a criterion then Burroughs has to be called a success
since all his early books went into several editions before he died. The
railway tycoon E.H. Harriman (father of Averell Harriman) invited the sixty -
two-year-old Burroughs to join an expedition to Alaska in 1899 and, rather
reluctantly, he went. In 1903 he was the guest and travelling companion, on a
rail trip across the American continent, of the president, Theodore
Roosevelt. Of course the crowds moBAAA 2117 OAOGAT O AOO O
amazement there was a huge banner out for him in Minneapolis and
schoolgirls showered him with flowers. In the poem we heard earlier he had
DOAAEAOAA OEAO OOEA EOEAT AO ) OAAE AOA
foretold in the poem. Among the last to discover him were Henry Ford,
(AOOAU &EOAOOTTA AT A 4EIT T A0 %AEOI T8 )I
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taken by them on their motor camping trips. Henry Ford, who loved
"0001 OCEOS8 AT 1T EOh CAOA Bufolghsh€pohdddb) O /F
learning to drive after a fashion, occasionally ending up in a ditch or out
through the back of the garage. Ford even gave him the money to buy up the
ITA EAITEI U EAOI AZEOAO *TET B0 AOI OEAOC
debt. To his great surprise, Burroughs was awarded three honorary degrees.
ITA xAO A $8, EO008 £OI T 9AIl Ah AAAAOOA
ET OAOPOAOCAOGEIT 1T &2/ 1TAOOOA UIT O EAOA Al O
wife was slowly dying of cancer, he American Institute of Arts and Letters
conferred upon him their gold medal for excellence in belleslettres. He felt
ashamed at his indifference to the honour.

His books were published in Britain tood originally a small series was
published in Edinburgh in the 1880s. He had many admirers here though |
think we would nowadays question the zeal of the Cornishman who sent
Burroughs in 1881 a shipment of skylarks. Out of the original twentyfour
only five reached New York alive.

But what of now? It is dificul O O EOACA " 0001 OCEOG E
books have been reprinted in the last few years inthe USA; on the other
hand it is not uncommon to come upon his books or books about him, both
in libraries and in book-AAAT AOO8 OET POh x bdeddbenedA CA O
If one asks Americans at random about the writer John Burroughs they may,
AEOAO Al ET OAOOAI & O OEI OCEOR OOCCAC
OEAU AOA EOOO AO 1 EEAIU OI OEETE 1T £&£
Burroughs is not forgotten. There is a John Burroughs Memorial Association
in New York. Vassar College, with whose students John Burroughs was such
a favourite in his lifetime, has just become the proud owner of the originals
I £ OEA xOEOAO080 EI @ibrdnis@ihown' tBeORMerbyC E O 8
property and live there and his granddaughter Elizabeth Burroughs Kelley,
now some 80 years old, is a recognised expert on her grandfather and his
work. The various houses and places connected with the writer have been
named National Historic Landmarks by the Department of the Interior and
the Memorial field on the old farm, where Burroughs is buried, is maintained
by the New York State Department of Environmental Conservation.

Many books of reminiscence were written about Birroughs soon after his
death and a few more recently. Dr. Clara Barrus in 1925 completed the huge
task of the two-volume biography, went on to edit the book based on the
journals, and then a book about Burroughs and his great hero Whitman. A
scholarly book about Burroughs, albeit a slim one, was written in 1974 by
Perry Westbrook and for this, with its objectivity and penetration we must
be grateful. It is long overdue.

19



| promised, at the beginning, that | would tell you what Burroughs wrote
about Jeferies. A whole evening could be devoted to a comparison of the two
writers; as | explained earlier, | do not propose to embark on that task. They
canbe compared: both wrote nature essays that seem to me to be modern, in
the sense that they are timeless; bth also wrote about matters that possess
Tixh A EOT AOAA UAAOO 1 AOCAOR AO 78%w8 (A
book The Eulogy of Richard Jefferie§The Athenaeum, 8 December, 1888,
p.768 said they would, an antiquarian interest. (A statement that Sir Arthur
Quiller-Couch in 1893 felt free to deride in scorching term&} The Speaker,
1893, pp.358B.) For all that, the two writers appear to me to have had
different aims and had different achievements.

More interesting than our opinions of them, is their opinions of each
other. It was the attempt to find out what each thought of the other that led
i A 01 AAI OA O1 OET OI OCEI U ET 01 OEA AAO
Burroughs read Jeffees, the answer is yes, he did and mentions Jefferies in
at least five places. | shall give you details in a moment. If we ask: did
Jefferies read Burroughs, the answer is more difficult because he certainly
never mentioned him. We know from Edward Thomass O AT T E 11 *A
[Richard Jefferiels DP8Yaéh apie OEAO * AeaveAGEAO
Grass and his Specimen Days and CollectRichard Haymaker in his book,
From Pampas to Hedgerows and Downsyjhich is about W.H. Hudson, states
[p.80] that Jefferies may have been influenced by Burroughs though he offers
nothing to support this statement. There is, in my opinion, some
circumstantial evidence for thinking that Jefferies had readFresh Fieldsbut
of signs of either comment or influence | have foundnone

31 ) OEAI1T AT1TAAT OGOAGA 11 xEAO xA E
Jefferies. In 1881 Burroughs, now aged 44, published a book calledpacton.
One of the essays in it describes a trip which Burroughs took in a canoe he
made himself down the river nea his home. The name of the river,
Pepacton, became the name of the book. Another chapter in the book is
AT OEOI AA O&i 1 OPAOGEOGSES8 )1 OEEO AOOAUR " (
the pleasures of walking, and complains that his countrymen do too litle of
it. He compares his own country in this respect with England and, to bolster
what he knows of English habits, supplies his readers with two quotations.
One is from a book called Field Paths andGreen Lanesthe other, although
he does not name it,is from The Amateur PoacherThis is what he writes:

A later writer, the author of A Gamekeeper at Homeand other books says:

O4ET OA 111U ETTx A A1 OT OOU xEiI AOA AANOA
roads, indeed, the outside may be seen; but the footpaths go through the heart

of the land. There are routes by which mile after mile may be travelled without

leaving the sward. So you may pass from village to village; now crossing green
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meadows [sic], now cornfields, over brooks, past woods, through farmyard and
OEAE OAAOEAT 6858
There the quotation ends and there is no other comment, [p.181]
The next reference comes in a book entitled Riverby, published in 1894
Oli A OAOGAT UAAOO AEOAO *AEEAOEAOGCE AAA
O, 1 6GAOO T £ . AOOOAEN AEOAO 1 AT GETTEI C -
Jefferies was probably as genuine a lover of Nate as was Wordsworth, but he
had not the same power to make us share his enjoyment. His page is sometimes
wearisome from mere description and enumeration. He is rarely interpretative;
the mood, the frame of mind, which Nature herself begets, he seldom impas
to us. What we finally love in Nature is ourselves, some suggestion of the
human spirit, and no labored description or careful enumeration of details will
bring us to this. It has been aptly said that Jefferies was a reporter of genius, but
that he never (in his nature books) got beyond reporting. His Wild Life reads
like a kind of field newspaper; he puts in everything, he is diligent and untiring,
but for much of it one cares vay little after he is through. For selecting and
combining the things of permanent interest so as to excite curiosity and impart
charm, he has but little power. [p.223]

There follow three pages in which Burroughs tells us what he thinks
observation really consists o8 Thoreau evidently lacked it. Then he comes
back to Jefferies

Richard Jefferies was not strictly an observer; he was a living and sympathetic
spectator of the nature about him, a poet, if you please, but he tells us little that

is memorable or suggestive. His best books are such as th@amekeeper at

Home and the Amateur Poacherwhere the human element is brought in, and

the descriptions of nature are relieved by racy bits of character drawing. By far

OEA AAOO OEETC T &£ Al EO A PAPAO EA x01 0
6EI T ACAG8 ) O Hpath&id and revedlsit® GdarEdhtl sodl bf the

man as nothing else he has written does. | must permit myself to transcribe one
paragraph of it. It shows how he, too, was under the spell of the past, and such

A OAAAT O PAOGO Oi 1 d Ghe odbsdtel dbwn)Thel haybe EAAO
standing or down, it matters nothing to me ...0

AT A OEAOA Ei 111 x0 A DPACA AT A A EAI £
essay[p.227]

At first | found it difficult to make sense of these two sets of comments:
they seemedinconsistent. The timing of the essay was another puzzle. It
appears in a book published in 1894 and | could not think what had
OOEI OI AGAA OEA OAEAOAT AA O1 *AEEAOEAOD
own journal gave me a clue. He had been working ontis particular essay in
February and March 1889, five years before the book came out. Now Walter
" AOAT O8The Hiiody Bf Richard Jefferieappeared in 1888 and W.E.
(AT T AUBO OAOEA x The AthefaéumiA Déadmbed Af Ahe &aime
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year. BurroughsOADAAOO OT i1 A T &£ (AT1AUBO x1 OAO
OAOGEAx AT OI A AAAT O1T O A O "OO0OOI OCEOG £
Agpl AET OEA OAATT A DPAOO T &£ xEAO EA xOI
6EI 1 ACA8 NOT OAA AU " OOOIT OQEtie venofirstAl OI
chapter of The Eulogybut | find no sign in this piece that Burroughs had read

"AOAT 6860 AiTE8 ) Ai ETAIETAA O OEA OE
OEIi A AEOAO EA EAA OAAA Feldant AeddgerowSOcA O E A x |
was the OPAT 1T T &£ (AT1AUBO x1 OAOh ET xAOAOA
himself to delete the earlier passage though it almost contradicted the later
one. And in this respect it is interesting to me to discover that when W.E.
Henley reprinted his various reviews in 1890 in book form (Views and
Review$, he had changed his piece on Jefferies almost beyond recognition.
Not quite thought OEA [ EOAEEAOTI 6O PDPEOAOA
solicitously preserved.

" O00O0IT OC ERvérbyids irefissued in 1904 and it was possibly a copy
of this edition that was read by a Mr. W.G. Cropley who, like me, took
exception to the passage about Jefferies. The granddaughter of John
Burroughs, Mrs. Elizabeth Kelley, kindly drew my attention to this letter and
sent me a copy of it. Mr. Cropley, writing from Manningtree, Essexon 27
September 1906 said:

I have just finished the perusal of Riverby which, like the whole of your books I
have much enjoyed, and which | heartily thank you for. | cannot however let pass
unchallenged some remarks you make on Richard Jefferies in the above book. To
NOT OA TTA T 0O Oxih Ui O OAUe Bdod th& ameddk OAT U
i ETAh xEEAE T AOOOA EAOOAI £ AACAOOR EA OAI
combining the things of permanent interest so as to excite curiosity and impart
AEAOIh EA EAO AOO 1 EOOI A PI xAO8S

Now | do not think that anyone who has madA AT AGEAOOOEOA OOOA
works can give such an unjust estimate as this. 8ely you cannot have read his
Nature near London The Open Ai; The Life of the Fieldsthree books to my mind
inimitable and charming. You say his best books ae& The Gamekeeper at Homand
The Amateur Poacherlt is true he made his name as a nature writer by them, but
it cannot be fairly said that they are his best books. | will admit one of your
OAi AOEO AAT 66 EEI Oi AA OOOA O(EO bDPACA
descib OET T AT A AT O WildQife &rid Rduddhboyt @ Grigad Eptatéoth
contain this fault, and perhaps one or two others.

| could of course go to great lengths of detail to justify what | have said,
AOPAAEAI T U xEAO UI O roefute behng ieléréd tobd Eeligio®A OOE T |
ET OOET AOO8 OEEO AAET ¢ A OOAEO ET *AEEAOEA
will not however say more, but will venture to add that if you will read or re-read
the three books | have mentioned, you will have cause to modify your remarks.

| remain,

sincerely yours.

