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'l'IIIC ltXPOSITORY TIMES. 

6ntrt 
CERTAIN TOPICS. 

Secular Altruism, 

This is from Professor Perey ( :,miner's new 
bo1)k : 'A recently published hook, Ml'. Stewart 
l;rnhame's JVhere Socialism ./t,1i/(d, hitM l(iven us a 
,nmderful record of an attempt to ,:onstruct in 
l'uoguay a society on a basis of t'conomic com-
111u1\ism, but without religious Ma1wtions. Th~ 
founder, Mr. 'Williain Lane, was 11 1111111 of great 
magnetic power, and wholly posscs~cd hy 11 spirit 
,)f secular altruism. The story of thc diHnstrous 
failure of his project has been well told. But the 
mteresting point in relation to the present subject 
is this: after the colony had degenerated into what 
the inhabitants themselves callt:d a hell upon earth, 
Lane went out with a few devoted followers to 
make a new settlement. For a time the enthu­
siasm of the chosen few buoyed them up. But 
before long Mr.-Lane found it necessary to intro­
duce some kind of belief in a great overruling 
spiritual power, on whom he freely le<;tured, 
though the belief he taught see~s to have been too 
1·ague to exercise much influence on the com­
munity, from which he presently withdrew. The 
residue of the colonists which he had left went 
irom bad to worse, until they were saved from 
destruction by the teachings of a Christian school­
master, and by the abandonment of all the' 
original notions. It is a marvellous ;tory; and it 
is hard to see how those who are not utterly case­
hardened against experience can refuse to learn 
from it.' 1 

Eloquen~e. 

Demosthenes' high claims to eloquence, ac­
knowledged by every competent critic, rest on 
certain qualities, of which the chief are naturalness 
and simplicity. This simplicity is, of course, the 
last word of art, not the -simplicity of poverty or 
foolishness. When we read the Philippics and the 
Olynthiacs, and above all the Speech on the 
Crown, we are conscious tha~ we are in the hands 
of a master of his craft. When he chooses, the 
orator knows how to state his case with absolute 
clarity ; and when he indulges in a burst of rhe­
toric and gives us what we call a purple passage, 

1 P. Gardner, Evolution in Cl,rislian Etl,.ics, SS, 

(ltoua. 
he realizes tho om:ct of contrast by a series of 
simple sentenccM1 pellucid, straightforward, and 
without a trace of involution or emotional verbiage. 2 

Jealousy. 

We sometimeH eec.i the references to Jahweh'R 
jealousy in the Old Testament used as a stick to 
beat the Christian with. But the jealousy -of God 
is simply the IUHcrtion that He is the only living 
and true God, There is a jealousy of God which 
is reprehensible but it is neither Hebrew nor 
Christian. Aeschylue dealt with it in the 
Agamp11no,,. It was a popular pagan mistake, and 
Aeschylus sets hiM face against it. 

' It was said by men of old time that God is 
jealous. He cannot brook the excessive prosperity 
of men, and if Polycratea of Samos is born under 
a lucky star, he must pay ,compensation for his 
~ood fortune, which, even so, may be rejected of 
Heaven. Is it true that greatness and prosperity 
ine\?itably call down wrath from an offended God­
head? Such a view involves a mistaken estimate 
of divine laws and utterly misconceives the true 
relation of punishment to wrong-doing. " I 
alone," says the leader of the Chorus, speaking. no 
doubt the mind of Aeschylus, "I alone am of a 
different opinion." It is Sin which is punished, 
the godless act. The innocent have a fair Jot. 
Observe that the poet tells us especially that his 
own view is singular, and is _not shared by the 
multitude. But he is sure of his ground. It is 
not prosperity as such, it is the mental effect of 
prosperity-the arrogance bred in the prosperous 
and wealthy man-which ultimately brings down 
the wrath from God. The fatal herit;u:e runs 
thus. Affluence breeds insolence (v/Jp,r;). Insol­
ence leads to many evil things-impiety, hardi­
hood, recklessness-and the evil man spurns 'with 
his foot the altar of justice. Then comes Nemesis,; 
apportioning to each man the lot he deserves, and 
therefore overwhelming the confident sinner with 
ruin. And so it happens that wealthy balls in 
which defiance and pride and boundless conceit 
reign are not happy. "Justice shines in poor men's 
homes and has no regard for wealth. Gold is 
wrongly stamped with praise. All this is, the 

