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gard to the task of bringing the people of the 
United States back to their old mind toward the 
people of Germany. In 1920 Professor Rufus 
Jones wrote of "the strong and deep-seated preju
dice in the public mind against doing anything to 
relieve suffering in Germany, even to save the lives 
of children." Never was national hatred more 
needlessly aroused or more wantonly maintained. 
It is the mission of the Friends to war against this 
hate, to bring us to the mind in which we will throw 
the mantle of charity over the sins of the Germans. 

Let it be broad enough to cover our own sins to
ward them. We cannot make good our failure to 
enforce the specific terms on which Germany sur
rendered in November, 1918. We dare not ad
dress to our former associates the mildest remon
strance against their continuation of the war in 
order that Germany may be dismembered and de
stroyed. The least thing that we can do is in the 
utmost measure to make good General Allen's 
words: "America has never made war upon 
children." ROBERT MORSS LOVETT. 

Sir John Harington 
A N old miniature shows a young man's face, 

ZJk whimsically Elizabethan, with tossed-back 
•^ J L curly hair, a tip-tilted nose, a tiny point of 
a beard, and a long single earring, falling in spark
ling drops over a ruff of magnificent proportions. 
Such was John Harington, as he appeared in the 
happy fifteen-eighties, at Greenwich, or at None
such—a courtier, a wit, a scholar, a poet, and a 
great favorite with the ladies. Even Gloriana her
self usually unbent when he approached her. She 
liked the foolish fellow. She had known him since 
he was a child; he was her godson—almost, indeed, 
a family connection, for his father's first wife had 
been a natural daughter of her own indefatigable 
sire. Through this lady the young man had in
herited his fine Italian house at Kelston, in Somer
setshire, where, one day, Elizabeth, on her way to 
Bath, paid him the honor of an extremely expensive 
visit. He had felt himself obliged to rebuild half 
the house to lodge his great guest fittingly; but 
he cared little for that—he wrote a rhyming epi
gram about it all, which amused the ladies of the 
bedchamber. H e wrote, he found, with extra
ordinary ease and pleasure; the words came 
positively running off the end of his pen; and so— 
to amuse the ladies again, or to tease them—-he 
translated the twenty-eighth book of Ariosto's 
Orlando Furioso, in which the far from decorous 
history of the fair Fiametta is told. The Queen 
soon got wind of this. She read the manuscript 
and sent for the poet. She was shocked, she said, 
by this attempt to demoralize her household; and 
she banished the offender from Court until—could 
there be a more proper punishment?—he should 
have completed the translation of the whole poem. 
Harington hurried off to Kelston, worked away 
for a month or two, and returned with a fine folio 
containing the entire Orlando in English, together 
with notes, a life of Ariosto, "a general allegory 
of the whole," an "apologie of Poetrie," an 
"epistle dedicatorie to the Queenes Majestic," and 
an engraved title-page with the portrait of himself 
and his dog Bungay. The book was printed in 
1591. The exquisite elegance and mature serenity 
of the original is nowhere to be found in it; but 

Harington himself, bringing with him the natural 
abundance, the charming ingenuousness, th^ early 
morning freshness of his wonderful generation, 
comes to us delightfully on every page. 

The translation was well received, and the gay 
young man looked about for new worlds to con
quer. Not to be talked of was his only fear. A 
curious notion struck him. His nose was sensitive 
as well as impudent, and he had been made to suffer 
agonies by the sanitary arrangements in the houses 
of the great. Suddenly inspired, he invented the 
water-closet. Then, seizing his pen, he concocted 
a pamphlet after the manner of Rabelais—or, as 
he preferred to call him, "the reverent Rabbles"— 
in which extravagent spirits, intolerable puns, im
proper stories, and sly satirical digs at eminent 
personages were blended together into a preposter
ous rhapsody, followed by an appendix—written, 
of course, by his servant—could a gentleman be 
expected to discuss such details?—containing a 
minute account, with measurements, diagrams, and 
prices, of the new invention. The Metamorphosis 
of Ajax—for so the book, with a crowningly 
deplorable pun, was entitled—created some sensa
tion. Queen Elizabeth was amused. But then 
some malicious courtier told her that one of the 
satirical digs was aimed at the memory of Leices
ter, whereupon her smiles changed to frowns, the 
Star Chamber was talked of, and Harington made 
a strategic retreat to Somersetshire. "The merry 
poet, my godson," the Queen> declared, "must not 
come to Greenwich, till he hath grown sober and 
leaveth the ladies' sports and frolics." But before 
very long she relented. With her supreme sense 
of the practical, she saw that, as she put it, "the 
marrow,of the book" was not entirely ludicrous; 
she sent down word to the poet that she approved 
of his invention; and eventually she set the fashion 
for the new contrivances by installing one of them 
in Richmond Palace, with a copy of the Ajax hang
ing from the wall. 

