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¥ Few peeis héve succeeded in winning the almost
instant popularity which has been accorded té John Naé?-
field. His first book of poems, "Salt Fater Ballade",
appreared 1n 1902. It found many sppreciative readers,
‘but during the ne;t five or éix yvears Vr. Masefield pro-
duced little and it was not until 1908,--when he wrote
"The Tragedy of Nan§ "Captain varcaret", a novel of the
sea, and QEVeral short poems-:lhat he became known to the
general public. T"rom that time on his writings gained
rapidily in popularity and 1n 1ess than four years he was
famous. S5ince 1908 his books have been 6&;@ 1y read in
England and America, and many other countrieéﬁiell, and
lengthy reviews of them have appeared In most of the lead~-
ing periodiqals. 7 In 1912 lr. Calsworthy proclaimed Vr.
lagefield "the man of the heur(and of tomorrow toe) in
poetry, while(Mr. Phelps, writing two or three yecars later,
considéred him "ﬁimighty force in the renewal of poetry.'s
However, all reviewers did not at first greet him with
praise. One writer complained that "It is his (Mr. Mase-
fileld's) violence, his licentiousness, in a word;his bap-
barism, which is gleefully halled. bf a chorus of enthusi-
astic admirers, who point triumphantly to his poetic
atrocities as thdugh they were so many spiritual qualities.“4
Nevertheless, his "chorus of enthusiastic admirers" has
steadlily gzained in numbers and the enthusiasm has nét abatef}
' 1. Lectures, p. 368 |

24 Lil. Digey Vole. 44, P.7563;Apr.15,1912,
§. Watdbni.VBl, §6,0P.549; lay 29, 1913,
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Mr. Mésefield is praised not only by lr. Phelps,
Mr. Galsworthy and other leading students of literature
but he is read and enjoyed by all ages and all elas0eu. -
Mr. Weygant of Fennsylvania University tells us that
his fourteen-year old nephew declared that certain of
Mr. Masefield'é books for boys'have 'Treasure Island'
skinned a mila?l while a seaman described "A Mainsail
Haul" as "the real thing"é These statements natumally
lead us to inquire who lNr. Masefield is and what qualities
in his work have caused them to appeal to so large and
varied a cirele of readers. ‘

. A writer on Masefield is embarrassed by the
meagreness of the information that is available in regard
to his life. We know, it is true, that he is the son of
a Cloucester solicitor.s On the other hand,our author-
ities differ in their statements with reference to the
place<ahd time of his birth. According to Mr. Andre
Tridon,he was born in Shropshire,(!-tngland),4 according to
kir. Phelps, however, he was bern in Ledbury, a city in
Hareférdshire, a county just south of Shropshire, in 1874,
while accerding to Mr. Thomas oeceombe, he was net born
until 1875.émeiistnamed date 1s probably the correct one,
but these matters will have to be left to future investiga-

» Lectures, p.Z67

- Ind. Vel.72, p.115 >8; May 30, 1912
« Lectures, p.367

4. CWw.Lit. Vol.s2, P+710; June 1912.
Bs As of E.P,, P 7&

6. Brit.¥r.Pk.,1913 Sy P.187

R DD



tion, since NMr. Masefield, himself, in giving a brief
sketch of his life te the editors of "Who's Who has
omitted the date and place of his birth.l From the
following reference in his poem, "Ships", Vr. seygant
concludes that Cloucestershire was our auther's home
countyxg \

"You should have seen, man cannot tell to you

The beauty of the ships of that my eity.

Yet, though thelr splendour may have ceased te be,

Fach played her sovereign part in making me,

In any event, we know that he was reared in
western England, whether the actual county concerned be
Shropshire, Hereferdshire'er Gloucestershire; for his
poems are full of the love of the stories and scenes of
the west country.

"It's a warm wind, the west wind, full of birds' cries;
I never hear the west wind but tears are in my eyes.
For it comes from the west lands, the old brown hills,

And April's in the west wind, and daffodils.

It's a fine land, the west land, for hearts as tired as mine,
Apple erchards blegsoem there, and the air's like wine.

There is cool green grass there, where men may lie at rest,
And the thrushes are in song there, fluting from the nest."”

When a boy, lir. Masefield frequently ran away from
heme, spending hours, even days, tramping up and down the
country roade and lanes.5 No doubt, it was at yéis time

that he acquired his intimate knowledge of the peeple of

Velley 1920, p:1733

Lectures, p.367

C.Poemg, Pe G8

Ibit., p.40

nverybody's lMag.,Vol.34,p.400;Mar.,1916.
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the western countles, whom he has since described with so
mueh realism. He received a good commen school edueation
and at the.age of fourteen his father indentured him te

a gsea-captain for the sum of one shilling a woek.e Hie
spent several years before the mast, tramped on foot through
many aountrloa.s tried farming in the United States.4 aﬁd ’
when he was tweniy-eizht years old,was engaged in serving
drinkn'énd washing glasses in a saloon 1# 01d Columbia
flotel on Ureenwich /venue, New York.s (ﬁero he became
familiar with the 1ife and thoughts of the bamvroom habitues
and gained an insight into their lives which is shown in

certain of his poems, especiaily in "The iverlasting

\\gerey”.) He next éntorod a carpet factory in the Brcnx.e

and it was while he was working in this factory that he
bought ,for seventy-five eqntu,v a copy of Chaucer's "Parle-
ment of Foules”. As he read this velume his desire to be-
come a2 poet crystallized. e tells ue of this expmience
in the preface of his "Collected Poems". He saye "1 did
not begin yo read poeiry with passion and system gntil

18%6. i was living then in Yonkers, Hew York(¢ Xaple

- Street), Chaucer was the poet, and the "Parlisment of

Powle" the poem, of my conversion. 1 read the -'Parliament’
all threugh one Sunday af'terneon, with the feeling that I

2.A.0f E.Puy P74 ;

2 % ‘f'?oOf?_.a, Yo -47’ }).370; :L&f‘., 1813
Se }‘,_.01‘?~‘.P.' p.‘72

4. Lectures, p.367

5‘ A.o Of E-Po’ p.'75

6. Ibid" po'?s

7. Cur.Opin., Vel.60, p.194; dar. 1916



had been kept out of my inheritance and had then sudden-
ly entered upon it, and had found it a new world of
wonder and delight."l Vr. Vasefield has described
something of this experience in his poem, "The Dauber”.
The Dauber becomes dissatisfied with his work and longs
for some means of expressing himself, but does not know
what it is he wishes to do. 'He finds his mother's
sketch-book and realizes that not farming, but painting,
is his life work.

"That retting sketch-book showed me how and where

I, teo, could get away; and then I knew

That drawing was the work I longed to do.”p
It was thus that Chaucer showed John lasefield how he
too, "could get away" and do the thing "he longed to do".

/ Chaucer was Mr; Masefield's immediate inspiration,
but he had, as a child, read several of Longfelléw's-
‘poems ,-~especially his "Hiawatha"--some of Tennyson's
poems, Percy's "Reliques of Ancient Poetry", most of
Bir Yalter Scott's poems, and two or three of Shakespeare;s
lyrics, as well as lacaulay's "lLayes of Ancient Rome",
and Milton's "L'Allegro™ and "Il Penseroso'. These he
he composed :
greatly enjoyed and even imitations of some of
the "Laxg"J .
S : :
When he was nine years of age, John laselield wrote
l. C. Foems, p.vi.

2. Ibid., p.272
3. Ibid., p.vi.



dewn his first peem, but he says, in the preface to
his poems, that he had composed many poemg in his head
before this,although he had not written them dewn.1
His first productions in verse were indicative both of
his age and of his interest in the unusual and adventur-
ous--and interest manifest in his later works as well.
One of these early compositions was about 2 Red Indian
and the other was the story of a pony named Gypsy.2
After this he wrote several other poems, but when he w
went to sea in his fourteenth year he stopped writing
and, with the exception of one or two sea ballads, he
composed nothing more until he was eig@teen.s fle then
wrote a few more ballads end songs, but it was not until
some ten years later, when he had read "The Parliament |
of Fowls", that he "read many poets (Chaucer, “eats,
Shelley, Milton and Shakéspeare, more than the others) -
and wrote many imitations of them”.4
Shertly after this he returned to Fngland and

in 19038 married Constance de la Cherois-@rommelin.5
?ﬁey have two children, a Eoy and a girl, and live the
greater part of the year in a small village named Creat
Hampdan,_which is about twénty-eight miles ffom London.6

;' ‘, Pogms, Peve.

S Ibid.,s p. vi,
Ibidy p. vii.

TeWey1920, p.1733
Ind«, Vol. 73; p+b33; Cept.5,1912.
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Mr. John Cournos, who visited lMr. Nasefield in his

home in Great Hampden describes him as "a fairly large,
rather roughly dressed, gentle-looking person”. He
continues: "A gopd,wall-censtrueted head is Vasefield's---
attractively broad across the eyes; its lower jaw hints
at strength without flaunting it. A tinge of gray in
closely cropped heir adds not a little to its character;
'while the small mustache is an effective touch in the
portrait begause of 'its more pronounced red. The

. eluslve eyes are a live hazel bordering on gray; it is
these that help te give the face, especially in three
quarter view, an indescribably gentle, soft,and reflect-
: ive aspect, that does not take from its masculine look,
and oniy serves te give the countenance a certain quiet

balance." And so we find Mr. Masefield a rather gentle

1 5
but forcible Fnglishman whe has spent the greater share
of his life sailing the ocean or tramping ever foreign
lands and studying the ways of men. He does not smoke,
h~

and, in spite of his sojourn in a Tew York barroom,or,

/

7

possibly;bacause of it, he, like his Dauber, is “temperance";

( NMr. Vasefleld's succes:z as a writer can be attrib-
uted to no one cause. It is due to many things, the

most impertant of which, perhaps, is his knowledge of

1. Indey Vol.,73, p.B54; Sept. 6, 1912.
2. Indo' VOl.V‘r, p0534; ept‘ 5, 1912.

3. Lverybedy's Vag., Vol.34,p.400;Mar. 1916.

-
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life and of people:“ It is seldom that we find a man

who knews the common people as he knows them, their
thoughts, their trials, their joys. He tells of these
so simply and withal so truthfully and vividly that the
subjects of his»staries become real to us and we think,
for instance, of Jimmie and his old mother as individuals,
as friends, not merely as "a poor family down on the Bye

Street". |
"Down Bye Street, in a little Shropshire town,
There lived a widow with her only son:
She had no wealth nor title to renown,
Nor any joyous hours, never one.
She rose from ragged mattress before sun
ind stitched all day until her eyes were red,
ind hed to stitch, because her man wag dead.