OAD
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What are we to make of such comments as those of Burroughs? He read
*AREEAOEAOCS AT TEOR EA ETAx OEAO OEAU «x
yet he could not really bring himself to praise them. His private journal gives
00 Oii A EAARAA T £ EEO DPAODPI AGEOUS8 /1 a4l
T £ *AEEAOEAOGSE xOEOET CYvdghe Oinless, AQHOA F
colored masses of vapor. No tangible thought or fact. He is poor in ideas
poor in Science, but rich in feeling and fancy; no intensity or pungency of
PEOAOARh AOO A AEAAOOAA [Adodnals, pbad TAd AAT
journal entry looks as though it was prompted by work Burroughs was doing
on a new book, Ways of Nature which came out in 1905(It was reviewed in
The Speakeby W.H. Hudson, 9 Dec. 1905) In this bookhe mentions Jefferies
in three separate places and it is clear that he now regards Jefferies as
something more than a mere spectator of nature. In one placehe briefly
NOAOOAT O xEOE *AZEZEAOEAOC 1 OAO OEA 1 AO0O
another, where he has been talking of Ruskin and interpretation, he says:
O2EAEAOA *AEEAOCEARAO OAI1 0 OO Ei x OEA £
to his subjective life and experience. It means this or that to him; it may
mean something entirely different to another, because he may be bound to it
by a different tie of association. The poet fills the lap of earth with treasures
not her ownY the riches of hisox T ODPEOEO8686 ) AEI A OEEO
with the Riverbyessay.

The third reference in the book Ways of Natureand, as far as | am aware,

ET ATU T &£ "06001 OCE08 Al T EOh ADPDPAAOO
40AAO0I AT O T £ . AOQdlghs as Aatufe @ssdyidt AnQ litaDaieyA O
critic was bound to return to again and again and with which, by 1905, he
OACAOAAA EEI OAl £ AO O1T ENOAT U ANOEDDPAA
a rare combination of the nature student and the man of science and his

book is one of the minor English classics. Richard Jefferies was a true nature
lover, but his interests rarely take a scientific turn. Our Thoreau was in love

with the natural but still more in love with the supernatural; yet he prized
thefactal A EEO AT T EO AAIT OT A ET AAI ECEOAEODI

Perhaps we can put some of these comments into perspective by looking
again into the journal. He wrote there, in 1917 (a very special year in many
xAuoqh T &£ 4ET OAAOHh &l ob affanithoud dnf Orieag. O!
Such an exaggeratot.. Little or no wise counsel in the bookd throws no light
IT ATU 1T &£ 1 E£EASO. HeAdikddCald civd GidAdodlal O
responsibilities, and was able to live his life inthe woods, off and on, fortwo
years, because others stayed at home and helped to make the wheels go
Ol O1 Josrdals ».306] Of W.H. Hudson he once said in a letter to the
x OEOAO wAEOE 2EAEAO0OG 04 EA Ndturalistlin LAT | E
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Plata and this contains so many hg stories that | have come to doubt his
examples that neither Jefferies nor any other nature writer quite reached the

standard that Burroughs held up. Although we must concede, tha after
OAAAET ¢ - AThé® Bed heBnrofe EodaOvoman correspondent, Edith

"0l xAOh O0)0 EO ET 11U 1 xOEA EAQOENGS 6) v/
Letters, 11, p.9]

We should not be too dismayed to find that Burroughs could not manage
more than one cheer for Jefferies. On the one hand, although his
COAT AAAOGCEOAO OAI 1O T A OEAO *TET " OOOT ¢
work, he would probably only have read wha had appeared in book form;
since he never read fiction if he could avoid it, he had almost certainly not
read any of the fiction. On the other hand, Burroughs was a man who needed
heroes. With giants like Whitman, Carlyle and Darwin to revere he was
unlikely to champion the deliberately unheroic Jefferies, especially when,
like Thoreau and Hudson, he was also something of a rival.

If the fates had only been kinder, | might have been able to end this paper
by telling you that Burroughs and Jefferies met ad what each thought of the
other. Burroughs was in London during June and July of 1882. Had the two
x OEOAOO 1 AOGh " O0O0ITAACE-OBAEARETE MO SA AQ B GEAA Al
different. More important than this, | think, would have been the benefit
such avisit would have brought to Jefferies who had just moved to Brighton
in order to recover from his painful surgical operations. | have said that
Burroughs needed heroes; but it wouldbe a distortion not to say that he
seems to have been the kindest, gentlés most tactful of men socially and
xI Ol A OOOAECEOAxAU EAOA xil1 OEA %iclEO
nearly took place. In a letter, written in July to his American friend Myron
"ATOITHh "600i OCEO OAEAd O) OEI Gighd O
late as we expect & leave London tomorrow.6 Lifgg and Letters.|, p.244]
Burroughs left London for the north on 15 July.

There is a tantalising postscript to this non-meeting. In his contribution to
the 1944Worthing Cavalcade,published two yearsA A#OAO EEO AAAOQEF
Oi1 (AOTT A xOl 6Ag O) OAIT AT AAO 1 AGAO 11
works and those of many contemporary philosophers and Nature writers,
notable Gilbert White ... And old John Burroughs, the great American writer
and nature lover. | have a letter from Burroughs stating that he fully
intended calling on father when he visited England but somehow failed to do
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01 86 ybs8ale -U AOOAI POO O OOAAA OEA

letter have so far not met with any suc@ss® In June and July 1882 the

Jefferies family were almost certainly in the throes of moving house. If so

they would not have been easy to locate and this might account for

" 0001 OCEO8 ~ZEAEI OOA O |1 AEA EEO OEOEOS
I have come to the end of what | have to sg about John Burroughs. Perry

Westbrook, the American academic | mentioned earlier, thinks Burroughs

EAO AAAT 1T Aci AAOAA8 O300AAT OO0 T &£ 11i#

intellectual history, would be rewarded if they would read other than [his]

admiteAT U OODPAOA | Quibhk iBiirdughd, 183 A thihkdwe snay

CEOA 7AO00AOITE OEA 1AO0OO xI1 OA8 7O0EOEI]

Wake-Robin, EA OAEAd O" 0001 OCEO EAA DOI AOAA

book to be placed beside the volumes of JohrMuir, Richard Jefferies, or

Gilbert White, to whose The Natural History of Selborneit has often been

AT 1T PAOAARS ybP8¢é¢ie ) OEAIT EAOA OOAAAA

you to make the comparison for yourselves.

ADDENDA: The following readings from the works of John Burroughs accompanied
this paper. The readings were given by Kim Taplin.

1. fromWINTER SUNSHINEO 4 E A -Walkers,d B® 8

Look up at the miracle of the falling snow, ? the air a dizzy maze ofwhirling,
eddying flakes, noiselessly transforming the world, the exquisite crystals dropping in
ditch and gutter, and disguising in the same suit of spotless livery all objects upon
which they fall. How novel and fine the first drifts! The old, dilapidated fence is
suddenly set off with the most fantastic ruffles, scalloped and fluted after an unheard
of fashion! Looking down a long line of decrepit stone wall, in the trimming of which
the wind had fairly run riot, | saw, as for the first time, what a sevae yet master artist
old Winter is. Ah, a severe artist! How stern the woods look, dark and cold and as
rigid against the horizon as iron!

All life and action upon the snow have an added emphasis and significance. Every
expression is underscored. Summer hafew finer pictures than this winter one of the
farmer foddering his cattle from a stack upon the clean snow? the movement, the
sharply defined figures, the great green flakes of hay, the long file of patient cows, the
advance just arriving and pressing agerly for the choicest morsels? and the bounty
and providence it suggess. Or the chopper in the woodsp the prostrate tree, the
white new chips scattered about, his easy ttimph over the cold, his coat hanging to a
limb, and the clear, sharp ring of hisaxe. The woods are rigid and tense, keyed up by
the frost, and resound like a stringed instrument. Or the road-breakers, sallying forth
with oxen and sleds in the still, white world, the day after the storm, to restore the
lost track and demolish the beleayuering drifts.

% See pp.78 of this issue.
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All sounds are sharper in winter; the air transmits better. At night | hear more
distinctly the steady roar of the North Mountain. In summer it is a sort of complacent
purr, as the breezes stroke down its sides; but in winter always the samlow, sullen
growl.

A severe artist! No longer the canvas and the pigments, but the marble and the
chisel. When the nights are calm and the moon full, | go out to gaze upon the
wonderful purity of the moonlight and the snow. The air is full of lat ent fire, and the
cold warms me? after a different fashion from that of the kitchen stove. The world
1 EAO AAT 60 T A ET A OOOAhpdd ifiddscedt] ands8ebn et E A
farthest possible removefrom the condition of a storm,? the ghosts of clouds the
indwelling beauty freed from all dross. | see the hills, bulging with great diifts, lift
themselves up cold ad white against the sky, the black lines of fences here and there
obliterated by the depth of the snow. Presently a fox barks away up nexthe
mountain, and | imagine | can almost see him sitting there, in his furs, upon the
illuminated surface, and looking down in my direction. As | listen, one answers him
from behind the woods in the valley. What a wild winter sound, wild and weird, up
among the ghostly hills! Since the wolf has ceased to howl upon these mountains,
and the panther to scream, there is nothing to be compared with it. So wild! | get up
in the middle of the night to hear it. It is refreshing to the ear, and one delights to
know that such wild creatures are among us. At this season Nature makes the most of
every throb of life that can withstand her severity. How heartily she indorses this fox!
In what bold relief stand out the lives of all walkers of the snow! The snow is a great
tell-tale, and blabs as effectually as it obliterates. | go into the woods, and know all
that has happened. | cross the fields, and if only a mouse has visited his neighbor, the
fact is chronicled.

2.fromWINTER SUNSHINEG! T/ AOT ABODBIBTO B A A

The South Downs form a very remarkable feature of this part of England, and are
totally unlike any other landscape | ever saw. | believe it is Huxley who applies to
them the epithet of muttony, which they certainly deserve, for they arc like the backs
of immense shep, smooth, and round, and fatp so smooth, indeed, that the eye can
hardly find a place to take hold of, not a tree, or bush, or fence, or house, or rock, or
stone, or other object, for miles and miles, save here and there a group of straw
capped gacks, or a flock of sheep crawling slowly over them, attended by a shepherd
and dog, and the only lines visible those which bound the squares where different
crops had been gathered. The soil wasich and mellow, like a gardeny hills of chalk
with a pellicle of black loam.

