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THE NOVEL AS DRAMATIC POEM (I) : 

'HARD TIMES' 

H ARD TIMES is not a difficult work; its intention and nature 
are pretty obvious. If, then, it is the masterpiece I take it 
for, why has it not had general recognition? To judge by 

the critical record, it has had none at all. If there exists anywhere 
an appreciation, or even an acclaiming reference, I have missed 
it. In the books and essays on Dickens, so far as I know them 
(except R. C. Churchill's essay in this journal), it is passed over 
as a very minor thing; too slight and insignificant to distract us 
for more than a sentence or two from the works worth critical 
attention. Yet, if I am right, of all Dickens's works it is the one 
that has all the strength of his genius, together with a strength no 
other of them can show—that of a completely serious work of art. 

The answer to the question asked above seems to me to bear 
on the traditional approach to 'the English novel'. For all the 
more sophisticated critical currency of the last decade or two, that 
approach still prevails, at any rate in the appreciation of the 
Victorian novelists. The business of the novehst, you gather, is to 
'create a world', and the mark of the master is external abundance 
— ĥe gives you lots of 'life'. The test of life in his characters (he 
must above all create 'living' characters) is that they go on Uving 
outside the book. Expectations as unexacting as these are not, 
when they encounter significance, grateful for it, and when it meets 
them in that insistent form where nothing is very engaging as 'life' 
unless its relevance is fully taken, miss it altogether. This is the 
only way in which I can account for the neglect suffered by Henry 
James's The Europeans, a work that I mention because it too, 
hke Hard Times, is a moral fable, and because one might have 
supposed that James would enjoy the advantage of being 
approached with expectations of subtiety and closely calculated 
relevance. Fashion, however, has not recommended his earlier 
work, and this (whatever appreciation may be enjoyed by The 
Ambassadors) still suffers from the prevailing expectation of 
redundant and irrelevant 'life'. 

I need say no more by way of defining the moral fable than 
that in it the intention is peculiarly insistent, so that the represen
tative significance of everything in the fable—character, episode, 
and so on—is immediately apparent as we read. Intention might 
seem to be insistent enough in the opening of Hard Times, in that 
scene in Mr. Gradgrind's school. But then, intention is often very 
insistent in Dickens, without its being taken up in any inclusive 
significance that informs and organizes a coherent whole; and, for 
lack of any expectation of an organized whole, it has no doubt 
been supposed that in Hard Times the satiric irony of the first two 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



i86 SCRUTINY 

chapters is merely, in the large and genial Dickensian way, thrown 
together with melodrama, pathos and humour—and that we are 
given these ingredients more abundantly and exuberantly elsewhere. 
Actually, all the Dickensian vitality is there, in its varied character
istic modes, which have the more force because they are free of 
redundance: the creative exuberance is controlled by a profound 
inspiration. 

The inspiration is what is given in the grim clinch of the title. 
Hard Times. Ordinarily Dickens's criticisms of the world he lives 
in are casual and incidental—a matter of including among the 
ingredients of a book some indignant treatment of a particular abuse. 
But in Hard Times he is for once possessed by a comprehensive 
vision, one in which the inhumanities of Victorian civilization are 
seen as fostered and sanctioned by a hard philosophy, the aggressive 
formulation of an inhumane spirit. The philosophy is represented 
by Thomas Gradgrind, Esquire, Member of Parliament for Coke-
town, who has brought up his children on the lines of the experiment 
recorded by John Stuart Mill as carried out on himself. What 
Gradgrind stands for is, though repellent, nevertheless respectable; 
his Utihtarianism is a theory sincerely held, and there is intellectual 
disinterestedness in its appUcation. But Gradgrind marries his 
eldest daughter to Josiah Bounderby, 'banker, merchant, manu
facturer', about whom there is no disinterestedness whatever, and 
nothing to be respected. Bounderby is Victorian 'rugged individual
ism' in its grossest and most intransigent form. Concerned with 
nothing but self-assertion and power and material success, he has 
no interest in ideals or ideas—except the idea of being the 
completely self-made man (since, for all his brag, he is not that 
in fact). Dickens here makes a just observation about the aflSnities 
and practical tendency of Utilitarianism, as, in his presentment 
of the Gradgrind home and the Gradgrind elementary school, he 
does about the Utilitarian spirit in Victorian education. 

All this is obvious enough. But Dickens's art, while remaining 
that of the great popular entertainer, has in Hard Times, as he 
renders his full critical vision, a stamina, a flexibility combined 
with consistency, and a depth, that he seems to have had Uttle 
credit for. Take that opening scene in the school-room: 

' "Girl number twenty", said Mr. Gradgrind, squarely 
pointing with his square forefinger, " I don't know that girl. Who 
is that giri?" 

"Sissy Jupe, sir", explained number twenty, blushing, 
standing up, and curtsying. 

"Sissy is not a name", said Mr. Gradgrind. "Don't call 
yourself Sissy. Call yourself Cecilia". 

"It 's father as call me Sissy, sir", returned the young girl 
in a trembUng voice, and with another curtsy. 

"Then he has no business to do it", said Mr. Gradgrind. 
"Tell him he mustn't. Cecilia Jupe. Let me see. What is your 
father?" 
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'HARD TIMES' 187 

"He belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, sir". 
Mr. Gradgrind frowned, and waved off the objectionable 

calling with his hand. 
"We don't want to know anything about that here. You 

mustn't tell us about that here. Your father breaks horses, don't 
he?" 

"If you please, sir, when they can get any to break, they 
do break horses in the ring, sir". 

"You mustn't tell us about the ring here. Very well, then. 
Describe your father as a horse-breaker. He doctors sick horses, 
I dare say?" 

"Oh, yes, sir!" 
"Very well, then. He is a veterinary surgeon, a farrier, and 

horse-breaker. Give me your definition of a horse". 
(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this demand). 
"Girl number twenty unable to define a horse!" said Mr. 

Gradgrind, for the general benefit of all the little pitchers. "Girl 
number twenty possessed of no facts in reference to one of the 
commonest animals! Some boy's definition of a horse. Bitzer, 
yours". 

* * * * 
"Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely, twenty-

four grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve incisive. Sheds coat in 
the spring; in marshy countries, sheds hoofs too. Hoofs hard, 
but requiring to be shod with iron. Age known by marks in 
mouth". Thus (and much more) Bitzer. 

"Now, girl number twenty", said Mr. Gradgrind, "you know 
what a horse is" '. 

