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To
GUY HOLT

GARRULI'F{ again begets
Unconscionable dreadful debts. . ..

You that have piped to-day must dance;
Herein beholding maintenance
Of arguments about Romance
(Like fountains falling whence they spring)

To you revert its eddying.






AUTHOR’S NOTE

Bevonp Lire I, perhaps signally, esteem to be
a Prologue to the Biography of Manuel. And  Be-
yond Life)’ therefore, attempts to introduce, and to
outline in little, all the main themes of the Biog-
raphy, — of that rather longish Biography, in nine-
teen volumes or thereabouts, whick deals, as I have
elsewhere explained at length (in the Epistle Dedi-
catory to “ The Lineage of Lichfield ”) with the life
of Dom Manuel of Poictesme, not only as that life
was lived by him, but also as that life was perpetuated
in his children and in the descendants of these chil-
dren down to our present time.

Above all does this book attempt to outline the
three possible attitudes toward human existence
which have been adopted or illustrated, and at times
blended, by the many descendants of Manuel. I mean,
the Chivalric attitude, the Gallant attitude, and what
I can only describe as the poetic attitude. The de-
scendants of Manuel have at various times very vari-
ously viewed life as a testing; as a toy; and as raw
material. They have variously sought during their
existence upon earth to become — even by the one
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CuAPTER 1

WHEREIN WE APPROACH



— So I propose to settle the matter, once for all. In fact I feel
myself in rather good form and about to shine to perhaps exceptional
advantage. . . . .

— Hark to the fellow! . . . But riddle me this, now, in the name
of Edipus! who awants to hear about your moonstruck theories?

— Such, Curly-Locks, is not the game I quest. . . . I propose to
lecture to bare benches; granted. Indeed, it would be base to deceive
you. But is it not apparent — even, as one might say uncivilly, to
you — that the lack of an audience breeds edifying candor in the
speaker? and leads lim presently to overhear a discovery of his
actual opinion?

— ASHTAROTH’S LACKEY



1. WHEREIN WE ApPProacH ALL AUTHORS AT
THEIR BEsT
§1

HENEVER I am in Fairhaven, if but in

thought, I desire the company of John

Charteris. His morals I am not called upon

to defend, nor do I esteem myself really responsible

therefor: and from his notions I frequently get en-
tertainment. . . .

Besides, to visit Charteris realizes for you the art
of “retaining an atmosphere,” because Willoughby
Hall, to the last mullion and gable, is so precisely the
mansion which one would accredit in imagination to
the author of In Old Lichfield, and Ashtaroth’s
Lackey, and all those other stories of the gracious
Southern life of more stately years. . . . But pic-
tures of this eighteenth century manor-house have
been so often reproduced in literary supplements and
magazines that to describe Willoughby Hall appears
superfluous.

Fairhaven itself, I find, has in the matter of “at-
mosphere ” deteriorated rather appallingly since the
town’s northern outskirt was disfigured by a powder
mill. Unfamiliar persons, in new-looking clothes, now
walk on Cambridge Street, with an unseemly effect
of actual haste to reach their destination; and thus
pass unabashed by St. Martin’s Churchyard, wherein
they have not any great-grandparents. Immediately

[3]













































— What is man, that his welfare be considered? — an ape who
chatters to limself of kinship awith the arc/mngels while filthily he
digs for groundnuts. . . .

— Yet more clearly do I perceive that this same man is a maimed
god. . . . He is under penalty condemned to compute eternity with
false weights and to estimate infinity with a yardstick; and he very
often does it. . . .

— There lies the choice which every man must make — or ra-
tionally to accept his own limitations? or stupendously to play the
fool and swear that e is at will omnipotent?

— DIZAIN DES REINES


































































BEYOND LIFE

unavailingly. For every one of us is so constituted
that he knows the romance to be true, and corporal
fact and human reason in this matter, as in divers
others, to be the suborned and perjured witnesses of
“realism.”

[40]



Cuarter 111

THE WITCH-WOMAN



— You are a terrible, delicious woman! begotien on a water-
demon, people say. I ask no questions. . . .

— And so you do not any longer either love or hate me, Perion?

— It was not I who Loved you, but a boy that is dead now. . . .

— Yet I loved you, Perion, — ok, yes, in part I loved you. . . .

— So that to-day I walk with ghosts, king’s daughter: and I am
none the happier. . . .

— It was not for nothing that Pressina awas my mother, and I
know many things, pilfering light from the past to shed it upon
the future.

— ROMAN DE LUSIGNAN









THE WITCH-WOMAN

ness 1s, on venerable authority, a gentleman; and if
but in this capacity, would be the first to quote that
axiomatic Place aux dames which cynics assert to be
his workaday rule.