These hills stretch a great distance along the coast, and arc cut squarely off by the
sea, presenting on this side a chain of white chalk cliffs suggesting the old Latin name
of this land, Albion.

Before | had got fifty yards from the gation | began to hear the larks, and being
unprepared for them | was a little puzzled at first, but was not long discovering what
luck I was in. The song disappointed me at first, being less sweet and melodious than
| had expected to hear; indeed, | thoudpt it a little sharp and harsh,? a little stubbly,

2 but in other respects, in strength and gladness and continuity, it was wonderful.
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And the more | heard it the better | liked it, until | would gladly have given any of my
songsters at home for a bird thatcould shower down such notes, even in autumn. Up,
up, went the bird, describing a large easy spiral till e attained an altitude of three or
four hundred feet, when, spread out against the sky for a space of ten or fifteen
minutes or more, he poured out his delight, filling all the vault with sound. The song
is of the sparrow kind, and, in its best parts, perpetually suggested the notes of our
vesper sparrow; but the wonder of it is its copiousness and sustained strength. There
is no theme, no beginning, middle, or end, like most of our best bird-songs, but a
perfect swarm of notes pouring out like bees from a hive, and resembling each other
nearly as closely, and only ceasing as the bird nears the earth again. We have many
more melodious songsters; the bobdink in the meadows for instance, the vesper
sparrow in the pastures, the purple finch in the groves, the winter wren, or any of the
thrushes in the woods, or the woodwagtail, whose air song is of a similar character to
that of the skylark, and is even mae rapid and ringing, and is delivered in nearly the
same manner; but our birds all stop when the skylark has only just begun. Away he
goes on quivering wing, inflating his throat fuller and fuller, mountin g and mounting,
and turning to all points of the compass as if to embrace the whole landscape in his
song, the notes still raining upon you, as distinct as ever, after you have left him far
behind. You feel that you need be in no hurry to observe the song lest the bird finish;
you walk along, your mind reverts to other things, you examine the grass and weeds,
or search for a curious stone, still here goes the bird; you sit down and study the
landscape, or send your thoughts out toward France or Spain, or across the sea to
your own land, and yet, when you gt them back, there is that song above you, almost
as unceasing as the light of a star. This strain indeed suggests some rare pyrotechnic
display, musical sounds being substituted for the manycolored sparks and lights.
And yet | will add, what perhaps the best readers do not need to be told, that neither
the lark-song, nor any other bird-song in the open air and under the sky, is as
noticeable a feature as my description of it might imply, or as the poets would have
us believe; and that most persons, not specially interested in birds or their notes,
and intent upon the general beauty of the landscape, would probably pass it by
unremarked.

3. from BIRDS AND POET®! " E O /h 6-88pB5isA U

People who have not made friends with the birds do not know how muchthey
miss. Especially to one living in the country, of strong local attachments and an
observing turn of mind, does an acquaintance with the birds form a close and
invaluable tie. The only time | saw Thomas Carlyle, | remember his relating, apropos
of this subject, that in his earlier days he was sent on a journey to a distant town on
some business that gave him much bother and vexation, and that on his way back
home, forlorn and dejected, he suddenly heard the larks singing all about him,?
soaringandsl CET Ch EOOO AO OEAU AEA AAI 6O EEO
and cheered him up amazingly.

Most lovers of the birds can doubtless recall similar experiences from their own
lives. Nothing wonts me to a new place more than the birds. | go, for insance, to take
up my abode in the country,? to plant myself upon unfamiliar ground. | know
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nobody, and nobody knows me. The roads, the fields, the hills, the streams, the
woods, are all strangel look wistfully upon them, but they know me not.

They give bak nothing to my yearning gaze. But there, on every had, are the
long-familiar birds,? the same ones | left behind me, tle same ones | knew in my
youth,? robins, sparrows, swallows, bobolinks, crows, hawks, higtholes,
meadowlarks, all there before me, andready to renew and perpetuate the old
associations. Before my house is begun, theirs is completed; before | have taken root
at all, they are thoroughly established. | do not yet know what kind of apples my
apple-trees bear, but there, in the cavity of a deayed limb, the bluebirds are building
a nest, and yonder, on that branch, the social sparrow is busy with hairs and straws.
The robins have tasted the quality of my cherries, and the cedabirds have known
every red cedar on the place these many years. Wi my house is yet surrounded by
its scaffoldings, the phoebebird has built her exquisite mossy nest ona projecting
stone beneath the eves, a robin has filled a niche in the wall with mud and dry grass,
the chimney swallows are going out and in the chimney, and a pair of house wrens
are at home in a snug cavity over the door, and, during an April snowstorm, a
number of hermit thrushes have taken shelter in my unfinished chambers. Indeed, |
am in the midst of friends before | fairly know it. The place is not so new as | had
thought. It is already old; the birds have supplied the memories of many decades of
years.

There is something almost pathetic in the fact that the birds remain forever the
same. You grow old, your friends die or move to distant landsevents sweep on, and
all things are changed. Yet there in your garden or orchard are the birds of your
boyhood, the same notes, the same calls, and, to all intents and purposes, the
identical birds endowed with perennial youth. The swallows, that built so far out of
Ui 60 OAAAE AAT AAOGE OEA AAOGAOG T &£ UI OO EAOEA
chatter beneath the eaves of your barn. The warblers and shy wooedirds you
pursued with such glee ever so many summers ago, and whose names you taught to
some bebved youth who now, perchance, sleeps amid his native hills, no marks of
time or change cling to them; and when you walk out to the strange woods, there
they are, mocking you with their ever-renewed and joyous youth. The call of the
high-holes, the whistle of the qualil, the strong piercing note of the meadowlak, the
drumming of the grouse,? how these sounds ignoe the years, and strike on the ar
with the melody of that springtime when the world was young, and life was all
holiday and romance!
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Notes on Richard Jefferies

Samuel A. Jones

Samuel A. Jones MDan American homeopath, sent his notes to Henry S Salt
who quoted from the first three paragraphs in Richard Jefferies: His Life & His
Ideals, pp.2526. The notes were probably written before 1894and after 1891
when the second edition of The Story of My Heartwas published. Jd A O 8
correspondence with Salt is held by the University of lllinois at Urbana
Champaign.

bodily condition. He almost equalled Heine in suffering; and the

probable nature of his diseases suggests the soil in which Genius appears
chiefly to flourish. His portrait indicates the scrofulous diathesis with its
singularly impressionable temperament, its rapturous enjoyment of a delight
and its exalted susceptibility to a pang. In such an one the physical life is
largely pathological. It is not to be estimated by the ordinary standard of the
robust man.

ITA 1T &£ »AEEAOEAOCS 1 AAREAAT AOGOAT AAT 0O
marked example of hysteria in man, though in his case, as in many women,
OEA AT TiITTAO PEATTIATA 1T E£ EUOOAOEA AO,
diagnosis of his mental condition is doubtless in accord with the teachings of
modern science; but this same 'science' wold find in the bloody sweat of
Gethsemane only corpuscles, clot, and chloride of sodium, and it is to the
latest date utterly unable to find any trace of the soul in the caput mortuum
of its destructive analyses. This should be remembered, because there &
OAPOT AAE ET OEA AOAOEDPOEIT 1T &£ OEUOOAOQE
the most recondite of the medical profession, be it known, hysteria is a
mysterious supersensuous enigma; not even in catalepsy is the domination
of mind over matter more strikingly shown, and yet the physician in all the
false pride of the schools attempts to hide his crass ignorance of the mystery
by giving its phenomena a Greek name.

If, then,* AEEAOEAO xAO A Oi ACGEAA AgAi BT A 1/
effect that he is one of those in whom is displayed the astounding mastery of
the spiritual over the material; and whilst the essential nature of hysteria is
unknown, its results are often as impressive as they are inexplicable. It was
hysteria that made Joan of Arca terror to the bravest of England's soldiery,
and it was only hysteria that nerved the arm of Luther when he threw his
inkstand at the Devil. If hysteria has its debasements, it has also its

I t is necessary in studying the writings of Richard Jefferies to consider his
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exaltations; if it can sink one unhappy subject as low as the tute, it can
Al AGAOGA AT 1T OeEAO O1 OEi OEA OAOAT A A1 O
AT CA1 0886 (UOOAOEA xAO AT OAOI AGO AAT T Ay
Saviour, but even in those days it was again hysteria that bestowed the gift of
tongues, and brought the vision that blinded Saul of Tarsus while it
illumined his soul. It was, then, a similar aberration from the orbit of the
common-place that gave Jefferies the heavenly glimpses which he vainly
endeavaurs to describe in The Story of My Heart. There was one apocalypse
on the island of Patmos, and another on that silent hill-top in Wiltshire; and
both are alike incomprehensible to us. We who are granted not these
heavenly visions doubt the testimony just as the tales of the early travellers
were scoffed at by those who never left the place of their birth.

*AEEAOEAOE EUOOAOEA EO OEA EIT AAg Oi
comprehending one important factor which enters into the making of his
singular Story. That work is one of the most peculiar products to be found in
any literature. It is the reminiscences of experiences in an unusual bodily
condition, and one which Jefferies had the power to induce at will. At first he
required for its production a peculiar environment, but later in his life he
was independent of environment and could project himself into these
singular conditions as readily amidst all the roaring din of a London street as
by a babbling brook or when alone on that silent hill-top which he depicts in
the first chapter of his marvellous Story.

This peculiar condition is that ecstasyin which all mystics have delighted:
and Jefferies has innocently described themethodus operandi of his
6P Oi EW & Bofrdwiadvord from alchemistsd in chap. V. of the Story:*

Involuntarily | drew a long breath, then | breathed slowly. My thought, or inner
consciousness, went up through the illumined sky, and | was lost in a moment
of exaltation. This only lasted a very short time, perhaps only part of a second,
and while it lasted there was no formulated wish. | was absorbed; | drank the
beauty of the morning; | was exalted.

Jefferies must have acquired this trick of seHprojection unconsciously:
unaware of what he was learning and of the consequences of sudearning.
There is no evidence that he understood the physiological relationship
between his drawing a long breath and then breathing slowly, and the
succeeding momentary exaltation: but that process so changes the cerebral
circulation that his brief absoOPOET T h Oi 11U PAOO 1 &
accounted for by the physiologist.