Lawrence himself, protesting against harmful tendencies in 
education, never made the point more tellingly. Sissie has been 
brought up among horses, and among people whose livelihood 
depends upon understanding horses, but 'we don't want to know 
anything about that here*. Such knowledge isn't real knowledge. 
Bitzer, the model pupil, on the button's being pressed, promptly 
vomits up the genuine article, 'Quadruped. Graminivorous' etc.; 
and 'Now, girl number twenty, you know what a horse is'. The 
irony, pungent enough locally, is richly developed in the subsequent 
action. Bitzer's aptness has its evaluative comment in his career. 
Sissie's incapacity to acquire this kind of 'fact' or formula, her 
unaptness for education, is manifested to us, on the other hand, 
as part and parcel of her sovereign and indefeasible humanity: 
it is the virtue that makes it impossible for her to understand, or 
acquiesce in, an ethos for which she is 'girl number twenty', or to 
think of any other human being as a unit for arithmetic. 

This kind of ironic method might seem to commit the author 
to very limited kinds of effect. In Hard Times, however, it 
associates quite congruously, such is the flexibility of Dickens's art, 
with very different methods; it co-operates in a truly dramatic and 
profoundly poetic whole. Sissie Jupe, who might be taken here 
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for a merely conventional persona, has already, as a matter of 
fact, been established in a potently s5mibolic role: she is part of 
the poetically-creative operation of Dickens's genius in Hard Times. 
Here is a passage I omitted from the middle of the excerpt quoted 
above: 

'The square finger, moving here and there, lighted 
suddenly on Bitzer, perhaps, because he chanced to sit in the 
same ray of sun-light which, darting in at one of the bare 
windows of the intensely whitewashed room, irradiated Sissy. 
For the boys and girls sat on the face of an inclined plane in 
two compact bodies, divided up the centre by a narrow interval; 
and Sissy, being at the corner of a row on the sunny side, came 
in for the beginning of a sunbeam, of which Bitzer, being at the 
comer of a row on the other side, a few rows in advance, caught 
the end. But, whereas the girl was so dark-eyed and dark-haired 
that she seemed to receive a deeper and more lustrous colour 
from the sun when it shone upon her, the boy was so light-eyed 
and light-haired that the self-same rays appeared to draw out of 
him what little colour he ever possessed. His cold eyes would 
hardly have been eyes, but for the short ends of lashes which, 
by bringing them into immediate contrast with something paler 
than themselves, expressed their form. His short-cropped hair 
might have been a mere continuation of the sandy freckles on his 
forehead and face. His skin was so unwholesomely deficient in 
the natural tinge, that he looked as though, if he were cut, he 
would bleed white'. 

There is no need to insist on the force—representative of 
Dickens's art in general in Hard Times—^with which the moral and 
spiritual differences are rendered here in terms of sensation, so that 
the symbolic intention emerges out of metaphor and the vivid 
evocation of the concrete. What may, perhaps, be emphasized is 
that Sissie stands for vitality as well as goodness—^they are seen, 
in fact, as one; she is generous, impulsive life, finding self-fulfilment 
in self-forgetfulness--all that is tiie antithesis of calculating self-
interest. There is an essentially Laurentian suggestion about the 
way in which 'the dark-eyed and dark-haired' girl, contrasting with 
Bitzer, seemed to receive a 'deeper and more lustrous colour from 
the sun', so opposing the life that is lived freely and richly from 
the deep instinctive and emotional springs to the tiiin-blooded quasi-
mechanical product of Gradgrindery. 

Sissie's symbolic significance is bound up with that of Sleary's 
Horse-riding, where human kindness is very insistently associated 
with vitahty. The way in which the Horse-riding takes on its 
significance illustrates beautifully the poetic-dramatic nature of 
Dickens's art. From the utilitarian schoolroom Mr. Gradgrind walks 
towards his utilitarian abode, Stone Lodge, which, as Dickens 
evokes it, brings home to us concretely the model regime that for 
the little Gradgrinds (among whom are Malthus and Adam Smith) 
is an inescapable prison. But before he gets there he passes the 
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back of a circus booth, and is pulled up by the sight of two palpable 
offenders. Looking more closely, 'what did he then behold but his 
own metallurgical Louisa peeping through a hole in a deal board, 
and his own mathematical Thomas abasing himself on the ground 
to catch but a hoof of the graceful equestrian Tyrolean flower act!' 
The chapter is called 'A Loophole', and Thomas 'gave himself up 
to be taken home like a machine'. 

Representing human spontaneity, the circus-athletes represent 
at the same time highly-developed skill and deftness of kinds that 
bring poise, pride and confident ease—they are always buoyant, 
and, ballet-dancer-like, in training: 

'There were two or three handsome young women among 
them, with two or three husbands, and their two or three mothers, 
and their eight or nine little children, who did the fairy business 
when required. The father of one of the famiUes was in the habit 
of balancing the father of another of the families on the top of 
a great pole; the father of the third family often made a pyramid 
of both those fathers, with Master Kidderminster for the apex, 
and himself for the base; all the fathers could dance upon rolling 
casks, stand upon bottles, catch knives and balls, twirl hand-
basins, ride upon anything, jump over everything, and stick at 
nothing. All the mothers could (and did) dance upon the slack 
wire and the tight-rope, and perform rapid acts on bare-backed 
steeds; none of them were at all particular in respect of showing 
their legs; and one of them, alone in a Greek chariot, drove 
six-in-hand into every town they came to. They all assumed to 
be mighty rakish and knowing, they were not very tidy in their 
private dresses, they were not at all orderly in their domestic 
arrangements, and the combined literature of the whole company 
would have produced but a poor letter on any subject. Yet there 
was a remarkable gentleness and childishness about these people, 
a special inaptitude for any kind of sharp practice, and an 
untiring readiness to help and pity one another, deserving often 
of as much respect, and always of as much generous construction, 
as the every-day virtues of any class of people in the world'. 