Sometimes she fell asleep, she stitched so hard,
Letting the linen fall upon the fleoor;

And hungry cats would steal in from the yard,

And mangy chickens pecked about the door,

Craning their necks so ragged and so sore

Te search the room for bread-crumbs, or for mouse,
But they got nothing in the widow's house."l

The poor are not always unhappy ond Mr. NMasefield tells
of their jow as well as of their sorrows. Ve find the
wicdow's son sayling of this séme room:
""FTe were ©0 happy in the room together,
# Singing at 'Binger-Bopper) weren't us, just?
And going a-hopping in the summer weather,

And all the hedges covered white with dust,

And blackberries, and that, and traveller's trust."2

His ability to enter into the lives of the lowly has

1. C. Poems, "The 7"idow in the Bye Street',p.l%
2, . Poems, "The Vidow in the Bye Street}p.242
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brought lMr. Wasefield many readers and,likewise,his
comradeship with the sailors makes them eager readers
of his paems.)
\///\ Most poets have written poems of the sea, but
. it remained for lir. YMasefield to describe for us the
sea as it 1; seen and known by the sailor. TDuring his
yeers before the mast he became familiar with the lives.
of the sailors, with the hardships they must endure,
with the dasngers they must face and with the games and
stories of théir leisure hours, Angl§f§£ his many,aléo,
beautiful pictures of the sea he has described for us
the everyday 1life of the seamen.
"Four belles were struck, the wateh was called on deck,
All work abeoard was over for the hour,
And some men sang and others played at check,
Or mended clothes or watched the sunset glower.,
The bursting west was like an opening flower,
And one man watched it till the light was dim,
But no one went across to talk to him."l
4( Mr. Yasefield hes proved himself singularly able
to gilve expfession to the seaman's love of the sea, and
geveral of his peoems tell of the sziler's lenging and
homesickness for the sea. One of the best of these
poems ies "Sea Fever".
"I must go down to the seas again, te the lonely sea

and the sky
And all I ask is & tail gship and a star to steer her by,

l. C. Poems, "lauber", p. 251.
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And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the-
white sail's shaking, .

And a grey mist on the sea's face and a grey dawn
breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the
. running tide
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,
/nd the Tlung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls
crying."l ;

This same emotion is again expressed in "A Wanderer's Song".

"A wind's in the heart of me, a fire's in my heels,
I am tired of brick and stone and rumbling wagon-wheels;
I hunger for the sea's edge, the limits of the land,

Where the wild old Atlantic is Bhouting on the sand.g

He tells the old stories of the sea. He tells
them for the landsman as well as for the sailer, tells
them for boys as well as for men. ¥hat boy reading
"2 Ballad of John Silvér", does not imagine himself,

"with a brace of pistole and cutlass at the hip",_ ths

<

captein of a pirate schooner salling the Spanish waters?

"¥e were schooner-rigged and rakish, with a long and
lissome hull,
ind we flew the pretty colours of the cross-bones
and the skullj
¥e'd a big black Jolly Feger flapping grimly at the fore,
ind we sailed the Spanish Vater in the happy days of yore.j

( Stories of common life, tales of the sea, and
narratives of adventure might have made lr. liasefield
popular, but they could not have made him a poet, had

he not added to them a passionate love of beauty and a

mastery of metrical form. It is the combination of his

l. C6.Poems, "SEa TFever", p. 31.

2. C.Poems, "4 Wanderer's Song", p.32

3. C.Poems, "A Ballad of John Silver",p.37
4. C.Poems, "4 Ballad of John tilver", p.36
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knowledge of life, his love of ﬁeauty and his power

to transform this knowlédge and this love into beautiful
verse which has made our author one of the most promis-
ing of living poets?

Mr. Masefield admires the sea, hills and meadows,
but his greatest inspirétien is received from the lives
of men and women., He tells us in an article on John M.
Synge that Mr. Synge "found the life of a man well worth
wonder, even tho the man were a fool, or a knave, or ,

just down from Oxford", This may be said with equali

1
truth of Vr. lasefield. It is the 1ife in men which

1nterests him, calls to him, holda him,

"Faces--pagsionate faces--of men I m&y not know,

They haunt me, burn me to the heart, as I turn aside to go;

The king's face and the cur's face, and the face of the ;

, stuffed swine,

They are passing, they are pessing, thelr eyes look inte
mine,

I never can tire of the music of the nolse of many feet,
The thrill of the blood pulsing, the tick of the heart's
beat,
Of the men many asg sande, of the squadrons ranked and massed
*ho are passing, chgnging always, and never have changed or
pass cd.‘ﬁ 5
=

Upon his return to Fngland ¥r. Masefield spent several
months with ¥r, ¥. B, Yeats._ = He met Mr. Veats threugh
[
the latter's brother, Nr. J. B. Yeats, an artist who had

been drawn to Mr. lla ase field by their mutual love of the sea.

1. Contemp.l'ev., V0l.99, p.476; April 1911.
2. C.Poemg, "All Ye That Pass RBy", p.49.

3¢ Ra Of R,y Vel.47, p.3703 Mar. 1913.

4, Lect?res, p.369,

; B
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Mr. Yeats by his 1hterest and encouragement and by

many holpful suggestions aided Mr. Masefield in his

first efforts at writing for puslieatioh. These
suggestions were always given with the view of teach-
ing the younger poet to find himself, never with a
ﬁgsire to cause lNr. Vagefield to imitate'him.l Mr.

Yeats especially urgéd'hksnew friend to wrdte of his
experiences at sea,g and ve fingffﬁggiﬁglggnderer's
Song", one of his sea poems, has been dedicated te lr.
Yeats.5 In speaking of his pleasure in reading the
works of My. Thomas Hardy and some other modern writers, -
Mr. Masefield.eays "But I owe everything to Yeats. He
infiuenced me, just as he influenced Synge. Yeats set
us both in the right diréétion. #hat glory there is is
aue to him. He is a perfectly generous and sympathetic
mind to all young writers".4 ¥r., Vasefield also admired
Mr. Synge. lie has t0ld us something of ir. Synge and

of their friendship in an article which appeared in the
Contemperary Review for April, 19011. In writing eof

his talks with Mr. Synge he says; "Our talk was always
about life. “hen we talked about writers (modern French

and ancient Fnglish writers), it was not about their

writing that we talked, but about the something kindling

l. Lectures, p. 370.
2. lectures, p. 369,
3. lectures, p. 370,
4, Inds Vol. 73, p. 537; Sept. 5, 1912.
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in them which never got expresaed."l In view of this
statement, it is reascnable to believe that Mr. Synge
was one of the friends of whom he tells us in hié
"Biography". }

"Those friends who heard St. Pancras’ bells strike two
Yet stayed until the barber's cockerel crew.

Talking of noble styles, the Frenchman's best,

The thought beyond great poets not expressed,

The glory of mood where human frailty failed,

The forts of human light not yet assailed, _

Ti11 the dim room had mind and secmed to brood,
Binding eur wills to mental brotherhood,

Till we became & colleze, and each night

Was discipline and manhood and delight,

Till our farewells and winding down the stairs

At each grey dawn had meaning that Time spares,

That we, so linked, should rosm the whole world round
Teaching the ways our broeding minds had found,
Making that room our Chapter, our one mind,

_Where all that this world seiled should be refined.g

Mr. Yeats and lr. Synge helped and encouraged

Mr. Masefield, but he did not imitate them. - He is nat‘ﬁn
imitator, he belongs to no echool, his poems are his own,
and,(in spite of the fact that he uses the metres and
stanza forms which have been in use for hundreds of years,)
he tells his tales with so much life and energy, with so
much directness and force,that he has created a style
whiech is unmistakably his ow;> It is possible, however,
to findiin & few of his poems a certain likeness to poems
of other writers. His "Sﬁanish waters" is perhaps the

most noticeable instance of this.

1. Contemp. Fev., Vol, 99, p.474;April,1811.
2, C.Poems, "Blography", p.62.
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"cpanish waters, Spanish waters, you are ringing in my ears,

Like a slow sweet piece of music from the grey forgotten
years;

Telling tales, and beating tunes, and bringing weary
thoughts to me

Of the sandy beach at luertos, where I would that I could be.

There's a surf breaks on Los Vuertos,; and it never stops
to rear,
And it's there we ¢ame to anchor, and it's there we went
: ashore,
¥here the blue la_oon is silent amid snags of rotting trees,
Dropping like the clothes of corpses cast up by the seaa."1
Zven the most casual reader of this poem . camet fail
to discover its likeness to Nr. Kipling's "Wandalay', a
likeness due chiefly to the similarity of the metré and
emphagized by the resemblance of certain aft &hx words and
phraseénésgghés "lagoon"and "langoon", and "Where I would
that I could be" and "An' it's there that I would be".
This poem, however, is the exception. As a rule, lr.
Magefield's poems are quite different in style as well as
in subject-matter from these of lir. Xipling. The poems
of both are characterized by a certain movement and love
of action, and sturdy strength, and both poets are sincere
in their sympathy with the common people, but Hr.vxipling
hae written of the "nglish soldier, and of the natives
of India, while lNr. Wasefileld's story is of the sailor
and of the poor of all countries.
"Not the ruler for me, but the ranker, the tramp of the
The slave witgotgé sack on his shoulders pricked on

with the goad,
The man with too weighty a burden, too weary a load.

N

1. C. Poems,"Cpanish Watere", p.80.



“The sailor, the stoker of steamers, the man with the clout,

The chantyman bent at the halliards putting a tune to the
shout ,

The dreowsy man at the wheel and the tired lookout.

Others may sing of the wine and the wealth and the mirth,

The portly presence of potentates goodly in girthj--

Mine be the dirt and thg dross, the dust and scum of the
earth.

Nr. Robert Saffer has remarked that Vr. Wasefield
is primarily pessiwistic.z It is true that our poet has
written of the humble, of the sinful, of the wretched,
and of the degreded and he describes them clearly, minutely,
accurately, but, because he seecs clearly and is willing te
- descrileall that he sees; his writings abound,'also, in
stories of the happy momente of the poor, of the good to
be found in the sinner and of the Spark of nebility which
is hidden in even the most degraded. Only ‘an optimist -
eould say with Mr. Masefield's Jimmy:
"Ged dropped a spark down into everyone,
And if we find and fan 1t to a blaze .
It'11 spring up and glow, like--like the sun,
And light the wandering out of stony ways.
Cod warms his hands at man's heart when he prays,

And light of prayer is spreading heart to heart;
It'11 light all where now it lights a part.

f'ﬂ«///ﬁb. Masefield has faith in the inherent nobility
éﬁV/énkind and, remembering this faith, we are not sur-
prised to fihd that he does not considef death the end

of the soul. He believes that death claims thc.body,

but that the soul, in a new bedy, returns again to the

S C.Poeme, i Consecration s Pe3s S
2. Atlantic ¥., Volillll, p.293; April,1913.
3+ C.Poems, "The “idow in the Bye Street"p 243.
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earth, where it sﬁfférs-er is rewarded in accordance
with 1£a worthiness or uﬁworthihéss in its previous
life. He has expressed this belief in his poem "2
Creed". ‘

"I hold that when a person dies

His soul returns again to earth;
Arrayed in some new flesh-disguise
~ Another mother gives him birth.
#ith sturdier limbs and brighter brain
The old soul takes the roads again.

Such is my own belief and trust;

This hand, this hand that holds the pen,
Has many a hundred times been dust

And turned, as dust, to dust againj
These eyes of mine have blinked and shone
In Thebes, in Troy, in Babylon.

. A1l that I rightly think or do,
Or make, or spoll, or bless, or blast,
In curse or blessing justly due
For sloth or effort in the past.
¥y life's a statement of the sum
Of vice indulged, or overcome."l
Wr. vasefield was greatly grieved over the death of
Mr. Synge, but he comforted himself with the thought
that "his(lir. Synge's) interest in 1ife would soon get
itself into another body and come here agein to leok
on and listen”.z To ‘our poet. it 1s 1life that is
ReePh @
important. Peath 1is merely an intermisgion between
various periods of existence on the earth, where, he
believes, we are to seck and to find the great purpcse
of life, the reason for existence.

l. C.Poems, "4 Creed", p. 101.
2. Contemp. Rev.,Vol.99,p.477; April,1911.