In saying that Jefferieswas not avare of what he was learning it is implied
that he had not read any East Indian literature and thereby learned to

'The Story of MyHeart, 2nd edition, p.76.
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much more complex than that employed by Jefferies, but at least one
essential element for both isthe peculiar respiration. However as Jefferies
AACAT OEEO 1T AAOI O POAAOEAA luBdthattis@n OAOU
involuntary discovery of his own.

| £ OEA OOAAAAAET ¢ AAOOAOEA OIiTITAT O I A
have recognised any relationship of sense and effect between it and the
preceding respiratory procedure, and this gives a charm d his Story that
otherwise were wanting. His is not a conscious, sensual, De Quincey opium
deliration: he felt a purer delight than that which inspired the visions of
+0Al AE +EAT ¢ @Al OAKOE T A OAGI AETI AOhd A
unspeakable f QGhe @iller souldand felt in every trembling fibre of His frame
the consciousness of icarnated Immortality. If this was delir ation, it was the
pure breath of Nature that produced it: if, instead, it was avision of glories
ineffable, it was inspired by the very winds of heaven.

On first reading The Story of My Heartl found in it a weird quality that |
was wholly at a loss to account for, but upon finding the passage above cited
thA A@bl AT AGET 1 x AndmesO of ExAlfatibre shadeéned O
themselves in his Story and are reflected upon the reader according to his
receptivityd the more one is en rapport with Jefferies the more will he be
moved by these ocult adumbrations.

To those singular experiences of Jefferies on the Wiltshirehill -top |
unhesitatingly ascribe the vague unrest and the dimlydefined, unsatisfied
yearning which The Story of My Heart occasions because these were so
keenly felt by Jefferies himself and are so readily transmitted to the
sympathetic reader by fervid genius.

The OAAT 11 AAGETT 1T &£ OETOA OilTiT AT OO 1T £ A
after he had returned from his Pisgah to the coarser realities of life. It was to
hi AO E£ OEA E A btlaipat obalsdcontidbul thak fiashidg
glimpse had filled his heart with hunger and his soul with yearning that not
all the beauty of the earth alone could ever appease. Then came surging from
EEO EAAOO OEAO PAOGOEI T AOA POAUAO & O O
to know

O
(@}

that boundless hunger of the immortals
Which only God's infinitude supplies.

(My dear Friend,

| found these notes in my portfolio, and if you can makeany use whatsoever of them
do so with all possible freedom. Asl have not time to copy them, will you kindly
return them when you are done wih them. S.A.J.)
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Samuel Arthur Jones was born in Manchester on 11 June 1834 but his parents
emigrated to America in 1842. He graduated as a Doctor of Medicine in 1860
at the Missouri Homeopathic Medical College. Married in 1863, he had
eleven children! He practised in New Jersey from 1863875, and was a
Professor of Histology and Pathology at New York Homeopathic Medical
College, and Chair of Materia Media in 1875.In 1878, he moved to Ann
Arbor to become Dean and Professor at the Homeopathic Medical College of
the University of Michigan.3 Apart from practising medicine and raising
children, he had an interest in literature (he wrote books on Thoreau), he
was a book collector and was a corresponding member of the British
Homeopathic Society. Evidently Herman Melvilled O 1 NioByADick would
have been lost to posterity if Dr. Jones had not preserved the book. He had
this to say about homeopathy in 1872 aseditor of the American
(11 G1 PAOEEA / AOAOOAO(q
, A0 00 COAOA 100 EII Gi PAOEEA EAOEOACA 1
healthy, the simillimum as the remedy, the single remedy, the reduced dose,
may be and will be filled from us one by one and christened with new names to
AEAA OEA OEAEO8 7EAO0 xEI1l AAATIT A T & EIIlCG
(AETATATT80 DI OITT cU8 whithAnand Ar® 8o réadyAE T E OA (
throw away are all that will save us.
He died in 1912.

Samuel A. Jones

2 John S. HallerThe History of American Homeopathy: the academic years, 18201935

(Pharmaceutical Products Press, 22 Sep 2005), p.162.

% Wilbert B. Hinsdale, University of Michigan, Homeopathic Medical College (1891). pp.358, 379.
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The Vogue of Richard Jefferies

Norman Foerster

First published in Publications of the Modern Language Associatio(New York),
Vol. 28, 1913 pp. 535638.

disagreement between the perfervid admirers of Richard Jefferies

and those who read his books with mild respect. Henley's familiar
PEOAOGAh OA OADPI OOAO 1 £ CAWwBiGHodedutsidé& E A E
the cult seems more than just, falls far short of satisfying those within the
cult. They prefer the unmixed adulation implied in the very title of the
biography by Walter Besant, The Eulogy of Richard Jefferiehey prefer the
judgment of Mr. Henry Salt, who centres his praise, not onThe Gamekeeper
at Home, but on The Story of My Heart which future ages are to read with
OOAAOO 1T £ PEOU AT A AAI EOAOCEI 186 4EAU b
his latest disciple and biographer, M. Edward Thomas, who tellsus that the

N 0 one, so far as | know, has attempted to analyze the significant

UAOG T17T OOOA OEAET Cc0O86

AEA AQAAT 1 AT AA T &£ »AEEAOCEAOGEO0 AAOI U x
critics, and need not be pointed out afresh; Jefferies the reporter has a secure
pi OEGEiI T8 "00 *AEEAOEAO OEA OiI UOOEAS EC
the inner circle; and they are demanding, with increasing insistence, that
something be done about it. Why does the world persistin shrugging its
OEI 01 AAOO xEAT OEA OOOOA8 *AEEAOEAOD EC
more highly the Jefferies ofThe Story of My Hearh OEA * AEZAAOEAO
far-i ££h xAOAOET ¢ OAlT e

It is hardly possible to consider the story of his heart without considering
briefly the story of his life. Jefferies was of country stock, with aninfusion of
Fleet-Street blood? his mother was a city woman whom country life had
soured. He attended the schools of the poorer middle class irregularly up to
the age of fiteen, and had no further education. At home he was unhappy,
out of sympathy with his parents, with his brothers and sisters, and with
farm life; nor did he have close friends in the neighbairhood. Rebelling
against the prose of farm life, he sought the po&y of the woods and downs.
When about fifteen years old, he ran away with a cousin, hoping to reach
romantic Moscow ultimately; the boys were back quickly enough, spent all
their money in tickets to America, but having no money for food, promptly
returned to Wiltshire. Jefferies found himself on the farm once more,
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completely out of tune with it. At the age of seventeen he entered journalism

in a small town near his home, and the same year began to resort to the hills

with the avowed purpose of ridding himself of sordid surroundings. Even

now he had little human companionship; he was, in fact, for the most part
AEOI EEAA 10 1 AOGAI U PEOGEAA8 )T O-U /1A
not a single one friendy tomed )1 AT A T AAO , WihAT 1 h
OAAIT AA OEA 111 AIEAOO 1 £ dirdngers cddld noOE Uh
converse with him at all. As the years went on, his pride and reserve and
sensitiveness increased. Like most modern aspirants to literary succeshge

soon began to write novels? a long list of utterly worthless, unsuccessful
Scarlet Shawls andOEA 1 EEA8 (09160 ERAA ORI IOIA EAA M
wretched feeling produced by incessant disappointment, and the long, long
months of weary waiting for decisions without the least hoped 4 EAOA 1
months really lengthened into years and a lifetime; for although he
published his essays and later novels readily enough, he earned very little
money through them. That he wrote, on occasion, with a rug round his

knees till five in the mornin g did not mend matters. Nor did his marriage in
1874, to a Miss Jessie Baden, by whom he had two children. The old
heartrending contrast continued? the redundant wealth of nature and the
pinching poverty of human life. Small wonder that he wrote in one of his
TTOA1T O6h O) x1 01 A ET /Eéhhndlé Aiti)a gooll GtEally0 A /
income and no thought, than an author; at the first opportunity | mean to go

ET O OEA OAI 1T x AOOET AOO8S

To his dangerous sensitiveness, which rebelled against dull surroundings
to his fatuous efforts to succeed in literature, to his lack of intellectual
development and the poised judgment that education brings, there was
added the chief bane of allp broken health. He had never been strong; and
in 1881, when he was in his primehis fatal sickness began, an ulceration of
the small intestine. This led to terrible suffering, and in 1887 his thirty-nine
years of gloom, despair, and illness came to an end.

The Story of My Heart which Jefferies wrote in his last years, is a book
painful to read, bitter in its rejection of much that is best in life, blind and
DAOGEAOGEAAIT 1 U EI PAEODI-I EKAE OBE CER®D OO A T
passages in it, as in his later essays, are devoted to an ecstatic, but hardly
happy, celebration of hours spent in the fields and at the seashore earnestly
DOAUEIT ¢ OO EET A OEEO Oii AGEET ¢ AAOOA
OEAO -08 3A1 0 AT A -08 %WAxAOA 4EIT T A0
Jefferies whom they admire so ardently.

First of all, it is important to note that Jefferies was not a pantheistic

i UOOEA8 , EEA -AOOEAx 10111 Ah EA xAO
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TAOGAO AA EAOO AZEOEAT AO8G6 4E

writings. Thus:
There is nothing human in nature... . All nature, all the universe that we can
see, is absolutely indifferent to us, and except to us human life is of no more
value than grass.. . By no course of reasoning, however tortuous, can nature
and the universe be fitted to the mind... . | refuse to be bound by the laws of the
tides, nor am | so bound.. . | conclude that no deity has anything to do with
nature.

4EEO OAT OAEDIEAICE AABAODDEOAD T £ 1T AOOOA -
AO T T A |1 £~ H & Gefec AtAIEA AtlOimportant one surely. Mr.
Thomas is so reluctant that he denies altogether that such was the
conviction of Jefferies, desperately searches through the rest of his hero's
writings for support, and in triumph presents several passages from an essay
printed posthumously. But a careful reading of these passages indicates that
only one paragraph points to a kinship between man and nature, and even
this paragraph can be reconciled, if one deems it necessary to do so, with the
usual attitude abundantly expressel in The Story of My Heart in The Life of
the Fields in Field and Hedgerow in Amaryllis at the Fair. That Jefferies
momentarily thought otherwise is quite possible, but it was only
momentarily, and there is no evidence of another view in those writings
which Mr. Salt and Mr. Thomas regard as typical.

If, then, Jefferies did not find the One in the many through a sympathetic
understanding of the natural world, why did he persist in spending his hours
in wandering over the downs and through the fields?

| do not see how we can avoid the conclusion that he went to nature
because she could provide as nothing else could the intense life of the senses
2 04EA ET OAT OA T EZA 1T &£ OGEA OAT OAOh OEAO
boy he found himself hostile to his human surroundings; and as he grew
older, poverty and illness increased his revulsion from the world of men and
his desire for the sensuous life. Nature, notwithstanding her indifference to
the presence of man in her midst, offered, on the one hand rekf from the
indifference of the human world> a less excusabléendifference it seemed to
him? and on the other hand a fullness of exquisite, sensuous pleasure
attainable nowhere else.

One might object that it is city life that usually attracts country youth,
because of the variety and abundance of sensuous pleasures it holds forth.
That is true, and it was true of Jefferies:

The exquisite delight of utterly abandoned extravagance, no counting
anathemas on counting and calculating! If life be not a dream wiat is the use of
living?
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Say what you will, the truth is, we all struggle on in hope of living in a dream
some day. This is my dream. Dreadfully, horribly wicked, is it not, inan age that
preaches thrift and? twaddle? No joy like waste in London streets; happy
waste, imaginative extravagance; to and fro like a butterfly!