Their skills have no value for the Utilitarian calculus, but 
they express vital human impulse, and they minister to vital human 
needs. The Horse-riding, frowned upon as frivolous and wasteful 
by Gradgrind and malignantly scorned by Bounderby, brings the 
machine-hands of Coketown (the spirit-quenching hideousness of 
which is hauntingly evoked) what they are starved of. It brings 
to them, not merely amusement, but art, and the spectacle of 
triumphant activity that, seeming to contain its end within itself, 
is, in its easy mastery, joyously self-justified. In investing a 
travelling circus with this kind of symbolic value Dickens expresses 
a profounder reaction to industrialism than might have been 
expected of him. It is not only pleasure and relaxation the Coke-
towners stand in need of; he feels the dreadful degradation of life 
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that would remain even if they were to be given a forty-four hour 
week, comfort, security and fun. We recall a characteristic passage 
from D. H. Lawrence: 

'The car ploughed uphill through the long squalid straggle 
of Tevershall, the blackened brick dwellings, the black slate 
roofs, glistening their sharp edges, the mud black with coal-dust, 
the pavements wet and black. It was as if dismalness had soaked 
through and through everything. The utter negation of natural 
beauty, the utter negation of the gladness of life, the utter absence 
of the instinct for shapely beauty which every bird and beast 
has, the utter death of the human intuitive faculty was appalling. 
The stacks of soap in the grocers' shops, the rhubarb and lemons 
in the greengrocers'! the awful hats in the milliners all went by 
ugly, ugly, ugly, followed by the plaster and gilt horror of the 
cinema with its wet picture announcements, "A Woman's Love", 
and the new big Primitive chapel, primitive enough in its stark 
brick and big panes of greenish and raspberry glass in the 
windows. The Wesleyan chapel, higher up, was of blackened 
brick and stood behind iron railings and blackened shrubs, m e 
Congregational chapel, which thought itself superior, was built 
of rusticated sandstone and had a steeple, but not a very high 
one. Just beyond were the new school buildings, expensive pink 
brick, and gravelled playground inside iron railings, all very 
imposing, and mixing the suggestion of a chapel and a prison. 
Standard Five girls were having a singing lesson, just finishing 
the la-me-do-la excerises and beginning a "sweet children's song". 
Anything more unlike song, spontaneous song, would be 
impossible to imagine: a strange bawling yell followed the out
lines of a tune. It was not like animals: animals mean something 
when they yell, It was like nothing on earth, and it was called 
singing. Connie sat and listened with her heart in her boots, as 
Field was filling petrol. What could possibly become of such a 
people, a people in whom the living intuitive faculty was dead 
as nails, and only queer mechanical yells and uncanny will
power remained'. 

Dickens couldn't have put it in just those terms, but the way in 
which his vision of the Horse-riders insists on their gracious vitaKty 
implies that reaction. 

Here an objection may be anticipated—as a way of making 
a point. Coketown, like Gradgrind and Bounderby, is real enough; 
but it can't be contended that the Horse-riding is real in the same 
sense. There would have been some athletic skill and perhaps 
some bodily grace among the people of a Victorian travelling circus, 
but surely so much squalor, grossness and vulgarity that we must 
find Dickens's symbolism sentimentally false. And 'there was a 
remarkable gentleness and childishness about these people, a special 
inaptitude for any kind of sharp practice'—^that, surely, is going 
ludicrously too far? 
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If Dickens, intent on an emotional effect, or drunk with moral 
enthusiasm, had been deceiving himself (it couldn't have been 
innocently) about the nature of the actuality, he would then indeed 
have been guilty of sentimental falsity, and the adverse criticism 
would have held. But the Horse-riding presents no such case. The 
virtues and qualities that Dickens prizes do indeed exist, and it is 
necessary for his critique of Utilitarianism and industrialism, and 
for (what is the same thing) his creative purpose, to evoke them 
vividly. The book can't, in my judgment, be fairly charged with 
giving a misleading representation of human nature. And it would 
plainly not be intelligent criticism to suggest that anyone could be 
misled about the nature of circuses by Hard Times. The critical 
question is merely one of tact: was it well-judged of Dickens to 
try and do that—which had to be done somehow—^with a travelling 
circus? 

Or rather, the question is: by what means has he succeeded? 
For the success is complete. It is conditioned partly by the fact 
that, from the opening chapters, we have been tuned for the 
reception of a highly conventional art—though it is a tuning that 
has no narrowly limiting effect. To describe at all cogently the 
means by which this responsiveness is set up would take a good 
deal of 'practical criticism' analysis—analysis that would reveal 
an extraordinary flexibility in the art of Hard Times. This can 
be seen very obviously in the dialogue. Some passages might come 
from an ordinary novel. Others have the ironic pointedness of the 
school-room scene in so insistent a form that we might be reading 
a work as stylized as Jonsonian comedy: Gradgrind's final exchange 
with Bitzer (quoted below) is a supreme instance. Others again 
are 'literary', like the conversation between Gradgrind and Louisa 
on her flight home for refuge from Mr. James Harthouse's 
attentions. 

To the question how the reconciling is done—there is much 
more diversity in Hard Times than these references to dialogue 
suggest—the answer can be given by pointing to the astonishing 
and irresistible richness of life that characterizes the book every
where. It meets us everywhere, unstrained and natural, in the 
prose. Out of such prose a great variety of presentations can 
arise congenially with equal vividness. There they are, unquestion
ably 'real'. It goes back to an extraordinary energy of perception 
and registration in Dickens. 'When people say that Dickens 
exaggerates', says Mr. Santayana, 'it seems to me that they can 
have no eyes and no ears. They probably have only notions of 
what things and people are; they accept them conventionally, at 
their diplomatic value'. Settling down as we read to an implicit 
recognition of this truth, we don't readily and confidently apply 
any criterion we suppose ourselves to hold for distinguishing 
varieties of relation between what Dickens gives us and a normal 
'real'. His flexibility is that of a richly poetic art of the word. He 
doesn't write 'poetic prose'; he writes with a poetic force of 
evocation, registering with the responsiveness of a genius of verbal 
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expression what he so sharply sees and feels. In fact, by texture, 
imaginative mode, symbolic method, and the resulting concen
tration, Hard Times affects us as belonging with formally poetic 
works. 

There is, however, more to be said about the success that 
attends Dickens's symbolic intention in the Horse-riding; there is 
an essential quality of his genius to be emphasized. There is no 
Hamlet in him, and he is quite unlike Mr. Eliot. 