- 7o
1

"My road calls me,; lures me
Vest, cast, south, and north;

Most roads lead men homewards,
iy road leads me. forth

To add morec miles to
Of grey milce lef't
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published in The nglish Review for October of the same
year and immédiahiy called forth much praiéa as well as
abuse.1

"The Everlasting Merey" is the story of a man

|

named Saul Eane, who sums up the first twenty years of
his life in this wanner:

"From '41 te '61

I was my folk's contrary sonj;

I bit my father's hand right through
ind broke my mother's heart in two.
I/gometimes go without my dinner

Wow that I know the times I've gi'n her.

From '51 to '681 .

I cut my teeth and took to fun.

1 learned what not Lo be afraid of

inc, what stuff women's lips are made of;

I learned with what a rosy feeling

Cood a2le makes flcors seem like the ceiling,
And how the moon gives shiny light-

To lads a8 roll home singing by't.

liy blood did leap, my flesh did revel,

caul [ane was tokened to the devilEQ

Prom '61 to 'Gﬁ he lived "in disbelief of Heaven" and

", u

nineteen times he "went to zaol". He continues:

: "tow, friends observe and look upon me,
liark how the Lerd took pity on me.”

e

- Hle tells ho& he lied to an old friend and then fought to
defend the lie, how his opponent's sprained thumb is dis-
placed and Jaul Hane wins the bout. It is during this
fight that Qho conscience of Saul Xane is awakened and

he begins tg think of his past and of how his 1life will end.

10 }3. oi‘ E"?. .:‘"o’ po 79
2+ C.Poems, "The Fverlasting Mercy", p.l121.
8. C.Poems, "The "verlasting lerey", p.121.
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"I wondered, then, why life should be,

And what would be the end of me

When youth and health and strength were gone
And cold old age came creeping on?"l

And, as Saul thinks, a desire grows within_hih for some-
thing cleaner and puqef. For a2 time he drowns this doubt
of his past life and his new desire for something better
in drink, but one evening at closing time a quakeress comes
to the saloon to talk to the men. This has been her custom
for a long tine, but thie evening Saul Kane is rude to her
and shé turns upon him and tells him that all he says and
all he does is an affront to the Christ who is walting for
him to change.
"She said, 'He waite until you knock.'
She truned at that and went out swift,
81 grinned and winked, his missus sniffed.
I heard her c¢lang the Lion door,
I marked a drink-drop roll te floor;
It took up scraps of sawdust, furry,
And erinkled on, a half inech, blurry;
A drop from my last glass of gin;
And someone waiting to come in,
A hand upon the door latch gropen
Enocking the men inside to open."2
Saul Kane 1s converted and he goes forth to seek work
and to spread the light which has come to him. The
peace which has settled down upon him fills him with exalta-
tion. :
"1 did not think, I did not strive,
The deep peace burnt my me alive;

The bolted door had broken in,
I knew that I had done with gin.

=
L

1. C.Poeme, "The Cverlasting Mercy",p.139.
2. C.Foems, "The Lverlasting lercy”,p.167.
s C,Poems, "The hverlasting ilerey",p.168.
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/

I knew that Christ had given me birth

To brother all the souls on earth,

And every bird and every beast

Should share the crumbs broke at the feast.”

i

"The Everlasting Mercy" is distinguished by its
absolute sincerity, its warm sympathy for the sinner, and
it shows again Mr. Masefield's great faith in the good
which may be found in even the worst sinners. Saul Kane's
life and thoughts are described to ue in detail and each
detail serves but to accomplish the one great purpose,
namely, to portray the change which takes place in this

reprobate, when he realizes the wickedness of his past
life, experiences an indefinable longing for something
better and decides to follow Christ. There are passages
in the poem which are filled with a crude ugzliness and
which, if read by'themselven,are apt to prove revolting.

"The room was full of men and siink

Of bad cigars and heavy drink.

Riley was nodding to the floor

And gurgling as he wanted more.

His mouth was wide, his face was pale,
His swollen face was sweating alej

And one of those assembled Creeks

Had corked black crosses on his cheeks."

Sueh passages, however, form only a part of the
poem and lend emphasis to the florious transformation
which takes place in Saul.

"0 glory of the lighted mind.

\ How dead I'd been, how dumb, how blind.
The statlon brook, to my new eyes,

l. C.Poems, "The Everlasting Mercy", p.168.
2. C.Poems, "The Fverlasting lercy”, p.134.
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Was babbling out of Paradise,

The waters rushing from the rain

Were singing Christ has risen again.
I thought all earthly creatures knelt
From rapture of the joy I felt.}? :

Byron's "Childe Harold's Pilgrimage", Scott's
"Lady of the Lake",--indeed, all long poems--have here and
that of

there passages, the quality of which fallsfar below the
rest of the poem. "The Fverlasting Mercy" is no exception
te this rule. e might wish that Mr. Vasefield had omitted
such lines as the following:

"'There's that Saul Kane, the drunken blaggard,

Talking to 1little Jimmy Jaggard.

The drunken blaggard reeks of drinks.'

'"hatever will his mother think?'2
But we forget'strained and lumbering passages in reading
the many lines which the writer has filled with a lyriecal
beauty that is selfiom surpassed.

"By thie the sun was all one glitter,

The little birds were all in twitter;

Qut of a tuft a little lark

Went higher up than I c¢ould mark,

His little throat was 211 one thirst

To sing until his heart should burst

To sing aloft in golden light

His song from blue air out eof sight."3

( - In speaking of the "The Fverlasting Wercy", Cowningsby

Dawson observes: "this 1s one of the biggest things that
have happened since Bobbie Burns, snd is among the very few

really virile religlous poems in our 1anguage.i

C.Poems, "The I'verlasting WVercy", p.168.
C.FPoems, "The EBverlasting Vercy", p.1857.
C+Poems, "The Everlasting Vercy", p.174.
Cur.Lit., Vol.53,p.48%7; Oct.,1912.
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;;( After writing "The kverlasting lerey, Mr. lase-
fieid started his second narrative poem, "The 7idow in
tn; Bye Street". He says: "When I had finished the
story ("The Everlasting Merey"), I felt that I ought to
frite something unlike it, that as I had shown one thing,

fﬁhich often happens in life, the seemingly unworthy man

gk

i @ade happy for no apparent reason, so I ought to write
5the opposite, the seemingly worthy woman made heartbroken,

for no apparent reason".l In"the ¥idow in the Bye Street”

fpe has pictured this woman.

[ ) "The ‘Widow in the Bye Street" is the story of a

{ boor widow and her son Jimmie who live together in a

f #ittlé house "down Bye Street way". In the past she

i

7

Fas earned their living by making shrouds, but, when the
poem begins, her son has grown old enough to work and
) 1ife has become a little easier for the widow.

/ ; "“o there was bacon then, at night, feor supper
‘ " In Bye Street there, where he and mother stay;
| And boots they had, not leaky in the upper,
i And room rent ready on the settling day;
; And beer for poor old mother, worn and grey,
} | | And fire in frest; and in the widow's eyes
‘ | It seemed the Lord had made earth paradise."2

; | Jimmie takes his old mother to the October fair and

@here he meets Anna, a light woman, whose lover has failed

b 18\ - to meet her as he had promised. - Jimmie falls in love

N f 4 ﬂith her and from that time his mother is forgetten. At

| ) lagt Anna's lover, Shepherd_Ern,’returns, and Jimmie,
L \ J 3 G

i :

I \\\ C.Poems, p. v

1. ii.
2. { .iJoen’s 9 ) The 1.~ridOVl 1;11" the Bye Straet" ,p 0181 .
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finding them together, attacks Ern, but 1svbeaten back.
Later he returns and strikee Shepherd Frn with a epudder
and kills him. Reallzing what he has done, he
glves himself over to thevpelice. He is tried, found
guiity of murder in the first degree, and hanged. His
mother, too strong to die, losges her mindé, and, belileving
that Jimmie is still alive, goes up and down the "Bye
Street” singing "Binger", the gsong they had always sung
togéther.

"Some of life'e sad ones are too strong to die,

Crief doesn't kill them as it kills the weak,

Sorrow is not for those who git and ery

Lapped in the love of turning t'other cheel,

Put for the noble souls austere and bleak

Who have had the bitter dose and drained the cup

And wait for Death face fronted, standing up."l

( The descriptions in the "Widow in the Bye Street”

are as raalistic, its characters are as well drawn as
those in "The Lverlasting ierey", but the poen lacks
something of the unity found in the story of Saul Kane.2
In "The iverlasting lerey" we are concerned with one
charaeter, Seul EKane, while in "The Widow in the RBye
Street” our interest is divided about equally between'
Jimmy and his mother. "e are interested in what is
happening to Jimmie, but at the same time our sympathy is

also drawn to his poor 0ld mother.

l. C.Poems, "The Widow in the Bye Streect",p.245.
2. Ind., Vol. 7&, p. } May 23, 1912.
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Parts of this poem are exeeedingly beautiful a8
will appear, for example, from the following description
of the mother after the death of her son:

"And sometimes she will walk the cindery mile,
Singinr, as she and Timmy used to do,
Singing . "The parson's dog lep over a stile,"
Along the path where water lilies grew.

The stars are placid on the evening's blue,
Burning like eyes se¢ calm, so unafraid,
On all that Cod has given and man has made.

Burning they watch, and mothlike owls come out,

The redbreast warbles shrilly once and stops;

The homing cowman gives his dog a shout,

The lamps are lighted in the village shops.

S5ilencej the last bird passes; in the copse

The hazels cross the moon, a nightjar spins,

Dew wets the grass, the nightingale begins."l

The Widow in the RBye Street” is a story of the

A @

C ﬁmon peopleﬁ of the ignorant and lowly, told clearly
and with convineing fidelity to life. It owes its beauty
and force to its subtle delineation of characters se varled
ags Jimmy and his mother and even Anna and Shepherd Ern--
to the author's power of meking them live for us in the
light of his gympéthy and love. ¥r. Phelps has pro-
nounced "The ¥Widow in the Bye Street" "one of the best
narrative poems in modern literature”, and adds, "it is
melodrama elevated into poetry. /

"Dauber" and [The Laffedil Tields", Nr. lJasefield's
next narrative poems, appeared in 191%; These poems were

l. C.Poems, "The 7"idow in the Bye Street?p.247.

2- A Of T".- Po, p- 830
5. C.Poems, p. vii.
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written, for the most part, at Creat Hampden. "Dauber"
1

is the story of a young boy who is fired with the ambition
to paint the sea and put upon his canvas all the life and
color that he has observed during his weeks at sea.

"?1 want to be a painter,' he replied,

'ind know the sea and ships from A to 7,

And paint great ships at sea before I'm dead;
Ships under skysails running down the Trade--

Ships and the seaj there's nothing finer made.

'But there's so much to learn, with sails and ropes,
And how the sails look, full or being furled,

And how the lights change in the troughs and slopes,
And the sea's colours up and down the world,

And how a storm looks when the sprays are hurled
High as the vard (they say) I want to see;

There's none ashore can teach such things te me.’)

"1 cannot get it yet--not yet,” he said;

'That leap and light, and sudden change to green,
And all the glittering from the sunset's red,

And the milky colours where the bursts have been,
"And then the clipper striding like a queen

Over it a2ll, all beauty to the crown.

I see it all, I cannot put it down.'"

