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Preface

The his­tory of the Victorian Age will never be writ­ten; we know too much about it. For ig­nor­ance is the first re­quis­ite of the his­tor­ian—ig­nor­ance, which sim­pli­fies and cla­ri­fies, which se­lects and omits, with a pla­cid per­fec­tion un­at­tain­able by the highest art. Con­cern­ing the Age which has just passed, our fath­ers and our grand­fath­ers have poured forth and ac­cu­mu­lated so vast a quant­ity of in­form­a­tion that the in­dustry of a Ranke would be sub­merged by it, and the per­spica­city of a Gib­bon would quail be­fore it. It is not by the dir­ect method of a scru­pu­lous nar­ra­tion that the ex­plorer of the past can hope to de­pict that sin­gu­lar epoch. If he is wise, he will ad­opt a subtler strategy. He will at­tack his sub­ject in un­ex­pec­ted places; he will fall upon the flank, or the rear; he will shoot a sud­den, re­veal­ing search­light into ob­scure re­cesses, hitherto un­di­vined. He will row out over that great ocean of ma­ter­ial, and lower down into it, here and there, a little bucket, which will bring up to the light of day some char­ac­ter­istic spe­ci­men, from those far depths, to be ex­amined with a care­ful curi­os­ity. Guided by these con­sid­er­a­tions, I have writ­ten the en­su­ing stud­ies. I have at­temp­ted, through the me­dium of bio­graphy, to present some Victorian vis­ions to the mod­ern eye. They are, in one sense, haphaz­ard vis­ions—that is to say, my choice of sub­jects has been de­term­ined by no de­sire to con­struct a sys­tem or to prove a the­ory, but by simple motives of con­veni­ence and of art. It has been my pur­pose to il­lus­trate rather than to ex­plain. It would have been fu­tile to hope to tell even a pré­cis of the truth about the Victorian age, for the shortest pré­cis must fill in­nu­mer­able volumes. But, in the lives of an ec­cle­si­astic, an edu­ca­tional au­thor­ity, a wo­man of ac­tion, and a man of ad­ven­ture, I have sought to ex­am­ine and elu­cid­ate cer­tain frag­ments of the truth which took my fancy and lay to my hand.

I hope, how­ever, that the fol­low­ing pages may prove to be of in­terest from the strictly bio­graph­ical, no less than from the his­tor­ical point of view. Hu­man be­ings are too im­port­ant to be treated as mere symp­toms of the past. They have a value which is in­de­pend­ent of any tem­poral pro­cesses—which is eternal, and must be felt for its own sake. The art of bio­graphy seems to have fallen on evil times in Eng­land. We have had, it is true, a few mas­ter­pieces, but we have never had, like the French, a great bio­graph­ical tra­di­tion; we have had no Fonte­nelles and Con­dorcets, with their in­com­par­able eloges, com­press­ing into a few shin­ing pages the man­i­fold ex­ist­ences of men. With us, the most del­ic­ate and hu­mane of all the branches of the art of writ­ing has been re­leg­ated to the jour­ney­men of let­ters; we do not re­flect that it is per­haps as dif­fi­cult to write a good life as to live one. Those two fat volumes, with which it is our cus­tom to com­mem­or­ate the dead—who does not know them, with their ill-di­ges­ted masses of ma­ter­ial, their slip­shod style, their tone of te­di­ous pan­egyric, their lam­ent­able lack of se­lec­tion, of de­tach­ment, of design? They are as fa­mil­iar as the cortege of the un­der­taker, and wear the same air of slow, fu­ner­eal bar­bar­ism. One is temp­ted to sup­pose, of some of them, that they were com­posed by that func­tion­ary as the fi­nal item of his job. The stud­ies in this book are in­debted, in more ways than one, to such works—works which cer­tainly de­serve the name of Stand­ard Bio­graph­ies. For they have provided me not only with much in­dis­pens­able in­form­a­tion, but with some­thing even more pre­cious—an ex­ample. How many les­sons are to be learned from them! But it is hardly ne­ces­sary to par­tic­u­lar­ise. To pre­serve, for in­stance, a be­com­ing brev­ity—a brev­ity which ex­cludes everything that is re­dund­ant and noth­ing that is sig­ni­fic­ant—that, surely, is the first duty of the bio­grapher. The second, no less surely, is to main­tain his own free­dom of spirit. It is not his busi­ness to be com­pli­ment­ary; it is his busi­ness to lay bare the facts of the case, as he un­der­stands them. That is what I have aimed at in this book—to lay bare the facts of some cases, as I un­der­stand them, dis­pas­sion­ately, im­par­tially, and without ul­terior in­ten­tions. To quote the words of a Master—“Je n’im­pose rien; je ne pro­pose rien: j’ex­pose.”


L. S.


A list of the prin­cipal sources from which I have drawn is ap­pen­ded to each Bio­graphy. I would in­dic­ate, as an hon­our­able ex­cep­tion to the cur­rent com­mod­ity, Sir Ed­ward Cook’s ex­cel­lent Life of Florence Nightin­gale, without which my own study, though com­posed on a very dif­fer­ent scale and from a de­cidedly dif­fer­ent angle, could not have been writ­ten.
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Cardinal Manning

Henry Ed­ward Man­ning was born in 1807 and died in 1892. His life was ex­traordin­ary in many ways, but its in­terest for the mod­ern in­quirer de­pends mainly upon two con­sid­er­a­tions—the light which his ca­reer throws upon the spirit of his age, and the psy­cho­lo­gical prob­lems sug­ges­ted by his in­ner his­tory. He be­longed to that class of em­in­ent ec­cle­si­ast­ics—and it is by no means a small class—who have been dis­tin­guished less for saint­li­ness and learn­ing than for prac­tical abil­ity. Had he lived in the Middle Ages he would cer­tainly have been neither a Fran­cis nor an Aqui­nas, but he might have been an In­no­cent. As it was, born in the Eng­land of the nine­teenth cen­tury, grow­ing up in the very seed­time of mod­ern pro­gress, com­ing to ma­tur­ity with the first on­rush of Lib­er­al­ism, and liv­ing long enough to wit­ness the vic­tor­ies of Science and Demo­cracy, he yet, by a strange con­cat­en­a­tion of cir­cum­stances, seemed al­most to re­vive in his own per­son that long line of dip­lo­matic and ad­min­is­trat­ive cler­ics which, one would have thought, had come to an end forever with Car­dinal Wol­sey.

In Man­ning, so it ap­peared, the Middle Ages lived again. The tall gaunt fig­ure, with the face of smil­ing as­ceti­cism, the robes, and the bi­retta, as it passed in tri­umph from High Mass at the Orat­ory to phil­an­thropic gath­er­ings at Exeter Hall, from Strike Com­mit­tees at the Docks to May­fair draw­ing-rooms where fash­ion­able ladies knelt to the Prince of the Church, cer­tainly bore wit­ness to a sin­gu­lar con­di­tion of af­fairs. What had happened? Had a dom­in­at­ing char­ac­ter im­posed it­self upon a hos­tile en­vir­on­ment? Or was the nine­teenth cen­tury, after all, not so hos­tile? Was there some­thing in it, sci­entific and pro­gress­ive as it was, which went out to wel­come the rep­res­ent­at­ive of an­cient tra­di­tion and un­com­prom­ising faith? Had it, per­haps, a place in its heart for such as Man­ning—a soft place, one might al­most say? Or, on the other hand, was it he who had been supple and yield­ing? He who had won by art what he would never have won by force, and who had man­aged, so to speak, to be one of the lead­ers of the pro­ces­sion less through merit than through a su­per­ior fac­ulty for glid­ing adroitly to the front rank? And, in any case, by what odd chances, what shifts and struggles, what com­bin­a­tions of cir­cum­stance and char­ac­ter, had this old man come to be where he was? Such ques­tions are easier to ask than to an­swer; but it may be in­struct­ive, and even amus­ing, to look a little more closely into the com­plex­it­ies of so curi­ous a story.





I

Undoubtedly, what is most ob­vi­ously strik­ing in the his­tory of Man­ning’s ca­reer is the per­sist­ent strength of his in­nate char­ac­ter­ist­ics. Through all the changes of his for­tunes the power­ful spirit of the man worked on un­dis­mayed. It was as if the Fates had laid a wager that they would daunt him; and in the end they lost their bet.

His father was a rich West In­dian mer­chant, a gov­ernor of the Bank of Eng­land, a Mem­ber of Parlia­ment, who drove into town every day from his coun­try seat in a coach and four, and was con­tent with noth­ing short of a bishop for the christen­ing of his chil­dren. Little Henry, like the rest, had his bishop; but he was ob­liged to wait for him—for as long as eight­een months. In those days, and even a gen­er­a­tion later, as Keble bears wit­ness, there was great lax­ity in re­gard to the early bap­tism of chil­dren. The delay has been noted by Man­ning’s bio­grapher as the first stum­bling-block in the spir­itual life of the fu­ture Car­dinal; but he sur­moun­ted it with suc­cess.

His father was more care­ful in other ways.


“His re­fine­ment and del­ic­acy of mind were such,” wrote Man­ning long af­ter­wards, “that I never heard out of his mouth a word which might not have been spoken in the pres­ence of the most pure and sens­it­ive—ex­cept,” he adds, “on one oc­ca­sion. He was then forced by oth­ers to re­peat a negro story which, though free from all evil de sexu, was in­del­ic­ate. He did it with great res­ist­ance. His ex­ample gave me a hatred of all such talk.”



The fam­ily lived in an at­mo­sphere of Evan­gel­ical piety. One day the little boy came in from the farm­yard, and his mother asked him whether he had seen the pea­cock. “I said yes, and the nurse said no, and my mother made me kneel down and beg God to for­give me for not speak­ing the truth.” At the age of four the child was told by a cousin of the age of six that “God had a book in which He wrote down everything we did wrong. This so ter­ri­fied me for days that I re­mem­ber be­ing found by my mother sit­ting un­der a kind of writ­ing-table in great fear. I never for­got this at any time in my life,” the Car­dinal tells us, “and it has been a great grace to me.” When he was nine years old he “de­voured the Apo­ca­lypse; and I never all through my life for­got the ‘lake that bur­neth with fire and brim­stone.’ That verse has kept me like an aud­ible voice through all my life, and through worlds of danger in my youth.”

At Har­row the worlds of danger were already around him; but yet he listened to the aud­ible voice. “At school and col­lege I never failed to say my pray­ers, so far as memory serves me, even for a day.” And he un­der­went an­other re­li­gious ex­per­i­ence: he read Pa­ley’s Evid­ences. “I took in the whole ar­gu­ment,” wrote Man­ning, when he was over sev­enty, “and I thank God that noth­ing has ever shaken it.” Yet on the whole he led the un­spir­itual life of an or­din­ary school­boy. We have glimpses of him as a hand­some lad, play­ing cricket, or strut­ting about in tas­selled Hes­sian top-boots. And on one oc­ca­sion at least he gave proof of a cer­tain dex­ter­ity of con­duct which de­served to be re­membered. He went out of bounds, and a mas­ter, rid­ing by and see­ing him on the other side of a field, tied his horse to a gate, and ran after him. The as­tute youth out­ran the mas­ter, fetched a circle, reached the gate, jumped on to the horse’s back and rode off. For this he was very prop­erly chas­tised; but, of what use was chas­tise­ment? No whip­ping, how­ever severe, could have erad­ic­ated from little Henry’s mind a qual­ity at least as firmly planted in it as his fear of Hell and his be­lief in the ar­gu­ments of Pa­ley.

It had been his father’s wish that Man­ning should go into the Church; but the thought dis­gus­ted him; and when he reached Ox­ford, his tastes, his am­bi­tions, his suc­cesses at the Union, all seemed to mark him out for a polit­ical ca­reer. He was a year ju­nior to Samuel Wil­ber­force, and a year senior to Glad­stone. In those days the Union was the re­cruit­ing-ground for young politi­cians; Min­is­ters came down from Lon­don to listen to the de­bates; and a few years later the Duke of New­castle gave Glad­stone a pocket bor­ough on the strength of his speech at the Union against the Re­form Bill. To those three young men, in­deed, the whole world lay open. Were they not rich, well-con­nec­ted, and en­dowed with an in­fin­ite ca­pa­city for mak­ing speeches? The event jus­ti­fied the highest ex­pect­a­tions of their friends; for the least dis­tin­guished of the three died a bishop. The only danger lay in an­other dir­ec­tion.


“Watch, my dear Samuel,” wrote the elder Wil­ber­force to his son, “watch with jeal­ousy whether you find your­self un­duly so­li­cit­ous about ac­quit­ting your­self; whether you are too much chag­rined when you fail, or are puffed up by your suc­cess. Un­due so­li­citude about pop­u­lar es­tim­a­tion is a weak­ness against which all real Chris­ti­ans must guard with the ut­most jeal­ous watch­ful­ness. The more you can re­tain the im­pres­sion of your be­ing sur­roun­ded by a cloud of wit­nesses of the in­vis­ible world, to use the scrip­ture phrase, the more you will be armed against this be­set­ting sin.”



But sud­denly it seemed as if such a warn­ing could, after all, have very little rel­ev­ance to Man­ning; for, on his leav­ing Ox­ford, the brim­ming cup was dashed from his lips. He was already be­gin­ning to dream of him­self in the House of Com­mons, the sol­it­ary ad­voc­ate of some great cause whose tri­umph was to be even­tu­ally brought about by his ex­traordin­ary ef­forts, when his father was de­clared a bank­rupt, and all his hopes of a polit­ical ca­reer came to an end forever.

It was at this time that Man­ning be­came in­tim­ate with a pi­ous lady, the sis­ter of one of his Col­lege friends, whom he used to de­scribe as his Spir­itual Mother. He made her his con­fid­ante; and one day, as they walked to­gether in the shrub­bery, he re­vealed the bit­ter­ness of the dis­ap­point­ment into which his father’s fail­ure had plunged him. She tried to cheer him, and then she ad­ded that there were higher aims open to him which he had not con­sidered. “What do you mean?” he asked. “The king­dom of Heaven,” she answered; “heav­enly am­bi­tions are not closed against you.” The young man listened, was si­lent, and said at last that he did not know but she was right. She sug­ges­ted read­ing the Bible to­gether; and they ac­cord­ingly did so dur­ing the whole of that va­ca­tion, every morn­ing after break­fast. Yet, in spite of these de­vo­tional ex­er­cises, and in spite of a vo­lu­min­ous cor­res­pond­ence on re­li­gious sub­jects with his Spir­itual Mother, Man­ning still con­tin­ued to in­dulge in sec­u­lar hopes. He entered the Co­lo­nial Of­fice as a su­per­nu­mer­ary clerk, and it was only when the of­fer of a Mer­ton Fel­low­ship seemed to de­pend upon his tak­ing or­ders that his heav­enly am­bi­tions began to as­sume a def­in­ite shape. Just then he fell in love with Miss Def­fell, whose father would have noth­ing to say to a young man without pro­spects, and for­bade him the house. It was only too true; what were the pro­spects of a su­per­nu­mer­ary clerk in the Co­lo­nial Of­fice? Man­ning went to Ox­ford and took or­ders. He was elec­ted to the Mer­ton Fel­low­ship, and ob­tained through the in­flu­ence of the Wil­ber­forces a cur­acy in Sus­sex. At the last mo­ment he al­most drew back. “I think the whole step has been too pre­cip­it­ate,” he wrote to his brother-in-law. “I have rather al­lowed the in­stance of my friends, and the al­lure­ments of an agree­able cur­acy in many re­spects, to get the bet­ter of my sober judg­ment.” His vast am­bi­tions, his dreams of pub­lic ser­vice, of hon­ours, and of power, was all this to end in a little coun­try cur­acy “agree­able in many re­spects”? But there was noth­ing for it; the deed was done; and the Fates had ap­par­ently suc­ceeded very ef­fect­ively in get­ting rid of Man­ning. All he could do was to make the best of a bad busi­ness.

Ac­cord­ingly, in the first place, he de­cided that he had re­ceived a call from God “ad ver­it­atem et ad seipsum”; and, in the second, for­get­ting Miss Def­fell, he mar­ried his rector’s daugh­ter. Within a few months the rector died, and Man­ning stepped into his shoes; and at least it could be said that the shoes were not un­com­fort­able. For the next seven years he ful­filled the func­tions of a coun­try cler­gy­man. He was en­er­getic and de­vout; he was po­lite and hand­some; his fame grew in the dio­cese. At last he began to be spoken of as the prob­able suc­cessor to the old Arch­deacon of Chichester. When Mrs. Man­ning pre­ma­turely died, he was at first in­con­sol­able, but he found re­lief in the dis­trac­tion of re­doubled work. How could he have guessed that one day he would come to num­ber that loss among “God’s spe­cial mer­cies”? Yet so it was to be. In after years, the memory of his wife seemed to be blot­ted from his mind; he never spoke of her; every let­ter, every re­cord, of his mar­ried life he des­troyed; and when word was sent to him that her grave was fall­ing into ruin: “It is best so,” the Car­dinal answered, “let it be. Time ef­faces all things.” But, when the grave was yet fresh, the young Rector would sit be­side it, day after day, writ­ing his ser­mons.