2 W. L. Courtney, Old Saws and Mode,,.,, Instances, 84. 
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ioet thinks, bornr 0111 in Lhe hislory of the 
\trcidac. 

But Arrogniwr, i11 "in 11,rown grey 
Mid vile 1111'11, licnra 1l child at length 
Like her i11 11nmr, i11 lusty strength, 

Or soon or lute, whf'n dawns her day; 

Yea, and n brnthcr licnd, whom none 
May cope with, impious Hardihood-
Black curses lwnin o'cr41 homes that brood, 

And like their <lnm ench demon son. 

In smoke-fonktl huts doth Justice shine; 
On virtuous liws she still hath smiled: 
From gold-tricked hulls and hands defiled, 

She turns her with nverted eyne. 

A guest she is of en.ch pure soul : 
She on the power of wealth looks 
With all ils hasl~ coin of renown : 

.She guideth all Lhings to ·their goal.I 

Realism. 

down, 

Two books have appeared recently dealing 
with Realism in Art, one (Mr. Courtney's Old· 
Saws) incidentally, the other (Mr. McDowall's 
Realism) systematically. -There is much confusion 
of thought. What we call Realism is called by 
the French Natural~. Our reluctance to the 
use of the word Naturalism for that Realism which 
paints nature as ii i's, of which Zola is 'the noisy 
and untiring exponent,' is due to the fact that we 
use the word Naturalism for a certain view of the 
Universe·. 

There 
1
are three possible ways of handling a 

subject, whether in poetry1' painting, or preaching­
the way of Idealism, the way of Naturalism, the 
way of Realism. This is Mr. Courtney's account 
of the three : 

'A dramatist, we will suppos• is asking himself 
how he shall treat human characters, and he 
discovers that there are at least three possible 
ways. He can say, in the first place, "I will paint 
human beings as I think they ought to be." In 
other words, he is applying, however unconsciously, 
a sort of ethical test to tl;le men and women who~e 
actions he is about to d~cribe. He believes that 
it is his duty (in order, we will say, to help ordinary 
suffering and erring humanity) to paint certain 
ideals of conduct and behaviour, good and bad 

1 W. L. Courtney, Old Saws a"d Modern lnsfan(es, 14. 

nliko-- lwroeR that are ideal hcroeR, villainN that 
nru id"nl villnins, heroines that are virluow, and in 
diHlrrHH, comic men who, despite a larru:ntal,lc 
to11c.le11cy Lo idiotic witticisms, have a hr.art of l(Olcl 
•· --nnd nil the other heterogeneous itcmH in a 
rnnumlic conception of existence. 

' Wt1 c,m imagine, however, a dramatiHt with a 
very different ideal before him. I re H:tyH, "My 
uuHinc11s ns an artist is to paint men all I thinlc 
they really are," not. very good, not very bad, 
nvcrnge creatures, sometimes with good intentions, 
oflonl with bad performance, meaning well and 
doing ill, struggling with vario

0

us besetting tempta­
tions and struggling a1se perhaps with a heritage 
derived from earlier get)erations-abovc all, never 
heroes and never heroines, nor even thorough­
going villains, not beautifully white nor pretcr­
nnturally black, but (as one might phrase it) of a 
piebald variety. This species of dramatiRL works 
from a scientific point of view. His mode of 
procedure, and also such_ inspiration as he possesses, 
is mainly experimental, based on what he has 
discovered-or thinks he has discovered-about 
humanity and its place in the world. If the first 
class of dramatist I am trying to describe is 
rad,iantly aptimi!tic, the. second is generally preter­
naturally sad, inclined to despair, teaching us that 
this world is not altogether a comfortable place, 
and that human beings are not specially agreeable 
to live with. 