The red-eyed scavengers are creeping 
From Kentish Town and Golders Green 

—there is nothing of that in Dickens's reaction to life. He observes 
with gusto the humanness of humanity as exhibited in the urban 
(and suburban) scene. When he sees, as he sees so readily, the 
common manifestations of human kindness, and the essential 
virtues, asserting themselves in the midst of ugliness, squalor and 
banality, his warmly sympathetic response has no disgust to over
come. There is no suggestion, for instance, of recoil—or of distance-
keeping—from the game-eyed, brandy-soaked, flabby-surfaced Mr. 
Sleary, who is successfully made to figure for us a humane, anti-
Utilitarian positive. This is not sentimentality in Dickens, but 
genius, and a genius that should be found peculiarly worth attention 
in an age when, as D. H. Lawrence (with, as I remember, Mr. 
Wyndham Lewis immediately in view) says, 'My God! they stink' 
tends to be an insuperable and final reaction. 

Dickens, as everyone knows, is very capable of sentimentality. 
We have it in Hard Times (though not to any seriously damaging 
effect) in Stephen Blackpool, the good victimized working-man, 
whose perfect patience under infliction we are expected to find 
supremely edifying and irresistibly touching as the agonies are piled 
on for his martyrdom. But Sissie Jupe is another matter. A general 
description of her part in the fable might suggest the worst, but 
actually she has nothing in common with Little Nell: she shares 
in the strength of the Horse-riding. She is wholly convincing in 
the function Dickens assigns to her. The working of her influence 
in the Utilitarian home is conveyed with a fine tact, and we do 
really feel her as a growing potency. Dickens can even, with 
complete success, give her the stage for a victorious Ute-di-tite with 
the well-bred and languid elegant Mr. James Harthouse, in which 
she tells him that his duty is to leave Coketown and cease troubling 
Louisa with his attentions: 

'She was not afraid of him, or in any way disconcerted; 
she seemed to have her mind entirely preoccupied with the 
occasion of her visit, and to have substituted that consideration 
for herself. 

The quiet victory of disinterested goodness is wholly convincing. 
At the opening of the book Sissie establishes the essential 

distinction between Gradgrind and Bounderby. Gradgrind, by 
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taking her home, however ungraciously, shows himself capable of 
humane feeling, however unacknowledged. We are reminded, in 
the previous school-room scene, of the Jonsonian affinities of 
Dickens's art, and Bounderby turns out to be consistently a 
Jonsonian character in the sense that he is incapable of change. 
He remains the blustering egotist and braggart, and responds in 
character to the collapse of his marriage: 

' "I'll give you to understand, in reply to that, that there 
unquestionably is an incompatibility of the first magnitude—^to 
be summed up in this—that your daughter don't properly know 
her husband's merits, and is not impressed with such a sense as 
would become her, by George! of the honour of his alliance. 
That's plain speaking, I hope" '. 

He remains Jonsonianly consistent in his last testament and death. 
But Gradgrind, in the nature of the fable, has to experience the 
confutation of his philosophy, and to be capable of the change 
involved in admitting that life has proved him wrong. (Dickens's 
art in Hard Times differs from Ben Jonson's not in being incon
sistent, but in being so very much more flexible and inclusive—a 
point that seemed to be worth making because the relation between 
Dickens and Jonson has been stressed of late, and I have known 
unfair conclusions to be drawn from the comparison, notably in 
respect of Hard Times). 

The confutation of UtiUtarianism by life is conducted with 
great subtlety. That the conditions for it are there in Mr. Gradgrind 
he betrays by his initial kindness, ungenial enough, but properly 
rebuked by Bounderby, to Sissie. 'Mr. Gradgrind', we are told, 
'though hard enough, was by no means so rough a man as Mr. 
Boundorby. His character was not unkind, all things considered; 
it might have been very kind indeed if only he had made some 
mistake in the arithmetic that balanced it years ago'. The 
inadequacy of the calculus is beautifully exposed when he brings 
it to bear on the problem of marriage in the consummate scene with 
his eldest daughter: 

'He waited, as if he would have been glad that she said 
something. But she said never a word. 

"Louisa, my dear, you are the subject of a proposal of 
marriage that has been made to me". 

Again he waited, and again she answered not one word. 
This so far surprised him as to induce him gently to repeat, "A 
proposal of marriage, my dear". To which she returned, without 
any visible emotion whatever: 

"I hear you, father. I am attending, I assure you". 
"Well!" said Mr. Gradgrind, breaking into a smile, after 

being for the moment at a loss, ' 'you are even more dispassionate 
than I expected, Louisa. Or, perhaps, you are not unprepared 
for the announcement I have it in charge to make?" 

" I cannot say that, father, until I hear it. Prepared or 
unprepared, I wish to hear it all from you. I wish to hear you 
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state it to me, father". 
Strange to relate, Mr. Gradgrind was not so collected at this 

moment as his daughter was. He took a paper knife in his 
hand, turned it over, laid it down, took it up again, and even 
then had to look along the blade of it, considering how to go on. 

"What you say, my dear Louisa, is perfectly reasonable. 
I have undertaken, then, to let you know that— în short, that 
Mr. Bounderby . . . " ' 

His embarrassment—^by his own avowal— îs caused by the perfect 
rationality with which she receives his overture. He is still more 
disconcerted when, with a completely dispassionate matter-of-fact-
ness that does credit to his regime, she gives him the opportunity 
to state in plain terms precisely what marriage should mean for 
the young Houynhnhnm: 

'Silence between them. The deadly statistical clock very 
hollow. The distant smoke very black and heavy. 

"Father", said Louisa, "do you think I love Mr. Bound
erby?" 

Mr. Gradgrind was extremely discomfited by this un
expected question. "Well, my child", he returned, "I—really— 
cannot take upon myself to say". 

"Father", pursued Louisa in exactly the same voice as 
before, "do you ask me to love Mr. Bounderby?" 

"My deal Louisa, no. I ask nothing". 
"Father", she still pursued, "does Mr. Bounderby ask me 

to love him?" 
"Really, my dear", said Mr. Gradgrind, "it is difficult to 

answer your question—'' 
"Difficult to answer it. Yes or No, father?" 
"Certainly, my dear. Because"—^here was something to 

demonstrate, and it set him up again—"because the reply depends 
so materially, Louisa, on the sense in which we use the expression. 
Now, Mr. Bounderby does not do you the injustice, and does 
not do himself the injustice, of pretending to anything fanciful, 
fantastic, or (I am using synonymous terms) sentimental. Mr. 
Bounderby would have seen you grow up under his eyes to very 
little purpose, if he could so far forget what is due to your good 
sense, not to say to his, as to address you from any such ground. 
Therefore, perhaps, the expression itself—I merely suggest this 
to you, my dear—may be a little misplaced". 