At all events, sorcery was imputed to both the
wives of Adam. Thus the Talmudists tell us how Lil-
ith, his first helpmate, — for the then comparatively
novel offence of refusing to obey her husband, —
was cast out of Paradise, to be succeeded by Eve; and
how since this eviction Lilith, now adulterously allied
with the powers of evil, has passed her existence ¢ in
the upper regions of the air,”” whence she occasionally
speeds earthward to seek amusement in the molesta-
tion of infants. She it is who cunningly tortures the
descendants of her unforgiven husband with croup
and the pangs of teething. Sheer pedantry tempts
one to point out here that it was on this account the
Hebrew mothers were accustomed, when putting their
children to sleep, to sing “ Lullaby! >’ which 1s when
Englished ¢ Lilith, avaunt! ” so that all our cradle-
songs are the results of a childless marriage.

Equally in Jewish legend has Lilith’s successor,
our joint grandmother Eve, been accredited with be-
ing a trifle prone to sorcerous practises. I regret that
the details as to the rumored paternity of her son
Abdel-Hareth are not very nicely quotable: but they
seem quite as well authenticated as any other gossip
of the period: so that witchcraft may fairly be de-
clared the first invention of the first woman. Eve had
dealings with the Devil some while before the birth
of her eldest born, even before the incident of the
fig-leaves. She was a magician before she was a
mother, and conjuring with her took precedence of
costume. And while the fact that forever after there

[ 45 ]




























































CH;APTER IV

THE ECONOMIST



— Keep out, keep out, or else you are blown up, you are dis-
membered, Ralph: keep out, for I am about a roaring piece of
work.

— Come, what dost thou with that same book? . . . Can’st thou
conjure with it?

— 1 can do all things easily with it: first, I can make thee drunk
with ippocras at any tabern in Europe; that’s one of my conjuring
works.

— Our Master Parson says that’s nothing. . . .

[Enter MEPHISTOPHILIS, w/lo Sefs squibs at their backs; and then
exeunt.]

— THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DR. FAUSTUS























































































THE ECONOMIST

whole sorry business. Meanwhile you must remember
that this cult of Art 1s very ancient, and began in days
when goddesses were honored by human sacrifice. 1
think it is Thomas a Kempis who reports that an old
custom 1s not lightly broken.

[95]






CHAPTER V

THE REACTIONARY



— Have I the air Francais? . . . For you must know, ’tis as ill
breeding now to speak good English as to write good English, good
sense or a good hand. . . ..But, Lord! that old people should be
such fools! I wonder how old people can be fooled so! . . .

— The parson awill expound it to you, cousin. . .

— I Enew there was a mistake in’t someliow. . . . For the parson
aas mistaken, uncle, it seems, ha! ha! ha!

— The mistake will not be rectified now, nephew.
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CuapTER VI

THE CANDLE



— Mr. Scandal, for Heaver’s sake, sir, try if you can dissuade
lim from turning poet.

— Poet! . . . Why, what the devill has not your poverty made
you enemies enough? must you needs show your wit to get mored

— Ay, more indeed: for awho cares for anybody that has more
ait than himself?

— Jeremy speaks like ar oracle. . . . No, turn pimp, flatterer,
quack, lawyer, parson, be chaplain to an atheist, or stallion to an old
woman, anything but poet; for a poet is worse, more servile, timor-

ous and fawning, than any I have named.
— LOVE FOR LOVE
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BEYOND LIFE

ing any to-do over him a thousand years from to-day!
At such depressing moments of prevision, he recog-
nizes that this desire to write perfectly, and thus to
win to “literary ” immortality, is but another dy-
namic illusion: and he concedes, precisely as Congreve
long ago detected, that, viewed from any personal

standpoint, the game is very far from being worth
the candle. :

[ 152 ]



CuaprteER VII
THE MOUNTEBANK



— Vastly well, sir! vastly welll a most interesting gravity! . . .

— He is very perfect indeed! Now, pray what did he mean by
that?

— Why, by that shake of the head, he gave you to understand that
even though they had more justice in their cause, and wisdom in their
measures — yet, if there was not a greater spirit shown on the part
of the people, the country would at last fall a sacrifice to the hostile
ambition of the Spanish monarchy.

— The devil! did he mean all that by shaking his head?

— Every word of it — if he shook his Lead as I taught him.

— THE CRITIC




















































































BEYOND LIFE

dom and philosophy may speak with the tongue of
angels, and be hanged to them: for the noble mad-
ness of patriotism pleads at quite another tribunal,
and addresses the human heart, whereover neither
ear nor brain has jurisdiction. Our mother seems to
be molested; and to requite those who trouble her,
no matter what be their excuse, we strike. That only is
the immediate, the obvious, essential: long afterward,
when there is nothing better to do, we may — perhaps
— spare time to reason. Meanwhile we know that,
here also, the romance is of more instant worth than
the mere fact.