II

In the mean­time, a series of events was tak­ing place in an­other part of Eng­land, which was to have a no less pro­found ef­fect upon Man­ning’s his­tory than the mer­ci­ful re­moval of his wife. In the same year in which he took up his Sus­sex cur­acy, the Tracts for the Times had be­gun to ap­pear at Ox­ford. The “Ox­ford Move­ment,” in fact, had star­ted on its course. The phrase is still fa­mil­iar; but its mean­ing has be­come some­what ob­scured both by the lapse of time and the in­trinsic am­bi­gu­ity of the sub­jects con­nec­ted with it. Let us bor­row for a mo­ment the wings of His­toric Ima­gin­a­tion, and, hov­er­ing lightly over the Ox­ford of the thirties, take a rapid bird’s-eye view.

For many gen­er­a­tions the Church of Eng­land had slept the sleep of the … com­fort­able. The sul­len mur­mur­ings of dis­sent, the loud battle-cry of Re­volu­tion, had hardly dis­turbed her slum­bers. Portly di­vines sub­scribed with a sigh or a smile to the Thirty-nine Articles, sank quietly into easy liv­ing, rode gaily to hounds of a morn­ing as gen­tle­men should, and, as gen­tle­men should, car­ried their two bottles of an even­ing. To be in the Church was in fact simply to pur­sue one of those pro­fes­sions which Nature and So­ci­ety had de­cided were proper to gen­tle­men and gen­tle­men alone. The fer­vours of piety, the zeal of Apostolic char­ity, the en­thu­si­asm of self-re­nun­ci­ation—these things were all very well in their way and in their place; but their place was cer­tainly not the Church of Eng­land. Gen­tle­men were neither fer­vid nor zeal­ous, and above all they were not en­thu­si­astic. There were, it was true, oc­ca­sion­ally to be found within the Church some strait­laced par­sons of the high Tory school who looked back with re­gret to the days of Laud or talked of the Apostol­ical Suc­ces­sion; and there were groups of square-toed Evan­gel­ic­als who were earn­est over the Atone­ment, con­fessed to a per­sonal love of Je­sus Christ, and seemed to have ar­ranged the whole of their lives, down to the minutest de­tails of act and speech, with ref­er­ence to Etern­ity. But such ex­tremes were the rare ex­cep­tions. The great bulk of the clergy walked calmly along the smooth road of or­din­ary duty. They kept an eye on the poor of the par­ish, and they con­duc­ted the Sunday Ser­vices in a be­com­ing man­ner; for the rest, they differed neither out­wardly nor in­wardly from the great bulk of the laity, to whom the Church was a use­ful or­gan­isa­tion for the main­ten­ance of Re­li­gion, as by law es­tab­lished.

The awaken­ing came at last, how­ever, and it was a rude one. The lib­eral prin­ciples of the French Re­volu­tion, checked at first in the ter­rors of re­ac­tion, began to make their way into Eng­land. Ra­tion­al­ists lif­ted up their heads; Bentham and the Mills pro­pounded Util­it­ari­an­ism; the Re­form Bill was passed; and there were ru­mours abroad of dis­es­tab­lish­ment. Even Church­men seemed to have caught the in­fec­tion. Dr. Whately was so bold as to as­sert that, in the in­ter­pret­a­tion of Scrip­ture, dif­fer­ent opin­ions might be per­mit­ted upon mat­ters of doubt; and, Dr. Arnold drew up a dis­quiet­ing scheme for al­low­ing Dis­sent­ers into the Church, though it is true that he did not go quite so far as to con­tem­plate the ad­mis­sion of Un­it­ari­ans.

At this time, there was liv­ing in a coun­try par­ish, a young cler­gy­man of the name of John Keble. He had gone to Ox­ford at the age of fif­teen, where, after a suc­cess­ful aca­demic ca­reer, he had been made a Fel­low of Oriel. He had then re­turned to his father’s par­ish and taken up the du­ties of a cur­ate. He had a thor­ough know­ledge of the con­tents of the Pray­er­book, the ways of a Com­mon Room, the con­jug­a­tions of the Greek ir­reg­u­lar verbs, and the small jests of a coun­try par­son­age; and the de­fects of his ex­per­i­ence in other dir­ec­tions were re­placed by a zeal and a piety which were soon to prove them­selves equal, and more than equal, to whatever calls might be made upon them. The su­per­abund­ance of his piety over­flowed into verse; and the holy sim­pli­city of the Chris­tian Year car­ried his name into the re­motest lodging-houses of Eng­land.

As for his zeal, how­ever, it needed an­other out­let. Look­ing forth upon the do­ings of his fel­low-men through his rect­ory win­dows in Gloucester­shire, Keble felt his whole soul shaken with loath­ing, an­ger, and dread. In­fi­del­ity was stalk­ing through the land; au­thor­ity was laughed at; the hideous doc­trines of Demo­cracy were be­ing openly preached. Worse still, if pos­sible, the Church her­self was ig­nor­ant and luke­warm; she had for­got­ten the mys­ter­ies of the sac­ra­ments, she had lost faith in the Apostol­ical Suc­ces­sion; she was no longer in­ter­ested in the Early Fath­ers; and she sub­mit­ted her­self to the con­trol of a sec­u­lar le­gis­lature, the mem­bers of which were not even bound to pro­fess be­lief in the Atone­ment. In the face of such enorm­it­ies what could Keble do? He was ready to do any­thing, but he was a simple and an un­am­bi­tious man, and his wrath would in all prob­ab­il­ity have con­sumed it­self un­ap­peased within him had he not chanced to come into con­tact, at the crit­ical mo­ment, with a spirit more ex­cit­able and dar­ing than his own.

Hur­rell Froude, one of Keble’s pu­pils, was a clever young man to whom had fallen a rather lar­ger share of self-as­sur­ance and in­tol­er­ance than even clever young men usu­ally pos­sess. What was sin­gu­lar about him, how­ever, was not so much his tem­per as his tastes. The sort of ar­dour which im­pels more nor­mal youths to haunt Music Halls and fall in love with act­resses took the form, in Froude’s case, of a ro­mantic de­vo­tion to the Deity and an in­tense in­terest in the state of his own soul. He was ob­sessed by the ideals of saint­li­ness, and con­vinced of the su­preme im­port­ance of not eat­ing too much. He kept a di­ary in which he re­cor­ded his de­lin­quen­cies, and they were many. “I can­not say much for my­self today,” he writes on Septem­ber 29th, 1826 (he was twenty-three years old). “I did not read the Psalms and Se­cond Lesson after break­fast, which I had neg­lected to do be­fore, though I had plenty of time on my hands. Would have liked to be thought ad­ven­tur­ous for a scramble I had at the Devil’s Bridge. Looked with greed­i­ness to see if there was a goose on the table for din­ner; and though what I ate was of the plain­est sort, and I took no vari­ety, yet even this was partly the ef­fect of ac­ci­dent, and I cer­tainly rather ex­ceeded in quant­ity, as I was fuzzy and sleepy after din­ner.” “I al­lowed my­self to be dis­gus­ted, with ———’s pom­pos­ity,” he writes a little later, “also smiled at an al­lu­sion in the Lessons to ab­ste­mi­ous­ness in eat­ing. I hope not from pride or van­ity, but mis­trust; it cer­tainly was un­in­ten­tional.” And again, “As to my meals, I can say that I was al­ways care­ful to see that no one else would take a thing be­fore I served my­self; and I be­lieve as to the kind of my food, a bit of cold end­ings of a dab at break­fast, and a scrap of mack­erel at din­ner, are the only things that di­verged from the strict rule of sim­pli­city.” “I am ob­liged to con­fess,” he notes, “that in my in­ter­course with the Su­preme Be­ing, I am be come more and more slug­gish.” And then he ex­claims: “Thine eye tri­eth my in­ward parts, and knoweth my thoughts … Oh that my ways were made so dir­ect that I might keep Thy stat­utes. I will walk in Thy Com­mand­ments when Thou hast set my heart at liberty.”

Such were the pre­oc­cu­pa­tions of this young man. Per­haps they would have been dif­fer­ent, if he had had a little less of what New­man de­scribes as his “high severe idea of the in­trinsic ex­cel­lence of Vir­gin­ity”; but it is use­less to spec­u­late.

Nat­ur­ally enough the fierce and burn­ing zeal of Keble had a pro­found ef­fect upon his mind. The two be­came in­tim­ate friends, and Froude, eagerly seiz­ing upon the doc­trines of the elder man, saw to it that they had as full a meas­ure of con­tro­ver­sial no­tori­ety as an Ox­ford com­mon room could af­ford. He plunged the meta­phys­ical mys­ter­ies of the Holy Cath­olic Church into the at­mo­sphere of party polit­ics. Sur­prised Doc­tors of Di­vin­ity found them­selves sud­denly faced with strange ques­tions which had never entered their heads be­fore. Was the Church of Eng­land, or was it not, a part of the Church Cath­olic? If it was, were not the Re­formers of the six­teenth cen­tury reneg­ades? Was not the par­ti­cip­a­tion of the Body and Blood of Christ es­sen­tial to the main­ten­ance of Chris­tian life and hope in each in­di­vidual? Were Timothy and Titus Bish­ops? Or were they not? If they were, did it not fol­low that the power of ad­min­is­ter­ing the Holy Euchar­ist was the at­trib­ute of a sac­red or­der foun­ded by Christ Him­self? Did not the Fath­ers refer to the tra­di­tion of the Church as to some­thing in­de­pend­ent of the writ­ten word, and suf­fi­cient to re­fute heresy, even alone? Was it not, there­fore, God’s un­writ­ten word? And did it not de­mand the same rev­er­ence from us as the Scrip­tures, and for ex­actly the same reason—be­cause it was His word? The Doc­tors of Di­vin­ity were aghast at such ques­tions, which seemed to lead they hardly knew whither; and they found it dif­fi­cult to think of very ap­pos­ite an­swers. But Hur­rell Froude sup­plied the an­swers him­self read­ily enough. All Ox­ford, all Eng­land, should know the truth. The time was out of joint, and he was only too de­lighted to have been born to set it right.

But, after all, some­thing more was needed than even the ex­cite­ment of Froude com­bined with the con­vic­tion of Keble to ruffle ser­i­ously the vast calm wa­ters of Chris­tian thought; and it so happened that that thing was not want­ing: it was the genius of John Henry New­man. If New­man had never lived, or if his father, when the gig came round on the fatal morn­ing, still un­de­cided between the two Universit­ies, had chanced to turn the horse’s head in the dir­ec­tion of Cam­bridge, who can doubt that the Ox­ford Move­ment would have flickered out its little flame un­ob­served in the Com­mon Room of Oriel? And how dif­fer­ent, too, would have been the fate of New­man him­self! He was a child of the Ro­mantic Revival, a creature of emo­tion and of memory, a dreamer whose secret spirit dwelt apart in de­lect­able moun­tains, an artist whose subtle senses caught, like a shower in the sun­shine, the im­palp­able rain­bow of the im­ma­ter­ial world. In other times, un­der other skies, his days would have been more for­tu­nate. He might have helped to weave the gar­land of Melea­ger, or to mix the lapis lazuli of Fra An­gelico, or to chase the del­ic­ate truth in the shade of an Athenian pa­laes­tra, or his hands might have fash­ioned those eth­er­eal faces that smile in the niches of Chartres. Even in his own age he might, at Cam­bridge, whose cloisters have ever been con­sec­rated to po­etry and com­mon sense, have fol­lowed quietly in Gray’s foot­steps and brought into flower those seeds of in­spir­a­tion which now lie em­bed­ded amid the faded de­vo­tion of the Lyra Apostol­ica.

At Ox­ford, he was doomed. He could not with­stand the last en­chant­ment of the Middle Age. It was in vain that he plunged into the pages of Gib­bon or com­muned for long hours with Beeth­oven over his be­loved vi­olin. The air was thick with cler­ical sanc­tity, heavy with the odours of tra­di­tion and the soft warmth of spir­itual au­thor­ity; his friend­ship with Hur­rell Froude did the rest. All that was weak­est in him hur­ried him on­ward, and all that was strongest in him too. His curi­ous and vault­ing ima­gin­a­tion began to con­struct vast philo­soph­ical fab­rics out of the writ­ings of an­cient monks, and to dally with vis­ions of an­gelic vis­it­a­tions and the ef­fic­acy of the oil of St. Wal­burga; his emo­tional nature be­came ab­sorbed in the par­tisan pas­sions of a University clique; and his subtle in­tel­lect con­cerned it­self more and more ex­clus­ively with the dia­lect­ical split­ting of dog­mat­ical hairs. His fu­ture course was marked out for him all too clearly; and yet by a sin­gu­lar chance the true nature of the man was to emerge tri­umphant in the end. If New­man had died at the age of sixty, today he would have been already for­got­ten, save by a few ec­cle­si­ast­ical his­tor­i­ans; but he lived to write his Apo­lo­gia, and to reach im­mor­tal­ity, neither as a thinker nor as a theo­lo­gian, but as an artist who has em­balmed the poignant his­tory of an in­tensely hu­man spirit in the ma­gical spices of words.

When Froude suc­ceeded in im­preg­nat­ing New­man with the ideas of Keble, the Ox­ford Move­ment began. The ori­ginal and re­mark­able char­ac­ter­istic of these three men was that they took the Chris­tian Re­li­gion au pied de la lettre. This had not been done in Eng­land for cen­tur­ies. When they de­clared every Sunday that they be­lieved in the Holy Cath­olic Church, they meant it. When they re­peated the Athanas­ian Creed, they meant it. Even, when they sub­scribed to the Thirty-Nine Articles, they meant it—or at least they thought they did. Now such a state of mind was dan­ger­ous—more dan­ger­ous in­deed—than they at first real­ised. They had star­ted with the in­no­cent as­sump­tion that the Chris­tian Re­li­gion was con­tained in the doc­trines of the Church of Eng­land; but, the more they ex­amined this mat­ter, the more dif­fi­cult and du­bi­ous it be­came. The Church of Eng­land bore every­where upon it the signs of hu­man im­per­fec­tion; it was the out­come of re­volu­tion and of com­prom­ise, of the ex­i­gen­cies of politi­cians and the caprices of princes, of the pre­ju­dices of theo­lo­gians and the ne­ces­sit­ies of the State. How had it happened that this piece of patch­work had be­come the re­cept­acle for the au­gust and in­fin­ite mys­ter­ies of the Chris­tian Faith? This was the prob­lem with which New­man and his friends found them­selves con­fron­ted. Other men might, and ap­par­ently did, see noth­ing very strange in such a situ­ation; but other men saw in Chris­tian­ity it­self scarcely more than a con­veni­ent and re­spect­able ap­pend­age to ex­ist­ence, by which a sound sys­tem of mor­als was in­cul­cated, and through which one might hope to at­tain to ever­last­ing bliss.

To New­man and Keble it was oth­er­wise. They saw a tran­scend­ent mani­fest­a­tion of Div­ine power flow­ing down elab­or­ate and im­mense through the ages; a con­sec­rated priest­hood, stretch­ing back, through the mys­tic sym­bol of the lay­ing on of hands, to the very God­head; a whole uni­verse of spir­itual be­ings brought into com­mu­nion with the Eternal by means of wafers; a great mass of meta­phys­ical doc­trines, at once in­com­pre­hens­ible and of in­cal­cul­able im­port, laid down with in­fin­ite cer­ti­tude; they saw the su­per­nat­ural every­where and at all times, a liv­ing force, float­ing in­vis­ible in an­gels, in­spir­ing saints, and in­vest­ing with mi­ra­cu­lous prop­er­ties the com­mon­est ma­ter­ial things. No won­der that they found such a spec­tacle hard to bring into line with the in­sti­tu­tion which had been evolved from the di­vorce of Henry VIII, the in­trigues of El­iza­bethan par­lia­ments, and the Re­volu­tion of 1688. They did, no doubt, soon sat­isfy them­selves that they had suc­ceeded in this ap­par­ently hope­less task; but, the con­clu­sions which they came to in or­der to do so were de­cidedly start­ling.

The Church of Eng­land, they de­clared, was in­deed the one true Church, but she had been un­der an ec­lipse since the Re­form­a­tion; in fact, since she had be­gun to ex­ist. She had, it is true, es­caped the cor­rup­tions of Rome; but she had be­come en­slaved by the sec­u­lar power, and de­graded by the false doc­trines of Prot­est­ant­ism. The Chris­tian Re­li­gion was still pre­served in­tact by the Eng­lish priest­hood, but it was pre­served, as it were, un­con­sciously—a price­less de­posit, handed down blindly from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion, and sub­sist­ing less by the will of man than through the or­din­ance of God as ex­pressed in the mys­ter­i­ous vir­tue of the Sac­ra­ments. Chris­tian­ity, in short, had be­come en­tangled in a series of un­for­tu­nate cir­cum­stances from which it was the plain duty of New­man and his friends to res­cue it forth­with. What was curi­ous was that this task had been re­served, in so marked a man­ner, for them. Some of the di­vines of the sev­en­teenth cen­tury had, per­haps, been vouch­safed glimpses of the truth; but they were glimpses and noth­ing more. No, the wa­ters of the true Faith had dived un­der­ground at the Re­form­a­tion, and they were wait­ing for the wand of New­man to strike the rock be­fore they should burst forth once more into the light of day. The whole mat­ter, no doubt, was Provid­en­tial—what other ex­plan­a­tion could there be?