"What would you advise me to use in its stead, father?" 
"Why, my dear Louisa", said Mr. Gradgrind, completely 

recovered by this time, " I would advise you (since you ask me) 
to consider this question, as you have been accustomed to con
sider every other question, simply as one of tangible Fact. The 
ignorant and the giddy may embarrass such subjects with 
irrelevant fancies, and other absurdities that have no existence, 
properly viewed—really no existence—but it is no compliment 
to you to say that you know better. Now, what are the Facts 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



'HARD TIMES' 195 

of this case? You are, we will say in round numbers, twenty 
years of age; Mr. Bounderby is, we will say in round numbers, 
fifty. There is some disparity in your respective years, but . . . " ' 

—And at this point Mr. Gradgrind seizes the chance for a happy 
escape into statistics. But Louisa brings him firmly back: 

' "What do you recommend, father?", asked Louisa, her 
reserved composure not in the least affected by these gratif3^ng 
results, "that I should substitute for the term I used just now? 
For the misplaced expression?" 

"Louisa", returned her father, "it appears to me that 
nothing can be plainer. Confining yourself rigidly to Fact, the 
question of Fact you state to yourself is: Does Mr. Bounderby 
ask me to marry him? Yes, he does. The sole remaining 
question then is: Shall I marry him? I think nothing can be 
plainer than that". 

"Shall I marry him?" repeated Louisa with great deliber
ation. 

"Precisely" '. 
It is a triumph of ironic art. No logical analysis could dispose of 
the philosophy of fact and calculus with such neat finality. As the 
issues are reduced to algebraic formulation they are patently emptied 
of all real meaning. The instinct-free rationality of the emotionless 
Houynhnhnm is a void. Louisa proceeds to try and make him 
understand that she is a living creature and therefore no 
Houynhnhnm, but in vain ('to see it, he must have overleaped at 
a bound the artificial barriers he had for many years been erecting 
between himself and all those subtle essences of humanity which 
will elude the utmost cunning of algebra, until the last trumpet 
ever to be sounded will blow even algebra to wreck'). 

'Removing her eyes from him, she sat so long looking 
silently towards the town, that he said at length: "Are you 
consulting the chimneys of the Coketown works, Louisa?" 

"There seems to be nothing there but languid and 
monotonous smoke. Yet, when the night comes. Fire bursts out, 
father!" she answered, turning quickly. 

"Of course I know that, Louisa. I do not see the application 
of the remark". To do him justice, he did not at all. 

She passed it away with a slight motion of her hand, and 
concentrating her attention upon him again, said, "Father, I 
have often thought that life is very short"—^This was so distinctly 
one of his subjects that he inteiposed: 

"It is short, no doubt, my dear. Still, the average duration 
of human life is proved to have increased of late years. The 
calculations of various life assurance and annuity offices, among 
other figures which cannot go wrong, have established the fact". 

" I speak of my own life, father". 
"Oh indeed! Still", said Mr. Gradgrind, "I need not point 

out to you, Louisa, that it is governed by the laws which govern 
lives in the aggregate". 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



196 SCRUTINY 

"While it lasts, I would wish to do the little I can, and 
the httle I am fit for. What does it matter?" 

Mr. Gradgrind seemed rather at a loss to understand the 
last four words; replying, "How, matter? What matter, my 
dear?" 

"Mr. Bounderby", she went on in a steady, straight way, 
without regarding this, "asks me to many him. The question 
I have to ask myself is, shall I marry him? That is so, father, 
is it not? You have told me so, father. Have you not?" 

"Certainly, my dear". 
"Let it be so" '. 

The psychology of Louisa's development and of her brother 
Tom's is sound. Having no outlet for her emotional life except in 
her love for her brother, she lives for him, and marries Bounderby 
—under pressure from Tom—for Tom's sake ('What does it 
matter?"). Thus, by the constrictions and starvations of the 
Gradgrind regime are natural affection and capacity for disinterested 
devotion turned to ill. As for Tom, the regime has made of him 
a bored and sullen whelp, and 'he was becoming that not unpre
cedented triumph of calculation which is usually at work on number 
one'—the Utilitarian philosophy has done that for him. He 
declares that when he goes to live with Bounderby as having a 
post in the bank, 'he'll have his revenge'.—'I mean, I'll enjoy 
myself a little, and go about and see something and hear something. 
I'll recompense myself for the way in which I've been brought up'. 
His descent into debt and bank-robbery is natural. And it is natural 
that Louisa, having sacrificed herself for this unrepaying object of 
affection, should be found not altogether unresponsive when Mr. 
James Harthouse, having sized up the situation, pursues his 
opportunity with well-bred and calculating tact. His apologia for 
genteel cynicism is a shrewd thrust at the Gradgrind philosophy: 

' "The only difference between us and the professors of 
virtue or benevolence, or philanthropy—never mind the name— 
is, that we know it is all meaningless, and say so; while they 
know it equally, and will never say so". 

Why should she be shocked or warned by this reiteration? 
It was not so unlike her father's principles, and her early training, 
that it need startle her'. 

When, fleeing from temptation, she arrives back at her father's 
house, tells him her plight, and, crying, "All I know is, your 
philosophy and your teaching will not save me", collapses, he sees 
'the pride of his heart and the triumph of his system lying an 
insensible heap at his feet'. The fallacy now calamitously demon
strated can be seen focussed in that 'pride', which brings together 
in illusory oneness the pride of his system and his love for his 
child. What that love is Gradgrind now knows, and he knows 
that it matters to him more than the system, which is thus confuted 
(the educational failure as such being a lesser matter). There is 
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nothing sentimental here; the demonstration is impressive, because 
we are convinced of the love, and because Gradgrind has been 
made to exist for us as a man who has 'meant to do right': 

'He said it earnestly, and, to do him justice, he had. In 
gauging fathomless deeps with his little mean excise rod, and 
in staggering over the universe with his rusty stiff-legged com
passes, he had meant to do great things. Within the limits of 
his short tether he had tumbled about, annihilating the flowers 
of existence with greater singleness of purpose than many of the 
blatant personages whose company he kept'. 