'It is conceivable, however, that apart from 
these two classes of diamatists there yet is room 
for a third, a man who is neither a preacher nor 
a pessimist; not inspired with a moral idea nor yet 
inspired with a scientific idea, but a sheer artist, 
inspired by a purely artistic idea. He is awire 
that all art is an imaginative exercise, and that 
however he describes his dramatis persona he can 
only do it from a personal point of view. He is 
not quite sure that, however scientific may be his 
procedure, he can ever paint men and women 
precisely as they are-he can only paint them as 
they appear to his resthetic perceptions. He does 
not desire to draw any moral. He desires, it is 
true, to be guided hy experience ; but he does not 
give-•\Js the dry bones of scie~tific data. Being an 
artist he uses his selective ,/apacity both as to his 
incidents and his characters. The latter he qften 
makes typical rather than individual; but they will 
represent the inner verity of ma!!, and not the 
mere external appearance. He 7ias made tli,e 
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discovery, in other words, th11l you _do not get rid 
of romance by calling your11t<lf n11 gxpcrimentalist 
or a Realist. He knows thnt mrn turn to art just 
lwcause they do not want to live perp~tually in a 
~umbre, and actual, world. 'l'hl'I world of art is 
s1imcthing other than the world of reality, and as 
R dramatic artist he must nrnk~ allowance for this 
foct.' 

Mr. Courtney then shows that each type of 
dramatist is represented in the Great Greek 
Three, and in this order-Aeschylus, Euripides, 
Sophocles. 

Now take three short . pnrngraphs from Mr. 
McDowall. 

' Realism in painting does not necessarily mean 
telling a story or depicting the obvious. Its first 
proceeding is to confer on_ pninted object;s, by 
tactile or other values, the qunlity of existence; 
not, as was explained1 by way of that literal imita­
tion which aims at pure illusion, but with enough 
choice and emotional insight to give us the feeling 
of enhanced vitality.' . 

'Realism does ·not mean seeing things worse 
than they are any more than it means seeing them 
better than they are ; it means seeing them as they 
are. And " as they are II means as they would 
look to one whose vision has the special gift of 
sincerity. Not, of course, the kind of sincerity 
which is merely passiveness agape, but an outlook 
which is genuinely interested by the individuality 
of everything it sees.' 

' What art can do with the even. tenor of life is 
to show that it is good and pleasant after all, that 
nothing is commonplace except to the man whose 
p►rceptions have been dulled by habit. This is 
j~st what Guyau declared to be the function of 
realism-a stripping off of the veils with which, 
absorbed in cares or riches, we have covered the 
disinterested beauty of the world. Even this may 
have its difficulty for a people who regard the world 
mainly as a place to do things in; but it is con­
genial because it reassures us that the doing was 
,vorth while and .the scene of our doings was very 
good. So we can go back with joy to Jane Austen 
and her small country-houses, or to George Eliot's 
solid exhibition of provincial character, feeling that 
whole regions of life have been reclaimed for us 
and we can now renew them in the same way. 
But there is a difference between the ways in 
which romanticism and realism unfold the riches 
of the world. The former says that what is fair 

and 11plcndid 11111Hl l11i real; the latter, that wh:it i11 

real may 1,,1 fair 111HI Hplcndid.' 

SOMR RRCRNT POETRY. 

M. Nlghtlnralo. 

Tlte Bab,/.,· /((}ok of Verse (Blackwell; 2e. nH), 

appropriately printed and as appropriately illu~­
tratcd, is an uddition to an extensive literature 
(see Fore.l's 11111/ads of Bairnhood for Scotland 
alone). It iH an addition which will live. What 
could be mmii delicately handled than this, for 
example, on 

Gooo-N1c;HT. 