The first step, it was clear, was to purge the Church of her shames and her er­rors. The Re­formers must be ex­posed; the yoke of the sec­u­lar power must be thrown off; dogma must be re­in­stated in its old pree­m­in­ence; and Chris­ti­ans must be re­minded of what they had ap­par­ently for­got­ten—the pres­ence of the su­per­nat­ural in daily life. “It would be a gain to this coun­try,” Keble ob­served, “were it vastly more su­per­sti­tious, more big­oted, more gloomy, more fierce in its re­li­gion, than at present it shows it­self to be.” “The only good I know of Cran­mer,” said Hur­rell Froude, “was that he burned well.” New­man preached, and soon the new views began to spread. Among the earli­est of the con­verts was Dr. Pu­sey, a man of wealth and learn­ing, a pro­fessor, a canon of Christ Church, who had, it was ru­moured, been to Ger­many. Then the Tracts for the Times were star­ted un­der New­man’s ed­it­or­ship, and the Move­ment was launched upon the world.

The Tracts were writ­ten “with the hope of rous­ing mem­bers of our Church to com­pre­hend her alarm­ing po­s­i­tion … as a man might give no­tice of a fire or in­und­a­tion, to startle all who heard him.” They may be said to have suc­ceeded in their ob­ject­ive, for the sen­sa­tion which they caused among cler­gy­men through­out the coun­try was ex­treme. They dealt with a great vari­ety of ques­tions, but the un­der­ly­ing in­ten­tion of all of them was to at­tack the ac­cep­ted doc­trines and prac­tices of the Church of Eng­land. Dr. Pu­sey wrote learn­edly on Baptis­mal Re­gen­er­a­tion; he also wrote on Fast­ing. His treat­ment of the lat­ter sub­ject met with con­sid­er­able dis­ap­proval, which sur­prised the Doc­tor. “I was not pre­pared,” he said, “for people ques­tion­ing, even in the ab­stract, the duty of fast­ing; I thought ser­i­ous-minded per­sons at least sup­posed they prac­tised fast­ing in some way or other. I as­sumed the duty to be ac­know­ledged and thought it only un­der­val­ued.” We live and learn, even though we have been to Ger­many.

Other tracts dis­cussed the Holy Cath­olic Church, the Clergy, and the Lit­urgy. One treated of the ques­tion “whether a cler­gy­man of the Church of Eng­land be now bound to have morn­ing and even­ing pray­ers daily in his par­ish church?” Another poin­ted out the “In­dic­a­tions of a su­per­in­tend­ing Provid­ence in the pre­ser­va­tion of the Pray­er­book and in the changes which it has un­der­gone.” Another con­sisted of a col­lec­tion of “Ad­vent Ser­mons on Anti­christ.” Keble wrote a long and elab­or­ate tract “On the Mys­ti­cism at­trib­uted to the Early Fath­ers of the Church,” in which he ex­pressed his opin­ions upon a large num­ber of curi­ous mat­ters.


“Ac­cord­ing to men’s usual way of talk­ing,” he wrote, “it would be called an ac­ci­dental cir­cum­stance that there were five loaves, not more nor less, in the store of Our Lord and His dis­ciples where­with to provide the mi­ra­cu­lous feast. But the an­cient in­ter­pret­ers treat it as de­signed and provid­en­tial, in this surely not erring: and their con­jec­ture is that it rep­res­ents the sac­ri­fice of the whole world of sense, and es­pe­cially of the Old Dis­pens­a­tion, which, be­ing out­ward and vis­ible, might be called the dis­pens­a­tion of the senses, to the Father of our Lord Je­sus Christ, to be a pledge and means of com­mu­nion with Him ac­cord­ing to the terms of the new or evan­gel­ical law.

They ar­rived at this idea by con­sid­er­ing the num­ber five, the num­ber of the senses, as the mys­tical op­pon­ent of the vis­ible and sens­ible uni­verse—τὰ αἰσθητὰ, as dis­tin­guished from τὰ νοητὰ. Ori­gen lays down the rule in ex­press terms. “The num­ber five,” he says, “fre­quently, nay al­most al­ways, is taken for the five senses.”



In an­other pas­sage, Keble deals with an even more re­con­dite ques­tion. He quotes the teach­ing of St. Barn­a­bas that “Abra­ham, who first gave men cir­cum­cision, did thereby per­form a spir­itual and typ­ical ac­tion, look­ing for­ward to the Son.” St. Barn­a­bas’s ar­gu­ment is as fol­lows: Abra­ham cir­cum­cised of his house men to the num­ber of 318. Why 318? Ob­serve first the 18, then the 300. Of the two let­ters which stand for 18, 10 is rep­res­en­ted by I, 8 by H. “Thou hast here,” says St. Barn­a­bas, “the word of Je­sus.” As for the 300, “the Cross is rep­res­en­ted by Tau, and the let­ter Tau rep­res­ents that num­ber.” Un­for­tu­nately, how­ever, St. Barn­a­bas’s premise was of doubt­ful valid­ity, as the Rev. Mr. Mait­land poin­ted out, in a pamph­let im­pugn­ing the con­clu­sions of the Tract.


“The simple fact is,” he wrote, “that when Abra­ham pur­sued Che­dorlaomer ‘he armed his trained ser­vants, born in his own house, three hun­dred and eight­een.’ When, more than thir­teen (ac­cord­ing to the com­mon chro­no­logy, fif­teen) years after, he cir­cum­cised ‘all the men of his house, born in the house, and bought with money of the stranger,’ and, in fact, every male who was as much as eight days old, we are not told what the num­ber amoun­ted to. Shall we sup­pose (just for the sake of the in­ter­pret­a­tion) that Abra­ham’s fam­ily had so dwindled in the in­ter­val as that now all the males of his house­hold, trained men, slaves, and chil­dren, equalled only and ex­actly the num­ber of his war­ri­ors fif­teen years be­fore?”



The ques­tion seems dif­fi­cult to an­swer, but Keble had, as a mat­ter of fact, fore­stalled the ar­gu­ment in the fol­low­ing pas­sage, which had ap­par­ently es­caped the no­tice of the Rev. Mr. Mait­land:


“Now whether the facts were really so or not (if it were, it was surely by spe­cial provid­ence), that Abra­ham’s house­hold at the time of the cir­cum­cision was ex­actly the same num­ber as be­fore; still the ar­gu­ment of St. Barn­a­bas will stand. As thus: cir­cum­cision had from the be­gin­ning, a ref­er­ence to our Sa­viour, as in other re­spects, so in this; that the mys­tical num­ber, which is the cipher of Je­sus cru­ci­fied, was the num­ber of the first cir­cum­cised house­hold in the strength of which Abra­ham pre­vailed against the powers of the world. So St. Cle­ment of Al­ex­an­dria, as cited by Fell.”



And Keble sup­ports his con­ten­tion through ten pages of close print, with ref­er­ences to Aristeas, St. Augustine, St. Jerome, and Dr. Whitby.

Writ­ings of this kind could not fail in their ef­fect. Pious youths in Ox­ford were car­ried away by them, and began to flock around the stand­ard of New­man. New­man him­self be­came a party chief—en­cour­aging, or­gan­ising, per­suad­ing. His long black fig­ure, swiftly passing through the streets, was poin­ted at with awe; crowds flocked to his ser­mons; his words were re­peated from mouth to mouth; “Credo in New­man­num” be­came a com­mon catch­word. Jokes were made about the Church of Eng­land, and prac­tices, un­known for cen­tur­ies, began to be re­vived. Young men fas­ted and did pen­ance, re­cited the hours of the Ro­man Bre­vi­ary, and con­fessed their sins to Dr. Pu­sey. Nor was the move­ment con­fined to Ox­ford; it spread in widen­ing circles through the par­ishes of Eng­land; the dormant de­vo­tion of the coun­try was sud­denly aroused. The new strange no­tion of tak­ing Chris­tian­ity lit­er­ally was de­light­ful to earn­est minds; but it was also alarm­ing. Really to mean every word you said, when you re­peated the Athanas­ian Creed! How won­der­ful! And what en­ti­cing and mys­ter­i­ous vis­tas burst upon the view! But then, those vis­tas, where were they lead­ing? Sup­pos­ing—oh heav­ens!—sup­pos­ing after all they were to lead to—!






III

In due course, the Tracts made their ap­pear­ance at the re­mote rect­ory in Sus­sex. Man­ning was some years younger than New­man, and the two men had only met oc­ca­sion­ally at the University; but now, through com­mon friends, a closer re­la­tion­ship began to grow up between them. It was only to be ex­pec­ted that New­man should be anxious to en­roll the rising young Rector among his fol­low­ers; and, on Man­ning’s side, there were many causes which im­pelled him to ac­cept the over­tures from Ox­ford.

He was a man of a ser­i­ous and vig­or­ous tem­pera­ment, to whom it was in­ev­it­able that the bold high prin­ciples of the Move­ment should strongly ap­peal. There was also an ele­ment in his mind that ele­ment which had ter­ri­fied him in his child­hood with Apo­ca­lyptic vis­ions, and urged him in his youth to Bible read­ings after break­fast—which now brought him un­der the spell of the Ox­ford the­or­ies of sac­ra­mental mys­ti­cism. And be­sides, the Move­ment offered an­other at­trac­tion: it im­puted an ex­traordin­ary, tran­scend­ent merit to the pro­fes­sion which Man­ning him­self pur­sued. The cleric was not as his lay brethren; he was a creature apart, chosen by Div­ine will and sanc­ti­fied by Div­ine mys­ter­ies. It was a re­lief to find, when one had sup­posed that one was noth­ing but a cler­gy­man, that one might, after all, be some­thing else—one might be a priest.

Ac­cord­ingly, Man­ning shook off his early Evan­gel­ical con­vic­tions, star­ted an act­ive cor­res­pond­ence with New­man, and was soon work­ing for the new cause. He col­lec­ted quo­ta­tions, and began to trans­late the works of Optatus for Dr. Pu­sey. He wrote an art­icle on Justin for the Brit­ish Critic, New­man’s magazine. He pub­lished a ser­mon on Faith, with notes and ap­pen­dices, which was con­demned by an evan­gel­ical bishop, and fiercely at­tacked by no less a per­son than the cel­eb­rated Mr. Bowd­ler. “The ser­mon,” said Mr. Bowd­ler, in a book which he de­voted to the sub­ject, “was bad enough, but the ap­pendix was ab­om­in­able.” At the same time he was busy as­sert­ing the in­de­pend­ence of the Church of Eng­land, op­pos­ing sec­u­lar edu­ca­tion, and bring­ing out pamph­lets against the Ec­cle­si­ast­ical Com­mis­sion, which had been ap­poin­ted by Parlia­ment to re­port on Church Prop­erty. Then we find him in the role of a spir­itual dir­ector of souls. Ladies met him by stealth in his church, and made their con­fes­sions. Over one case—that of a lady, who found her­self drift­ing to­wards Rome—he con­sul­ted New­man. New­man ad­vised him to “en­large upon the doc­trine of I Cor. vii”;


“also, I think you must press on her the pro­spect of be­ne­fit­ing the poor Church, through which she has her bap­tism, by stop­ping in it. Does she not care for the souls of all around her, steeped and stifled in Prot­est­ant­ism? How will she best care for them by in­dul­ging her own feel­ings in the com­mu­nion of Rome, or in deny­ing her­self, and stay­ing in sack­cloth and ashes to do them good?”



Whether these ar­gu­ments were suc­cess­ful does not ap­pear.

For sev­eral years after his wife’s death, Man­ning was oc­cu­pied with these new activ­it­ies, while his re­la­tions with New­man de­veloped into what was ap­par­ently a warm friend­ship. “And now vive vale­que, my dear Man­ning,” we find New­man writ­ing in a let­ter dated “in festo S. Car. 1838,” “as wishes and prays yours af­fec­tion­ately, John H. New­man.” But, as time went on, the situ­ation be­came more com­plic­ated. Trac­tari­an­ism began to arouse the hos­til­ity, not only of the evan­gel­ical, but of the mod­er­ate church­men, who could not help per­ceiv­ing in the ever-deep­en­ing “cath­oli­cism” of the Ox­ford party, the dread ap­proaches of Rome. The Re­cord news­pa­per—an in­flu­en­tial Evan­gel­ical journal—took up the mat­ter and sniffed Popery in every dir­ec­tion; it spoke of cer­tain cler­gy­men as “tain­ted”; and after that, prefer­ment seemed to pass those cler­gy­men by. The fact that Man­ning found it wise to con­duct his con­fes­sional min­is­tra­tions in secret was in it­self highly sig­ni­fic­ant. It was ne­ces­sary to be care­ful, and Man­ning was very care­ful in­deed. The neigh­bour­ing Arch­deacon, Mr. Hare, was a low church­man; Man­ning made friends with him, as warmly, it seemed, as he had made friends with New­man. He cor­res­pon­ded with him, asked his ad­vice about the books he should read, and dis­cussed ques­tions of Theology—“As to Gal. vi 15, we can­not dif­fer. … With a man who reads and reas­ons I can have no con­tro­versy; and you do both.” Arch­deacon Hare was pleased, but soon a ru­mour reached him, which was, to say the least of it, up­set­ting. Man­ning had been re­mov­ing the high pews from a church in Brighton, and put­ting in open benches in their place. Every­one knew what that meant; every­one knew that a high pew was one of the bul­warks of Prot­est­ant­ism, and that an open bench had upon it the taint of Rome. But Man­ning hastened to ex­plain:


“My dear friend,” he wrote, “I did not ex­change pews for open benches, but got the pews (the same in num­ber) moved from the nave of the church to the walls of the side aisles, so that the whole church has a reg­u­lar ar­range­ment of open benches, which (ir­reg­u­larly) ex­is­ted be­fore … I am not today quite well, so farewell, with much re­gard—Yours ever, H. E. M.”



Arch­deacon Hare was re­as­sured.

It was im­port­ant that he should be, for the Arch­deacon of Chichester was grow­ing very old, and Hare’s in­flu­ence might be ex­ceed­ingly use­ful when a va­cancy oc­curred. So, in­deed, it fell out. A new bishop, Dr. Shut­tle­worth, was ap­poin­ted to the See, and the old Arch­deacon took the op­por­tun­ity of re­tir­ing. Man­ning was ob­vi­ously marked out as his suc­cessor, but the new bishop happened to be a low church­man, an ag­gress­ive low church­man, who went so far as to par­ody the Trac­tarian fash­ion of us­ing Saints’ days for the dat­ing of let­ters by writ­ing “The Palace, wash­ing-day,” at the be­gin­ning of his. And—what was equally ser­i­ous—his views were shared by Mrs. Shut­tle­worth, who had already de­cided that the push­ing young Rector was “tain­ted.” But at the crit­ical mo­ment Arch­deacon Hare came to the res­cue; he per­suaded the Bishop that Man­ning was safe; and the ap­point­ment was ac­cord­ingly made—be­hind Mrs. Shut­tle­worth’s back. She was furi­ous, but it was too late; Man­ning was an Arch­deacon. All the lady could do, to in­dic­ate her dis­ap­prob­a­tion, was to put a copy of Mr. Bowd­ler’s book in a con­spicu­ous po­s­i­tion on the draw­ing-room table, when he came to pay his re­spects at the Palace.

Among the let­ters of con­grat­u­la­tion which Man­ning re­ceived, was one from Mr. Glad­stone, with whom he had re­mained on terms of close friend­ship since their days to­gether at Ox­ford.


“I re­joice,” Mr. Glad­stone wrote, “on your ac­count per­son­ally; but more for the sake of the Church. All my broth­ers-in-law are here and scarcely less de­lighted than I am. With great glee am I about to write your new ad­dress; but, the oc­ca­sion really calls for higher sen­ti­ments; and sure am I that you are one of the men to whom it is spe­cially given to de­velop the solu­tion of that great prob­lem—how all our minor dis­trac­tions are to be either aban­doned, ab­sorbed, or har­mon­ised through the might of the great prin­ciple of com­mu­nion in the body of Christ.”



Man­ning was an Arch­deacon; but he was not yet out of the woods. His re­la­tions with the Trac­tari­ans had leaked out, and the Re­cord was be­gin­ning to be sus­pi­cious. If Mrs. Shut­tle­worth’s opin­ion of him were to be­come gen­eral, it would cer­tainly be a grave mat­ter. Nobody could wish to live and die a mere Arch­deacon. And then, at that very mo­ment, an event oc­curred which made it im­per­at­ive to take a def­in­ite step, one way or the other. That event was the pub­lic­a­tion of Tract No. 90.

For some time it had been ob­vi­ous to every im­par­tial on­looker that New­man was slip­ping down an in­clined plane at the bot­tom of which lay one thing, and one thing only—the Ro­man Cath­olic Church. What was sur­pris­ing was the length of time which he was tak­ing to reach the in­ev­it­able des­tin­a­tion. Years passed be­fore he came to real­ise that his gran­di­ose edi­fice of a Church Univer­sal would crumble to pieces if one of its found­a­tion stones was to be an am­at­ory in­trigue of Henry VIII. But, at last he began to see that ter­rible mon­arch glower­ing at him wherever he turned his eyes. First he tried to ex­or­cise the spectre with the rolling peri­ods of the Caroline di­vines; but it only strut­ted the more truc­u­lently. Then in des­pair he plunged into the writ­ings of the early Fath­ers, and sought to dis­cover some way out of his dif­fi­culties in the com­plic­ated labyrinth of ec­cle­si­ast­ical his­tory. After months spent in the study of the Mono­phys­ite heresy, the alarm­ing con­clu­sion began to force it­self upon him that the Church of Eng­land was per­haps in schism. Even­tu­ally he read an art­icle by a Ro­man Cath­olic on St. Augustine and the Don­at­ists, which seemed to put the mat­ter bey­ond doubt. St. Augustine, in the fifth cen­tury, had poin­ted out that the Don­at­ists were heretics be­cause the Bishop of Rome had said so. The ar­gu­ment was crush­ing; it rang in New­man’s ears for days and nights; and, though he con­tin­ued to linger on in agony for six years more, he never could dis­cover any reply to it. All he could hope to do was to per­suade him­self and any­one else who liked to listen to him that the hold­ing of Anglican or­ders was not in­con­sist­ent with a be­lief in the whole cycle of Ro­man doc­trine as laid down at the Coun­cil of Trent. In this way he sup­posed that he could at once avoid the deadly sin of heresy and con­scien­tiously re­main a cler­gy­man in the Church of Eng­land; and with this end in view, he com­posed Tract No. 90.