The demonstration still to come, that of which the other 
'triumph of his system', Tom, is the centre, is sardonic comedy, 
imagined with great intensity and done with the sure touch of 
genius. There is the pregnant scene in which Mr. Gradgrind, in 
the deserted ring of a third-rate travelling circus, has to recognize 
his son in a comic negro servant; and has to recognize that his son 
owes his escape from Justice to a peculiarly disinterested gratitude— 
to the opportunity given him to assume such a disguise by the 
non-Utilitarian Mr. Sleary, grateful for Sissie's sake: 

'In a preposterous coat, like a beadle's, with cuffs and flaps 
exaggerated to an unspeakable extent; in an immense waistcoat, 
knee breeches, buckled shoes, and a mad cocked-hat; with 
nothing fitting him, and everything of coarse material, moth-
eaten, and full of holes; with seams in his black face, where fear 
and heat had started through the greasy composition daubed all 
over it; anything so grimlj', detestably, ridiculously shameful as 
the whelp in his comic livery, Mr. Gradgrind never could by any 
other means have believed in, weighable and measurable fact 
though it was. And one of his model children had come to this! 

At first the whelp would not draw any nearer but persisted 
in remaining up there by himself. Yielding at length, if any 
concession so sullenly made can be called yielding, to the 
entreaties of Sissy— f̂or Louisa he disowned altogether—^he came 
down, bench by bench, until he stood in the sawdust, on the 
verge of the circle, as far as possible, within its limits, from 
where his father sat. 

"How was this done?" asked the father. 
"How was what done?" moodily answered the son. 
"This robbery", said the father, raising his voice upon the 

word. 
" I forced the safe myself overnight, and shut it up ajar 

before I went away. I had had the key that was found, made 
long before. I dropped it that morning, tiiat it might be supposed 
to have been used. I didn't take the money all at once. I 
pretended to put my balance away every night, but I didn't. 
Now you know all about it". 

"If a thunderbolt had fallen on me", said the father, "it 
would have shocked me less than this!" 
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"1 don't see why", grumbled the son. "So many people 
are employed in situations of trust; so many people, out of so 
many, will be dishonest. I have heard you talk, a hundred 
times, of its being a law. How can / help laws? You have 
comforted others with such things, father. Comfort yourself!" 

The father buried his face in his hands, and the son stood 
in his disgraceful grotesqueness, biting straw: his hands, with 
the black partly worn away inside, looking like the hands of a 
monkey. The evening was fast closing in; and, from time to 
time, he turned the whites of his eyes restlessly and impatiently 
towards his father. They were the only parts of his face that 
showed any life or expression, the pigment upon it was so thick'. 

Something of the rich complexity of Dickens's art may be seen 
in this passage. No simple formula can take account of the various 
elements in the whole effect, a sardonic-tragic in which satire con
sorts with pathos. The excerpt in itself suggests the justification for 
saying that Hard Times is a poetic work. It suggests further that the 
genius of the writer may fairly be described as that of a poetic 
dramatist, and that, in our preconceptions about 'the novel', we 
may miss, within the field of fictional prose, possibilities of con
centration and flexibility in the interpretation of life such as we 
associate with Shakespearian drama. 

The note, as we have it above in Tom's retort, of ironic-satiric 
discomfiture of the Utilitarian philosopher by the rebound of his 
formulse upon himself is developed in the ensuing scene with Bitzer, 
the truly successful pupil, the real triumph of the system. He arrives 
to intercept Tom's flight: 

'Bitzer, still holding the paralysed culprit by the collar, 
stood in the Ring, blinking at his old patron through the dark
ness of the twilight. 

"Bitzer", said Mr. Gradgrind, broken down, and miserably 
submissive to him, "have you a heart?" 

"The circulation, sir", returned Bitzer, smiling at the oddity 
of the question, "couldn't be carried on without one. No man, 
sir, acquainted with the facts established by Harvey relating to 
the circulation of the blood, can doubt that I have a heart". 

"Is it accessible", cried Mr. Gradgrind, "to any com
passionate influence?" 

"It is accessible to Reason, sir", returned the excellent 
young man. "And to nothing else". 

They stood looking at each other; Mr. Gradgrind's face as 
white as the pursuer's. 

"What motive—even what motive in reason—can you have 
for preventing the escape of this wretched youth", said Mr. 
Gradgrind, "and crushing his miserable father? See his sister 
here. Pity u s ! " 

"Sir", returned Bitzer in a very business-like and logical 
manner, "since you ask me what motive I have in reason for 
taking young Mr. Tom back to Coketown, it is only reasonable 
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to let you know . . . I am going to take young Mr. Tom back 
to Coketown, in order to deliver him over to Mr. Bounderby. 
Sir, I have no doubt whatever that Mr. Bounderby will then 
promote me to young Mr. Tom's situation. And I wish to have 
his situation, sir, for it will be a rise to me, and will do me good". 

"If this is solely a question of self-interest with you—" 
Mr. Gradgrind began. 

"I beg your pardon for interrupting you, sir", returned 
Bitzer, "but I am sure you know that the whole social system 
is a question of self-interest. What you must always appeal to 
is a person's self-interest. It's your only hold. We are so con
stituted. I was brought up in that catechism when I was very 
young, sir, as you are aware". 

"What sum of money", said Mr. Gradgrind, "will you set 
against your expected promotion?" 

"Thank you, sir", returned Bitzer, "for hinting at the 
proposal; but I will not set any sum against it. Knowing that 
your clear head would propose that alternative, I have gone 
over the calculations in my mind; and I find that to compound 
a felony, even on very high terms indeed, would not be as safe 
and good for me as my improved prospects in the Bank". 

"Bitzer", said Mr. Gradgrind, stretching out his hands as 
though he would have said. See how miserable I ami "Bitzer, 
I have but one chance left to soften you. You were many years 
at my school. If, in remembrance of the pains bestowed upon 
you there, you can persuade yourself in any degree to disregard 
your present interest and releasei my son, I entreat and pray you 
to give him the benefit of that remembrance". 

"I really wonder, sir", rejoined the old pupil in an argu
mentative manner, "to find you taking a position so untenable. 
My schooling was paid for; it was a bargain; and when I came 
away, the bargain ended". 

It was a fundamental principle of the Gradgrind philosophy, 
that everything was to be paid for. Nobody was ever on any 
account to give anybody anything, or render anybody help 
without purchase. Gratitude was to be abolished, and the virtues 
springing from it were not to be. Every inch of the existence 
of mankind, from birth to death, was to be a bargain across 
the counter. And if we didn't get to Heaven that way, it was 
not a politico-economical place, and we had no business there. 

"I don't deny", added Bitzer, "that my schooling was 
cheap. But that comes right, sir. I was made in the cheapest 
market, and have to dispose of myself in the dearest" '. 