Most thingR are really very nice, 
B~t quito the nicest thing 

. Is¾hon I've gone to bed at night 
. And mother comes .to sing. 

She sings ' The day is over,' 
Then waits, because, you see, 
The song I want quite most of all 
She made herself for me. ,. 
That's only when I've been quite good 
-She knows I know quite well-
And so she stands-and waits in case 
There's anything to tell. 

And if there's not, she sings to me 
'Hush baby,' very low, 
And strokes my forehead softly 
Till my eyes shut down, you know. 

Poor Cresar on the pillow, 
I think, he must be sad, 
'Cos he hasn'>t got a mummie, 
And he does so wish he had. 

So I snuggle him beside me, 
And hold him very tight, 
In case he might be lonely 
When my mummie says ' Good-nig~t.' 

Ethna Carbery. 

A new edition has ~een issued of The Four 
Winds of Heaven, by A'.nna Johnston Mac Manus 
(' Ethna Carbery'), with a memoir of the author 
written by Mr. Seumas MacManus (Gill; 3s. 6d. 
net). The new 'edition has some additional 
poems. 
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The memo!r describt'N 0111;1 who was loving, 
lovable, and mtcnsely plltrioti1-. Of the second 
11ttrilmte this is told: 'A (HH11· old womnn from a 
hark _street in Donegal town ff11ili to me, "Ach I 
sure 1t was the oddest thi11K 1111drr the sun, how 
many of us who n~ver hnd the- luck lo sµlit lips to 
her, loved her niter only scdni,i; her walk the 
street!"' Of the patriothun thr whole book is 
evidence. Take the first two vcn1cs from 

THE PASSING ()),' '1'111~ GA.KL. 

They are going, going, ~ning from the valleys 
and the hills, 

They are leaving far behind them heathery 
moor and mountain rills, 

All the wealth of hawthorn hedges where the 
brown thrush sways and trills. 

They are going, shy-eyed colleens and lads so 
straight and tall, 

From the purple peaks of Kerry, from the 
crags of wild Imaal, 

From the greening plains of Mayo and the 
glens of Donegal. 

L. and R. 

The title is Wine and Gall (Blackwell; 1s. 6d. 
net), and the gall predominates. This is by R. : 

GAUDIUM IN COELO. 

I dreamed that I was dead, and after 
My soul had passed its mortal bars 

I caught an echo of rolling laughter 
Across the intervening stars. 

And all my fear was changed to wonder, 
I knew the rapture of the blest-

To hear the immortal sons of thunder 
Applaud each day the immortal jest. 

Is it too bitter? Then take this : 

FATHER AN~ SoN. 

My father's god is l!- prohibitionist 
Who threatens and bullie~ and smites; 
All that he saves from red perdition is 
The hero of a hundred fights. 

I look to one whose law is lenient, 
With more of ought than must, 
Who brings the hearts of the disobedient 
To the wisdom of the just. 

Edith Sltwc,11. 

In Jr.dith Sitwdl'R new book, which she call~ 
Clown.r' ll!m.rt'.r (Hinck well; 3s. net), there are two 
poems on .Drink, poems of terror and truthfulneHI, 
When will Lim politicians feel as the poetH? 
There iH nlso Lhi11-damnatory and dangerou11 iri 
another wny-on dancing: 

Tim DANCERS. 

(D11rfog a great battle, 1916.) 

The floorH nre slippery with blood: 
The world gyrntcs too. God is good 
That while His wind blows out the light 
For those who hourly die for· us-
We still c:i.n dance, each night.' 

The music has grown numb with death­
But we will suck their dying breath, 
The whispered name they breathed to chance, 
To swell our music, make it ·1oud 
That we may <lance,-may dance. 

We are the dull blind carrion~fly 
That dance and batten. Ti;iough God die 
Mad from the horror of the light- • 
The light is mad, too, flecked ,with blood,­
We dance,' we dance, each night. 

Fredegond Shove. 