[ 182 ]



Cuarter VIII
THE CONTEMPORARY



— This Disinterested Loan and Life Assurance is rather a capital
concern, David.

— Capital, indeed! — in one sense.

— In the only important one — awhicl is number one, David.

— What aill be the paid up capital, according to your next
prospectus?

— A figure of two, and as many oughts after it as the printer can
get into the same line. . . .

— Well, upon my soul, you are a genius then.

— LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT



























THE CONTEMPORARY

platforms, very seriously; and who have lived
through so many trials and responsibilities that those
which remain to be encountered appear comparatively
negligible, and much grave talk about them seems
silly.

Of course, all this is “inartistic ” : it is the sort of
conduct that grieved Flaubert, and continues to up-
set the sensibility of Mr. George Moore, as earnest-
minded persons stand ready to protest in columns.
For Dickens very often shocks the young by his lack
of interest in sexual irregularities. Yet Dickens prob-
ably knew even more about novel-writing than do
such sagacious folk as lecture and publish without
general detection. No doubt he has his quirks and
whimsies, which are common to the despot of any
country: but we who love him are fain to believe
that the king can do no wrong. . . . Perhaps that is
begging the question: but then it 1s a question which
should never have been raised. And if you can seri-
ously debate ¢ Is Dickens obsolete? ” already, in so
far as you are concerned, he is as obsolete as youth
and April. For you have outgrown a novelist who
“wallows naked in the pathetic,” and is sometimes
guilty of a vulgar sort of humor that makes people
laugh, which, as we now know, is not the purpose of
humor. . . . Indeed, to many persons not Torquemada
or the Four Evangelists can appear more remote in
their way of thinking than does this novelist who
shapes his plots with the long arm of coincidence, and
never flies in the admiring foolish face of convention.
It depresses the conventionally “advanced” to see
the man deal so liberally in cheerfulness: and they
resent his happy-go-lucky methods of creating char-
acters that seem more real to the judicious than the

[ 193 ]



















































She stood before Jim in all the beautiful strength of her young
womankhood.

He was really a fine looking young man with the appear-
ance of being exceptionally well-bred and well-kept. Indeed the most
casual of observers would not have lesitated to pronounce lim a
thoroughbred and a good individual of the best type that the race
has produced. . . .

— Barbara, %e cried, don’t you know that I love you? . . . Don’t
you know that nothing else matters? Your desert has taught me many
things, dear, but nothing so great as this — that I want you and
that nothing else matters. I want you for my awife.

— THE WINNING OF BARBARA WORTH






































































































— There awas a deal said, sir, what awith one thing leading to
another, as it were,— but no great harm done, after all.

— And no good either, you may depend on it, Dabney. There
is never any good comes of interminable palavering. . . . This
is a case that calls for action, and for instant action, by George!

— Just as you say, sir, no doubt, And yet — awell, in a manner of
speaking, sir, and considering everything, — why, what on earth is
anybody able to do?

— 1 am sure I don’t know. But that does not in the least alter the
principle of the thing.

— IN OLD LICHFIELD









WE AWAIT

goal; and that the especial post we are now passing
reveals an eternal verity. As a matter of fact, mile-
posts by ordinary reveal the pretensions of a trades-
man who believes in advertising, — which very pos-
sibly accounts for the manner of our more generally
esteemed “ realists,” in every field of human action.
So “realism,” too, becomes an art of sorts, a minor
art like music or hair-dressing. “ Realism ” is the art
of being superficial seriously.

§ 92

— Permit me, Charteris, none the less, to restate
your principal thesis as it concerns the writer’s craft —

Now, curiously enough, the little novelist appeared
vexed.

— My dear fellow, my very dear fellow (John
Charteris inquired, with careful and laborious pa-
tience ), but have I really seemed to you to-night to
be talking about books and how books should be
written? For, in that event, I have failed very dis-
astrously. My target was not at all “literary.” In-
stead, 1 have attempted to expound man’s proper
attitude toward the universe he temporarily infests;
and to show you that this must always be a purely
romantic attitude which is in no wise concerned with
facts. Yes, I can but repeat my golden rule for as-
thetic conduct: there should be no trifling with facts.

— But, Charteris, from the very beginning you
have been talking about books and the makers of
books

John Charteris shook his head. He declared:

— It is discouraging: but the wounds of a friend
are proverbially faithful. I have talked for a not

[ 247 ]
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