Tom's escape is contrived, successfully in every sense, by 
m.eans belonging to Dickensian high-fantastic comedy. And there 
follows the solemn moral of the whole fable, put with the rightness 
of genius into Mr. Sleary's asthmatic mouth. He, agent of the 
artist's marvellous tact, acquits himself of it characteristically: 

' "Thquire, you don't need to be told that dogth ith 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



200 SCRUTINY 

wonderful animalth". 
"Their instinct", said Mr. Gradgrind, "is surprising". 
"Whatever you call it—and I'm bletht if I know what to 

call it"—said Sleary, "it ith athonithing. The way in which a 
dog'U find you—the dithtanthe he'll come!" 

"His scent", said Mr. Gradgrind, "being so fine". 
"I 'm bletht if I know what to call it", repeated Sleary, 

shaking his head, "but I have had dogth find me, Thquire . . . " 

—And Mr. Sleary proceeds to explain that Sissie's truant father is 
certainly dead because his performing dog, who would never have 
deserted him living, has come back to the Horse-riding: 

"he wath lame, and pretty well blind. He went round to our 
children, one after another, ath if he wath a theeking for a child 
he knowed; and then he come to me, and throwed hithelf up 
behind, and thtood on his two fore-legth, weak as he wath, and 
then he wagged hith tail and died. Thquire, that dog was 
Menylegth". 

The whole passage has to be read as it stands in the text 
(Book III, c. VIII). Reading it there we have to stand off and 
reflect at a distance to recognize the potentialities that might have 
been realized elsewhere as Dickensian sentimentality. There is 
nothing sentimental in the actual effect. The profoundly serious 
intention is in control, the touch sure, and the structure that 
ensures the p>oise unassertively complex. Here is the formal moral: 

' "Tho, whether her father bathely detherted her; or whether 
he broke hith own heart alone, rather than pull her down along 
with him; never will be known now, Thquire, till—no, not till 
we know how the dogth findth uth out!" 

"She keeps the bottle that he sent her for, to this hour; 
and she will believe in his affection to the last moment of her 
life", said Mr. Gradgrind. 

"It theemth to prethent two thingth to a perthon, don't it, 
Thquire?" said Mr. Sleary, musing as he looked down into the 
depths of his brandy-and-water: "one, that there ith a love in 
the world, not all Thelf-interetht after all, but thomething very 
different; t'other, that it hath a way of ith own of calculating or 
not calculating, whith thomehow or another ith at leatht ath 
hard to give a name to, ath the wayth of the dogth i th!" 

Mr. Gradgrind looked out of the window, and made no reply. 
Mr. Sleary emptied his glass and recalled the ladies'. 

It will be seen that the effect (I repeat, the whole passage must 
be read), apparently so simple and easily right, depends upon 
a subtle interplay of diverse elements, a multiplicity in unison of 
timbre and tone. Dickens, we know, was a popular entertainer, 
but Flaubert never wrote anything approaching this in subtlety of 
achieved art. Dickens, of course, has a vitality that we don't 
look for in Flaubert. Shakespeare was a popular entertainer we 
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reilect—not too extravagantly, we can surely tell ourselves, as we 
ponder passages of this characteristic quality in their relation, a 
closely organized one, to the poetic whole. 

Criticism, of course, has its points to make against Hard Times. 
It can be said of Stephen Blackpool, not only that he is too good 
and qualifies too consistently for the martyr's halo, but that he 
invites an adaptation of the objection brought, from the negro 
point of view, against Uncle Tom, which was to the effect that 
he was a white man's good nigger. And certainly it doesn't need 
a working-class bias to produce the comment that when Dickens 
comes to the Trade Unions his understanding of the world he offers 
to deal with betrays a marked limitation. There were undoubtedly 
professional agitators, and Trade Union solidarity was undoubtedly 
often asserted at the expense of the individual's rights, but it is a 
score against a work so insistently typical in intention that it should 
give the representative role to the agitator, Slackbridge, and make 
Trade Unionism nothing better than the pardonable error of the 
misguided and oppressed, and, as such, an agent in the martyrdom 
of the good workingman. (But to be fair we must remember the 
conversation between Bitzer and Mrs. Sparsit : 

' "I t is much to be regretted", said Mrs. Sparsit, making 
her nose more Roman and her eyebrows more Coriolanian in the 
strength of her severity, "that the united masters allow of any 
such class combination". 

"Yes, ma'am", said Bitzer. 
"Being united themselves, they ought one and all to set their 

faces against emplojdng any man who is united with any other 
man" said Mrs. Sparsit. 

"They have done that, ma'am", returned Bitzer; "but it 
rather fell through, ma'am". 

" I do not pretend to understand these things", said Mrs. 
Sparsit with dignity. " . . . I only know that those people 
must be conquered, and that it's high time it was done, once 
for all" '). 

Just as Dickens has no glimpse of the part to be played by 
Trade Unionism in bettering the conditions he deplores, so, though 
he sees there are many places of worship in Coketown, of various 
kinds of ughness, he has no notion of the part played by religion 
in the life of nineteenth-century industrial England. The kind of 
self-respecting steadiness and conscientious restraint that he 
represents in Stephen did certainly exist on a large scale among 
the working-classes, and this is an important historical fact. But 
there would have been no such fact if those chapels described by 
Dickens had had no more relation to the life of Coketown than he 
shows them to have. 

Again, his attitude to Trade Unionism is not the only 
expression of a lack of political understanding. Parliament for him 
is merely the 'national dust-yard', where the 'national dustmen' 
entertain one another 'with a great many noisy little fights among 
themselves', and appoint commissions which fill blue-books with 
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dreary facts and futile statistics—of a kind that helps Gradgrind 
to 'prove that the Good Samaritan was a bad economist'. 

Yet Dickens's understanding of Victorian civilization is 
adequate for his purpose; the justice and penetration of his 
criticism are unaffected. And his moral perception works in 
alliance with a clear insight into the English social structure. Mr. 
James Harthouse is necessary for the plot; but he too has his 
representative function. He has come to Coketown as a prospective 
parliamentary candidate, for 'the Gradgrind party wanted assistance 
in cutting the throats of the Graces', and they 'liked fine gentlemen; 
they pretended that they did not, but they did'. And so the 
alliance beween the old ruling class and the 'hard' men figures 
duly in the fable. This economy is typical. There is Mrs. Sparsit, 
for instance, who might seem to be there merely for the plot. 
But her 'husband was a Powler', a fact she reverts to as often as 
Bounderby to his mythical birth in a ditch; and the two com
plimentary opposites, when Mr. James Harthouse, who in his 
languid assurance of class-superiority doesn't need to boast, is 
added, form a trio that suggests the whole system of British 
snobbery. 