"The character of Dauber’ WNr. Wasefield tells us
"was partly suggested by a man once known to me, who fell
from the lower topgallant yard of a ship, called(if I re-
member rightly) the Westlands, and was killed. This
was many years ago. He would not have become a good
painter, but he had courage and the will to succeed, and
these thingse are in themselves a kind of-geniﬁs.L

n

The,Lauber'tells us that he was reared‘on a'férm out

1. C.Poems, p. vii.

2. C.Poems, "Dauber", p. 252.
3. C.Poems, "Dauber", p.253.
4. C.Poems, p. vii.
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past Gloucester”,
"%not far from Pauntley, if you know those parts;
The place is Spital Farm, near Silver Hill,
Above a trap-hateh where a mill-stream starts.

7e had the mill once, but we've stopped the mill;

Ny dad and sister keep the farm on still.
We're only tenants, but we've rented there,
Father and son, for over eighty year.'

His father tried to teach the Dauber to become a
farmer, but the boy hated the work of the farm and neglected
his work to wander up and down the banks of the mill stream.
‘He made a little boat to sail upon the stream and his father,
discovering it, whipped the lad severely. The boy "half
mad with paln, and sick with guilt”2 Lides himself in the
attic and here he finds his mother's sketch book. From
that time on he spends his leisure time in painting. IHe
finally decides to leave home and, after a short interval,
ships as painter on a vessel which is bound for Valparaiso.
The seamen despise the lad, who is reserved and shy and
"neither man nor seaman by his tally”. The Dauber finds
comfort in his painting, but the sailors jeer at his
efforts and smoaf his painting. He refuses to be beaten
and says:

"1You cannot understand that. Let it be. ™\

You cannot understand, nor know, nor share./
This is a matter touching only me;

My sketch may be a daub, for aught I care.
You may be right. But even if you were,

Your mecking should not stop this work of mine,
Rot though it be, its prompting is divine.' 3

1. C.Poems, "Dauber", p. 268.
2. C.Poems, "’auber v P BT
3. C.Poems, "Dauber", p. 281.
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When.the vessel appraacheg the Horn and meets the heavy
snow storms, the bauber is called upon to take his place
among the seamen and go aloft, He does his part well
and in the stormy days which follow wins the respect of
the men. :

"!%hy, holy sailer, Dauber, you're a man!
I took you for a soldier. Up now, come!'"1

The ship nears Valparaiso Bay and the Dauber is sent aleft.
He slips and falls from the fore top-gallant yard strik-
ing the deck and ies almost instantly killed. He has
overcome the prejudice of his companions and conquered
his terror eof the storms, but he dies without paintiﬁg
the pictures which he had longed to paint, and, dying,
he clings to that divine something which has prompted
him to try snd give to the world the beauty whieh he has
discovered in the sea,

"Not knowing his meaning rightly, but he spoke

#ith the intenseneas of a fading soul

Whose share of Nature's fire turns to smoke,

fhose hand on Naturs's wheel loses control,

The eager faccs glowered red like coal.,

They glowed, the great storm glowed, the sails, the mast.

"It will go on,' he cried aloud, and passed.,” o

It is not the narrative of "Dauber" that gives us
the greatest pleasure, although the story is well teld,
but the many pictures of the sea which Mr. Nasefield haé

_revealed to us in this poem,

"So the night passed, but then no morning broke--
Only a something showed that night was dead.

1. C.,Poems, "Dauber", p.Z04,
2. C.Poems, "Dauber", p.312.
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A sea-bird, cackling like a devil, spoke,

And the fog drew away and hung like lead.

Like mighty ¢liffs it shaped, sullen and red;

Like glowering gods at watech it did appear,

And sometimes drew away, and then drew near.{
And again:

"Then in the sunset's flush they went aloft,

fnd unbent salls in that mest lovely hour,

When the light gentles and the wind is soft,

And beauty in the heart breaks like a flower.

Working aloft they saw the mountain tower,

Snow to the peak; they heard the launch-men shout;

And bright along the bay the lights came out."2
%e cannot read "Dauber" without feelihg that the vision
of the Dauber has been fulfilled in the poetry of Mr.
MVagefield.

N
The plot of "The Daffodil Fields" was taken from

a story in a footnote to Sir W, Nackenzie's "Travels in
Iceland”. The events described in the footnote are said
to have taken place in Icelané in the eleventh'eentury.3
In "The Daffodil Tields" our poet, however, has transferred
the'story to the Shropshire of our own day, when newspapers
are common and pedigreed bull-calves command a large price.
It is the atéry of three old farmers, Grey of Fyemeadows
. Farmhouse, Xeirs of Foxholes Farm and Occleve of "The
Foughs", and their children. The three farmers have been
friends for years, and, when Farmer Cray dies, he leaves
his son, Michael Cray, in charge of his old friends.
iichael, who has slways been a bit wild, goes to live with

Farmer Keirs of TFoxhole Farm and falis in love with FKeirs'

1, C.Poems, "Duaber", p.289.
2. C.Poems, "Dmuber", p.316.
3s C.Poeme, p. viii.
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daughter, Mafy, whom_he has known all of his 1ife and
.who has been in love with him for some time. Michael
soon tires‘of Foxhole Farm and decides to go to /Argentina
to seek his fertune.

"tind I have had enought of them; and now

I make an end of them. I want to go
Somewhere where man has never used a plough,
Nor ever read a beok; where clean winds blow,
And passionate blood is not ite owner's foe,
And land 1s for the asking for it. There
Men ean create a 1life and have the open air.'"l

.Oceleve and Keir agree to let him go and arrange for his

passage. He promises to return for Wary in three years,

and the days slip quickliy by until it is time for him 1e go.
"ind fast the day drew near that was to take the lad.

Cowslips had come along the bubbling brook,
Cowslips and oxlips rare, and in the wood
The many-blossomed stalks of bluebells shook;
The outward beauty fed their mental mood.
Thought of the parting stabbed her as he wooed,
Walking the brook with her, and day by day,
The precious fortni%ht's grace dropped, wasted, slipped
‘ away «
2

TPer a time lMiechael sends home news of himself, but, as'ha
becomes more and more accustomed to the life of the plains,
he stops writing. AOccleve’s 80N, Lionel, who has long
been in love with Mary, seeing her unhappiness, decides
to find out why Mary no longer hears from Michael.

"Spring came again greening the hawthorn buds;

The shaking flowers, new-blossomed, seemed the same,

And April put her riot in young bloods:

The jays flapr2d in the larch clump like blue flame.

%

l. C.Poems, "The Daffodil Fields", p. 337.
2. C.Poems, "The Caffodil Fields", p. 339.



She did not care; his letter never came.
Silent she went, nursing the grief that kills,
And Lion watched her pass among the daffodils.”

1
Lionel, accordingly, goes to Argentina with a pedigreed
bull«ealf and finds Michael living on a ranch. He has
forgotten Mary in his leve for a Spanish beauty and tells
Lionel thet he does not intend to return to England that
he is happy in the free life of the pampas, and, that the
narrow bounds of the farms of Shropshire would now stifle
him. S0 Lionel returns to England, where he sédly relates
to Mary the story of lMichael's unfaithfulness.

"When liary knew the worst she only sighed,

Looked hard at Lion's face, and sat quite still,

“hite to the lips, but stern and stony-eyed,

Beaten by 1life in all things but the will.

Though the blow struck her hard it did net kill.

She ralliied on herself, a new 1life bloomed
Out of the ashy heart where Michael lay entombed.”

2

While she is in Lhis moed, Lionel urges her to'marry
him and feorget Michael. She at first refuses, but, when
the three years have passed and ¥ichael doees not feturn for
her, she agrees to marry lionel. Horeever, she sends a
newspaper contalning the announcement of the marriage to
¥ichael in Argéntina. On reading this news, Michael,-
realizing his loss, goes back to Fngland. The descrip-
tion of the 0l¢ Foxholes Tarm as 1t appears teo Michael
after his three yéars on the plains 1s replete with that
gentleness of spirit which lr. Masefield infuses into his
poems . .

"Soon he was at the Foxholes, at the place

Wihither, from over sea, his heart had turned
Often at evening-ends in times of grace.

/ é C .Poems, :The Daffodil Fields", p.348.
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But little outward change his eye discerned,
A red rose at her bedroom window burned,

Just as before. Lven ag ©f old the wasps
Poised at the yellow plums the gate creaked on its
hasps, : -

And the white fantalls sidled on the roof
Just as before; their pink feet, even as of old,
Printed the frosty morning's rime with proof.
5ti11 the zew-tallat's thateh was green with mould,
The apples on the withered boughs were gold." 1
Michael now persuades lary to leave her husband and
come with him, but he soon tires of her and goes to Lionel
to tell him that Mary is cbming back to him. Lionel does
not walt to hear what Michael has to say, but, throwing
him a brush hook, starts toward him with a stake. In the
fight which follows both are mortally wounded and taken
to Lionel's home. All that night Mary carries flowers
to cover NMichael and in the morning she dies. -

( #ith the exception of "Eéynard the Fox", "The
Paffodil Fields" is the longest of lr. Nasefield's nar-
ratives in verse. The story does not move with the
rapidity of the "Everlasting Mercy” of of "The Widow in
the Bye Street", for the action is halted here and there
by descriptions of the country side, the plains of Argeﬁ—
tina, the farms of Ingland and, especially, the flelds of
golden daffodils. There is scarcely a stanza in which
we are not reminded of the beauty of the country. The
following examples will serve té gshow the way in which

these glimpses of nature are woven into the story.

"He poclketed the love gift and took horse,
And rode out to the pay-shed for his savings.

l.C.Poems, "The laffodil Pields" ,p.366.
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Then turned, and rode a lonely waler-course,

flone with bltter thouzhts and bitter cravings.

Sun-ghadows on the reeds made twinkling wavinge)

in orange-bellied turtle scooped the mud;

Hary had married Lion, and the news drew blae&-"l
"The ground was level there; the deffodils
Glimmwered and danced beneaih their easutious feet,
Guertering for cpenings for the blew thet kilis.
Beyend the bubbling breook a thrush was sweet.
Quickly the footsteps slid; with feint end cheat,
The weapons polsged and derted and withdrew.

'How step it,' Vichael said, 'I want te talk teo you.'"

This careful picturing of the setting does not, how-

ever; obscure the narrative, which stands ou£ clesrly and
distinetly from lts besutiful background. (J%r. Yeygandt
considers "The Daffocil Fields" 'the finest of his (ir.
Kagefield's) poens, though it nay noﬁ at any one moment
kindle’to such fires asg flare here and there in 'The Tideow
in the Bye 3ireeti' or 'The ﬁverlasting M&rcy'jL while

<
Professor tyulller-louch, of carbridge, has been quoted as

saying that "nelther in the design nrer in the telling dild,

or could, 'Enoeh irden' cows within miles of the artistie
truth of 'The Taffodil Fields'".
.In "rauber” we find lire Vasefleld's love of the
gea, his deliﬂhtvin ships and his joy in the picturesque
beauty of the sailors. In "The laffodll ¥ields" he tells
of his home ceuniry, of the fields anﬁ stresns of weslern

Ingland, with & tendernese and sveetness thet testifies to

1. C.Poems, "The Daffodil Fields", p3 366.
2. Ibid., PB4,

S Lecturﬁs, P.383,

4. Cur.Opin., V01.54, p.524;

"~

2
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his deep love for them.