Unfortunately, however, these pleasures must be paid for, and Jefferies could
not pay for them. But he could at least enjoy the works of art to be found in
London and Paris; unable to aff OA 001 AOU O1 1 OAE AO A
refreshment in the National Gallery:
The glowing face of Cytherea in Titiar® Venus and Adonis, the heated cheek,
the lips that kiss each eye that gazes on them, the ekiring glance, the golden
hair? sunbeams moulded into features? this face answered me. JunG wide
back and mesial groove, is anything so lovely as the back? Cythem@apoised
hips unveiled for judgment; these called up the same thirst | felt on the
greensward in the sun, on the wild beach lisening to the quiet sob as the
summer wave drank at the land.

Such a passage is, | cannot help thinking, less spiritual than sensual. The
connection between this thirst and that caused by lying on the greensward is
significant. The relation is still clearer in ®ature in the Louvred He goes to
the Louvre, is arresta early by the beauty of the Venus Accroupie, feasts his
eyes upon it for the rest of the morning, returns the next day for the same
purpose, and goes for a third time, only to find it more beautiful than ever.
Why this increasing interest? he asks. Becaws like a true Rousseauistic
nympholept, he has often dreamed that the higherthan-deity is a woman!
The light and colour suspended in the summer atmosphere ..were to me
always on the point of beconing tangible in some human form ... Here there
came bak to me this old thought born in the midst of flowers and windrustled
leaves, and | saw that with it the statue before me was in accord. The living
original of the work was the human personification of the secret influence
which had beckoned me on in theforest and by running streams.

Romantic nympholepsy is indeed such a tribute as even the chivalric Middle
Ages did not payto the physical beauty of womare but it is not religion.
And it leads, not to Christian service, not to personal excellence, but meely
to a debased, purposeless pleasure in revery. It sometimes leads, as it did in
OEA AAOA 1 &£ »AEEAOEAOR O1 OOAE A AlT E
every beautiful woman on earth, from the swart Nubian to the white and
AEOET A ' OAARES8G

Inasmuch as the struggling author cannot enjoy the pleasures of city life in
their totality, Jefferies had recourse to the country, where the sensuous life is
not concerned with shillings. But it was not to seek bracing frost and snow
and mountains. Most of our modern poets of nature have profited by some
such tonic: Wordsworth loved the bare crest of Scawfell §ic], Thoreau the
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blasts of a New England winter, Whitman the booming surf of Long Island.

7TEOQE *AEEAOEAO EO xAO AlitwAsaivaydswmer. COA A
Compare, inThe Life of the Fields OEA AOOAU A1 OEOI AA O4E
xEQOE O* Ale@BOOWABI 711 AOGSN OEA Al wbndO EO
sound, replete with feeling, the latter is one-third as long, unenthusiastic,
compoOAA 11 001U T £ AECOAOOGEI T8 41 *AAEEAC
UAAO8B8SE .1 xh ET OI OOEAOT %l ¢l AT A * Al OAO
moist and almost as cold, March is a month of east winds and slanting rain,

and in the autumn north winds indicate the approach of winter» endless

variety, ample stimulus to thought and physical vigour. But in the writings of

Jefferies we rarely hear of these months; his is a monotonous summer
landscape, warm, often hot and enervating, and he himself is usually proe,
OxEOEAIHAOAE AUAO886 4EA xETAO 1T &£ 1 AOT AA
alowol A 01 1 ET CAO AbhktGill & & pléagaht tofpaxss bytahd O
remember the summer daysd There is nothing so wearying, he says
elsewhere, as a long frost; rainmist, and gales are bad enough, but a &st is

worse. These very things rain, mist, gales, frost were celebrated by the
American Transcendentalists: thus Thoreau, on a cold and dismal day in

mid-. T OAT AAOh OOOAE A AAU AO x&I11 x1Al EA DO
AoAl AEi h O!'Eh AOO EO 110 OEEO A ci1OE
Thoreau and Emerson, as in Wordsworth, the mind and the will play fully as
important a part as the senses. Jefferies, however, would brush aside the
reason and thewill, his soul to the warm sun and the soft breeze, and seek a
Nirvana very different from that of the Hindoos. He lay on his back, he tells
O0bh OEAO EA TECEO OAAAEOA OOEA Al AOAA
somewhat unpleasantly of his swart Nubian ad divine Greek. Here he could
let nature play upon his senses her ravishing harmonies:

Joy in life; joy in life. The ears listen, and want more: the eyes are gratified with

gazing, and desire yet further; the nostrils are filled with the sweet odairs of

flower and sap. The touch, too, has its pleasures, dallying with leaf and flower.

Can you not almost grasp the odarr-laden air and hold it in the hollow of your

hand?
31 OOAOI A AT A OAODPIT OEOA AOA EEO OAT OA
colouDAO EA EAAAO OEA OOl ing thdrightbod 6y OE O
heavenblue, acolourT £ AEO88 !'TA T OAOEAAA Al xAUO
god, sending happiness to the myriad creatures down below. Sometimes it
seems to him that everything is foating rather than growing or standing, the
cares of life are dissolved, and there is the bliss of vacuity, the total absence
of thought and desire; at other times the pouring light excites the feeling
that an inexpressible thought is quivering in the azure overhead, a Soul, for
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ordinarily not for a higher soul-life but for more. Human existence is too
brief, he insists again and again, pitifully brief; he would like to live for
seweral centuries at least, and he is charitable enough to wish a similar good
£l 0001 A £ O O heyCdld an® Eve Brigdk!® Buga f@v such
seasons for then? | wish they could live a hundred years just to feast on the
seeds and sing and be uttrly happy and oblivious of everything but the
iTi ATO OEAU AOA DPAOOEI ¢856
In the light of such a passage which has, indeed, its patho® it is
refreshing to turn to one like Emerson, whose reach did not exceed his grasp,
xEl AT O1 A xOEOA @I TAARRDEAGRINU O, IEIEA8 & O
y £ *AEEAOEAO xAO OA OADPI OOAO 1T £ CAT E

Norman Foerster,c.1930

Norman Foerster (188%1972)was professor of English at the University of
North Carolina, professor of English and director of the School of Letters at
the University of lowa, and instigator of the New Humanist movement in
American criticism. He was the author of books on American Iterature and
higher education, including The Intellectual Heritage ofThoreau.
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Henry Miller

4EEO0 A@OOAADO xAO £EE OO OhetBookd iEMyEifgHorfdlk, ( AT OU
Connecticut: New Directions, 1952). Chapter XI i ©OE 01 AA O4EA 307 OU

and runs for 22 pages. The text has been reducedonsiderably by removing
digressionsfrom the main subject.

ome few years before sailing for Paris | had occasional meetings with

my old friend Emil Schnellock in Prospect Park, Brooklyn. We used to
Nasstroll leisurely over the downs in the summer evenings, talking of the
fundamental problems of life and eventually about books. Though our tastes
were quite divergent, there were certain authors, suchas Hamsun and D.H.
Lawrence, for whom we had a common enthusiasm. My friend Emil had a
most lovable way of deprecating his knowledge and understanding of books;
pretending to be ignorant or obtuse, he would ply me with questions which
only a sage or a phobsopher could answer. | remember this short period
vividly because it was an exercise in humility and seklcontrol on my part.
The desire to be absolutely truthful with my friend caused me to realize how
very little | knew, how very little | could reveal, though he has always
maintained that | was a guide and a mentor to him. In brief, the result of
these communions was that | began to doubt all that | had blithely taken for
granted. The more | endeavouredto explain my point of view the more |
floundered. He may have thought | acquitted myself well, but not I. Often,
on parting from him, | would continue the inner debate interminably.

| suspect that | was rather arrogant and conceited at this time, that | had

all the makings of an intellectual snob. Evenif | did not have all the answers,
as we say, | must have given the illusion of being thus endowed. Talk came
AAGEI U O1T 1TAn ) AT OI A Al xAUuO OPDPEI
guestions, always couched in the most humble spirit, punctured my vaniy.
There was something very artful about these innocent questions of his. They
made clear to me that he not only knew a lot more than he pretended but
that he sometimes knew much more than | did myself. If he read far less
than |, he read with much greater attention and, as a result, he retained
much more than | ever did. | used to think his memory astounding, and it
was indeed, but, as | discovered later, it was the fruit of patience, love,
devotion. He had, moreover, a gift which | only learned the valueof much
later, namely, the ability to discover in every author that which is valuable
and lasting. By comparison | was ruthless and intolerant. There were certain
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authors | absolutely could not stomach: | ruled them out as being beneath
I'TA6O AOO0 ferr§ garnbps twdndy years later, | might confess to my
good friend Emil that | had found something of merit in them, an admission
which often took him by surprise because, influenced by my dogmatic
assertions, he had in the meantime come to suspect thiahe had overrated
these authors. There was always this amusing and sometimes bewildering
décalagewhere our opinions of authors were concerned.

There was one author whom he recommended to me with great warmth
? it must have been a good twenty years aga<nowing nothing about him or
the little book he had written, never having heard the name before, | made a
mental note of it and passed on. For some reason, at the time Emil
i ATOETTAA EO OI 1T Ah ) ¢1 0 OEA n&irhiReDAOO]
The Story of My Heart it was called, and the author was English. Richard
Jefferies, no less. Meant nothing tome. | would read it some day when |
had nothing better to do.

Itis strange? | have touched on this before, | know? that even if one does
forget the title and author of a book once recommended one does not forget
the aura which accompanied the recommendation. A little word or phrase,
an extra touch of warmth or zeal, keeps a certain vague remembrance alive
ET OEA AAAE 1T &£ 11 A80 &dehttodhese dmolilderpg O A
vibrations. No matter if the person recommending the book be a fool or an
idiot, we should always be ready to take heed. Of course my friend Emil was
neither a fool nor an idiot. He was of an unusually warm nature, tender,
sympAOEAOEA AT A AAI EAOGEI ¢8 4EAO O1i AOEE
this occasion never ceased woriag in me...

My friend Emil, it is high time to acknowledge my debt to you. How in the
name of heaven could | possibly have avoided reading this book foso long?
Why did you not shout the title in my ears? Why were you not more
insistent? Here is a man who speaks my inmost thoughts. He is the
iconoclast | feel myself to be yet never fully reveal. He makes the utmost
demands. He rejects, he scraps, he anhilates. What a seeker! What a daring
seeker! When you read the following passage | wish you would try to recall
those talks we had in Prospect Park, try to remember, if you can, the nature
of my fumbling answers to thoseO A Bduéstions you propounded...