But the packed richness of Hard Times is almost incredibly 
varied, and not all the quoting I have indulged in suggests it 
adequately. The final stress may fall on Dickens's command of 
word, phrase, rhythm and image: in ease and range there is surely 
no greater master of English except Shakespeare. This comes back 
to saying that Dickens is a great poet: his endless resource in 
felicitously varied expression is an extraordinary responsiveness to 
life. His senses are charged with emotional energy, and his 
intelligence plays and flashes in the quickest and sharpest 
perception. That is, his mastery of 'style' is of the only kind 
that matters—which is not to say that he hasn't a conscious interest 
in what can be done with words (consider that 'Coriolanian' above); 
many of lus felicities could plainly not have come if there had not 
been, in the background, a habit of such interest. Take this, for 
instance: 

'He had reached the neutral ground upon the outskirts of 
the town, which was neither town nor country, but either 
spoiled . . . " 

But he is no more a stylist than Shakespeare; and his mastery 
of expression is most fairly suggested by stressing, not his descriptive 
evocations (there are some magnificent ones in Hard Times—the 
varied d^cor of the action is made vividly present, you can feel 
the velvety dust trodden by Mrs. Sparsit in her stealth, and feel 
the imminent storm), but his strictly dramatic felicities. Perhaps, 
however, 'strictly' is not altogether a good pointer, since Dickens 
is a master of his chosen art, eind his mastery shows itself in the 
way in which he moves between less direct forms of the dramatic 
and the direct rendering of speech. Here is Mrs. Gradgrind dying 
(a cipher in the Gradgrind system, the poor creature has never 
really been alive): 
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'She had positively refused to take to her bed; on the ground 
that, if she did, she would never hear the last of it. 

Her feeble voice sounded so far away in her bundle of 
shawls, and the sound of another voice addressing her seemed 
to take such a long time in getting down to her ears, that she 
might have been lying at the bottom of a well. The poor lady 
was nearer Truth than she ever had been: which had much 
to do with it. 

On being told that Mrs. Bounderby was there, she replied, 
at cross purposes, that she had never called him by that name 
since he had married Louisa; and that pending her choice of an 
objectionable name, she had called him J; and that she could 
not at present depart from that regulation, not being yet provided 
with a permanent substitute. Louisa had sat by her for some 
minutes, and had spoken to her often, before she arrived at a 
clear understanding who it was. She then seemed to come to 
it all at once. 

"Well, my dear", said Mrs. Gradgrind, "and I hope you 
are going on satisfactorily to yourself. It was all your father's 
doing. He set his heart upon it. And he ought to know". 

" I want to hear of you, mother; not of myself". 
"You want to hear of me, my dear? That's something new, 

I am sure, when anybody wants to hear of me. Not at all well, 
Louisa. Very faint and giddy". 

"Are you in pain, dear mother?" 
" I think there's a pain somewhere in the room", said Mrs. 

Gradgrind, "but I couldn't positively say that I have got it". 
After this strange speech, she lay silent for some time. 

"But there is something—not an Ology at all—that your 
father has missed, or forgotten, Louisa. I don't know what it is. 
I have often sat with Sissy near me, and thought about it. I 
shall never get its name now. But your father may. It makes 
me restless. I want to write to him, to find out, for God's 
sake, what it is. Give me a pen, give me a pen". 

Even the power of restlessness was gone, except from the 
poor head, which could just turn from s'de to side. 

She fancied, however, that her request had been complied 
with, and that the pen she could not have held was in her hand. 
It matters little what figures of wonderful no-meaning she began 
to trace upon her wrappers. The hand soon stopped in the midst 
of them; the light that had always been feeble and dim behind 
the weak transparency, went out; and even Mrs. Gradgrind, 
emerged from the shadow in which man walketh and disquieteth 
himself in vain, took upon her the dread solemnity of the sages 
and patriarchs'. 

With this kind of thing before us, we talk not of style but of 
dramatic creation and imaginative genius. 

F. R. LEAVIS. 
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PROFESSOR CHADWICK AND 
ENGLISH STUDIES 

[The reference in our last number to Professor H. M. 
Chadwiclc's contribution to English Studies at Cambridge went to 
Press just before his death. We are glad therefore to be able to 
print the following communication from one of his former pupils. 
—Ed.]. 

IT is a pity Chadwick did not live to read the acknowledgment 
to his work by the younger generation in the last number of 
Scrutiny, and I am tempted by the inadequacy of the obituary 

notices I've seen to try and put on record, in more detail, just 
what he did do for English studies, and how his work and personality 
affected his pupils. Particularly as a lot of nonsense has been put 
about suggesting that he harmed Anglo-Saxon studies by his 
peculiar views. 

I see he started his career as a double-First Classic—what a 
native endowment he must have had to survive that plaster-of-Paris 
regime! But the first thing about him one noticed was how un-
academic he was, the refreshing absence of that aura of anecdotes, 
social values and lack of real interest which is so discouraging to 
the young. His kindly eyes looked at once innocent and shrewd, 
he retained his Yorkshire accent, and always wore a Norfolk jacket 
and bicycling breeches costume. When I came up he was one 
of the very few educational influences a student of English was 
hkely to encounter. It was before the two all-literature English 
Triposes were invented, and you took one comprehensive Eng. 
Lit. tripos ('English A') and some other tripos; if you liked, the 
section of the Archasology and Anthropology Tripos created by 
Chadwick, then called 'English B' . 

Its conception and the way it was carried out were characteristic 
of the man. You can read his own account in his invaluable little 
book, The Study of Anglo-Saxon (Heffer, 1941). It's full of good 
things, written with the disinterestedness, good sense and intelligent 
insight he brought to bear on all subjects, but it's particularly the 
last chapter, 'The Future of Anglo-Saxon Studies', which is 
important for the English student. Here you can see why he so 
annoyed orthodox academics; starting from observation and his 
experience as a teacher, he explains with shocking candour that, 
since few students have any gift for philology, compulsory philology 
and history-of-language courses are 'futile'. This came with 
peculiar force from the man who had started his academic career 
as a classical philologist. He goes on to argue that philology is 
'a great hindrance to Anglo-Saxon studies': 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