"In the day's noise the water's noise was stilled,

But still it slipped along, the ecold hill-spring,
Dropping from leafy hollows, which it filled,

On to the pebbly shelves which made 1t sing;

¢lints glittered on it from the 'fisher's wing;

It saw the moorhen nesting; then it stayed

In a great space of reeds where merry otters played."l

After finishing "The Laffodil rields", Ur. Yasefield
wrote two short narrative poems, “The 'Wanderer'" and "The
River". "The '"Wanderer'" is the story of a ship whieh is
caught in a storm on her maidéh trip and returns to the
harbor gréatly damaged and with all her sails gone. She
is refitted and sets sall once more, but is again forced
to return to port. This time

", gpar was gone, her rigging's disarray

Told of = worse disaster than the last;

Like draggled hair dishevelled_hung the stay,

Drooping and beating on the broken maste.

Half-mast upon her flagstaff hung her flagj

¥ord went among us how the broken spar

Had gored her captain like an angry stiag,

ind killed her mate 2 half-day from the bar."z
4s she sails out ef the herbor for the third time,a stay

: since
"parted like a snapping reed" and the sailors, thinking
it an i1l omen, refuse to proceed ,she isgbrought back teo
dock. A new c¢rew, however, is found and she finally gcets
away. Many years pass and the author sees her coming into
a southern port, one Christmas Ive:

"Come as of o0ld a quéen, untouched by Time,

Resting the beauty that no seas could tire,

sparkling, as though the midnight's rain were rime,

Like a man's thought transfigured into fire."5

l. C.Poems, "The Daffodil Fields",p.400.

2. C.Poems, "Ship" «440.
3. Ibid., ! i



Mr. Masefield tells us that the ship whiclh: has given his poem
its name lingers ir his mind "as one of the lovellest things
ever made by men"j and in the simple story of her voyage
e, LOO, learn to eppreciate the great beauty of that unlucky
vessel. . ‘
"The. River" is, alseo, the tale of a q@ip--of one

which struck upon quicksandis at the mouth of a2 river and
was held there until she Tinally sank,. Her fo'csle was
jemmed so0 that all the hands incide were imprisoned and sanéi
with the vesse}, wiih the exception of one man, who, by digging
awey the lead from the cover of a manheole, succeedéd in open-
ing it and diving intec the hold from which he’ escaped through
the forehat&h. Mr. Mesefleld has based "The River" upon a
story which, he tells us, is "current among sailors as having
happened in the Huzli River, net far {rom Calcutia, at some
unknewn time not very long ago."l The tale 1s interesiing,
but as a poem,; thic 1s, perheps, the least cuccesaful of Mr.
vos efleld'a narpratives. The deccriptions are not so clear
and vivild ac those of his other poems and the characters in
"The River"” lack the individuelity which stemps the characters

f his other works.

In "Dauber", "The Tverlasting Hercy", "The Widow in

‘the Bye Street” and "The Daffodil I'ields", M¥r. liasefield

14 C. Poems, p. viii
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tells of people. lien and women are his theme and the
meadows, the hills, birds and animals form the back-
ground. In the last ﬁarrat%ve poem which he has written--
"Reynard the Fox", publishedlfglg——the order is reversed.
Reynard, the fox, chased by the houndsg is his theme, and
the hunting party, with noisy shouts and bright-colored
coats, serve as his background.

"The meet was at 'The Cock and Pye

By Charles and Martha Tnderby,'

The grey, threé-hundred-year-o0lé inn
Long since the haunt of Renjamin

The hlghwayman, who rode the bay.

The tavern frents the coaching way,
The mail changed horses there of old.
It has a strip of grassy mould

In front of it, a broad green strip.
A trough, where horses' muzzles dip,
Stands opposite the tavern front,

And there that morning came the hunt,
To fill that gulet width of road

As full of men as Framilede

Is full of sea when tide i1s in.l

In these fourteen lines lir. llasefield has given
us a complete picture of a bit of Inglish landscape. In
his earlier poems he had already proved his skill in
characterization on a larger scale. In "Reynard, the
Fox", on the other hand, we have a series of character
sketches, each drawn in a few lines, yet eéﬁp clear and
distinet from the rest.

"The clergyman from Condicote.
His face was scarlet from his trot,
His white hair bobbed a2bout his hezd

,'/

1."Reynapé.,the rox", pe Bs
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As hales do round clergy dead.

He asked Tom Copp, 'How long to wait?'
His loose mouth opened like a gate,
To pass the wagons of his speech,

He had a mighty voice to preach,
Though indolent in other matters

He let his children go in tatters."l

In this manner a brief sketeh is given of each member
of the meet. There is Major lowe who "damned in half the
tongues of Babel",

"The Major being hot and heady
When horse or dinner wag not ready." 2

Bell Ridden comes with her mother and father:

"4 strange shy girl whose face
Was sweet with thought and proud with race,
And bright with joy at riding there."3

And Sir Peter DBynd, of Combe:

"Past sixty now, though hearty still,

A 1living plcture of good-will,

in old, grave soldier, sweet and kind,
4 courtier with a knightly mind,

Who felt whatever thing he thought."4

There are many others,--for example, "the Harold
lads, from Tencombe 7elr", "the lanor set, from Tencombe
Rings" and ;

"John Hankerton, from Compton Lythitt,
Was there with Pity Hankerton,

And Mike, their good-for-little son,
Back, smiling, from his seventh job."

5
The echase begins and in the repidly moving scenes
br. Magefield gives us again that sweep of action, that
clearness of vision and freshness of color which mark his
descriptions of the storms at sea. The hunters start out
briskly. o '
1l."Reynard the Fox", p.l1. 4."Reynard the Fox"p.62.

2. 1bid., p. 27. 5.Ibid., p.42.
5,088t ¥ Bk R
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'Across the brook and up the bent,

Past Primrose Wood past Brady Ride,
Along CGhost leath to cover side.

The bobbing scarlet, trotting pack,

Turf scatters tossed behind each back,
Some horses blowing with a whinny,

A jam of horses in the spinney, .
Close to the ride-zate; leather stiraining,
‘saddles all creaking; men complainlng,
Chaffing each other as they ‘pass't, '
On Chost Hsuth turf they trotted fast."l

Reynard, the fox, wakens from his sleep and is alarmed
by the noise he hears.

"e moved te his right to clearer space
And all his soul came into his face
Into his eyes and into his nose,

As over the hill a murmur rose.'s

And now the hunt begins in earnest,and; as we read, we be-
come wide-eyed and breathless, a part of the hunt, Teynard
is net easily caught, but strives pluckily te save his life.

"ne trotted down with his nose intent

For a fox's line to cross his scent,

It was only fair (he being = stranger)

That the native fox should have the danger.
Denger wes coming, so swift, so swift,

That the pace of his trot began to 1lift

The blue-winged Judas, a jay, began
Swearing, hounds whimpered, alr stank of man.

e hurried his trotting, he now felt frighted,
Tt wae his poor body made hounds exclted
lle felt as he ringed the great wood through
That he ought to make for the land he knew."3
4t last, too tired to run farther, Reynard sinks
down upon the ground and waite for the hounds to come up.

But ihe hounds have caught the trail of another fox and

1. "Reynard the Fox", p.6€8.
2, Tbids«s p. 886,
3. Ibid., p. 89.



follow it off azcross the meadows and hills. Reynard,
exhausted, but free, listens to the sound of the hunt
until it dies away.

"Then the moon came quiet and flooded full
Light and beauty on clouds like wool,
On a feasted fox at rest from hunting,
In the beech wood grey where the brecks were
grunting. :

The beeeh wood grey rose dim in the night

With moonlight fallen in pools of light,

The long dead leaves on the ground were rimed.

A clock struck twelve and the churchi=bells
chiwed."1

Wr. Masefield has made the hunt on Chost Heath so
real that we feel like saying with Tom:
"I they changed or not,
They've been few rune longer and none more hot,
%e shall talk of to-day until we die."2
& wrlter in the Atlantic Monthly for December 1916,
remarks: "The Chost Heath Fun is ¥nglish to the core, in
its theme, in its metre, in itse diction; and its methods
hark tack, in their virility and directness to the Canter-~
bury Teles."_  Yet this poem which "is English to the
core" ie o instinet with the hunt that Americans whe have
never known th@ joy of the meet and who gain their knowledge
merely
of hounds and huntinf-jackets frem the "movies" find them-
selves filled with the zesgt of the chase as they read

"Reynard the Tox"” or "The Chost Heath RBun”.

1. "Reynard the Fox", p. 165.
2. Ibid., p. 165.

Se Atlantic Mey Vol. 124; Dec.;1919.



Mr. Masefield's five narrative poems have been
given here somewhat in detail, because it is as a writer
of narratives in versé'that he is best known to the general
public. Mr. Phelps has called him "a writer of sustained
narrative, unscrupulous in the use of language, bursting with

- vitality, sacrificing anything and everything that steod
in the way of his effect."l These poems he considers
"¥red blood' verse, raised to poetry by sheer inspiration,
backed by a remarkable gkill in the use of rime, "and he
adds that in this particulsr field' our author . has ne
rival .)

But it would not be falr to lr. Masefield to over-
look those longer poemé and lyrics in which he has given
us-more of himself, perhaps, than in his narrative poems.
The fact that he has chosen to reveal to us so little
concerning his own life has been mentioned above. In the
Brief autobiography in verse which he has composed he does
not count the péssage of time by the days of the year, but
by those "golden instants ana brief daysg which he has
experienced at various times throughout his life. 'He tells
of the happy moments he has spent watching as

"Oout of the mist a litile barque slipped by

Spilling the mist with changing glows of r'ed,"3

or of the hours spent in communion with his friends:

% S A Of B e I"-’ p- S?Oo
2. C.Poems,. "Biography", p.59.
Be ThSdes pi 60,
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"net alone the ships, .
But men hard-palmed from tallying-on the whips,
The two cleose friends of nearly twenty years,
Sea-followers both, sea wrestlers and sca-peers,

Whose feet with mine wore many a bolt-head bright."1

One period of his life is distinguished by his friend-
ship with mwen of lettGPSrJYeatsband others. Cutter races in
which he took psrt mark other years. lils talliies are
memories eand &ll of them asre happy memories.

"Begt trust the happy moments, what they gave
Makes man less fearful of the certain grave,
And gives his work compassion and new eyes.
The doys that make us happy make us wise."2

In "Ships” Wir. uvasefield mourns the passing of the
sailing vessel. He tells ef his joy and pride in the
beautiiful ships he has seen, a joy and pride which ar§
¢leosely akin to his love for unis country. He glories
in :

"That art of masts, sall crowded, fit to break,
Yet stayed to strength and backstayed into rake,
The life demanded by the art, the keen
£Zyed-puckered, hard-case seamen, silent; lean,--
They are my country's line, her great art done
By strong brains labouring on the ihought unwon,
They mark our passage as a race of men,

Farth will not see such ships’ 2s those ag,ain."3

The sailing vessel has given place to the steamship, but
in the heart of V¥r. llasefield the clipper ship will always
held first place.
Mr. Rs A, Scott James obfcrves: "Mr. Mesefield was;f
and is-- a lyrical poet, fitted to express the personal
l. C. Poems, "Biography", p. 61l. »

2. Ibid., p. 67.
S Ibid-’ "i?hips", 'p‘ 71



emotions which lyrical poetry can aupport."l lle believes
our poet to be "nearer akin to ihe typé to which Heats be-
longed"” than to the preocent day writers. In our discusclon
of Mr, laseficld®s narretive poems mention hss alfeady been
made of the lyrical éuality of certain portions of the
poems end some of the best of these passages have been
quoted. Veveriheless, it is desirable to £ive here one

r two of the shorter poems which have helped to establish -
his fome as a lyrlcal poct.  "Beauty", which was writteﬂ
ag 2 tribute to a beautliful woman, is Oﬁﬁ cf the lovellest

of thess lyrica,

"I have seen dawn and sunset on moorse and windy hills
Ceming in solemn beauily like slow old tunes of Spains

have gcon the lady fpril Lringing the daffedils,
Bringing the springing grass snd the soft warm April rain.