The ob­ject of the Tract was to prove that there was noth­ing in the Thirty-nine Articles in­com­pat­ible with the creed of the Ro­man Church. New­man poin­ted out, for in­stance, that it was gen­er­ally sup­posed that the Articles con­demned the doc­trine of Pur­gat­ory; but they did not; they merely con­demned the Rom­ish doc­trine of Pur­gat­ory—and Rom­ish, clearly, was not the same thing as Ro­man. Hence it fol­lowed that be­liev­ers in the Ro­man doc­trine of Pur­gat­ory might sub­scribe the Articles with a good con­science. Sim­il­arly, the Articles con­demned “the sac­ri­fices of masses,” but they did not con­demn “the sac­ri­fice of the Mass.” Thus, the Mass might be law­fully cel­eb­rated in Eng­lish Churches. New­man took the trouble to ex­am­ine the Articles in de­tail from this point of view, and the con­clu­sion he came to in every case sup­por­ted his con­ten­tion in a sin­gu­lar man­ner.

The Tract pro­duced an im­mense sen­sa­tion, for it seemed to be a deadly and treach­er­ous blow aimed at the very heart of the Church of Eng­land. Deadly it cer­tainly was, but it was not so treach­er­ous as it ap­peared at first sight. The mem­bers of the Eng­lish Church had in­genu­ously ima­gined up to that mo­ment that it was pos­sible to con­tain, in a frame of words, the subtle es­sence of their com­plic­ated doc­trinal sys­tem, in­volving the mys­ter­ies of the Eternal and the In­fin­ite on the one hand, and the elab­or­ate ad­just­ments of tem­poral gov­ern­ment on the other. They did not un­der­stand that verbal defin­i­tions in such a case will only per­form their func­tions so long as there is no dis­pute about the mat­ters which they are in­ten­ded to define: that is to say, so long as there is no need for them. For gen­er­a­tions this had been the case with the Thirty-nine Articles. Their drift was clear enough; and nobody bothered over their ex­act mean­ing. But dir­ectly someone found it im­port­ant to give them a new and un­tra­di­tional in­ter­pret­a­tion, it ap­peared that they were a mass of am­bi­gu­ity, and might be twis­ted into mean­ing very nearly any­thing that any­body liked. Steady-go­ing church­men were ap­palled and out­raged when they saw New­man, in Tract No. 90, per­form­ing this op­er­a­tion. But, after all, he was only tak­ing the Church of Eng­land at its word. And in­deed, since New­man showed the way, the op­er­a­tion has be­come so ex­ceed­ingly com­mon that the most steady-go­ing church­man hardly raises an eye­brow at it now.

At the time, how­ever, New­man’s treat­ment of the Articles seemed to dis­play not only a per­ver­ted su­per­sub­tlety of in­tel­lect, but a tem­per of mind that was fun­da­ment­ally dis­hon­est. It was then that he first began to be as­sailed by those charges of un­truth­ful­ness which reached their cul­min­a­tion more than twenty years later in the cel­eb­rated con­tro­versy with Charles Kings­ley, which led to the writ­ing of the Apo­lo­gia. The con­tro­versy was not a very fruit­ful one, chiefly be­cause Kings­ley could no more un­der­stand the nature of New­man’s in­tel­li­gence than a sub­al­tern in a line re­gi­ment can un­der­stand a Brah­min of Ben­ares. Kings­ley was a stout Prot­est­ant, whose hatred of Popery was, at bot­tom, simply eth­ical—an hon­est, in­stinct­ive hor­ror of the prac­tices of priest­craft and the habits of su­per­sti­tion; and it was only nat­ural that he should see in those in­nu­mer­able del­ic­ate dis­tinc­tions which New­man was per­petu­ally draw­ing, and which he him­self had not only never thought of, but could not even grasp, simply an­other mani­fest­a­tion of the in­her­ent false­hood of Rome. But, in real­ity, no one, in one sense of the word, was more truth­ful than New­man. The idea of de­ceit would have been ab­hor­rent to him; and in­deed it was ow­ing to his very de­sire to ex­plain what he had in his mind ex­actly and com­pletely, with all the re­fine­ments of which his subtle brain was cap­able, that per­sons such as Kings­ley were puzzled into think­ing him dis­hon­est. Un­for­tu­nately, how­ever, the pos­sib­il­it­ies of truth and false­hood de­pend upon other things be­sides sin­cer­ity. A man may be of a scru­pu­lous and im­pec­cable hon­esty, and yet his re­spect for the truth—it can­not be denied—may be in­suf­fi­cient. He may be, like the lun­atic, the lover, and the poet, “of ima­gin­a­tion all com­pact”; he may be blessed, or cursed, with one of those “seeth­ing brains,” one of those “shap­ing fan­ata­s­ies” that “ap­pre­hend more than cool reason ever com­pre­hends”; he may be by nature in­cap­able of sift­ing evid­ence, or by pre­dilec­tion simply in­dis­posed to do so. “When we were there,” wrote New­man in a let­ter to a friend after his con­ver­sion, de­scrib­ing a visit to Naples, and the mi­ra­cu­lous cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with the li­que­fac­tion of St. Janu­ar­ius’s blood,


“the feast of St. Gen­naro was com­ing on, and the Je­suits were eager for us to stop—they have the ut­most con­fid­ence in the mir­acle—and were the more eager be­cause many Cath­ol­ics, till they have seen it, doubt it. Our father dir­ector here tells us that be­fore he went to Naples he did not be­lieve it. That is, they have vague ideas of nat­ural means, ex­ag­ger­a­tion, etc., not of course im­put­ing fraud. They say con­ver­sions of­ten take place in con­sequence. It is ex­posed for the Octave, and the mir­acle con­tin­ues—it is not simple li­que­fac­tion, but some­times it swells, some­times boils, some­times melts—no one can tell what is go­ing to take place. They say it is quite over­com­ing—and people can­not help cry­ing to see it. I un­der­stand that Sir H. Davy at­ten­ded every day, and it was this ex­treme vari­ety of the phe­nomenon which con­vinced him that noth­ing phys­ical would ac­count for it. Yet there is this re­mark­able fact that li­que­fac­tions of blood are com­mon at Naples—and, un­less it is ir­rev­er­ent to the Great Author of Mir­acles to be ob­stin­ate in the in­quiry, the ques­tion cer­tainly rises whether there is some­thing in the air. (Mind, I don’t be­lieve there is—and, speak­ing humbly, and without hav­ing seen it, think it a true mir­acle—but I am ar­guing.) We saw the blood of St. Pat­rizia, half li­quid; i.e. li­que­fy­ing, on her feast day. St. John Baptist’s blood some­times li­que­fies on the 29th of August, and did when we were at Naples, but we had not time to go to the church. We saw the li­quid blood of an Ora­torian Father; a good man, but not a saint, who died two cen­tur­ies ago, I think; and we saw the li­quid blood of Da Ponte, the great and holy Je­suit, who, I sup­pose, was al­most a saint. But these in­stances do not ac­count for li­que­fac­tion on cer­tain days, if this is the case. But the most strange phe­nomenon is what hap­pens at Rav­ello, a vil­lage or town above Amalfi. There is the blood of St. Pan­ta­leon. It is in a ves­sel amid the stone­work of the Al­tar—it is not touched but on his feast in June it li­que­fies. And more, there is an ex­com­mu­nic­a­tion against those who bring por­tions of the True Cross into the Church. Why? Be­cause the blood li­que­fies, whenever it is brought. A per­son I know, not know­ing the pro­hib­i­tion, brought in a por­tion, and the Pri­est sud­denly said, who showed the blood, ‘Who has got the Holy Cross about him?’ I tell you what was told me by a grave and re­li­gious man. It is a curi­ous co­in­cid­ence that in telling this to our Father Dir­ector here, he said, ‘Why, we have a por­tion of St. Pan­ta­leon’s blood at the Ch­iesa Nuova, and it is al­ways li­quid.’ ”



After leav­ing Naples, New­man vis­ited Loreto, and in­spec­ted the house of the Holy Fam­ily, which, as is known to the faith­ful, was trans­por­ted thither, in three hops, from Palestine.


“I went to Loreto,” he wrote, “with a simple faith, be­liev­ing what I still more be­lieved when I saw it. I have no doubt now. If you ask me why I be­lieve it, it is be­cause every­one be­lieves it at Rome; cau­tious as they are and scep­tical about some other things. I have no ante­cedent dif­fi­culty in the mat­ter. He who floated the Ark on the surges of a world­wide sea, and en­closed in it all liv­ing things, who has hid­den the ter­restrial para­dise, who said that faith might move moun­tains, who sus­tained thou­sands for forty years in a sterile wil­der­ness, who trans­por­ted Elias and keeps him hid­den till the end, could do this won­der also.”



Here, whatever else there may be, there is cer­tainly no trace of a de­sire to de­ceive. Could a state of mind, in fact, be re­vealed with more ab­so­lute trans­par­ency?

When New­man was a child he “wished that he could be­lieve the Ar­a­bian Nights were true.” When he came to be a man, his wish seems to have been gran­ted.

Tract No. 90 was of­fi­cially con­demned by the au­thor­it­ies at Ox­ford, and in the hub­bub that fol­lowed, the con­tend­ing parties closed their ranks; hence­for­ward, any com­prom­ise between the friends and the en­emies of the Move­ment was im­possible. Arch­deacon Man­ning was in too con­spicu­ous a po­s­i­tion to be able to re­main si­lent; he was ob­liged to de­clare him­self, and he did not hes­it­ate. In an archidi­ac­onal charge, de­livered within a few months of his ap­point­ment, he firmly re­pu­di­ated the Trac­tari­ans. But the re­pu­di­ation was not deemed suf­fi­cient, and a year later he re­peated it with greater em­phasis. Still, how­ever, the hor­rid ru­mours were afloat. The Re­cord began to in­vest­ig­ate mat­ters, and its vi­gil­ance was soon re­war­ded by an alarm­ing dis­cov­ery: the sac­ra­ment had been ad­min­istered in Chichester Cathed­ral on a week­day, and “Arch­deacon Man­ning, one of the most noted and de­term­ined of the Trac­tari­ans, had ac­ted a con­spicu­ous part on the oc­ca­sion.” It was clear that the only way of si­len­cing these malevol­ent whis­pers was by some pub­lic demon­stra­tion whose im­port nobody could doubt. The an­nual ser­mon preached on Guy Fawkes Day be­fore the University of Ox­ford seemed to of­fer the very op­por­tun­ity that Man­ning re­quired. He seized it; got him­self ap­poin­ted preacher; and de­livered from the pul­pit of St. Mary’s a vir­u­lently Prot­est­ant har­angue. This time there could in­deed be no doubt about the mat­ter: Man­ning had shouted “No Popery!” in the very cit­adel of the Move­ment, and every­one, in­clud­ing New­man, re­cog­nised that he had fi­nally cut him­self off from his old friends. Every­one, that is to say, ex­cept the Arch­deacon him­self. On the day after the ser­mon, Man­ning walked out to the neigh­bour­ing vil­lage of Lit­tlemore, where New­man was now liv­ing in re­tire­ment with a few chosen dis­ciples, in the hope of be­ing able to give a sat­is­fact­ory ex­plan­a­tion of what he had done. But he was dis­ap­poin­ted; for when, after an awk­ward in­ter­val, one of the dis­ciples ap­peared at the door, he was in­formed that Mr. New­man was not at home.

With his re­tire­ment to Lit­tlemore, New­man had entered upon the fi­nal period of his Anglican ca­reer. Even he could no longer help per­ceiv­ing that the end was now only a mat­ter of time. His pro­gress was hastened in an agit­at­ing man­ner by the in­dis­creet activ­ity of one of his pros­elytes, W. G. Ward, a young man who com­bined an ex­traordin­ary aptitude for a pri­ori reas­on­ing with a pas­sion­ate de­vo­tion to Opera Bouffe. It was dif­fi­cult, in fact, to de­cide whether the in­ner nature of Ward was more truly ex­press­ing it­self when he was fir­ing off some train of schol­astic para­doxes on the Euchar­ist or when he was trilling the airs of Figaro and plunging through the hil­ari­ous roul­ades of the “Largo al Factotum.” Even Dr. Pu­sey could not be quite sure, though he was Ward’s spir­itual dir­ector. On one oc­ca­sion his young pen­it­ent came to him, and con­fessed that a vow which he had taken to ab­stain from mu­sic dur­ing Lent was be­gin­ning to af­fect his health. Could Dr. Pu­sey see his way to re­leas­ing him from the vow? The Doc­tor de­cided that a little sac­red mu­sic would not be amiss. Ward was all grat­it­ude, and that night a party was ar­ranged in a friend’s rooms. The con­cert began with the sol­emn har­mon­ies of Han­del, which were fol­lowed by the holy strains of the “Oh Salut­aris” of Cher­ubini. Then came the el­ev­a­tion and the pomp of “Pos­senti Numi” from the Ma­gic Flute. But, alas! there lies much danger in Moz­art. The page was turned and there was the de­li­cious duet between Papa­geno and Papa­gena. Flesh and blood could not res­ist that; then song fol­lowed song, the mu­sic waxed faster and lighter, un­til, at last Ward burst into the in­tox­ic­at­ing mer­ri­ment of the “Largo al Factotum.” When it was over, a faint but per­sist­ent knock­ing made it­self heard upon the wall; and it was only then that the com­pany re­membered that the rooms next door were Dr. Pu­sey’s.

The same en­train­ment which car­ried Ward away when he sat down to a pi­ano pos­sessed him whenever he em­barked on a re­li­gious dis­cus­sion. “The thing that was ut­terly ab­hor­rent to him,” said one of his friends, “was to stop short.” Given the premises, he would fol­low out their im­plic­a­tions with the mer­ci­less­ness of a me­di­eval monk, and when he had reached the last lim­its of ar­gu­ment, be ready to main­tain whatever pro­pos­i­tions he might find there with his dy­ing breath. He had the ex­treme in­no­cence of a child and a math­em­atician. Captiv­ated by the glit­ter­ing eye of New­man, he swal­lowed whole the su­per­nat­ural con­cep­tion of the uni­verse which New­man had evolved, ac­cep­ted it as a fun­da­mental premise, and “began at once to de­duce from it what­so­ever there might be to be de­duced.” His very first de­duc­tions in­cluded ir­re­fut­able proofs of (1) God’s par­tic­u­lar provid­ence for in­di­vidu­als; (2) the real ef­fic­acy of in­ter­cess­ory prayer; (3) the real­ity of our com­mu­nion with the saints de­par­ted; (4) the con­stant pres­ence and as­sist­ance of the an­gels of God. Later on he ex­plained math­em­at­ic­ally the im­port­ance of the Em­ber Days: “Who can tell,” he ad­ded, “the de­gree of bless­ing lost to us in this land by neg­lect­ing, as we alone of Chris­tian Churches do neg­lect, these holy days?” He then pro­ceeded to con­vict the Re­formers, not only of re­bel­lion, but “—for my own part I see not how we can avoid adding—of per­jury.” Every day his ar­gu­ments be­came more ex­treme, more rig­or­ously ex­act, and more dis­tress­ing to his mas­ter. New­man was in the po­s­i­tion of a cau­tious com­mander-in-chief be­ing hur­ried into an en­gage­ment against his will by a dash­ing cav­alry of­ficer. Ward forced him for­ward step by step to­wards—no! he could not bear it; he shuddered and drew back. But it was of no avail. In vain did Keble and Pu­sey wring their hands and stretch forth their plead­ing arms to their now van­ish­ing brother. The fatal mo­ment was fast ap­proach­ing. Ward at last pub­lished a dev­ast­at­ing book in which he proved con­clus­ively, by a series of syl­lo­gisms, that the only proper course for the Church of Eng­land was to re­pent in sack­cloth and ashes her sep­ar­a­tion from the Com­mu­nion of Rome. The reck­less au­thor was de­prived of his de­gree by an out­raged University, and a few weeks later was re­ceived into the Cath­olic Church.

New­man, in a kind of des­pair, had flung him­self into the la­bours of his­tor­ical com­pil­a­tion. His views of his­tory had changed since the days when, as an un­der­gradu­ate, he had feasted on the worldly pages of Gib­bon.


“Revealed re­li­gion,” he now thought, “fur­nishes facts to other sci­ences, which those sci­ences, left to them­selves, would never reach. Thus, in the sci­ence of his­tory, the pre­ser­va­tion of our race in Noah’s Ark is an his­tor­ical fact, which his­tory never would ar­rive at without rev­el­a­tion.”