The mind is infinite and able to understand everything that is brought before it;
there is no limit to its understanding. ! The limit is the littleness of the things
and the narrowness of the ideas which have been put for it to consider. For the
philosophies of old time past and the discoveries of modern research are as

'Curious that Lautréamont OAEA Al i1 06 OEA OAi Ad 6.1 OEET C EO |
This and other citations are taken from the Haldeman+Julius print of Jefferie€§Story of My Heart
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nothing to it. They do not fill it. When they have been read, the mind passes
on, and asks for more. The utmost of them, the whole together, make a mere
nothing. These things have been gthered together by immenselabour, labour
so great that it is a weariness to think of it; but yet, when all is summed up and
written, the mind receives it all as easily as the hand pickslbwers. It is like one
sentence? read and gone.

Emil, reading Richard Jefferies, | suddenly recall my sublime» forgive me
if 1 call it that » yes, my sublime impatience. What are we waiting for? Why
are we marking time? Was not that me all over? It used to annoy you, |
know, but you were tolerant of me. You would ask mea question and |
would reply with a bigger one. For the life of me | could not understand, and
would not understand, why we did not scrap everything immediately and
begin afresh. That is why, when | came across certain utterancefom the
lips of Louis Lambert? another Louis! ? | nearly jumped out of my skin. |
was suffering then exactly as he had suffered.

I am not altogether convinced that there are many who suffer for the
reasons intimated and to the degree which Louis Lambert tells us he
suffered. Time and again | have hinted that there is a tyrant in me which
continues to assert that society must one day be governed by its true
i AOOAOO8 7EAT ) OAAA *AEERAOEAOS OOAOAI
the world has not yet built itself a House, nor filled a Granary, nor organied
EOOAT £ AI O BGS oldl tyrbnt whicH réfiis€sQd be smothered
rises up again. Time and again, touching on certain books, certain authors,
recalling the tremendous impact of their utterances? men like Emerson,
Nietzsche, Rimbaud, Whitman, the Zen masters especially | think with fury
and resentment (still') of those early teachers into whose hands we were
entrusted...

We should know, however, that there are people to whom one must never
put certain questions. The ansver is not in them! Among these people is the
whole body of instructors to whom we are delivered from infancy hand and
soul. These definitely do not know the answers. Nor, what is worse, do they
know how to make us seek the answers in ourselves.

0) £ d<£alwayk Watching, and the mind on the alert, ultimately chance
O00pbI EAO OEA Oi1 OOEiIThé OAUO *AEEAOEAO:
something of our own creation...

4EA 1 EOOI A AITE xEEAE 2EAEAOA *AEEAOE
the abused word once again, an inspirational work. In the whole of literature
there are very few such works. Much that is styled inspirational is not at all;
EO EO xEAO I AlintheBlibjecDwibid ikeEud to Bellekeis so. |
mentioned Emerson. Never in my life have | met anyone who did not agree
that Emerson is an inspiring writer. One may not accept his thought in toto,
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but one comes away from a reading of him purified, so to say, and exalted.

There are those who open our eyes and therera those who lift us out of
ourselves. The latter are not interested in foisting upon us new beliefs but in
AEAET ¢ OO0 O DPAT AOOAOGA OAAIT EOU i1 OA
x| OAOh OET OEA OAEAT AA 1 £ OAA| EDMBE 4
structures of thought. Second they point to something beyond thought, to

the ocean of mind, let us say, in which thought swims. And last they force us

to think for ourselves. Says Jefferies, for example, in the midst of his
confession:

Now, today, as | write, | stand in exactly the same position as the Caveman.
Written tradition, systems of culture, modes of thought, have for me no
existence. If ever they took any hold of my mind it must have been very slight;
they have long ago been erased.

That is a mighty utterance. An heroic utterance. Who can repeat it honestly

and sincerely? Who is there that even aspires to make such an utterance?
Jefferies tells us towards the end of his book how he had tried again and
again to put into written words t he thoughts which had taken possession of

him. Repeatedly he failed. And no wonder, for what he succeeded in giving

us finally, fragmentary though he confesses it to be, is almost a defiance of
OET OCEO8 %@bl AET ET C Ei xh OOl AlAsDbedirADD U
(in 1880), he states that he got no further than to write down a few notes.

OwOAT OEAThEd EA OAUOKh O) AIOIA 1160
destroyed all former beginnings), and in the end, two years afterwards,
Al T 1T AT AAA OEBOAAEDESGE €O A0 OIT1U A /

OAAOAAT U EAx1886 4EAT EA AAAOh AT A OEE

not made it personal | could scarcely have put it into any shape at all.. | am

only too conscious of its imperfections, for | haveas it were seventeen years

I £ AT OAET OO1T AOGO T £ 1T U Tx1 ETAAEI EOU (
In this same small paragraph he makes an assertion which is very dear to

me and which is the only stop that can be offered to critics. Speaking of the

inadequacy of words to express ideas and by this he means, of course, ideas

which lay beyond the habitual realms of thought? attempting briefly to give

his own definition of such moot terms as soul, prayer, immortality, and

declaring these to be deficientsE1 1 h EA AT 1 Al OAAOYg O) i

xET1T A 01 CEOA EOO 1 x1 1 AATEIC O EOO >
Perhaps the key to this amazing little book is the sentence which runs
OEDOOG O6.1 OEI OCEO xEEAE ) EAOA AOAO E
his life begins OEAOA £ OA xEOE OEA OAAI EUAOQET I
NOAOO8s 11 OEAO DPOAAAAAA OEEO AAAAIA

straight to the sun, the immense forces of the universe, to the Entity
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unknown; go higher than a god; deeper than pray®©n AT A 1T PAT A 1
Sounds like D.H. Lawrence. | wonder now if Lawrence ever read Jefferies?
There is not only a similarity of thought but of accent and rhythm. But then
we find this same idiosyncrasy of speech, in English at any rate, whenever we
come upon an original thinker. The iconoclast always exhorts us in short,
staccato sentences. It is as if he were transmitting telegraphically from a
distant, higher station. It is an utterly different rhythm from that of the
prophets, who are filled with woe and lamentation, with objurgation and
malediction. Somehow, whether we accept the commands or not, we are
stirred; our feet go through the motion of marching forward, our chests
heave, as if drawing in fresh draughts of oxygen, our eyes lift to capture the
fleeting vision.
'TA Tix TAO 0060 ¢cAO OI OOEA &I OOOE ) AA
01 61606 1TTceETC8 (A AACET O OEOO(
Three things only have been discovered of that which concerns the inner
consciousness since before written history began. Threghings only in twelve
thousand written, or sculptured, years, and in the dumb, dim time before then.
Three ideas the Cavemen primeval wrested from the unknown, the night whit
is round us still in daylight? the existence of the soul, immortality, the deity.
These things found, prayer followed as a sequential result. Since then nothing
further has been found in all the twelve thousand years, as if men had been
satisfied and had found these to suffice. They do not suffice me. | desire to
advance further, and to wrest a fourth, and even still more than a fourth, from
the darkness of thought. | want more ideas of soullife. | am certain there are
more yet to be found. A great lifee an entire civilization » lies just outside the
pale of common thought. Cities and countries, inhabitants, intelligences,
culture? an entire civilization. Except by illustrations drawn from familiar
things, there is no way of indicating a new idea. | do not mean actual cities,
actual civilization. Such life is different from any yet imagined. A nexus of ideas
exists of which nothing is known? a vast system of ideas a cosmos of thought.
There is an Entity, a SouEntity, as yet unrecognized. These, rudely expressed,
constitute my Fourth Idea. It is beyond, or beside, the three discoveredy the
Cavemen; it is in addition to the existence of the soul; in addition to
immortality; and beyond the idea of the deity. | think there is something more
than existence.

... What he strives magnificently to make us understand, make us realize,
make us accept, is that these ideas came from a source which has never dried
up and never will dry up; that we are marking time, withering, ossifying,
giving ourselves up to death, so bng as we rest content with these precious
three and make no effort to swim back to the source.
Filled with consuming wonder, awe and reverence for life, never able to
CAO AT1 OGCE T &# OAAhRh AEO AT A OEUh OAAI EUI
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determined to think things out for himself, it is not at all extraordinary
consequently to find him declaring that the span of human life could be
prolonged far beyond anything we imagine possible today. Indeed, he goes
further, much further, and like atrueman I £ OPEOEO AOOAOOO
inevitable to the ideal man. He is shaped for a species of physical
Eii 1T OOAIl EOUBS8 (A AAcO 060 061 bPiTAAO OF
AT OEOA EOI AT OAAA xAOA OT EOAA ET OEAEC

A few paragraphs further on he says, and with what justification:

The truth is, we die through our ancestors, we are murdered by our ancestors.

Their dead hands stretch forth from the tomb and drag us down to their

mouldering bones. We in our turn are now at this moment preparing death for

our unborn posterity. This day those that die do not die in the sense of old age,

they are slain.

Every revolutionary figure, whether in the field of religion or the field of
DI 1 EOGEAOh ETI xO OEIEOxENINIUU OAEOABEAB )
But to slay the ghosts of the past has thus far been an insuperable task for
EOI AT EOU8 O! EAT EO 111U AT AcCcsO xAL
Butler. One wonders whose way it is that causes man to contina turning out
misfits, that makes him, surrounded and invested as he is by the most potent
and divine powers, satisfied to remain no more than he has been and still is.
Imagine what man is capable of, in his ignorance and cruelty, to provoke
from the lips of the Marquis de Sade upon his first release from prison (after
Al T T OO0 OEEOOAAT UAAOO OPAT O EIT OIl.l EOA
All my feelings are extinguished. | have no longer any taste for anything, |
like nothing any more; the world w hich foolishly | so vividly regretted seems
to me so boring ... and so dull ... | have never been more misanthropic than |
am now that | have returned among men, and if | seem peculiar to others,
they can be assured that they produce the same effecton me. 8 4 EA D1 A
of this unfortunate individual is today voiced by millions. From all quarters
of the globe there rises a wail of distress. Worse, a wail of utter despair.
B7EAThE AOEO *AEEAOEAO | EI VYBR&AQR &
capacity of a single atom has been exhausted? At any moment some
fortunate incident may reveal A AOAOE DI x AO8ahd hew AA U
shamefully we have utilized it! 2 the power which resides in the atom. And it
is today more than ever before that man roams hungy, naked, abandoned.
O" ACET AZAOAOEA8 4EA %AOO 0O0I Al AbGs )1
making an heroic effort to shake off the fetters which bind them to the past.
And what is the result? We of the West tremble in fear. We would hold them
back. Where is progress? Wo possesses enlightenment?
AEAOA EO A OA1T OAT AA ET *AEERAOEAOGS 1 E
page AO 1 AAOGO &£ 0 i A8 O! OAAOGITEIC DOITA
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i ET AAA T AEAAOGEIT Ccqd Ow@AAI 1 AT O ET AAAAR
one of the virtues of the men who inspire us that they always leave the way

open. They suggest, they stimulate, they point. They do not take us by the
hand and lead us. On the other hand | might say that there are men who are
this very moment striving to show us how to accomplish this end. Now they
are virtually unknown, but when the time comes they will stand revealed.
We are not drifting blindly, however much it may seem so. But perhaps |

4

.
A

i OCEO Oi GCEOA OEA xET 1A T A& *AEEAOEAOS

way which is unforgettable ...