Harington's next adventure was more serious. 
He was summoned by Essex to join his ill-fated 
expedition to Ireland, in command of a troop of 
horse. In Ireland, with a stretch of authority 
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which was bitterly resented by the Queen, Harlng-
ton was knighted by the rash Lord Deputy, and 
afterwards, when disaster came thick upon disaster, 
he accompanied his leader back to London, and 
was present at the famous interview between the 
enraged Elizabeth and her favorite. When she 
had vented her fury on the Earl, the Queen turned 
upon Harington. "What l" she cried, "did the 
fool bring you too?" The trembling poet fell upon 
his knees, while the Queen, as he afterwards de
scribed it, "chafed much, walked fastly to and fro, 
and looked with discomposure in her visage." 
Then, suddenly rushing towards him, she caught 
hold of his girdle. "By God's Son," she shouted, 
"I am no Queen, and that man is above me 1" His 
stammering excuses were cut short with a "Go back 
to your business!" uttered in such a tone that Sir 
John, not staying to be bidden twice, fled out of 
the room, and fled down to Kelston, "as if all the 
Irish rebels had been at his heels." 

It is clear that-poor Harington never quite re
covered from the shock of that terrific scene. The 
remainder of his life passed in ineffectiveness and 
disillusionment. In the bosom of his family he 
did his best to forget the storms and shipwrecks 
of "the Essex coast;" he wrote incessantly; he 
cracked scandalous jokes with his mother-in-law, 
old Lady Rogers; he busied himself over the con
struction of a curious lantern for King James of 
Scotland. But his happy vein had deserted him. 
His "Discourse shewing that Elyas must personally 
come before the Day of Judgment" could never 
get finished, and he threw aside his Treatise on 
Playe as a failure. His epigrams, no doubt, were 
more successful; he scribbled them down on every 
possible occasion, and the most scurrilous he in
variably dispatched to old Lady Rogers. She 
roared with laughter, but omitted to leave him a 
legacy. He dashed into her house as she was 
dying, broke open the chests, tried to get possession 
of everything, and was at last Ignominiously ejected 
by his brother-in-law. King James was equally 
disappointing. Even the curious lantern, even a 
learned, elaborate and fantastic dissertation On 
the Succession to the Crown, failed to win him. 
After he had been a year in London, the new King 
granted Sir John an interview, but, though his 
Majesty was polite, he was not impressed. "Sir 
John," he said, with much gravity, "do you truly 
understand why the Devil works more with ancient 
women than others?" And, unluckily, on that. Sir 
John "could not refrain from a scurvy jest." Never
theless, though he felt that he had made no head
way, he would not despair; a little later, the Lord 
Chancellorship of Ireland and the Archbishopric 
of Dublin fell vacant, and the author of Ajax 
bravely requested that he should be appointed to 
both offices. Oddly enough, his application re
ceived no answer. He solaced himself with an 
endeavor to win the good graces of the young 
Prince Henry, to whom he addressed a discourse, 

full of pleasant anecdotes, concerning all the 
bishops of his acquaintance, followed by a letter 
describing "the good deedes and straunge feats" 
of his "rare Dogge," Bungay—how he used to 
carry messages from London to Kelston, and how, 
on one occasion, he took a pheasant from a dish 
at the Spanish Ambassador's table, and then re
turned it to the very same dish, at a secret sign 
from his master. 

But in truth the days of Bungay were over, and 
the new times were uncomfortable and strange. "I 
ne'er did see such lack of good order, discretion, 
and sobriety." There had been jollities and junket
ings, no doubt, in his youth, but surely, they were 
different. He remembered the "herolcall dames," 
the "stately heroyns" whom he had celebrated 
aforetime— 

These entertayn great Princes; these have learned 
The tongues, toys, tricks of Rome, of Spayn, of Fraunce ; 
These can correntos and lavoltas daunce, 
And though they foote it false 'tis ne'er discerned. 

More and more his thoughts reverted to his old 
mistress. "When she smiled, it was a pure sun
shine, that everyone did choose to bask in, if they 
could; but 'anon came a storm from a sudden 
gathering of clouds, and the thunder fell in wond
rous manner on all alike." Yes? Those were great 
times indeed! And now . . . he was "olde and In-
firme;" he was forty-five; he must seek a quiet 
harbor and lay up his barque. He lingered at 
Kelston, impoverished, racked by various diseases; 
he vainly took the Bath waters; he became 
"stricken of a dead palsy;" until, in 1612, at the 
age of fifty-one, he passed into oblivion. And in 
oblivion he has remained. Nobody reads his Or
lando; his letters are known to none but a few 
learned historians; his little books of epigrams lie 
concealed in the grim recesses of vast libraries; 
and Englishmen today, reflecting on many things, 
as they enjoy the benefits of a sanitary system un
known to the less fortunate inhabitants of other 
countries, give never a thought to Sir John Har
ington. LYTTON STRACHEY. 

Eleventh Month 
Now the time when winds may swoon 
Before the stillness of the sun; 
Early day in the afternoon 
The day grows dusky and is done. 

Now the time when sharp hills fold 
In space to lie forgotten there, 
And slowly moving swords of cold 
Split the heaviness of air. 

If there is sound it is a sound 
Made out of hush and shade; -with these 
It settles thickly to the ground 
Like fog about the trunks of trees. 

HAZEL HALL. 
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