With these prin­ciples to guide him, he plunged with his dis­ciples into a pro­longed study of the Eng­lish Saints. Bio­graph­ies soon ap­peared of St. Bega, St. Adam­nan, St. Gundleus, St. Guth­lake, Brother Drithelm, St. Am­phibalus, St. Wuistan, St. Ebba, St. Neot, St. Ninian, and Cunibert the Her­mit. Their aus­ter­it­ies, their vir­gin­ity, and their mi­ra­cu­lous powers were de­scribed in de­tail. The pub­lic learned with as­ton­ish­ment that St. Ninian had turned a staff into a tree; that St. Ger­man had stopped a cock from crow­ing, and that a child had been raised from the dead to con­vert St. He­lier. The series has sub­sequently been con­tin­ued by a more mod­ern writer whose re­la­tion of the his­tory of the blessed St. Maël con­tains, per­haps, even more mat­ter for edi­fic­a­tion than New­man’s bio­graph­ies.

At the time, in­deed, those works caused con­sid­er­able scan­dal. Cler­gy­men de­nounced them in pamph­lets. St. Cuth­bert was de­scribed by his bio­grapher as hav­ing “car­ried the jeal­ousy of wo­men, char­ac­ter­istic of all the saints, to an ex­traordin­ary pitch.” An ex­ample was given, whenever he held a spir­itual con­ver­sa­tion with St. Ebba, he was care­ful to spend the en­su­ing ours of dark­ness “in prayer, up to his neck in wa­ter.”


“Per­sons who in­vent such tales,” wrote one in­dig­nant com­ment­ator, “cast very grave and just sus­pi­cions on the pur­ity of their own minds. And young per­sons, who talk and think in this way, are in ex­treme danger of fall­ing into sin­ful habits. As to the volumes be­fore us, the au­thors have, in their fan­at­ical pan­egyr­ics of vir­gin­ity, made use of lan­guage down­right pro­fane.”



One of the dis­ciples at Lit­tlemore was James Anthony Froude, the younger brother of Hur­rell, and it fell to his lot to be re­spons­ible for the bio­graphy of St. Neot. While he was com­pos­ing it, he began to feel some qualms. Saints who lighted fires with icicles, changed ban­dits into wolves, and floated across the Irish Chan­nel on al­tar-stones, pro­duced a dis­turb­ing ef­fect on his his­tor­ical con­science. But he had prom­ised his ser­vices to New­man, and he de­term­ined to carry through the work in the spirit in which he had be­gun it. He did so; but he thought it proper to add the fol­low­ing sen­tence by way of con­clu­sion: “This is all, and in­deed rather more than all, that is known to men of the blessed St. Neot; but not more than is known to the an­gels in heaven.”

Mean­while, the Eng­lish Ro­man Cath­ol­ics were grow­ing im­pa­tient; was the great con­ver­sion never com­ing, for which they had prayed so fer­vently and so long? Dr. Wise­man, at the head of them, was watch­ing and wait­ing with spe­cial eager­ness. His hand was held out un­der the ripen­ing fruit; the de­li­cious morsel seemed to be trem­bling on its stalk; and yet it did not fall. At last, un­able to bear the sus­pense any longer, he dis­patched to Lit­tlemore Father Smith, an old pu­pil of New­man’s, who had lately joined the Ro­man com­mu­nion, with in­struc­tions that he should do his best, un­der cover of a simple visit of friend­ship, to dis­cover how the land lay. Father Smith was re­ceived some­what coldly, and the con­ver­sa­tion ran en­tirely on top­ics which had noth­ing to do with re­li­gion. When the com­pany sep­ar­ated be­fore din­ner, he was be­gin­ning to think that his er­rand had been use­less; but, on their re­as­sembling, he sud­denly no­ticed that New­man had changed his trousers, and that the col­our of the pair which he was now wear­ing was grey. At the earli­est mo­ment, the emis­sary rushed back post-haste to Dr. Wise­man. “All is well,” he ex­claimed; “New­man no longer con­siders that he is in Anglican or­ders.” Praise be to God!” answered Dr. Wise­man. “But how do you know?” Father Smith de­scribed what he had seen. “Oh, is that all? My dear father, how can you be so fool­ish?” But Father Smith was not to be shaken. “I know the man,” he said, “and I know what it means. New­man will come, and he will come soon.”

And Father Smith was right. A few weeks later, New­man sud­denly slipped off to a priest, and all was over. Per­haps he would have hes­it­ated longer still, if he could have fore­seen how he was to pass the next thirty years of his un­for­tu­nate ex­ist­ence; but the fu­ture was hid­den, and all that was cer­tain was that the past had gone forever, and that his eyes would rest no more upon the snap­dragons of Trin­ity.

The Ox­ford Move­ment was now ended. The University breathed such a sigh of re­lief as usu­ally fol­lows the dif­fi­cult ex­pul­sion of a hard piece of mat­ter from a liv­ing or­gan­ism, and ac­tu­ally began to at­tend to edu­ca­tion. As for the Church of Eng­land, she had tasted blood, and it was clear that she would never again be con­tent with a ve­get­able diet. Her clergy, how­ever, main­tained their repu­ta­tion for ju­di­cious com­prom­ise, for they fol­lowed New­man up to the very point bey­ond which his con­clu­sions were lo­gical, and, while they in­toned, con­fessed, swung in­cense, and burned candles with the ex­hil­ar­a­tion of con­verts, they yet man­aged to do so with a subtle nu­ance which showed that they had noth­ing to do with Rome. Vari­ous in­di­vidu­als un­der­went more vi­ol­ent changes. Several had pre­ceded New­man into the Ro­man fold; among oth­ers an un­happy Mr. Sib­thorpe, who sub­sequently changed his mind, and re­turned to the Church of his fath­ers, and then—per­haps it was only nat­ural—changed his mind again. Many more fol­lowed New­man, and Dr. Wise­man was par­tic­u­larly pleased by the con­ver­sion of a Mr. Mor­ris, who, as he said, was “the au­thor of the es­say, which won the prize on the best method of prov­ing Chris­tian­ity to the Hin­dus.” Hur­rell Froude had died be­fore New­man had read the fatal art­icle on St. Augustine; but his brother, James Anthony, to­gether with Ar­thur Clough, the poet, went through an ex­per­i­ence which was more dis­tress­ing in those days than it has since be­come; they lost their faith. With this dif­fer­ence, how­ever, that while in Froude’s case the loss of his faith turned out to be rather like the loss of a heavy port­manteau, which one af­ter­wards dis­cov­ers to have been full of old rags and brick­bats, Clough was made so un­easy by the loss of his that he went on look­ing for it every­where as long as he lived; but some­how he never could find it. On the other hand, Keble and Pu­sey con­tin­ued for the rest of their lives to dance in an ex­em­plary man­ner upon the tightrope of High Anglic­an­ism; in such an ex­em­plary man­ner, in­deed, that the tightrope has its dan­cers still.






IV

Man­ning was now thirty-eight, and it was clear that he was the rising man in the Church of Eng­land. He had many power­ful con­nec­tions: he was the brother-in-law of Samuel Wil­ber­force, who had been lately made a bishop; he was a close friend of Mr. Glad­stone, who was a Cabinet Min­is­ter; and he was be­com­ing well known in the in­flu­en­tial circles of so­ci­ety in Lon­don. His tal­ent for af­fairs was re­cog­nised not only in the Church, but in the world at large, and he busied him­self with mat­ters of such var­ied scope as Na­tional Edu­ca­tion, the ad­min­is­tra­tion of the Poor Law, and the Em­ploy­ment of Wo­men. Mr. Glad­stone kept up an in­tim­ate cor­res­pond­ence with him on these and on other sub­jects, ming­ling in his let­ters the de­tails of prac­tical states­man­ship with the spec­u­la­tions of a re­li­gious thinker.


“Sir James Gra­ham,” he wrote, in a dis­cus­sion of the bas­tardy clauses of the Poor Law, “is much pleased with the tone of your two com­mu­nic­a­tions. He is dis­posed, without put­ting an end to the ap­plic­a­tion of the work­house test against the mother, to make the rem­edy against the pu­tat­ive father ‘real and ef­fect­ive’ for ex­penses in­curred in the work­house. I am not enough ac­quain­ted to know whether it would be ad­vis­able to go fur­ther. You have not pro­posed it; and I am dis­posed to be­lieve that only with a re­vived and im­proved dis­cip­line in the Church can we hope for any gen­er­ally ef­fect­ive check upon law­less lust.”




“I agree with you em­in­ently,” he writes, in a later let­ter, “in your doc­trine of fil­tra­tion. But it some­times oc­curs to me, though the ques­tion may seem a strange one, how far was the Re­form­a­tion, but es­pe­cially the Contin­ental Re­form­a­tion, de­signed by God, in the re­gion of fi­nal causes, for that puri­fic­a­tion of the Ro­man Church which it has ac­tu­ally real­ised?”



In his arch­deac­onry, Man­ning lived to the full the act­ive life of a coun­try cler­gy­man. His slim, ath­letic fig­ure was seen every­where in the streets of Chichester, or on the lawns of the neigh­bour­ing rect­or­ies, or gal­lop­ing over the downs in breeches and gaiters, or cut­ting bril­liant fig­ures on the ice. He was an ex­cel­lent judge of horse­flesh, and the pair of greys which drew his hooded phaeton so swiftly through the lanes were the ad­mir­a­tion of the county. His fea­tures were already be­gin­ning to as­sume their as­cetic cast, but the spirit of youth had not yet fled from them, so that he seemed to com­bine the at­trac­tions of dig­nity and grace. He was a good talker, a sym­path­etic listener, a man who un­der­stood the dif­fi­cult art of pre­serving all the vigour of a manly char­ac­ter and yet never giv­ing of­fence. No won­der that his ser­mons drew crowds, no won­der that his spir­itual ad­vice was sought for eagerly by an ever-grow­ing group of pen­it­ents; no won­der that men would say, when his name was men­tioned, “Oh, Man­ning! No power on earth can keep him from a bish­op­ric!”

Such was the fair out­ward seem­ing of the Arch­deacon’s life; but, the in­ward real­ity was dif­fer­ent. The more act­ive, the more for­tu­nate, the more full of happy prom­ise his ex­ist­ence be­came, the more per­sist­ently was his secret ima­gin­a­tion haunted by a dread­ful vis­ion—the lake that bur­neth forever with brim­stone and fire. The tempta­tions of the Evil One are many, Man­ning knew; and he knew also that, for him at least, the most subtle and ter­rible of all tempta­tions was the tempta­tion of worldly suc­cess. He tried to re­as­sure him­self, but it was in vain. He com­mit­ted his thoughts to a di­ary, weigh­ing scru­pu­lously his every motive, ex­amin­ing with re­lent­less search­ings into the depths of his heart. Per­haps, after all, his long­ings for prefer­ment were merely le­git­im­ate hopes for “an el­ev­a­tion into a sphere of higher use­ful­ness.” But no, there was some­thing more than that. “I do feel pleas­ure,” he noted, “in hon­our, pre­ced­ence, el­ev­a­tion, the so­ci­ety of great people, and all this is very shame­ful and mean.”

After New­man’s con­ver­sion, he al­most con­vinced him­self that his “vis­ions of an ec­cle­si­ast­ical fu­ture” were jus­ti­fied by the role that he would play as a “healer of the breach in the Church of Eng­land.” Mr. Glad­stone agreed with him; but there was One higher than Mr. Glad­stone, and did He agree?


“I am pierced by anxious thoughts. God knows what my de­sires have been and are, and why they are crossed. … I am flat­ter­ing my­self with a fancy about depth and real­ity. … The great ques­tion is: Is God enough for you now? And if you are as now even to the end of life, will it suf­fice you? … Cer­tainly I would rather choose to be stayed on God, than to be in the thrones of the world and the Church. Noth­ing else will go into Etern­ity.”



In a mo­ment of am­bi­tion, he had ap­plied for the Read­er­ship of Lin­coln’s Inn, but, ow­ing chiefly to the hos­tile in­flu­ence of the Re­cord, the ap­point­ment had gone else­where. A little later, a more im­port­ant po­s­i­tion was offered to him—the of­fice of sub-al­moner to the Queen, which had just been va­cated by the Arch­bishop of York, and was al­most cer­tain to lead to a mitre. The of­fer threw Man­ning into an agony of self-ex­am­in­a­tion. He drew up elab­or­ate tables, after the man­ner of Robin­son Cru­soe, with the reas­ons for and against his ac­cept­ance of the post:




	For
	Against





	
1. That it comes un­sought.


	
1. Not there­fore to be ac­cep­ted. Such things are tri­als as well as lead­ings.





	
2. That it is hon­our­able.


	
2. Be­ing what I am, ought I not there­fore to de­cline it—


	
as hu­mi­li­ation;



	
as re­venge on my­self for Lin­coln’s Inn;



	
as a testi­mony?











And so on. He found in the end ten “neg­at­ive reas­ons,” with no af­firm­at­ive ones to bal­ance them, and, after a week’s de­lib­er­a­tion, he re­jec­ted the of­fer.

But peace of mind was as far off from him as ever. First the bit­ter thought came to him that “in all this Satan tells me I am do­ing it to be thought mor­ti­fied and holy”; and then he was ob­sessed by the still bit­terer feel­ings of in­erad­ic­able dis­ap­point­ment and re­gret. He had lost a great op­por­tun­ity, and it brought him small com­fort to con­sider that “in the re­gion of coun­sels, self-chas­tise­ment, hu­mi­li­ation, self-dis­cip­line, pen­ance, and of the Cross,” he had per­haps done right.

The crisis passed, but it was suc­ceeded by a fiercer one. Man­ning was taken ser­i­ously ill, and be­came con­vinced that he might die at any mo­ment. The entries in his di­ary grew more elab­or­ate than ever; his re­morse for the past, his res­ol­u­tions for the fu­ture, his prot­est­a­tions of sub­mis­sion to the will of God, filled page after page of par­al­lel columns, head­ings and sub­head­ings, numbered clauses, and ana­lyt­ical tables. “How do I feel about Death?” he wrote.


“Cer­tainly great fear:


	
Be­cause of the un­cer­tainty of our state be­fore God.



	
Be­cause of the con­scious­ness—


	
of great sins past



	
of great sin­ful­ness,



	
of most shal­low re­pent­ance.









What shall I do?”



He de­cided to mor­tify him­self, to read St. Tho­mas Aqui­nas, and to make his “night pray­ers forty in­stead of thirty minutes.” He de­term­ined dur­ing Lent “to use no pleas­ant bread (ex­cept on Sundays and feasts) such as cake and sweet­meat”; but he ad­ded the pro­viso “I do not in­clude plain bis­cuits.” Op­pos­ite this entry ap­pears the word “kept.” And yet his back-slid­ings were many. Look­ing back over a single week, he was ob­liged to re­gister “petu­lance twice” and “com­pla­cent vis­ions.” He heard his cur­ate be­ing com­men­ded for bring­ing so many souls to God dur­ing Lent, and he “could not bear it”; but the re­morse was ter­rible: “I ab­horred my­self on the spot, and looked up­ward for help.” He made out list upon list of the Almighty’s spe­cial mer­cies to­wards him, and they in­cluded his cre­ation, his re­gen­er­a­tion, and (No. 5) “the pre­ser­va­tion of my life six times to my know­ledge:



	
In ill­ness at the age of nine.



	
In the wa­ter.



	
By a run­away horse at Ox­ford.



	
By the same.



	
By fall­ing nearly through the ceil­ing of a church.



	
Again by a fall of a horse. And I know not how of­ten in shoot­ing, rid­ing, etc.”







At last he be­came con­vales­cent; but the spir­itual ex­per­i­ences of those agit­ated weeks left an in­delible mark upon his mind, and pre­pared the way for the great change which was to fol­low.

For he had other doubts be­sides those which held him in tor­ment as to his own sal­va­tion; he was in doubt about the whole frame­work of his faith. New­man’s con­ver­sion, he found, had meant some­thing more to him than he had first real­ised. It had seemed to come as a call to the re­doub­ling of his Anglican activ­it­ies; but sup­pos­ing, in real­ity, it were a call to­wards some­thing very dif­fer­ent—to­wards an aban­don­ment of those activ­it­ies al­to­gether? It might be “a trial,” or again it might be a “lead­ing”; how was he to judge? Already, be­fore his ill­ness, these doubts had be­gun to take pos­ses­sion of his mind.


“I am con­scious to my­self,” he wrote in his di­ary, “of an ex­tens­ively changed feel­ing to­wards the Church of Rome … The Church of Eng­land seems to me to be dis­eased: 1. Or­gan­ic­ally (six sub­head­ings). 2. Func­tion­ally (seven sub­head­ings) … Wherever it seems healthy, it ap­prox­im­ates the sys­tem of Rome.”



Then thoughts of the Vir­gin Mary sud­denly began to as­sail him:



	
If John the Baptist were sanc­ti­fied from the womb, how much more the BV!



	
If Enoch and Eli­jah were ex­emp­ted from death, why not the BV from sin?



	
It is a strange way of lov­ing the Son to slight the mother!”







The ar­gu­ments seemed ir­res­ist­ible, and a few weeks later the fol­low­ing entry oc­curs—


“Strange thoughts have vis­ited me:


	
I have felt that the Epis­copate of the Church of Eng­land is sec­u­lar­ised and bound down bey­ond hope. …



	
I feel as if a light had fallen upon me. My feel­ing about the Ro­man Church is not in­tel­lec­tual. I have in­tel­lec­tual dif­fi­culties, but the great moral dif­fi­culties seem melt­ing.