This hour, rays or undulations of more subtle mediums are doubtless pouring
on us over the wide earth, unrecognized, and full of nessages and intelligence
from the unseen. Of these we are this day as ignorant as those who painted the
papyri were of light. There is an infinity of knowledge yet to be known, and
beyond that an infinity of thought. No mental instrument even has yet been
invented by which researches can be carried direct to the object. Whatever has
been found has been discovered by fortunate accident; in looking for one thing
another has been chanced on. A reasoning process has yet to be invented by
which to go straight to the desired end. For now the slightest particle is enough
to throw the search aside, and the most minute circumstance sufficient to
conceal obvious and brilliantly shining truths ... At present the endeavour to
make discoveries is like gazing at the sky p through the boughs of an oak.
Here a beautiful star shines clearly; here a constellation is hidden by a branch; a
universe by a leaf Some mental instrument or organon is required to enable us
to distinguish between the leaf which may be removed and a rel void; when to
cease to look in one direction, and to work in another ... | feel that there are
infinities to be known, but they are hidden by a leaf.

..O4EET CO OEAO EAOA AAAT T EOAAIITAA

says Jefferies

more natural than nature, than earth, than sea or sun ... It is matter which is
the supernatural, and difficult of understanding ... Matter is beyond
understanding, mysterious, impenetrable; | touch it easily, comprehend it, no.
Soul, mind? the thought, the idea? is easily understood, it understands itself
and is conscious. The supernatural miscalled, the natural in truth, is the real.
To me everything is supernatural. How strange that condition of mind which
cannot accept anything but the earth, the sea, the tangle universe! Without
the misnamed supernatural these to me seem incomplete, unfinished. Without
soul all these are dead. Except when | walk by the sea, and my soul is by it, the
sea is dead. Those seas by which no man hasostd? by which no soul has
beem whether on earth or the planets, are dead. No matter how majestic the
planet rolls in space, unless a soul be there it is dead.
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... One part of man longs for the moon and other seizable worlds, never
dreaming that another part of him is already traversing more mysterious,
more spectacular realms.

Is it that man must make the circuit of the whole heavens before coming
home to himself? Perhaps. Perhaps he must repeat the symbolic act of the
great dragon of creatiom coil and twist, twine and intertwine, unti | at last
he succeeds in putting tail in mouth.

The true symbol of infinity is the full circle. It is also the symbol of
fulfilment . And fulfilment EO 1 AT 6 O Cifulfiiment will heUfindE 1
reality.

Aye, we must go full swing. How?? where is it if not everywhere and
nowhere at the same time? When he is in possession of his soul, then will
man be fully alive, caring nothing for immortality and knowing nothing of
death. To begin wholly afresh may mean coming alive at last!

Henry Miller
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Richard Jefferies

Newton Marshall Hall

This poem, by Newton Marshall Hall D.D., was published in The Dial, DA 3 Ai E
iTTO0EIU *1 00T Al 1T &£ ,EOAOAOU #OEOEAEOI h S$E
1893 (Vol. X1V, No.161). p.129he Dial was founded in 1880 and based in
Chicago. Newton Marshall Hall (18651926) was a Doctor of Divinity and an
author, based in America. His works relate to the Bible and were published in

the USA. He was born in New Hampshire and appears on the 188census as
Newton Hall (aet 15, studentld his father was Marshall P Hall (aet 42)8 a clerk,

his mothertd Susan (aet 42) and brother Herbert (aet 10) in Manchester,
Hillsborough, New Hampshire along with a servant. He appears to have visited
England as he idisted on the passengers list sailing from Southampton to New

York in 1921 as a clergyman and author.

Richard Jefferies
0) xITAAO ET x OEAU xtEField and Addde@k x EOQOET 00

The birds will miss him, and the summer breeze
That lifts the meadow grass he loved so well,
The flying cloud, the modest blooms that dwell
In secret nooks, his stately murmuring trees;
And all his friends of field and wood, the bees,
The cuckoo, and the lark, will chant his knell;
For him the pines will lift their mournful swell
And join the solemn roar of breaking seas.

Perchance the hand of God for him unbars

The mysteries divine of life and death;

Perchance he walks through endless fields of light:

And yet he too must miss, beyond the stars,

The April rain, the hedgerow0 8 AOACOAT &6 AOAAOEHR
The dreamy stillness of the summer night.
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The Discovery of a Master

Kate Tryon

Extracts from Chapters| and Il of Walks in JefferiesLand 191By Kate Tryon
(Richard Jefferies Society, Sep, 2010).

Nature-writer, Henry David Thoreau, closed with the words,» ©. AOOOA

has waited long for her Thoreau, and we can hardly expect, within a
generation, at least, to see again one so gifted Wi her confidence.6He was
i EOOAEAT 8 4ET OAAOGBO OOAAAOOT O ET EAAC
had already come into the world. This was Richard Jefferies, the son of a
farmer at Coate, near Swindon, in North Wilts, England.. .

Five years after the deth of Richard Jefferies, I, asojourner in the
American University-AEOU | £ # Al AOEACA y53! eh /EE
Eulogy of him, in the Harvard Library. Field and Hedgeow was immediately
devoured, and made an ineffaceable impression. The portrait of the man
remained graven on my mind as welb that tall, languid, dreamy man; sandy
brown beard and moustache not hiding the full under lip; large blue eyes,
with the same droopil ¢ 1 AZ&ZO 1 EA OAAT ET EEO 11 Ol
with glossy hair parted far over on the left side; the whole expresion
OOAT OO1 OOh OEJ &sl Mr. TAdmAs oMsenes) Aastly, a man
scrupulously particular about dress. But this was after hehad entered upon
his career. | could see him too in the ealy, doubtful days when it was
011 6CEO ADO , stidihdgover heE@EiOiE hOummer twilight,
clothing poor and unbecoming, locks long and eccentric.

" A O A Eufdbgyvas followed by Richard Jefferies[A Study] as man and
thinker, by Mr. Henry S. Salt, who has also written the best appreciation of
Thoreau, and who indeed, of all the critics, is by temperament best adapted
to the task of setting forth the high service of the NaturewritA OO8 - 08 3
book confirmed my discipleship of Jefferies. To see Coate Farm and climb
the high shoulder of the beloved Down was too much even to dream of then.

But the impossible has come to pass. For two springimes the door at Coate

Farm has opened 6 me with kindest hospitality. Day by day and week by
week | have wandered, sketchbox in hand, along those hedgeows, enlarging
always my acquaintance with things and places now invested with a strange
charm because touched by the great genius whose pepgality was never
AAOGAT 608 (1T x 1 OAE *AEEROEAOS x1 OE EAO
knowledge of JefferiesLand is inestimable. If | had sometimes wished, with
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other admirers of his, that he had not written so much, and with so much
detail, this objection tended to disappear.

Granted that one could keep the mood, with leisure, in this busy life, for a
Al T OA OAAAETI C 1 &£ *AEAEAOEAOS AAOO xi OER
that work inexhaustible. This would be especially true if one were so
fortunate as to have betimes some hours alone with Nature, to exercise the
keener vision developed by this Masterseer. Nor is this all he teaches us to
love the life of the open air. His social message is vital, and, so far has the
world moved on in two decades that some of the passages ifihe Story of My
Heart do not sound quite so wild as when first uttered. For is it not strange
indeed that, after OT | AT U AAT OOOEAO 1T &£ OEA x1 Ol
profits so little by its lessons? Shall we always be content to tread the old ruts
worn for us by people so much less wise than we? If we wibut believe we
can, can we not now begin to lift the burden that weighs mankind down? We
have thought poverty and disease must always be. But is this so? | will never
believe it. Better expect and demand more of life. We must think ourselves
into an earthly immortality.

So reasoned Jefferies half a century ago, ansuch thoughts were very
uncomfortable to easy-going, contented mortals, while many commiserated
the writer on the unhappy lot which had given rise to such discontent with
things as they are. But now we shall not have to think long to agree that
*AEEDEGEAODT PEUR *AEEZAOEAOS OAI EGCET T h
-TAAOT 3PEOEO8 31 OEAO OEA EAOI AOGO OI1
the prophet of we know not what changed and improved conditions of
human life.

Kate Tryon pictured at the front door of Coate Farm in 1912.
Portrait by William Hooper
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Richard Jefferies

Alice Clarke Mullen

This article, reproduced from the Audubon Magazine (Nov-Dec 1948, pp.366

371), was written with drawings by the author for an American audience who

would have been familiar with Thoreau and Burroughs but who might not have

read Jefferies.Audobon Magazind O Bi 1 EAU xAO 001 AOQET ¢ (
fresh, stimulating, delighO £01 A OPAAOO 1 £ OEA x1 Ol A 1 £
OEA AAADPAO DPOI AT AT O 1T &£ A1 OAOOAOGET T ATA
A brief glimpse into the life of a famous
English nature-writer, whose centenary is

being celebrated this year.

) ecake absorbed in the glory of the day, the
sunshine, the sweet air, the yellowing corn turning
EFOT I EOO OABPDPU COAAT O1 00i
1 AOESGO O11 ¢ 1TEEA A xAOAOEAI
To look backwards with the swallows there is
sadness, today with the fleck of cloud there is
unrest; but forward with the broad sunlight, there is
hope.
... forget not that the leaves shall fall and the stubble
be beaten by the rains and whitened by the snow;
After o photagraph of the marble bust by yet hope on, because the sunlight and the flowers
Margaret Thomas in National Poriveit Gallery .=

shall assurally succeed againd

UAAOO Aci AU 2EAEAOA *AEEAOEA AN 6181 /

Born on November 6, 1848, on an ancestral farm at Coate, in
Wiltshire, England, his centenary is being celebrated this year by his
countrymen, just as in 1945, wehonoured Thoreau upon the occasion of his
hundredth anniversary.

As a nature writer, Jdferies joins the company of Hudson, Gilbert White,
Burroughs and Thoreau. In recording and interpreting the natural history of
the English Countryside, Jefferies reached heights of poetic expression and
spiritual feeling rarely equalled by other nature-men. He observed with the
eyes of an artist as well as a naturalist: he was a philosopher, a mystic and,
often, a prophet. As an author he was profoundly influenced by his early
environment and for those American readers who have not yet sampled
* A A EAGKERLOD glimpse into the life of this great poet-naturalist will, |
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hope, stimulate an interest reading his numerous and varied works.

Jefferies was the second of five children. Descended from country folk of
hardy English stock, the love of the countyside was part of his natural
inheritance. Throughout his boyhood he was influenced particularly by his
father, an aunt, and the gamekeeper of a large estate near Coate Farm.
*AREEAOEAOGS AAOEAOR A T AT T &£ AAAD O1 AAO
history and country lore. Fond of reading, he owned a well stocked library, a
part of which came from relatives who were London publishers. Jefferies
found in his father a kindred spirit. They roamed the countryside together
and to him the boy owed much.