I have heard the sons of the blossoms end the 9ld chant
of Lhe sea, : :
ind scen strance lande from under the arched white sails
of chips; :
But the loveliest things of beauty (Cod ever has shown to me,
ipe her volce, and her halr, snd ¢yes, and the dear red
curve of hor 3.:1;)5."p

"Tewkesbury Poed" i a song of galety and gladness
and 4s full of the warm emotion of the wanderer es he takes
to the reoad agein:
"It 18 cood te be out on the reoad, and roin: one knows
not vhore,
Going throurh meadow and village, one knows not whither
nor whys

1, N, Amer. Jev., Vol. 189, p.376.
2« Gy Poems; "Beauty”, p. 86,
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Through the grey light drift of the dust, in the keen
¢ocol rush ef the air,
Under the flying white clouds, and the broad blue iife
of the sky;

And to halt at the chatiecring brook, in the tall green fern
at the brink
There the harebell grows, and the gorse, and the fox-gloves
purple and white; :
Where the shy-eyed delicate deer troop down to the pools
we drink,
Then the stars are mellow and large at the coming on of
mmru;m.]

In "Trade 7inds" we observe his appreciation of the charm of
the South Seas and the islands of the 7est«Indies:

"In the harbour, in the island, in the Spanish Seas,

Are-the tiny white houges and the orange-tirees,

And day-long, night long, the cool and pleasant breeze
0f the steady Trade "inds blowing.

There is the red wine, the nuttiy Spanish ale,
The ghuffle of the dancers, the old salt's tale,
The squeaking fiffle, and the soughing in the sall
Of the steady Trade Tinds blowing.
And o' nights there's fire-flies and the yellow moon,
ind in the ghostly palm-trees the sleepy tune
0f the guiet voice calling me, the long low creon
0f the steady Trade Vinds blowing.'
Yot here alone, however, but in many other lyrics has he ex=-
pre ssed his passion for the sea,--for exemple, in "Christmas
Eve at {ea", "The Callev-Nowers" and "Lyrics from 'The
Bucecaneer'", and his Tirst publiehed poems were songs and
ballade of the sea. These were collected and published
in ”ﬂflt ‘ater Ballads". vost of the ballads are written
in the rough lenguage of the sailors and told with the

l. C.Poems, "Tewkesbury Road"; p. 47.
£« Ibid., "Trade ¥inds", p., 30.
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bluntness and directness which is characteristic of men
who have spent their lives at ses.

"Jake was dirty Dago lad, an' he gave the skipper chin,
An' the skipper up an' took him a erack with en iron
belayingpin
Which stiffened him out a rusty corp, as pretiy as you
could wish,
An' then we shovelled him up in a sack an' dumped him to
the fish.
That was jeet arter we'd got sall on her.

Josey elipped from the tops'l-yard an' bust his hleedy back

(Vhich cgmed from playing the giddy goat an' leavin' go the
jaeck); ;

We lashed his chips in clouts of sail an' ballasted him
with stone, ;

© 'The Lord hath taken away} we says, an' we give him to

Favv Jones. ’
in' that was afore we were up with the Line."1

some of the ballads relate to superstitions of seamen and to
the stories and legends which Mr. Yasefield 1earn¢d during
the years he spent at gea.

"Mother Carey? Che's the mother o' the witches
"K' 211 them sort ¢' rips;

She's 2 fine gell to loek at, but the hiteh 1s,
She's =z 8is ht too fond of ships.

She lives upon a 1cebevg to the nerred,
'N' her man he's Davy Jones,

'B' she combe the weeds upon her forred
with pore drowned sailor's bones.

She's the mother 0' the wrecks, 'n' the mother
: Of 2ll big winds as blows}
She's up to some devilry cr other

then 1t sterme, or sleets, or snows.
The noise of the wind's her screamin',

'I'm arter a plump, young, fine,
Brass-buttoned, beelfy-ribbed young seam'n

30 as me 'n' my mate kin dine.’

She's hungry old rip 'n' eruel
“or sallor-men like we,

1. C.roems, "Mother Carey", p. 26.



She's give 2 many mariners the gruel
- 'N' a long sleep under sea.
fhe's the blood o' many a crew upon her
'N' the bones of many a wreck,
'%' she's barnacles a-growin' on her
'N' ghark's teeth round her neck."

1

Another collection of peems which our author heas
'published'is entitled, "Good Friday.aﬁd Other Poems”. In
addition to "Good<Friday“,a play iniverse,it contains a series
of sonnets on besuty and life. This: series, although not =o
widely read as his ballade end tales in versé, has, also,
wen the poet many admirers, One., writer saﬁs of them: |
"There are sixty-one gonnets in the sequénge, and they veoice
the highest thought and tge deepest feeling any poet has
given us since Tennyson wrote his fIn Vemoriam'".g

with the coming of the world war the éeople looked
to the poets to express for therm the surge of feeling which

swept over the civilized world. lr. Thomas Hardy in "The

Man He Killed" gave utterance to that questioning and

&

doubt which setiled down upon the hearts of many people.

"*1 shot him dead because--
Because he wags my fose,
Just so: my foe of course he was;
That's clear enough; although

'He thought he'd 'list, perhaps,
off-hand like--just as I--
“as out of work--had sold his traps—- .
Ho other reason why.

1. C.Poems, "lother Carey", p. 26. .
2- "u!‘- Opin., '\17010 GO, p.282; Apl"il,l9lﬁ.
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'Yes} qualnt and curious war is!
You shoot 2 fellow down
You'd treat if met where any bar is,
Or help to half—a-crown.'"l

In his "Baytle"gﬁr. Cibson gave us snap shots of the
scenes at the front.

"Out of the sparkling sea

I érew my tingling body clear, and lay
On a low ledge the livelong summer day,
Besgking, and watching lazily

“hite saile in Falmouth Bay.

I felt a eudden wrench--

A trickle of warm blood--

And found that I was sprawling in the mud

Arong the dead men in the trench.”z '
But readers have turned from both the irony of Mr. Hardy
and the absolute realiem of Nr, Gibson to the gentle en-

couragement of ¥Myr. Masefield. Mr. Masefleld, it is true,
respectively

has been compared to both ¥r. Hardy and lir. Cibson, beoth
of whom are known as writers of the peasanis and the poor
f the cities. But lr. Masefield’s "August 1914" has
1ittle in common with "The liam He Killed" or "Battle".

in "AuguctV19l4”h:us sketched the Unglish landscape, re-
called to the minds of the peoplé the many years that they
and thelir forefathers have held the land, the wars which
have been fought to keep it for them and he urges them on,
as they fight, to kesp the trust;

iy muiiering from beyond the veils of Death
From long=dead men, to vhom this quiet scene

. Came among blinding tears with the last breath,
The Dying soldier's vision of his queen.

Hw T-N.Pc’ Do 133.
20 Ibldo, p. 124.

2 4
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All the unspoken worshilp of those lives
: Spent in forgotten wars at other calls
/ ; Glimmers upon these fields where evening drives
Beauty like breath, so gently darkness falls."l

It is ¥r. Phelps' bellef that "of all the poems published
({ in the early days of the struggle, none equalled in high
4 excellence "Au%ust, 1914"4§
N¥r. Mas#field has not confined himself to»short
i |

poems and narr#tives in verse. He has written some eight

i ’I
| or nine plays in prose, and two, "Philip the ZHing" and

/ |
/ { "Good Friday“# in verse. Of the prose plays "The Tragedy
f 5 of Nan" and "#he Falthful" are of greatest interest.
b
R In "Th$ Everylasting Mercy" Mr. Masefield has
)

depicted the Cnner life of a man, who trles to find his

i : - place-in the world. But in none of his narrative poems
b has he described the heart of a woman, as she struggles
to follow the%tiny spark of good, which is within her own
soul. Anna,{in "The Widow in the Bye Street", dismisses
the attempt w%th a shrug: |

ne: shéll bring sorrow to those eyes of blue.

He agks the love I'm sure I never meant.
im I’ to blame? And all his money spent,'’

’

while Nary, ﬂn "Daffodil Fields" refuses to struggle,

choosing alwéys the easiest way, turning from one lover

to the other with little resistance. But in Nan WNr.

lMasefield has given us a woman whose heart is strong and
C.Poems, "August, 1914, p. 448.

B« A, 0f E«Psy ps 90,
Se CoPoems, "The VWidow in the Bye itreet", p.218.
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pure and who strives to follow her vision of a perfect
life and who, when she finds herselftdefeated by the
character 6f her ipver, seekes death rather than accept
1§ss than her dream. :

Nen is the ndece of William Pargettier, the daughter
of his sister, who, when the play opens, has been.deéd
for several years. lNan's father has been hanged for
sheep stealing and she comes to live‘ﬁith her uncle.
She is hated by Mrs. Pargetier, who makes life as miser-
able for Nan as her husband will allow. ¥Mrs. Pargetier
has decided thét Jermy, her daughter, shall marry Dick,

e ok ‘ on the other hand,

a village lad who has fallen in love with Nan. Nan,loves
Dick and has given him her whole heart, rejolicing in the
giving. : She promises to marry him, but says she has
something she must first tell him. She is interrupted,
.however, before she has time to relate to him her father's
disgrace.  When she leaves the room, lirs. Pargetter,
hearing of her engagement to Dick, tells Dick that, if he
marries Nan, his father will disown him. She tells him,
moreover, that Nan's father was hangéd‘for stealing sheep
and reminds him .that Nan has no money. Furthermore, she
urges him to marry Jennie, and this he finally agrees to do.
. About this time, however, a government official come to

the house to tell Nan that, through the confession of the



real culprit, her Taollicr's name has been cleared. This
still , '
officlal, further:, gives her fifty pounds to compensate
her for the death of her father. Dick, now that Nan is
wealthy, wishes to return to her. She has learned of
his unfaithfulness, but for a moment she believes in him
again. Then, by a few brief questions she discovers the
cause of his return:

DICK: Miss Nan. I want just to say. Some'ow, it
be 'ard to explain. But I ask--I ask your for-
giveness. "Umbly I as it. Oh, Miss ¥an. My
beauti-vul. Ny beautivul as I wronged.

NAN: As you wronged. Yes?

DICK: I was--I dunmo-~1 was led away, }iss Nan.

NAN: Yes, Dick. You were led away. low were you
led away? Why?

DICE: I was that. %hen I 'eard as your dad was. I
mean when I 'eard of your dad. I doan' know. It
seemed--] felt some'ow. I be that dry I can't
'ardly speak. Miss Nan---

NAN: You felt some'ow? Yes?

DICK: As your 'air was, was a cord round my throat.
Choking. I was sick. I couldn't--no--I couldn't.

NAN: And wes that the only reason why?

DICK: Yes, liiss Nan.

NAN: And why did you choose Jenny? My kiss was
8t1ll warm upon your lips. (Coing to him.)
Your blood was singing in your veins with me,
when you turned--Vhy did you turn to 'er?