	
So­mething keeps rising and say­ing, ‘You will end in the Ro­man Church.’ ”







He noted al­to­gether twenty-five of these “strange thoughts.” His mind hovered anxiously round—



	
The In­carn­a­tion,



	
The Real Pres­ence,


	
Re­gen­er­a­tion,



	
Euchar­ist, and







	
The Ex­al­ta­tion of S. M. and Saints.







His twenty-second strange thought was as fol­lows: “How do I know where I may be two years hence? Where was New­man five years ago?”

It was sig­ni­fic­ant, but hardly sur­pris­ing, that, after his ill­ness, Man­ning should have chosen to re­cu­per­ate in Rome. He spent sev­eral months there, and his di­ary dur­ing the whole of that period is con­cerned en­tirely with de­tailed de­scrip­tions of churches, ce­re­mon­ies, and rel­ics, and with minute ac­counts of con­ver­sa­tions with priests and nuns. There is not a single ref­er­ence either to the ob­jects of art or to the an­tiquit­ies of the place; but an­other omis­sion was still more re­mark­able. Man­ning had a long in­ter­view with Pius IX, and his only re­cord of it is con­tained in the bald state­ment: “Audi­ence today at the Vat­ican.” Pre­cisely what passed on that oc­ca­sion never tran­spired; all that is known is that His Holi­ness ex­pressed con­sid­er­able sur­prise on learn­ing from the Arch­deacon that the chalice was used in the Anglican Church in the ad­min­is­tra­tion of Com­mu­nion. “What!” he ex­claimed, “is the same chalice made use of by every­one?” “I re­mem­ber the pain I felt,” said Man­ning, long af­ter­wards, “at see­ing how un­known we were to the Vi­car of Je­sus Christ. It made me feel our isol­a­tion.”

On his re­turn to Eng­land, he took up once more the work in his Arch­deac­onry with what ap­pet­ite he might. Rav­aged by doubt, dis­trac­ted by spec­u­la­tion, he yet man­aged to main­tain an out­ward pres­ence of un­shaken calm. His only con­fid­ant was Robert Wil­ber­force, to whom, for the next two years, he poured forth in a series of let­ters, headed “Under the Seal” to in­dic­ate that they con­tained the secrets of the con­fes­sional—the whole his­tory of his spir­itual per­turb­a­tions. The irony of his po­s­i­tion was sin­gu­lar; for, dur­ing the whole of this time, Man­ning was him­self hold­ing back from the Church of Rome a host of hes­it­at­ing pen­it­ents by means of ar­gu­ments which he was at the very mo­ment de­noun­cing as fal­la­cious to his own con­fessor. But what else could he do? When he re­ceived, for in­stance, a let­ter such as the fol­low­ing from an agit­ated lady, what was he to say?


“My dear father in Christ,

“… I am sure you would pity me and like to help me, if you knew the un­happy, un­settled state my mind is in, and the misery of be­ing en­tirely, wherever I am, with those who look upon join­ing the Church of Rome as the most aw­ful ‘fall’ con­ceiv­able to any­one, and are devoid of the smal­lest com­pre­hen­sion of how any en­lightened per­son can do it. … My old Evan­gel­ical friends, with all my deep, deep love for them, do not suc­ceed in shak­ing me in the least. …

“My brother has just pub­lished a book called Re­gen­er­a­tion, which all my friends are read­ing and highly ex­tolling; it has a very con­trary ef­fect to what he would de­sire on my mind. I can read and un­der­stand it all in an al­to­gether dif­fer­ent sense, and the facts which he quotes about the art­icles as drawn up in 1536, and again in 1552, and of the Irish art­icles of 1615 and 1634, startle and shake me about the Re­formed Church in Eng­land far more than any­thing else, and have done so ever since I first saw them in Mr. Maskell’s pamph­let (as quoted from Mr. Dodsworth’s).

“I do hope you have some time and thought to pray for me still. Mr. Galton’s let­ters long ago grew into short formal notes, which hurt me and an­noyed me par­tic­u­larly, and I never answered his last, so, lit­er­ally, I have no one to say things to and get help from, which in one sense is a com­fort when my con­vic­tions seem to be lead­ing me on and on, and gain­ing strength in spite of all the drear­i­ness of my lot.

“Do you know I can’t help be­ing very anxious and un­happy about poor Sister Har­riet. I am afraid of her go­ing out of her mind. She com­forts her­self by an oc­ca­sional out­pour­ing of everything to me, and I had a let­ter this morn­ing. … She says Sister May has prom­ised the Vi­car never to talk to her or al­low her to talk on the sub­ject with her, and I doubt whether this can be good for her, be­cause though she has lost her faith, she says, in the Church of Eng­land, yet she never thinks of what she could have faith in, and res­ol­utely without in­quir­ing into the ques­tion de­term­ines not to be a Ro­man Cath­olic, so that really, you see, she is al­low­ing her mind to run adrift and yet per­fectly power­less.

“For­give my troub­ling you with this let­ter, and be­lieve me to be al­ways your faith­ful, grate­ful and af­fec­tion­ate daugh­ter,


“Emma Ryle.

“P.S. I wish I could see you once more so very much.”




How was Man­ning, a dir­ector of souls, and a cler­gy­man of the Church of Eng­land, to reply that in sober truth there was very little to choose between the state of mind of Sister Emma, or even of Sister Har­riet, and his own? The di­lemma was a griev­ous one: when a sol­dier finds him­self fight­ing for a cause in which he has lost faith, it is treach­ery to stop, and it is treach­ery to go on.

At last, in the se­clu­sion of his lib­rary, Man­ning turned in agony to those old writ­ings which had provided New­man with so much in­struc­tion and as­sist­ance; per­haps the Fath­ers would do some­thing for him as well. He ran­sacked the pages of St. Cyp­rian and St. Cyril; he went through the com­plete works of St. Optatus and St. Leo; he ex­plored the vast treat­ises of Ter­tul­lian and Justin Mar­tyr. He had a lamp put into his phaeton, so that he might lose no time dur­ing his long winter drives. There he sat, search­ing St. Chryso­stom for some mit­ig­a­tion of his an­guish, while he sped along between the hedges to dis­tant suf­fer­ers, to whom he duly ad­min­istered the sac­ra­ments ac­cord­ing to the rites of the Eng­lish Church. He hur­ried back to com­mit to his di­ary the ana­lysis of his re­flec­tions, and to de­scribe, un­der the mys­tic for­mula of secrecy, the in­tric­ate work­ings of his con­science to Robert Wil­ber­force. But, alas! he was no New­man; and even the four­teen fo­lios of St. Augustine him­self, strange to say, gave him very little help.

The fi­nal propul­sion was to come from an en­tirely dif­fer­ent quarter. In Novem­ber, 1847, the Rev­er­end Mr. Gorham was presen­ted by the Lord Chan­cel­lor to the liv­ing of Bram­ford Speke in the dio­cese of Exeter. The Bishop, Dr. Phill­potts, was a High Church­man, and he had reason to be­lieve that Mr. Gorham held evan­gel­ical opin­ions; he there­fore sub­jec­ted him to an ex­am­in­a­tion on doc­trine, which took the form partly of a verbal in­ter­rog­at­ory, last­ing thirty-eight hours, and partly of a series of one hun­dred and forty-nine writ­ten ques­tions. At the end of the ex­am­in­a­tion he came to the con­clu­sion that Mr. Gorham held heretical views on the sub­ject of Baptis­mal Re­gen­er­a­tion, and he there­fore re­fused to in­sti­tute. Mr. Gorham, thereupon, took pro­ceed­ings against the Bishop in the Court of Arches. He lost his case; and he then ap­pealed to the ju­di­cial Com­mit­tee of the Privy Coun­cil.

The ques­tions at is­sue were taken very ser­i­ously by a large num­ber of per­sons. In the first place, there was the ques­tion of Baptis­mal Re­gen­er­a­tion it­self. This is by no means an easy one to dis­en­tangle; but it may be noted that the doc­trine of Baptism in­cludes: (1) God’s in­ten­tion, that is to say, His pur­pose in elect­ing cer­tain per­sons to eternal life—an ab­struse and greatly con­tro­ver­ted sub­ject, upon which the Church of Eng­land ab­stains from strict defin­i­tion; (2) God’s ac­tion, whether by means of sac­ra­ments or oth­er­wise—con­cern­ing which the Church of Eng­land main­tains the ef­fic­acy of sac­ra­ments, but does not form­ally deny that grace may be given by other means, re­pent­ance and faith be­ing present; and (3) the ques­tion whether sac­ra­mental grace is given in­stru­ment­ally, by and at the mo­ment of the act of bap­tism, or in con­sequence of an act of pre­veni­ent grace ren­der­ing the re­ceiver worthy—that is to say, whether sac­ra­mental grace in bap­tism is given ab­so­lutely or con­di­tion­ally.

It was over this last ques­tion that the dis­pute raged hot­test in the Gorham Case. The High Church party, rep­res­en­ted by Dr. Phill­potts, as­ser­ted that the mere act of bap­tism con­ferred re­gen­er­a­tion upon the re­cip­i­ent and washed away his ori­ginal sin. To this the Evan­gel­ic­als, headed by Mr. Gorham, replied that, ac­cord­ing to the Articles, re­gen­er­a­tion would not fol­low un­less bap­tism was rightly re­ceived. What, then, was the mean­ing of “rightly”? Clearly it im­plied not merely law­ful ad­min­is­tra­tion, but worthy re­cep­tion; wor­thi­ness, there­fore, is the es­sence of the sac­ra­ment; and wor­thi­ness means faith and re­pent­ance. Now, two pro­pos­i­tions were ac­cep­ted by both parties—that all in­fants are born in ori­ginal sin, and that ori­ginal sin could be washed away by bap­tism. But how could both these pro­pos­i­tions be true, ar­gued Mr. Gorham, if it was also true that faith and re­pent­ance were ne­ces­sary be­fore bap­tism could come into op­er­a­tion at all? How could an in­fant in arms be said to be in a state of faith and re­pent­ance? How, there­fore, could its ori­ginal sin be washed away by bap­tism? And yet, as every­one agreed, washed away it was.

The only solu­tion of the dif­fi­culty lay in the doc­trine of pre­veni­ent grace; and Mr. Gorham main­tained that un­less God per­formed an act of pre­veni­ent grace by which the in­fant was en­dowed with faith and re­pent­ance, no act of bap­tism could be ef­fec­tual; though to whom, and un­der what con­di­tions, pre­veni­ent grace was given, Mr. Gorham con­fessed him­self un­able to de­cide. The light thrown by the Bible upon the whole mat­ter seemed some­what du­bi­ous, for whereas the bap­tism of St. Peter’s dis­ciples at Jer­u­s­alem and St. Philip’s at Samaria was fol­lowed by the gift of the Spirit, in the case of Cor­nelius the sac­ra­ment suc­ceeded the gift. St. Paul also was bap­tised; and as for the lan­guage of St. John iii 5; Rom. vi 3, 4; I Peter iii 21, it ad­mits of more than one in­ter­pret­a­tion. There could, how­ever, be no doubt that the Church of Eng­land as­sen­ted to Dr. Phill­potts’ opin­ion; the ques­tion was whether or not she ex­cluded Mr. Gorham’s. If it was de­cided that she did, it was clear that hence­for­ward, there would be very little peace for Evan­gel­ic­als within her fold.

But there was an­other is­sue, even more fun­da­mental than that of Baptis­mal Re­gen­er­a­tion it­self, in­volved in the Gorham trial. An Act passed in 1833 had con­sti­tuted the Judi­cial Com­mit­tee of the Privy Coun­cil the su­preme court of ap­peal for such cases; and this Com­mit­tee was a body com­posed en­tirely of lay­men. It was thus ob­vi­ous that the Royal Su­prem­acy was still a fact, and that a col­lec­tion of law­yers ap­poin­ted by the Crown had the legal right to for­mu­late the re­li­gious doc­trine of the Church of Eng­land. In 1850 their judg­ment was de­livered; they re­versed the de­cision of the Court of Arches, and up­held the po­s­i­tion of Mr. Gorham. Whether his views were theo­lo­gic­ally cor­rect or not, they said, was not their busi­ness; it was their busi­ness to de­cide whether the opin­ions un­der con­sid­er­a­tion were con­trary or re­pug­nant to the doc­trine of the Church of Eng­land as en­joined upon the clergy by its Articles, For­mu­lar­ies, and Rubrics; and they had come to the con­clu­sion that they were not. The judge­ment still holds good; and to this day, a cler­gy­man of the Church of Eng­land is quite at liberty to be­lieve that Re­gen­er­a­tion does not in­vari­ably take place when an in­fant is bap­tised.

The blow fell upon no one with greater vi­ol­ence than upon Man­ning. Not only was the su­preme ef­fic­acy of the sign of the cross upon a baby’s fore­head one of his fa­vour­ite doc­trines, but up to that mo­ment he had been con­vinced that the Royal Su­prem­acy was a mere ac­ci­dent—a tem­por­ary usurp­a­tion which left the spir­itual domin­ion of the Church es­sen­tially un­touched. But now the hor­rid real­ity rose up be­fore him, crowned and tri­umphant; it was all too clear that an Act of Parlia­ment, passed by Jews, Ro­man Cath­ol­ics, and Dis­sent­ers, was the ul­ti­mate au­thor­ity which de­cided upon the mo­ment­ous niceties of the Anglican faith. Mr. Glad­stone also, was deeply per­turbed. It was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary, he wrote, to “res­cue and de­fend the con­science of the Church from the present hideous sys­tem.” An agit­a­tion was set on foot, and sev­eral in­flu­en­tial Anglic­ans, with Man­ning at their head, drew up and signed a formal protest against the Gorham judg­ment. Mr. Glad­stone how­ever, pro­posed an­other method of pro­ced­ure: pre­cip­it­ate ac­tion, he de­clared, must be avoided at all costs, and he elab­or­ated a scheme for se­cur­ing pro­cras­tin­a­tion, by which a cov­en­ant was to bind all those who be­lieved that an art­icle of the creed had been ab­ol­ished by Act of Parlia­ment to take no steps in any dir­ec­tion, nor to an­nounce their in­ten­tion of do­ing so, un­til a given space of time had elapsed. Mr. Glad­stone was hope­ful that some good might come of this—though in­deed he could not be sure. “Among oth­ers,” he wrote to Man­ning, “I have con­sul­ted Robert Wil­ber­force and Wegg-Prosser, and they seemed in­clined to fa­vour my pro­posal. It might, per­haps, have kept back Lord Feild­ing. But he is like a cork.”

The pro­posal was cer­tainly not fa­voured by Man­ning. Protests and pro­cras­tin­a­tions, ap­prov­ing Wegg-Pross­ers and cork-like Lord Feild­ings—all this was feed­ing the wind and folly; the time for ac­tion had come.


“I can no longer con­tinue,” he wrote to Robert Wil­ber­force, “un­der oath and sub­scrip­tion bind­ing me to the Royal Su­prem­acy in Ec­cle­si­ast­ical causes, be­ing con­vinced:


	
That it is a vi­ol­a­tion of the Div­ine Of­fice of the Church.



	
That it has in­volved the Church of Eng­land in a sep­ar­a­tion from the Univer­sal Church, which sep­ar­a­tion I can­not clear of the char­ac­ter of schism.



	
That it has thereby sus­pen­ded and pre­ven­ted the func­tions of the Church of Eng­land.”







It was in vain that Robert Wil­ber­force pleaded, in vain that Mr. Glad­stone urged upon his mind the sig­ni­fic­ance of John iii 8.1


“I ad­mit,” Mr. Glad­stone wrote, “that the words might in some way be sat­is­fied by sup­pos­ing our Lord simply to mean ‘the facts of nature are un­in­tel­li­gible, there­fore, be not afraid if re­vealed truths be like­wise bey­ond the com­pass of the un­der­stand­ing’; but this seems to me a mea­gre mean­ing.”



Such con­sid­er­a­tions could hold him no longer, and Man­ning ex­ecuted the resig­na­tion of his of­fice and be­ne­fice be­fore a pub­lic not­ary. Soon af­ter­wards, in the little Chapel off Buck­ing­ham Palace Road, kneel­ing be­side Mr. Glad­stone, he wor­shipped for the last time as an Anglican. Thirty years later the Car­dinal told how, just be­fore the Com­mu­nion ser­vice com­menced, he turned to his friends with the words:


“I can no longer take the Com­mu­nion in the Church of Eng­land.” “I rose up, and lay­ing my hand on Mr. Glad­stone’s shoulder, said ‘Come.’ It was the part­ing of the ways. Mr. Glad­stone re­mained; and I went my way. Mr. Glad­stone still re­mains where I left him.”



On April 6th, 1851, the fi­nal step was taken: Man­ning was re­ceived into the Ro­man Cath­olic Church. Now at last, after the long struggle, his mind was at rest.


“I know what you mean,” he wrote to Robert Wil­ber­force, “by say­ing that one some­times feels as if all this might turn out to be only an­other ‘Land of Shad­ows.’ I have felt it in time past, but not now. The Θεολοϒία from Nice to St. Tho­mas Aqui­nas, and the un­di­vided unity suf­fused through­out the world, of which the Cathedra Petri is the centre, is now 1800 years old, and migh­tier in every power now than ever—in in­tel­lect, in sci­ence, in sep­ar­a­tion from the world; and purer too, re­fined by 300 years of con­flict with the mod­ern in­fi­del civil­isa­tion—all of this is a fact more solid than the earth.”