Mr. Shove is much perplexed on account of the 
mystery of all this unintetligible universe, and once 
he utters bis perplexity in a daring poem called 
' Man to his Creator': 

Thou art a reaper and a gatherer 
Of wild brown nuts. Thou furrowest the sea : 
Thou shapest autumn, spring and death and 

me: 
Thou knowest not Thy' purpose, nor dost care: 
And we· make songs to please and ravish 

Th~e,- ) 
And sometimes, in the sunshine, Thou dost 

hear. 

Thou makest meadows red with clover, white 
With ox-eyed daisies, • woods the sun turns 

brown; ' 
Rivers all full of shells and stars new-blown· 
Thou makest sleep and shadow and the night; 
And Thou Thyself hast neither shape nor sight, 
And canst not even call Thy soul Thine own. 
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Thou mndt'sl 111r. an house of bone and gnvtl 
Thl' serd!i of uttr.rnnce upon my tongue : 
Thenref\irth Thy praises I have always sung 
'I\) the wast1• douds and waters where lhny 

n\\'l"', 

And to tlw winds that_are in heaven hung 
Like shl'ds for death-white symbols of the 

grave. 

Thou madcst earth with many elms to sigh 
Their snd desires; and Thou didst make the 

air; 
And thl\Y with me their loneliness declare, 
Praising Thl\l~ ever sad and wearily : 
Thou m:ulest all things mortal, foul or fair : 
Hut who made Thee? 0 say before I die. 

There is no effort at originality, you see, and there 
is no obscurity. The tone is reverent and the 
expression is always adequate. The title of the 
book is DrM,,,s and Journeys (Blackwell; u. 6d. 
net). 

Galleys Laden. 

Gallep Laden (Blackwell; 2s. 6d. net) contains 
poems by four writers, poets every oee of them, 
and quite distinguishable. Their names are 
Ernest Denny, Nora O'Sullivan, C. Doyle, and 
Gwen Upcott. There is an earnest encourage­
ment to mothers by Nora O'Sulliva~ called 

MATER INVIOI.ATA. 

Walk straight and true my woman, 
Straight and true; 

Those little pattering feet 
Depend on you ; 

Though you know the dark trees call you, 
Though you see the bills a-dream, 
Or the breath of fame befall you 
Passing with a ghostly gl~am. 

Keep awhile to the open roads 
Where storm and sunshine beat; 
They will grow strong to follow you 

Those little pattering feet. 

Speak clear and kind my woman, 
Clear and kind ; 

The music of your voice 
Will rest behind. 

When years have wearied ll111 111,arL of you 
And made your body old 
The men and women lioru of you 
Will tell the tales you told. 

The love you taught will swcnln11 
The homes of their own choicu, 
H11uy voices will echo still 

The music of your voice. 

• 
Live calm aqd, strong my wom11n, 

C:i.lm and strong, 
'l'ho dawning of to-morrow 

Will not be long. 
The day of life is dark and broken, 
Hold high the lamp of peace, 
Children watching see the token, 
Feel the fight will cease. 

Gunrd your soul in glittering steel 
To dull the edge of sorrow, 
Stand fast until you see, my woman, 

The dawning of to-morrow. 

Of tbe work of Ernest Denny, of which there is 
most in the volume, strong and sympat_hetic is the 
poem in three sonnets entitled ' Lest I no more 
come back.' We might quote the last sonnet of 
the three: 

So when, some day, the other men come back 
To other homes, and I return no more, 
Say not I linger on some desolate shore 
Mid broken ,wreckage, cast up from the wrack 
Of war's tempestuous sea. I have but gone. 
A little further on, and now I see 
Somewhat of that so long denied to me, 
The glory into wh'ich we have not won. 

If I steal in, finding Heaven's doors aslant, 
I • To stand aloof, with eyes grown strangely dim 

Hearkening that majestic swelling chant 
From multitudinous • choirs of Cherubim, 
Maybe that God, seeing my shame, shall grant 
One worthless singer to make songs for Him. 
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