(4 pause)

che was not a--a gallus-bird. Eh?l

L B I B T I I I Y

l. C.Plays, "The Tragedy of Nan", p. 252.
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NAN: Is that the only reason? You love me, then?
DICK: Yes. That's the only reason. I love you, WNan.
NAN: And what will my auqt say?
- DICK: - Damn 'er. 1It's 'er that came between us.
NAN: I know what you can say to 'er.
DICK:  What?
NAN: Go to her now. Take her that bag of money,
Tell her she may have that. But that you will

marry me, not Jenny.

{DICK, rather staggered, takes up the bag and
walks slowly to door)

DICK: Wouldn't it be better, Miss Nan, if us--if us
Just told 'er, without--without bein'--

NAN: I knew it. I knew it.

Nan's spirit is broken andjfrom thié pcint on she
plans her own death ahd the death of-her lover. _In a
few words our author conveys to us how Dibk, uncongcious
of what he 1s doing, kills the faith in the: nobility of his
love which has partially returned to Nan and unwittingly
leads her to utter despair. In the~"Tragedy of Nan" we .
have the struggle between idealisr and materialism,
between Nan, with her wish "to help", and Dick, who thinks
only of his own comfort. Throughout the play, "gcaffer",
the old fiddler, by his word-pictures and by the prophecies
which have shaped themselves in his half-crazed brain,
leads us up’to'the point where Nan, defeated by the selfish-

ness of her lovér, k1lls him and throws herself into the

1. C+ Plays, "The Tragedy of Nan", p.255.



sea. lr. Wilson Dodd sums up the "Tragedy of Nan"

by saying: "It is a play so grim in outline, so tersely
and surely wrought to its piteous end, that one lays it
down}a little breathless, wondoring how so authentic a
spirit of beauty and terror could have been evoked by
such siﬁple means."

The "Tragedy of Nan" has proved itself the most
successful of lir, liasefield's plays, but "The Faithful”
possessy}ar us a special interest, because the author
has written it with a view to iis production on a stage
of the Flizabethan type, which,.he‘believes is superior
to thé modern stage. In an interview with Ur. Cournos
lr. Masefield once sald: "What we want is a stage that
will place the actor in a2 much more intimate relation
with his audience."2 He, accordingly, adapts "The
Faithful" to this type of stage. In the preface to his
"Collected Plays" he explains that he did not, at first,
arrange it for such a stage, but that,uﬁon seeing the
productions of lir. Grénville Barker's "rwelfth Night"
and "The Winter's Tale", he was so impressed with the
effectiveness of the older stagé.conatruction that he
changed "The Faithful" to a play "with 'continuous
performance' for a double or platform stage." 3

The play opens at dawn on the morning of March 10,1701,

1. Yale Rev. Vol. ;3 April; 1914,
2. Ind-, Vol. 73, p-5373 Sept. 5y 1912,
Bl C-Pla}fﬂ, Pe Vio :



in one ef the more remote provinces of Japan.l Asano,
a daimyo of the province kneels on the floor praying.
"Light that my soul has followed, bless

this beloved land, where I work with my men to make

life nobler. for now my work here is threatened

by an evil man , who draws nearer daily, violating

Right and Law." 2
As Asano finishes his prayer, Kurané; his‘counsellor,
enters and tells him that he has lost .  hils suit against
Lord Kira, a rival daimyo, and that the pastures in the
hills, which up to this time have been free land, have
been given to Lord Kira. Kira is the son of a steward,
but by his craftiness and force he has become a powerful
daimyo and has encroached upon the lands of 'his neighbor
daimyos. Lord ﬂsana and his people are greatly distressed
over this decision; for 1t qeprives.thew of all the mountain
pasture land and further provides that all of the inhabitants
of this land and their possessions shall be Lord Kira's
property. Realizing that Lord Kira is determined to ruin
him, Lord Asano wishes to lead his men into exile, but
Furano urges him not to do this. A messenger now arrives
with the news that the Tmperor's envoy has been sent to
the province to hold court and settle all disputes. The

messenger tells /Asano that the envoy wishes him to act

as host, but that he must first learn the ceremonial which

1. C.Plays, p. 380.
2. C.Plays, "The FPaithful", p. 381.
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is required on the recsption of the Envoy. This
ceremonial he 1stiearn from Lord Kira. Kira, however,
teaches Asano the wrong ceremonial, and Asano, stung by
the laughter of the nobles, and realizing that Xira has
purposely deceived him, in order te shame him before the
court, draws his dirk and strikes Kira in the face.
This act constitutes a sacrilege and Asano's property is,
consequently, confiscated and he is forced to commit hari-
kiri. Kurano now carries the news of Asano's death teo
his ronins and,greatly incensed against Kira, they form
a league, for the purpose of avenging Asano's death. ‘
Kira, fearing Kurano, sends Sagisaka, his ccunsellor,»
and the captain of the guard to kill him, but-Kurano, to
save his life, feigns madness.

SAGISAKA: I believe he is pretending.

CAPTAIN: He pretends unusually well, then.

SAGISAKA: Captain, can you take a hint?

CAPTAIN: Yes.

SAGISAKA: He would be better out of the wWay.

CAPTAIN: I've no orders sbout that; that is life and
death ® ' &

SAGISAKA: Eira would be grateful:.
CAPTAIN: I've no means of knowing that.

SAGISAEA:: I will answer for =o much.
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CAPTAIN: Do you order me to kill him?

SAGISAKA: Come, these are harah words, Captain; "order"
and "ki11". L !

i i\
“

i
CAPTAIN: It's a harsh subjacﬂ‘

SAGISAKA Supposing ho vere p talk in his cups,
exeitedly, provocatively....0 Or rave against us...
ineiting to riot... |

[

CAPTAIN: Well, what then? I could only arrest him

for...beina drunk...or out of his mind.

\

:SAGISAKA' Of course...%hat more could you do? You
¢ would arrest him, v

CAPTAIN: That would not help you.

SAGISAKA: Supposing he were to resist arrest, to
struggle with you, or to try to get away?

CAPTAIN: The guard would bind him.

SACISAKA: If he were violent. One of them might...
in self-defence?

CAPTAIN: I see what you mean.
SAGISAKA: Kira would not forget it.,

CAPTAIN: The man is only a madman. He is harmless.

SACISAKA: Madmen are not harmless, and I do not
believe that he is mad.

CAPTAIN: Drunken, then.

SAGISARA: He is neither one nor the other. He is
pretending.

CAPTAIN: If he is pretending, I will see to him.

SAGISAEA: You promise?

l. C.Plays, "The Faithful", p.474,
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CAPTAIN: Yes, but that is not pretence. Vatch
him there as he comes.1

@ 060 0060060 008 e 0006600

CAPTAIN: It is not like mad to me, it is more like
one of these frenzies. '

SAGIGCAKA: Well, end it. Kill him.

CAPTAIN: I have half a mind. Kurano; do you see
the house on fire?

EKURANO: Do not. e not. You are always interrupt-
ing. I am golng to sing to you.

- Once, very long 2ago,
When there was still the sun,
Before these times, before
The light was darkened,

One whom we used to know
lade life most noble; one
Who would have changed the world

Had people hearkened.

It was a dream. Perhaps

Time drugs the soul with dreams

To all but blind desire

I'or high attempt;

Then the intense string snaps;

The project seems _

A hearth without.a fire;

A madneses dreamt.
SAGISAKA: I think that declides it.. Now, Captain.
(To Sagisaka) What can it decide? Do you
think I blame yom? You are stupid, you are vulgar,
you play into life's hands. It is 1ife that I blame,
life is the enemy--life, who takes my friend and
leaves you, the usurer, and you, the bully, and you,
the doll. Come on then, for I will fight with life
1111 I drag him from behind his veil. He is behind
you and behind you and behind you and I will have
him from his hiding-place. Noy you shall not escape.
I will have you. Cut of my way. And you, the doll,
the cleog, to be left when my friend is taken....(He

DURANO:

i. C.Plays, "The Taithful', p. 477.
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beats thcm with a cloak.) No. Yo. Forglve me.
I am not setiled in my wits. You had better give me
wine. For I'm poing to law, end must have my wits about
1€ « ¥ine will steady me. I i1l to you and to you and
L0 you, and then I £ill to myself. Then we will drink and
fall asleep. :
CAPTAIN: There can be no migtaking that,
SHCICARA: I was wrong. He is mad,
CAPTAINGS A raving madm&n.l
o A year passes and the death of Asano has not yet been
avenged. Hias ronins have worked and gtarved in order to
procure the equipment necessary to break throush the guard
which surrounds Tira's palace, but they are not sirong'enough
to make the attempt. Iira is to be appointed Tuke of the
prevince, and, bellevines it futile to try to overcome so
powerful 2 men, many of the members of Lhe league have
deserted. Yorn out and discouraged, the remeining members
meel together for the last time. They throw thelr equipment
down and ere about to depart when Sureno arrives and tells
them that the military suards of Rira's palace have been dig-
missed for the ni‘ht and ihat only the servants have been left
to protect their master. The ronins hasten to the palace
where they overcome the servants and killeord Zira. Their
miscion berforvcd, they next go to the grave of Asano. Thither

a herald brings the order to them io ki1l themselves

as the penalty for the

1. C« Plays, "The Eaithful“, P 480,



murder of Kira.
HERALD: I have a message for you.
That you are to kill yourselves here, on
this spot for the murder of Tuke Kira. (He presents
the order.) ;

) "
KURANQ: We accept the order. You shall witness
our obedience to it.

HERALD: I salute you, faithful ones.
KURANO: You trumpeters, who call the faitnhful to

death in all ‘the armies of the world, blow a leong
pgint

8 That long-dead heroes
5 Yanming the ramperte of Cod
/ May hear us coming,
| Baring our hearts to the sword
/ For him we loved so.l‘
bhe prayer of igano, which opens the play, would
lead us to oexpect the struggle between the men whe are
workinﬁ "to make life nobler" and the "evil man" who
viola%es "Right and Law". Ve expect the motive of the
struggle to be better conditiones and better laws. This
desire for better lawe for the people of the province
does, indeed, act as an ineentive in the struggle of
i
Kira's enemies against him. One of Asano's ronins says
in his death poem.
: : ~
"We are outlaws, going to die like outlaws. <
The flowers from our bones will be better 1aws."2</
Nevertheless, we feel that Kira was killed by Kurano and

the ronins, not because he did not improve the C9n¢ition of

1, C.Plays, "The Faithful", p.528.
Be Ibido, P 506.
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the people in the province, but because he was the
cause of Asano's death and Asano was their friend and
master. After reading the play we think of the
beautiful fidelity of the ronins, not of their noble
strugéle for better laws. The final impression which
is left upon us is that they die, not in order that the 
flowers of their bones "may be better laws", but, as ’
Kurano tells us in his last words,-"Fof himfwerlove 80."
Mr. J. Tankin Towse, writing in 1615, expresseé the
opinion that "The Faithful" might be successfully produced
but he remarks that "the fine spirit of fearless and tire%
less revolt against unjust tyranny with which it is animateﬁ
would scarcely, in the managerial mind, compensate for its
lack of a love story and its gloomy pessimism.“i Never- 
theless, the play has been presented in both England and:
America; in neither country, however, was it an unqﬁalified
success. The two principal reasons for this seem to be
thaﬁ "The Faithful” is a tragedy and a very gloomy one.
Kiss West avers that it "is gloomier than anything elsé
on earth, with the possible exception of some of lir. lase-
field'supoetry."2 We are,consequently, not surprised to
learn that "the eafly audiences of "The FaithtuléAat the

Garrick Theatre felt a perceptible estrangement and chill".
e 3

1. Nation, Vel. 101, p. 604; Nov. 18, 1915.
2. Liv. !‘:ge. Vol. 301,p0 719; June 2.1’ 1g19.
3. Nation, Vol. 109, p. 5%l Nov. 8, 1919,
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The play is criticased, alsc, by studenis of Japar,‘who
declare that the author does not understand the
pBycholovy of the Jepanese peoplal and carnot, therefore,
write a really ;ood Japanese play.