V

When Man­ning joined the Church of Rome, he ac­ted un­der the com­bined im­pulse of the two dom­in­at­ing forces in his nature. His pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with the su­per­nat­ural might, alone, have been sat­is­fied within the fold of the Anglican com­mu­nion; and so might his pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with him­self—the one might have found vent in the elab­or­a­tions of High Church ritual, and the other in the activ­it­ies of a bish­op­ric. But the two to­gether could not be quieted so eas­ily. The Church of Eng­land is a com­mo­di­ous in­sti­tu­tion; she is very anxious to please, but some­how or other, she has never man­aged to sup­ply a happy home to su­per­sti­tious egot­ists. “What an es­cape for my poor soul!” Man­ning is said to have ex­claimed when, shortly after his con­ver­sion, a mitre was go­ing a-beg­ging. But, in truth, Man­ning’s “poor soul” had scen­ted no­bler quarry. To one of his tem­pera­ment, how was it pos­sible, when once the choice was plainly put, to hes­it­ate for a mo­ment between the re­spect­able dig­nity of an Eng­lish bishop, har­nessed by the sec­u­lar power, with the Gorham judg­ment as a bit between his teeth, and the il­lim­it­able pre­ten­sions of the humblest priest of Rome?

For the mo­ment, how­ever, it seemed as if the Fates had at last been suc­cess­ful in their little game of shunt­ing Man­ning. The splen­did ca­reer which he had so la­bor­i­ously built up from the small be­gin­nings of his Sus­sex cur­acy was shattered—and shattered by the in­ev­it­able op­er­a­tion of his own es­sen­tial needs. He was over forty, and he had been put back once more to the very bot­tom rung of the lad­der—a middle-aged neo­phyte with, so far as could be seen, no spe­cial claim to the at­ten­tion of his new su­per­i­ors. The ex­ample of New­man, a far more il­lus­tri­ous con­vert, was hardly re­as­sur­ing: he had been re­leg­ated to a com­plete ob­scur­ity, in which he was to re­main un­til ex­treme old age. Why should there be any­thing bet­ter in store for Man­ning? Yet it so happened that within four­teen years of his con­ver­sion Man­ning was Arch­bishop of West­min­ster and the su­preme ruler of the Ro­man Cath­olic com­munity in Eng­land. This time the Fates gave up the un­equal struggle; they paid over their stakes in des­pair, and re­tired from the game.

Never­the­less it is dif­fi­cult to feel quite sure that Man­ning’s plunge was as haz­ard­ous as it ap­peared. Cer­tainly he was not a man who was likely to for­get to look be­fore he leaped, nor one who, if he happened to know that there was a mat­tress spread to re­ceive him, would leap with less con­vic­tion. In the light of after-events, one would be glad to know what pre­cisely passed at that mys­ter­i­ous in­ter­view of his with the Pope, three years be­fore his con­ver­sion. It is at least pos­sible that the au­thor­it­ies in Rome had their eye on Man­ning; the may well have felt that the Arch­deacon of Chichester would be a great catch. What did Pio Nono say? It is easy to ima­gine the per­suas­ive in­no­cence of his Italian voice. “Ah, dear Signor Man­ning, why don’t you come over to us? Do you sup­pose that we should not look after you?”

At any rate, when he did go over, Man­ning was looked after very thor­oughly. There was, it is true, a mo­ment­ary em­bar­rass­ment at the out­set: it was only with the greatest dif­fi­culty that he could bring him­self to aban­don his faith in the valid­ity of Anglican Orders, in which he be­lieved “with con­scious­ness stronger than all reas­on­ing.” He was con­vinced that he was still a priest. When the Rev. Mr. Ti­er­ney, who had re­ceived him into the Ro­man Cath­olic com­mu­nion, as­sured him that this was not the case, he was filled with dis­may and mor­ti­fic­a­tion. After a five hour dis­cus­sion, he star­ted to his feet in a rage. “Then, Mr. Ti­er­ney,” he ex­claimed, “you think me in­sin­cere.”

The bit­ter draught was swal­lowed at last, and, after that, all went smoothly. Man­ning hastened to Rome, and was im­me­di­ately placed by the Pope in the highly se­lect Ac­ca­demia Ec­cle­si­ast­ica, com­monly known as the “Nurs­ery of Car­din­als,” for the pur­pose of com­plet­ing his theo­lo­gical stud­ies. When the course was fin­ished, he con­tin­ued, by the Pope’s spe­cial re­quest, to spend six months of every year in Rome, where he preached to the Eng­lish vis­it­ors, be­came ac­quain­ted with the great per­son­ages of the Papal court, and en­joyed the priv­ilege of con­stant in­ter­views with the Holy Father. At the same time, he was able to make him­self use­ful in Lon­don, where Car­dinal Wise­man, the newly cre­ated Arch­bishop of West­min­ster, was seek­ing to re­an­im­ate the Ro­man Cath­olic com­munity. Man­ning was not only ex­tremely pop­u­lar in the pul­pit and in the con­fes­sional; he was not only highly ef­fi­cient as a gleaner of souls—and of souls who moved in the best so­ci­ety; he also pos­sessed a fa­mili­ar­ity with of­fi­cial per­sons and of­fi­cial ways, which was in­valu­able. When the ques­tion arose of the ap­point­ment of Cath­olic chap­lains in the Crimea dur­ing the war, it was Man­ning who ap­proached the Min­is­ter, in­ter­viewed the Per­man­ent Sec­ret­ary, and fi­nally suc­ceeded in ob­tain­ing all that was re­quired. When a spe­cial Re­form­at­ory for Cath­olic chil­dren was pro­posed, Man­ning car­ried through the ne­go­ti­ation with the gov­ern­ment. When an at­tempt was made to re­move Cath­olic chil­dren from the work­houses, Man­ning was again in­dis­pens­able. No won­der Car­dinal Wise­man soon de­term­ined to find some oc­cu­pa­tion of spe­cial im­port­ance for the en­er­getic con­vert. He had long wished to es­tab­lish a con­greg­a­tion of sec­u­lar priests in Lon­don par­tic­u­larly de­voted to his ser­vice, and the op­por­tun­ity for the ex­per­i­ment had clearly now arisen. The or­der of the Oblates of St. Charles was foun­ded in Bayswa­ter, and Man­ning was put at its head. Un­for­tu­nately, no por­tion of the body of St. Charles could be ob­tained for the new com­munity, but two rel­ics of his blood were brought over to Bayswa­ter from Milan. Al­most at the same time the Pope sig­ni­fied his ap­pre­ci­ation of Man­ning’s ef­forts by ap­point­ing him Prov­ost of the Chapter of West­min­ster—a po­s­i­tion which placed him at the head of the Can­ons of the dio­cese.

This double pro­mo­tion was the sig­nal for the out­break of an ex­traordin­ary in­ternal struggle, which raged without in­ter­mis­sion for the next seven years, and was to end only with the ac­ces­sion of Man­ning to the Arch­bish­op­ric. The con­di­tion of the Ro­man Cath­olic com­munity in Eng­land was at that time a sin­gu­lar one. On the one hand the old re­press­ive laws of the sev­en­teenth cen­tury had been re­pealed by lib­eral le­gis­la­tion, and on the other a large new body of dis­tin­guished con­verts had entered the Ro­man Church as a res­ult of the Ox­ford Move­ment. It was evid­ent that there was a boom in Eng­lish Cath­oli­cism, and, in 1850, Pius IX re­cog­nised the fact by di­vid­ing up the whole of Eng­land into dio­ceses, and pla­cing Wise­man at the head of them as Arch­bishop of West­min­ster. Wise­man’s en­cyc­lical, dated “from without the Flaminian Gate,” in which he an­nounced the new de­par­ture, was greeted in Eng­land by a storm of in­dig­na­tion, cul­min­at­ing in the fam­ous and furibund let­ter of Lord John Rus­sell, then Prime Min­is­ter, against the in­solence of the “Papal Ag­gres­sion.” Though the par­tic­u­lar point against which the out­cry was raised—the Eng­lish ter­rit­orial titles of the new Ro­man bish­ops—was an in­sig­ni­fic­ant one, the in­stinct of Lord John and of the Eng­lish people was in real­ity sound enough. Wise­man’s in­stall­a­tion did mean, in fact, a new move in the Papal game; it meant an ad­vance, if not an ag­gres­sion—a quick­en­ing in Eng­land of the long-dormant en­er­gies of the Ro­man Church. That Church has never had the repu­ta­tion of be­ing an in­sti­tu­tion to be trifled with; and, in those days, the Pope was still rul­ing as a tem­poral Prince over the fairest provinces of Italy. Surely, if the im­ages of Guy Fawkes had not been gar­nished, on that fifth of Novem­ber, with triple crowns, it would have been a very poor com­pli­ment to His Holi­ness.

But it was not only the hon­est Prot­est­ants of Eng­land who had cause to dread the ar­rival of the new Car­dinal Arch­bishop; there was a party among the Cath­ol­ics them­selves who viewed his in­stall­a­tion with alarm and dis­gust. The fam­il­ies in which the Cath­olic tra­di­tion had been handed down un­in­ter­rup­tedly since the days of El­iza­beth, which had known the pains of ex­ile and of mar­tyr­dom, and which clung to­gether an alien and isol­ated group in the midst of Eng­lish so­ci­ety, now began to feel that they were, after all, of small mo­ment in the coun­sels of Rome. They had la­boured through the heat of the day, but now it seemed as if the har­vest was to be gathered in by a crowd of con­verts who were pro­claim­ing on every side as some­thing new and won­der­ful the truths which the Old Cath­ol­ics, as they came to be called, had not only known, but for which they had suffered for gen­er­a­tions. Car­dinal Wise­man, it is true, was no con­vert; he be­longed to one of the old­est of the Cath­olic fam­il­ies; but he had spent most of his life in Rome, he was out of touch with Eng­lish tra­di­tions, and his sym­pathy with New­man and his fol­low­ers was only too ap­par­ent. One of his first acts as Arch­bishop was to ap­point the con­vert W. G. Ward, who was not even in holy or­ders, to be Pro­fessor of Theology at St. Ed­mund’s Col­lege—the chief sem­in­ary for young priests, in which the an­cient tra­di­tions of Douay were still flour­ish­ing. Ward was an ar­dent Pap­al­ist and his ap­point­ment in­dic­ated clearly enough that in Wise­man’s opin­ion there was too little of the Italian spirit in the Eng­lish com­munity. The un­eas­i­ness of the Old Cath­ol­ics was be­com­ing in­tense, when they were re­as­sured by Wise­man’s ap­point­ing as his co­ad­jutor and suc­cessor his in­tim­ate friend, Dr. Er­ring­ton, who was cre­ated on the oc­ca­sion Arch­bishop of Tre­bizond in par­ti­bus in­fi­delium. Not only was Dr. Er­ring­ton an Old Cath­olic of the most ri­gid type, he was a man of ex­treme en­ergy, whose in­flu­ence was cer­tain to be great; and, in any case, Wise­man was grow­ing old, so that be­fore very long it seemed in­ev­it­able that the policy of the dio­cese would be in proper hands. Such was the po­s­i­tion of af­fairs when, two years after Er­ring­ton’s ap­point­ment, Man­ning be­came head of the Oblates of St. Charles and Prov­ost of the Chapter of West­min­ster.

The Arch­bishop of Tre­bizond had been for some time grow­ing more and more sus­pi­cious of Man­ning’s in­flu­ence, and this sud­den el­ev­a­tion ap­peared to jus­tify his worst fears. But his alarm was turned to fury when he learned that St. Ed­mund’s Col­lege, from which he had just suc­ceeded in re­mov­ing the ob­nox­ious W. G. Ward, was to be placed un­der the con­trol of the Oblates of St. Charles. The Oblates did not at­tempt to con­ceal the fact that one of their prin­cipal aims was to in­tro­duce the cus­toms of a Ro­man Sem­in­ary into Eng­land. A grim per­spect­ive of es­pi­on­age and tale­bear­ing, for­eign habits, and Italian de­vo­tions opened out be­fore the dis­mayed eyes of the Old Cath­ol­ics; they de­term­ined to res­ist to the ut­most; and it was upon the ques­tion of the con­trol of St. Ed­mund’s that the first battle in the long cam­paign between Er­ring­ton and Man­ning was fought.

Car­dinal Wise­man was now ob­vi­ously de­clin­ing to­wards the grave. A man of vast physique—“your im­mense,” an Irish ser­vant used re­spect­fully to call him—of san­guine tem­pera­ment, of gen­ial dis­pos­i­tion, of ver­sat­ile ca­pa­city, he seemed to have en­graf­ted upon the ro­bust­ness of his Eng­lish nature the fa­cile, child­like, and ex­pans­ive qual­it­ies of the South. So far from be­ing a Bishop Blou­gram (as the ru­mour went) he was, in fact, the very an­ti­thesis of that subtle and worldly-wise ec­cle­si­astic. He had in­no­cently looked for­ward all his life to the re­union of Eng­land to the See of Peter, and even­tu­ally had come to be­lieve that, in God’s hand, he was the in­stru­ment destined to bring about this mi­ra­cu­lous con­sum­ma­tion. Was not the Ox­ford Move­ment, with its flood of con­verts, a clear sign of the Div­ine will? Had he not him­self been the au­thor of that mo­ment­ous art­icle on St. Augustine and the Don­at­ists, which had fi­nally con­vinced New­man that the Church of Eng­land was in schism? And then, had he not been able to set afoot a Cru­sade of Prayer through­out Cath­olic Europe for the con­ver­sion of Eng­land?

He awaited the res­ult with eager ex­pect­a­tion, and in the mean­time he set him­self to smooth away the hos­til­ity of his coun­try­men by de­liv­er­ing courses of pop­u­lar lec­tures on lit­er­at­ure and ar­chae­ology. He de­voted much time and at­ten­tion to the ce­re­mo­nial de­tails of his princely of­fice. His know­ledge of rub­ric and ritual, and of the sym­bol­ical sig­ni­fic­a­tions of vest­ments, has rarely been equalled, and he took a pro­found de­light in the or­der­ing and the per­form­ance of elab­or­ate pro­ces­sions. Dur­ing one of these func­tions, an un­ex­pec­ted dif­fi­culty arose: the Master of Cere­mon­ies sud­denly gave the word for a halt, and, on be­ing asked the reason, replied that he had been in­struc­ted that mo­ment by spe­cial rev­el­a­tion to stop the pro­ces­sion. The Car­dinal, how­ever, was not at a loss. “You may let the pro­ces­sion go on,” he smil­ingly replied. “I have just ob­tained per­mis­sion, by spe­cial rev­el­a­tion, to pro­ceed with it.” His leis­ure hours he spent in the writ­ing of edi­fy­ing nov­els, the com­pos­i­tion of ac­rostics in Latin Verse, and in play­ing battle­dore and shuttle­cock with his little nieces. There was, in­deed, only one point in which he re­sembled Bishop Blou­gram—his love of a good table. Some of New­man’s dis­ciples were as­ton­ished and grieved to find that he sat down to four courses of fish dur­ing Lent. “I am sorry to say,” re­marked one of them af­ter­wards, “that there is a lob­ster salad side to the Car­dinal.”

It was a mel­an­choly fate which or­dained that the last years of this com­fort­able, easy­going, in­no­cent old man should be dis­trac­ted and em­bittered by the fury of op­pos­ing prin­ciples and the venom of per­sonal an­im­os­it­ies. But so it was. He had fallen into the hands of one who cared very little for the gentle pleas­ures of re­pose. Left to him­self, Wise­man might have com­prom­ised with the Old Cath­ol­ics and Dr. Er­ring­ton; but when Man­ning had once ap­peared upon the scene, all com­prom­ise be­came im­possible. The late Arch­deacon of Chichester, who had un­der­stood so well and prac­tised with such care­ful skill the pre­cept of the golden mean so dear to the heart of the Church of Eng­land, now, as Prov­ost of West­min­ster, flung him­self into the fray with that un­yield­ing in­tens­ity of fer­vour, that pas­sion for the ex­treme and the ab­so­lute, which is the very lifeblood of the Church of Rome. Even the re­doubt­able Dr. Er­ring­ton, short, thick­set, de­term­ined, with his “hawk-like ex­pres­sion of face,” as a con­tem­por­ary de­scribed him, “as he looked at you through his blue spec­tacles,” had been known to quail in the pres­ence of his, ant­ag­on­ist, with his tall and grace­ful fig­ure, his pale as­cetic fea­tures, his com­pressed and icy lips, his calm and pen­et­rat­ing gaze. As for the poor Car­dinal, he was help­less in­deed.