JAOEAOS OAEI T 1 ETIC xAO EOOACOI AO AT A [
teens. For a while there was some instruction from his father at home, who
also taught Jefferies how to handle all sorts of tools. The boy frequently
corresponded with his sympathetic aunt with whom he had lived from time
to time during his early school years, and these letters show his first attempts
at self-expression. Jefferies loved books and read everything in his own home
ATA AO EEO COAI AEAOEAOSO Edbilityd@ntuhcki 1 8 (
was an engraver and artist), and loved to draw. The notebooks which, like
Thoreau, he kept methodically in later life, show many delicate pencil
sketches of plans, scenes, and various subjects made on his walks through
the countryside.

Jfferies followed the country sports of the day, and enjoyed the
companionship of the gamekeeper who taught him much of the art of
hunting and the life and habits of game on a great English estate. With
young companions, he fished, rowed, and spent many agenturous hours on
Coate Reservoir near his home. This body of water became as important a
part of his life as Walden Pond was to Thoreau. He immortalised it in his
writing, particularly in Bevis: The Story of a Boyand today, although it has
been commerdalized as a resort, many admirers come to view it because of
its association with the beloved author.

Throughout his boyhood Jefferies was influenced by the beautiful rolling
English downs which, near Coate, are interspersed with charming little
villages. He became interested in the geology of that section of Wiltshire
with its tumuli and barrows and other relics of ancient days. And because his
family had lived so close to the soil, he knew and understood problems of
agriculture and the human nature of country people. Jefferies did not care
for farm work. He was often called lazy and queer byneighbours, for he
would abandon chores and go off alone to spend hours following his
interests in the downs, fields and woods. His imagination was kindled by
minute observations of wildlife and the flowers which he loved. How
indelible an impression this life made upon his mind and heart, is recorded
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in everything he wrote in later years.

When Jefferies was seventeen, he made his first serious attempt to earn a
living as office boy and reporter for a local paper published in Swindon. He
found office routine confining and distasteful, and certain types of reporting
irksome, for he liked best to describe and comment on the things he,
himself, found interesting, rather than follow a prescribed assignment.
About this time, he began to write stories, none of which met with success.

His real literary start came in his twenty-fourth year with the publication of

three letters for The Times concerning the agriculturalist and his problems.
"AAAOOA OEAU ODPTEA xEOE AOOET OEOU AT A
knowledge of the situation described, they were received withfavourable
comment. They resulted in a regular income, a certain amount of prestige,

and the realization that their author had definite writing ability. This success

led to articles and essays on farming, questions ofabour, and subjects
dealing with country life. Some of these were gathered together after
*AEEAOEAOSE AAAOE Al A Tal&dof the(Field(A89% &nd O E A
Hills and the Vale(1909).

Coah 3anu, the ‘irdf&wc o/ pu"an{ }A&n’u

AFTER A PHOTOGRAFPH BY G. H. BOTTOMLEY KNOWLES

Jefferies wrote sketches on natural history and rural life. He described a
village church, a typical English manor house, the lovely Marlborough
Forest, wild, uncultivated Exmoor with its red deer, the life and duties of a
gamekeeper, how to choose a gun, the art and evils of hunting and poaching.

He pictured the animals of fields and woods, numerous insects, and
wildflowers, and activities of native birds. He remarked upon the weather,
and its affect upon living things, his accounts of plants and wildlife are
coloubAA AU OEA DPi AO3O AAI EAAOA EAAI ET C
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bright tints. One feels the atmosphere when he tells us about an evening
@nhen the wheat is nearly ripeBand a shepherdlad sitting under the beeches
@raws a sweet soundfrom his wooden whistle.
There is no tuned no recognizable melody: he plays from his heart, and to
himself ... his simple notes harmonize with the open plain, the looming hills,
the ruddy sunset, as ifstriving to express the feelings these call forth.

In this setting, too,

Resting on the wild thyme under the hawthorn, partly hidden and quite silent,
we may see stealing out from the corn into the fallow hard by first one, then
two, then half a dozen or more partridge chicks. With them is the anxious
mother, watching the sky chiefly, lest a hawk be hovering about; nor will she
lead them far from cover of the wheat. She stretches her neck up to listen and
look: then, reassured, walks on, her head nodding as she moves. The little ones
crowd after, one darting this way, another that, learning their lessons of
lifed how and where to find the most suitable food, how to hide from the
enemy: imitation of the parent developing hereditary inclinations.

Jefferies wrote much about the rooks and their habits. Many wonderful
passages are on the flight of birds in
which he took particular interest. He
used a clear style, forcible and

- unaffected, spirited and charming, and

his sympathy for wild creatures is ever

apparent. As time progressed, some of
the shorter articles enlarged upon, and
supplemented by ahers, gave rise to

* REEAOEAOGS OAT 61 bou A

publications as The Gamekeeper at

Home (1878), Wildlife in a Southern

County (1879), The Amateur Poacher

Sl (1879), Hodge and His Masters(1880),

: and Red Deel(1884), Jefferies recorded a

The I?W‘"v detailed and true picture of English

O A O maomarmy, CVERAL - rural life as it had existed for

generations before the Victorian era in

which he, himself, lived.

In July, 1874, Richard Jefferies and Jessie Baden, his childhood playmat
were married in the old Chiseldon Church which he had attended and
described in later years in the peaceful novelGreene Ferne Farn(1880),
AAAEAAOAA Oi EEO Ui Ol ¢ xEZA8 -008 *AREE
and encouraged him. As sickness gradually undermined his strength and
curbed his activities, she was his faithful secretary, his nurse, his constant
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and loving companion. They lived for a while at Coate Farm and in Swindon,

then moved to Surbiton, near London, where they remained from 1887 until
Yyppas ! £FOAO OEAO OEIi Ah AOA O1 * AEEAOL
number of places, and finally moved to Goring, asmall hamlet near the town

of Worthing, for Jefferies wanted to be near the sea. Here, after a severe
lingering illness, he died on August 14, 1887, at the age of thirtgine [sic].

Mrs. Jefferies lived until July, 1926, forty years longer than herusband. Two
sons and a daughter were born to them. Their daughter, Phyllis, now Mrs.
Hargrave, still survives. She was among those who returned to the old home
AO #1 AOGA OEEO UAAOh O1 EAAO OOEAOGOAO 1
The years in Subiton were marked by Sl
*AEEAOEAOGSE AT AAAOI 00O EI ,“ mA O AEEAT A
writing, as well as his prolific e\
composition of essays, and the
demonstration of finer and deeper
powers of authorship. In spite of his
growing popularity as essayist, the
demand for his work by an increasing
number of publishers, and the resultant
steady, though still unsatisfactory &z
income from its sale, Jefferies persisted g
in efforts to write fiction, with little |
success. His stories did not contain
qualities considered the prerequisites of
a good novel, but they did reveal his
ability as poet and naturalist. Finally, he
turned to familiar fields and wrote about ./ ries’ fou.‘[ waﬂ to t‘. sea
the people he knew or those heé Aprer o PHOTOGEAPH IN “RICHARD
remembered vividly, and produced the JEFFERIES: A TRIBUTE"
exceedingly beautiful rustic novels, Greene Ferne Farn(1880), The Dewy
Morn (1884), andAmaryllis at the Fair (1887), the last of his books published
during his lifetime. In them are superb descriptions of English countryside,
AT A OEA AEAOAAOAOOh 1T AT U AOAxT mEOT I =
living and unforgett able.
* AEERAOE A O3 Wbod Mdgid: AFabR@3BI) Belis: The Story of a
Boy (1882), andAfter London or Wild England(1885), all listed as novels, are
unique; different from any of his other writings. These, too, contain
examples of theirauthod O AAAD 11 OA AT A APPOAAEAOQE
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It was not until after Jefferies had moved near London that he began to
miss the open fields and the downs, and to brood over memories of the old
home at Coate. He recalled every detail of the familiar place where he had
wandered as a boy, and wrote poignantly about them. Homesickness became
more pronounced with the onset of severe illness and the consequent
changes of residence in efforts to regain health. Despite ever growing
weakness, pain, periods of natural degondency, and worry over finances and
family affairs, Jefferies displayed remarkable courage, perseverance, and faith
and hope in the future. It is easy to find hope expressed somewhere, in some
way, in almost everything he wrote.

Throughout the incomparable nature descriptions written during his
maturity, Jefferies voiced his philosophy. His expressions reach great heights
in the extraordinary introspective book of reverie, The Story of My Heart
(1883), the most discussed and probably the best known of lahis writing.
When overcome by his vision of the beauty and mystery in nature, and sense
of a spiritual power in the universe, he composed such essays a&fhe
Pageant of Summedand The July Grasgjwhich, with his last and most
AEEAAOET ¢ MAburshfi Sprigbds publish@d posthumously in the
volume, Field and Hedgerow(1889). In these, interwoven with words of
Al il £ 06 AT A EIPAh AOA TAOOOA DPAOOACAO
consummate artistry and depth of feeling. One example of thisis found in
EEO AAOAéemawbwite thinking pacedin an open wood where he liked
O1 fidlk thebuds of spingOT OEA AAOOEAOG 1T £ AOOOIT 81

Sometimes, in the spring there was a sheen of bluebells covering acres; the

doves cooed; the blackbird whistled sweetly; there was a taste of green things

in the air. But it was the tall firs that pleased me most; the glance up the flame

shaped fir-tree, tapering to its green tip, and above the azure sky. By the aid of

the tree | felt the sky more. By theaid of everything beautiful | felt myself, and

in that intense consciousness prayed for greater perfection of soul and body.

And one could scarcely write more beautifully or tenderly about flowers than
Jefferies when he observed:

The bloom of the gorseis shut like a book, but is thered a few hours of warmth
and the covers will fall open. The meadow is bare, but in a little while the heart
shaped celandine leaves will come in their accustomed place.

. here there are blue flowerdd bluer than the wings of my favourite
butterfliesd with white centrest OEA 11T OAT U AEOA8O AUAO 10
and the cowslip, bluebell and rose, are known to thousands; the veronica is
overlooked ... Brightly blue and surrounded by greenest grass, imbedded in and
All OEA 11 O0A Al OGA I O OEA OEAAT x 1T &£ OEA ¢
draw to themselves the sun.
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The matchless poetic prose of this mature writing, with its pathos, and its
delicacy in depicting nature in all her attitudes, extracting uplifting thoughts

from her relentlessness her wonder and her beauty, proclaim Richard
Jefferies as one of the great poetaturalists of all time. Who could surpass
this writer, when, combining the heart and insight of the poet with the keen
observations of one truly in harmony with nature, he said:

The storm passes and the sun comes out, the air is the sweeter and the richer
for the rain, like verses with a rhyme: there will be more honey in the fowers.

Consider the grasses and the oaks, the swallows, the sweet blue butterythey
are one and all a sign and token showing before our eyes earth made into life.
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