Beildes the above, Mr. Yasefield has written several
ghorter dramas, two of which, "The Campdon “onder", a shori
play arrangsd in thres sc czch, was producod a* the Court

Theatre in London,; on u,nvarg 8, 1907, under tiw direction eof

~

Mr. H. Cranvillc Rarker.g Like "The Faiinful®”, it is 8 very

depressing and loomy play. It is the story of iwo brothere,

John and Tiok'ﬁcrry. ~ John, the older of the two, is envious

of his ﬁrother, hedause Myr. Harriscn, their raster, has promisged
give Dick twelve 23hillings & veek after lichseslmase. John

is recciviﬁ; at nine ghillings a week anc the thousht eof

his brother's aivancenent so angers him that he plans 1o

disgrece Dick. Vr. Harricon hos boeen milssing {or several

ceyve and Jolm tello Mre. Harrison and the parson that he,

his mother, and his Lo thor k¥illed their mastier for his

money and ﬁid.thc body Pick and his nmother in sist that

they are ipnocint and plead with Jolin to sadmit that he has

iled, Thls he siteadlastly refuses to do and they

¥

le Yew DNaopullic, Vols 20, DP.3E63 Nov.1l2,1910.
€« Cs Flays; pa 24 .



are all three senterced to be hanged. Dick and his

mother are the first to be led from the jail.

JOHN: There he do go, him and his twelve shillin'.
Ah, you gedly one. They got you. Lower than the
dirt, like as I said I'd do. Afore all Campden!
You and your twelve shillin'! Make un a speech,
Diek. Make thy speech and confession. 0! if only
door were open. Thee be looking pale, vou and your
twelve shillin! You that thought to be high in the
world. Ahal Ahal -

(A cry without and drums.)
There he do go! Ahal thal (A pause.)
{(Re-ecnter Parson and Tom) P

PARSON: 0! the pity of it, the pity of 1t! 0! Lord
strengthen me. ¢ -

JOHN : Mr. Pargon, Sir, might I speak to ‘ee, sir?

PARSON : Come, John Perry. (Tom undoes chains)
There is yet one thing, John, Tell us
this, that he may have Christian burial.
JOHN: It were Dick and Mother took his body, sir. 3
don't know where it be, I don't. But perhaps one
day you'll find 'en. You'll be wiser on that day,
Parson. ol :
PARSCHN: Yeu talk strangely, John.
JOHN 3 A dying men have a rizht to talk strange. I
he kead¥- F%r. 7ill yol say a prayer for me, Cir?
our Father" or sumrat :
John is hanged and the parson goes to tell Mrs. Harrison
that her husband's marderers are dead. He finds, however,
that Mr. Harrison has returned home and realizes now for

the first time that the story of his murder was a lie.
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In'"Mrs. Harrison” the story of "The Campden
Wonder" is continued. lirs. Harrison questions lr.
Harrison as to where he has been during the past few
days. He tells her that he was never farther than
twenty miles from home and that he knew all about the
trial, but that he was paid three hundred pounds to
leave town and did not return to save the Perrys, because
he feared he would lose the money, if he returned before
the time agfaed upons. The Parson arrives aé Mr. Harrison
finishes his confession, and,tc save her husband, WUrs.
Harrison lies about his absence snd tells th¢ parscon eof
the distant cities her husband has visited during his
wanderings. The parson, greatly impressed by this stary,
asks Mr. Harrieon to go with him to the churchﬂ,in order
that they may return thanks for his safe return., When
they have gona,ﬁrs} llarrison, overcome by sorrew at the
unhappy fate of the Pérrys and disappointed in her husband,
takes'poison and dies. 'ew scenes in the Tnglish drama produce
such a feeling of horror_as that which 1s evoked by the
e¢losing lines of "Wrs. Harrison".

MRS, HARRISON: I been wife to a murderer....I been
wife to a murderer.... I've been to bed with a man
as done murder; and I've helped un clear after....
(She rocks in her chair; then gets up and goes to

cupboard. ) Put never no more, 7illiam Harrison,
you've had your last of me....(She opens cupboard. )
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‘I be the lowest of the low. 0 Lord, I be the
lowest of the low.... I feel as 1'd been spat on.
(She rummages among bottles.) But never no
more, "illiam Harrison.... Cod have mercy on a
sinful woman.... You've had your last of me,
#illiam Harrison. You can go to your Jennies,
you can.... (She takes out a paper.) This is 1it.
This 1s it,--is the cure. I bought it for the
rattens ag ate my chicks. "hat'll - kill rattens'll
kill folk. “here be my thimble? (She pours
powder into thimble and drinks.) Ugh! it be bitter
(She pours again and drinks.) Ugh!  (She puts

' thimble and paper into fire.. The fire spurts up.)
Ah, pretty 1t be! (She goes to table and begins

40 read the Bible; she Sp&%ls it out slowly.)

"But when Jesus saw it, he was displeased, and

"msaid unto them: Suffer th 1ittle children teo
- eome unto me. “uffer thealittle children to come
unto me." Us be little children--"/ind forbid them

not"... It be a leng road flor poor folk.... It be
a 'cold road for us, poor children.... (dies).

Both "The Campden "onder" and "lrs. Harrison" are
! 1

depressing. Ve rise from both plays with the feeling
1 ' ;

that it is useless to struggle against wrong, for in both

evil ovqfcomes good and we are 5i&en iittle reason to
hope th#t good will eventually pﬁevail over evil. In

"The Caﬁpdan onder" John's purpose is accomplished, and

his innpcent brother and mother gre disgraced and hanged;

)\! : A\ :
in "Mrg{ Harrison” a drunken rep#bbate lives and becomes

the hqbé;of the villaze, while h## wife, a good and kind

woman; is forced to commit suic#d&. 7hen we think of

the nﬁsfoftune of Diek and his ﬁbﬂher and of lrs. Harrison,

we a%? apt to say, as lirs. Earr&sop séid, "They be happy
/ gy o

to hel out of such a world.", 1
Fol |

'
{

[
i
‘\

J 1. C.Plays, "Nrs. Harrisgn", pe. 58,
/@ﬁ €« Ibid., PThe Campden Wonder", p. 40.
! \
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"The Tra{edy of Pompey the Great" is the aut growth
of a one-act play called "The Death of Pompey the Creat"
which lir. lagefield wrote in 1907. It is based on the
story of the-@eath of Pompey the Creat as told in North's
"Plutarch".l . O0f"Philip the King" and "Good Friday" Nr.
Masefield ebs€rves: "ifter finishing "The Faithful",

1 began the verse play, in one act, of 'Philip the King',
about January,31914. “oon afterwards I began a gecond .
one-act play in Ybrse, on the subject of pra Fridsy.
Both of these p&éy were begun at Haﬁpstead. Philip was
finished at Lollingdon in May of that fatal year. "Good
Friday" was‘intéfrupted by the war and never completed.

I had hoped in a rewriting to meke the play a clash be-
tween Ghrist_an@ the High Priest. Thig was one ef the
many millions of human'hopes destroyed 1n;that year."2

The first of these two plays in verse, "Philip,
the King", is the story of Drake's defea& @f the Spanish
Arméda. Ag the play opens, Fing Phnilip b;pi;nhraying
for victory over the Tnglish. He finishes with petition
that his friend, De Leyva, may return unharmed. His
daughter, the Infante, tells him that she is distressed
by dreams of a disaster which has overcome the Armad.
Afte;‘reassuringkher, Philip gends her away to rest. He,
himself, falls asﬁeep, and, as he sleeps, the volces of

1

1. Cu" P]S‘IS, pes vi,
2. Ibidl, p. vi.
|

i
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people, who have died in order that he might satisfy
his ambition to become the greatest ruler in the>world,
reproach him and perdict the defeat of his navy. At
length he is awakened by shouts of vietory.. An Fnglish
prisoner is brought in and tells Xing Philip that “pain
is victorious. In honor of the eventoannoh'are fired,
bells rung, the people chesr and the monk'chhant of
thanksgivineg is heard.

MONKS ¢ Let us give thanks unte the Lord of lords,

* Who saves lis falthful from the Fgyptian swords.
VOICES: .Amﬂn. Cod save the Zing.

MONES : He made the Red Sea waters to divide,
And led our Israel through with Him for guide.

VOICES: Amen. God save the King! Philip the Hing!
PHILIP: O God, I thank Thee for this marvellous thing.

MONES : He whelmed Xing Pharaoh's army in the sea,
And of His mercy geave us victory.

VOICES: The famous kings aré blown like chaff
Bafore Thy fiery car.
Thou emit'st th' ungedly with Thy staff...
Philip the King! Cod save our prudent King!

PHILIP: My subjeects, whom Ced gave me for Hls ends...

PRIRCEESS: ﬁhatevef pain you bore, this makes amends.

VOICES: Speak to your loving hearts, your iajesty.

PHILIP: I do His will; to - Geod the glory be.

MONKS:f Praise Him, O sun and moon, merning and evening star!
The king who mocked His word are broken in the war,
Praise Him with heart and soul! Praises Him with

voice and lute!

VOICES: The King! CCod save the King! Silence! He
speaks. Calute!



MONKS ¢
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In the derk night, ere dawn, we will arise and sing
Glory to Cod on high, the praises of our King.l

AE'tha King starts to speak to his gubjects, he hears the

sound of men singing. A bend of ragged scamen advance

~

towaird the palace singing a dirge. They are sailors

from the Spenish fleet and they sing of the loss of the

Armada. Their leader is wamitted to the king's presence and
tellg the story of their defeat. “hen the story is finished,

Eing Phiiip gsays!

PHILIP:

I, from my heart, thank Cod, from whose great hand
I am g0 helped with power, I can still

Set out another fleet against that land.

Nor do I think 1t 111

1i all the running water takes its course

"nile there are uncpent fountaineg at the source.

fle sendetli out His wor#t and meltcth them.

Teke back your standard, Ceptain. AB you £0;
Bid the bells toll and let the clergy comes
Then in the eity by the gtrike of drum
Proclaim a general fast. in bitter days

The soul finds God,; God us.

(Exit Captain)

(Alone) De leyva, frienﬂ,'

"hom I shall never see, never again,

This misery that I feel is over Spain.

O Cod, beloved Cod, in pity send

That blessed rose among the thorns--an end:
Glve o bruised spirit pcace.g

This one-act play in verse has dignity and courage,

which Mr,., Masefiecld's proge plays do not possess; and,

while it contains few incidents and the action of the entirec

pley takes place in a few hours, it

le C.Plays, "Philip the King", Pe 561
2+ Ibids, s 580
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hasabeauty andadramatic force that make it one of the
best of our author's plays.
Mr. Masef;eld’s fame, however, has been won,
after all, not by his plays, but by his poetry, and, while
it,is seldom wise to try to decide the literary standing
of dontemperany poets, rémembaring his narrative poems
end bearing in mind his many beautiful lyrics, we may
well agree with !r. {ilton Bronner who'declmrescthat
"there is no reason for timidity in awarding % him(%‘. lase~-

field) a laurel wreath.”l

1. Bookman, Vo. 33, p. 3 August 1911.
",
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