Hence­for­ward, there was to be no pal­ter­ing with that dan­ger­ous spirit of in­de­pend­ence—was it not al­most Gal­lican­ism which pos­sessed the Old Cath­olic fam­il­ies of Eng­land? The su­prem­acy of the Vi­car of Christ must be main­tained at all haz­ards. Com­pared with such an ob­ject, what were the claims of per­sonal af­fec­tion and do­mestic peace? The Car­dinal pleaded in vain; his lifelong friend­ship with Dr. Er­ring­ton was plucked up by the roots, and the har­mony of his private life was ut­terly des­troyed. His own house­hold was turned against him. His fa­vour­ite nephew, whom he had placed among the Oblates un­der Man­ning’s spe­cial care, left the con­greg­a­tion and openly joined the party of Dr. Er­ring­ton. His sec­ret­ary fol­lowed suit; but sad­dest of all was the case of Monsignor Searle. Monsignor Searle, in the ca­pa­city of con­fid­en­tial man of af­fairs, had dom­in­ated over the Car­dinal in private for years with the auto­cratic fi­del­ity of a ser­vant who has grown in­dis­pens­able. His de­vo­tion, in fact, seemed to have taken the form of phys­ical im­it­a­tion, for he was hardly less gi­gantic than his mas­ter. The two were in­sep­ar­able; their huge fig­ures loomed to­gether like neigh­bour­ing moun­tains; and on one oc­ca­sion, meet­ing them in the street, a gen­tle­man con­grat­u­lated Wise­man on “your Emin­ence’s fine son.” Yet now even this com­pan­ion­ship was broken up. The re­lent­less Prov­ost here too brought a sword. There were ex­plo­sions and re­crim­in­a­tions. Monsignor Searle, find­ing that his power was slip­ping from him, made scenes and protests, and at last was fool­ish enough to ac­cuse Man­ning of pec­u­la­tion to his face; after that it was clear that his day was over; he was forced to slink snarling into the back­ground, while the Car­dinal shuddered through all his im­mens­ity, and wished many times that he were already dead.

Yet, he was not al­to­gether without his con­sol­a­tions; Man­ning took care to see to that. His pier­cing eye had de­tec­ted the secret way into the re­cesses of the Car­dinal’s heart—had dis­cerned the core of simple faith which un­der­lay that jovial man­ner and that fa­cile talk. Oth­ers were con­tent to laugh and chat­ter and trans­act their busi­ness; Man­ning was more artistic. He watched his op­por­tun­ity, and then, when the mo­ment came, touched with a deft fin­ger the chord of the Con­ver­sion of Eng­land. There was an im­me­di­ate re­sponse, and he struck the same chord again, and yet again. He be­came the re­pos­it­ory of the Car­dinal’s most in­tim­ate as­pir­a­tions. He alone sym­path­ised and un­der­stood. “If God gives me strength to un­der­take a great wrest­ling-match with in­fi­del­ity,” Wise­man wrote, “I shall owe it to him.”

But what he really found him­self un­der­tak­ing was a wrest­ling-match with Dr. Er­ring­ton. The struggle over St. Ed­mund’s Col­lege grew more and more acute. There were high words in the Chapter, where Monsignor Searle led the as­sault against the Prov­ost, and car­ried a res­ol­u­tion de­clar­ing that the Oblates of St. Charles had in­truded them­selves il­leg­ally into the Sem­in­ary. The Car­dinal quashed the pro­ceed­ings of the Chapter; whereupon, the Chapter ap­pealed to Rome. Dr. Er­ring­ton, car­ried away by the fury of the con­tro­versy, then ap­peared as the avowed op­pon­ent of the Prov­ost and the Car­dinal. With his own hand he drew up a doc­u­ment jus­ti­fy­ing the ap­peal of the Chapter to Rome by Canon Law and the de­crees of the Coun­cil of Trent. Wise­man was deeply pained: “My own co­ad­jutor,” he ex­claimed, “is act­ing as so­li­citor against me in a law­suit.” There was a rush to Rome, where, for sev­eral en­su­ing years, the hos­tile Eng­lish parties were to wage a furi­ous battle in the ante­cham­bers of the Vat­ican. But the dis­pute over the Oblates now sank into in­sig­ni­fic­ance be­side the rage of con­ten­tion which centred round a new and far more deadly ques­tion; for the po­s­i­tion of Dr. Er­ring­ton him­self was at stake. The Car­dinal, in spite of ill­ness, in­dol­ence, and the ties of friend­ship, had been brought at last to an ex­traordin­ary step—he was pe­ti­tion­ing the Pope for noth­ing less than the depriva­tion and re­moval of the Arch­bishop of Tre­bizond.

The pre­cise de­tails of what fol­lowed are doubt­ful. It is only pos­sible to dis­cern with clear­ness, amid a vast cloud of of­fi­cial doc­u­ments and un­of­fi­cial cor­res­pond­ences in Eng­lish, Italian, and Latin, of Papal de­crees and vo­lu­min­ous scrit­ture, of con­fid­en­tial re­ports of epis­copal whis­pers and the secret agit­a­tions of Car­din­als, the form of Man­ning, rest­less and in­dom­it­able, scour­ing like a stormy pet­rel the angry ocean of de­bate. Wise­man, dilat­ory, un­busi­ness­like, and in­firm, was ready enough to leave the con­duct of af­fairs in his hands. Nor was it long be­fore Man­ning saw where the key of the whole po­s­i­tion lay. As in the old days, at Chichester, he had se­cured the good­will of Bishop Shut­tle­worth by cul­tiv­at­ing the friend­ship of Arch­deacon Hare, so now, on this vaster scale of op­er­a­tions, his saga­city led him swiftly and un­err­ingly up the little wind­ing stair­case in the Vat­ican and through the humble door which opened into the cab­inet of Monsignor Tal­bot, the private sec­ret­ary of the Pope. Monsignor Tal­bot was a priest who em­bod­ied in a sin­gu­lar man­ner, if not the highest, at least the most per­sist­ent tra­di­tions of the Ro­man Curia. He was a mas­ter of vari­ous arts which the prac­tice of ages has brought to per­fec­tion un­der the friendly shadow of the triple tiara. He could mingle to­gether as­tute­ness and holi­ness without any dif­fi­culty; he could make in­nu­en­does as nat­ur­ally as an or­din­ary man makes state­ments of fact; he could ap­ply flat­tery with so un­spar­ing a hand that even Princes of the Church found it suf­fi­cient; and, on oc­ca­sion, he could ring the changes of tor­ture on a hu­man soul with a tact which called forth uni­ver­sal ap­prob­a­tion. With such ac­com­plish­ments, it could hardly be ex­pec­ted that Monsignor Tal­bot should be re­mark­able either for a del­ic­ate sense of con­scien­tious­ness or for an ex­treme re­fine­ment of feel­ing, but then it was not for those qual­it­ies that Man­ning was in search when he went up the wind­ing stair. He was look­ing for the man who had the ear of Pio Nono; and, on the other side of the low-arched door, he found him. Then he put forth all his ef­forts; his suc­cess was com­plete; and an al­li­ance began which was destined to have the pro­found­est ef­fect upon Man­ning’s ca­reer, and was only dis­solved when, many years later, Monsignor Tal­bot was un­for­tu­nately ob­liged to ex­change his apart­ment in the Vat­ican for a private lun­atic asylum at Passy.

It was de­term­ined that the co­ali­tion should be rat­i­fied by the ruin of Dr. Er­ring­ton. When the mo­ment of crisis was seen to be ap­proach­ing, Wise­man was summoned to Rome, where he began to draw up an im­mense scrit­tura con­tain­ing his state­ment of the case. For months past, the re­doubt­able en­er­gies of the Arch­bishop of Tre­bizond had been ab­sorbed in a sim­ilar task. Folio was be­ing piled upon fo­lio, when a sud­den blow threatened to put an end to the whole pro­ceed­ing in a sum­mary man­ner. The Car­dinal was seized by vi­ol­ent ill­ness, and ap­peared to be upon his deathbed. Man­ning thought for a mo­ment that his la­bours had been in vain and that all was lost. But the Car­dinal re­covered; Monsignor Tal­bot used his in­flu­ence as he alone knew how; and a papal de­cree was is­sued by which Dr. Er­ring­ton was “lib­er­ated” from the Co­ad­jutor­ship of West­min­ster, to­gether with the right of suc­ces­sion to the See.

It was a su­preme act of au­thor­ity—a “colpo di stato di Domin­id­dio,” as the Pope him­self said—and the blow to the Old Cath­ol­ics was cor­res­pond­ingly severe. They found them­selves de­prived at one fell swoop both of the in­flu­ence of their most en­er­getic sup­porter and of the cer­tainty of com­ing into power at Wise­man’s death. And in the mean­time, Man­ning was re­doub­ling his en­er­gies at Bayswa­ter. Though his Oblates had been checked over St. Ed­mund’s, there was still no lack of work for them to do. There were mis­sions to be car­ried on, schools to be man­aged, funds to be col­lec­ted. Several new churches were built; a com­munity of most edi­fy­ing nuns of the Third Order of St. Fran­cis was es­tab­lished; and £30,000, raised from Man­ning’s private re­sources and from those of his friends, was spent in three years. “I hate that man,” one of the Old Cath­ol­ics ex­claimed, “he is such a for­ward piece.” The words were re­por­ted to Man­ning, who shrugged his shoulders.


“Poor man,” he said, “what is he made of? Does he sup­pose, in his fool­ish­ness, that after work­ing day and night for twenty years in heresy and schism, on be­com­ing a Cath­olic, I should sit in an easy-chair and fold my hands all the rest of my life?”



But his secret thoughts were of a dif­fer­ent caste.


“I am con­scious of a de­sire,” he wrote in his di­ary, “to be in such a po­s­i­tion: (1) as I had in times past; (2) as my present cir­cum­stances im­ply; (3) as my friends think me fit for; and (4) as I feel my own fac­ulties tend to.

“But, God be­ing my helper, I will not seek it by the lift­ing of a fin­ger or the speak­ing, of a word.”



So Man­ning wrote, and thought, and prayed; but what are words, and thoughts, and even pray­ers, to the mys­ter­i­ous and re­lent­less powers of cir­cum­stance and char­ac­ter? Car­dinal Wise­man was slowly dy­ing; the tiller of the Church was slip­ping from his feeble hand; and Man­ning was be­side him, the one man with the en­ergy, the abil­ity, the cour­age, and the con­vic­tion to steer the ship upon her course. More than that; there was the sin­is­ter fig­ure of a Dr. Er­ring­ton crouch­ing close at hand, ready to seize the helm and make straight—who could doubt it?—for the rocks. In such a situ­ation the voice of self-ab­neg­a­tion must needs grow still and small in­deed. Yet it spoke on, for it was one of the para­doxes in Man­ning’s soul that that voice was never si­lent. Whatever else he was, he was not un­scru­pu­lous. Rather, his scruples deepened with his de­sires; and he could sat­isfy his most ex­or­bit­ant am­bi­tions in a pro­fund­ity of self-abase­ment. And so now he vowed to Heaven that he would seek noth­ing—no, not by the lift­ing of a fin­ger or the speak­ing of a word. But, if some­thing came to him—? He had vowed not to seek; he had not vowed not to take. Might it not be his plain duty to take? Might it not be the will of God?

So­mething, of course, did come to him, though it seemed for a mo­ment that it would elude his grasp. Wise­man died, and there en­sued in Rome a crisis of ex­traordin­ary in­tens­ity. “Since the cre­ation of the hier­archy,” Monsignor Tal­bot wrote, “it is the greatest mo­ment for the Church that I have yet seen.” It was the duty of the Chapter of West­min­ster to nom­in­ate three can­did­ates for suc­ces­sion to the Arch­bish­op­ric; they made one last ef­fort, and had the temer­ity to place upon the list, be­sides the names of two Old Cath­olic bish­ops, that of Dr. Er­ring­ton. It was a fatal blun­der. Pius IX was furi­ous; the Chapter had com­mit­ted an “in­sulta al Papa,” he ex­claimed, strik­ing his breast three times in his rage. “It was the Chapter that did it,” said Man­ning, af­ter­wards; but even after the Chapter’s in­dis­cre­tion, the fatal de­cision hung in the bal­ance for weeks.


“The great point of anxi­ety with me,” wrote Monsignor Tal­bot to Man­ning, “is whether a Con­greg­a­tion will be held, or whether the Holy Father will per­form a Pon­ti­fical act. He him­self is doubt­ing. I there­fore say mass and pray every morn­ing that he may have the cour­age to choose for him­self, in­stead of sub­mit­ting the mat­ter to a Con­greg­a­tion. Al­though the Car­din­als are de­term­ined to re­ject Dr. Er­ring­ton, nev­er­the­less I am afraid that they should se­lect one of the oth­ers. You know very well that Con­greg­a­tions are guided by the doc­u­ments that are placed be­fore them; it is for this reason that I should prefer the Pope’s act­ing him­self.”



But the Holy Father him­self was doubt­ing. In his in­de­cision, he ordered a month of pray­ers and masses. The sus­pense grew and grew. Everything seemed against Man­ning. The whole Eng­lish epis­copate was op­posed to him; he had quar­relled with the Chapter; he was a con­vert of but few years’ stand­ing; even the con­greg­ated Car­din­als did not ven­ture to sug­gest the ap­point­ment of such a man. But sud­denly, the Holy Father’s doubts came to an end. He heard a voice—a mys­ter­i­ous in­ward voice—whis­per­ing some­thing in his ear. “Mettetelo li! Mettetelo li!” the voice re­peated, over and over again. “Mettetelo li!” It was an in­spir­a­tion; and Pius IX, brush­ing aside the re­com­mend­a­tions of the Chapter and the de­lib­er­a­tions of the Car­din­als, made Man­ning, by a Pon­ti­fical act, Arch­bishop of West­min­ster.

Monsignor Tal­bot’s fe­li­city was com­plete; and he took oc­ca­sion in con­vey­ing his con­grat­u­la­tions to his friend, to make some il­lu­min­at­ing re­flec­tions upon the great event.


“My policy through­out,” he wrote, “was never to pro­pose you dir­ectly to the Pope, but, to make oth­ers do so, so that both you and I can al­ways say that it was not I who in­duced the Holy Father to name you—which would lessen the weight of your ap­point­ment. This I say, be­cause many have said that your be­ing named was all my do­ing. I do not say that the Pope did not know that I thought you the only man eli­gible—as I took care to tell him over and over again what was against all the other can­did­ates—and in con­sequence, he was al­most driven into nam­ing you. After he had named you, the Holy Father said to me, ‘What a dip­lo­mat­ist you are, to make what you wished come to pass!’

“Never­the­less,” con­cluded Monsignor Tal­bot, “I be­lieve your ap­point­ment was spe­cially dir­ec­ted by the Holy Ghost.”



Man­ning him­self was ap­par­ently of the same opin­ion.


“My dear Child,” he wrote to a lady pen­it­ent, “I have in these last three weeks felt as if our Lord had called me by name. Everything else has passed out of my mind. The firm be­lief that I have long had that the Holy Father is the most su­per­nat­ural per­son I have ever seen has given me this feel­ing more deeply. “Still, I feel as if I had been brought, con­trary to all hu­man wills, by the Div­ine Will, into an im­me­di­ate re­la­tion to our Div­ine Lord.”




“If in­deed,” he wrote to Lady Her­bert, “it were the will of our Div­ine Lord to lay upon me this heavy bur­den, He could have done it in no way more strength­en­ing and con­sol­ing to me. To re­ceive it from the hands of His Vi­car, and from Pius IX, and after long in­voc­a­tion of the Holy Ghost, and not only without hu­man in­flu­ences, but in spite of man­i­fold aria power­ful hu­man op­pos­i­tion, gives me the last strength for such a cross.”








VI

Man­ning’s ap­point­ment filled his op­pon­ents with alarm. Wrath and ven­geance seemed to be hanging over them; what might not be ex­pec­ted from the for­mid­able en­emy against whom they had struggled for so long, and who now stood among them armed with archiepis­copal powers and in­ves­ted with the spe­cial con­fid­ence of Rome? Great was their amazement, great was their re­lief, when they found that their dreaded mas­ter breathed noth­ing but kind­ness, gen­tle­ness, and con­cili­ation. The old scores, they found, were not to be paid off, but to be wiped out. The new arch­bishop poured forth upon every side all the tact, all the cour­tesy, all the dig­ni­fied graces of a Chris­tian mag­nan­im­ity. It was im­possible to with­stand such treat­ment. Bish­ops who had spent years in thwart­ing him be­came his de­voted ad­her­ents; even the Chapter of West­min­ster for­got its hatred. Monsignor Tal­bot was ex­tremely sur­prised. “Your greatest en­emies have en­tirely come round,” he wrote. “I re­ceived the other day a pan­egyric of you from Searle. This change of feel­ing I can­not at­trib­ute to any­thing but the Holy Ghost.” Monsignor Tal­bot was very fond of the Holy Ghost; but, so far, at any rate as Searle was con­cerned, there was an­other ex­plan­a­tion. Man­ning, in­stead of dis­miss­ing Searle from his po­s­i­tion of “oe­conomus” in the epis­copal house­hold, had kept him on—at an in­creased salary; and the poor man, who had not scrupled in the days of his pride to call Man­ning a thief, was now duly grate­ful.

As to Dr. Er­ring­ton, he gave an ex­ample of hu­mil­ity and sub­mis­sion by at once with­draw­ing into a com­plete ob­scur­ity. For years the Arch­bishop of Tre­bizond, the ejec­ted heir to the See of West­min­ster, la­boured as a par­ish priest in the Isle of Man. He nursed no re­sent­ment in his heart, and, after a long and edi­fy­ing life of peace and si­lence, he died in 1886, a pro­fessor of theo­logy at Clifton.

It might be sup­posed that Man­ning could now feel that his tri­umph was com­plete. His po­s­i­tion was se­cure; his power was ab­so­lute; his prestige was daily grow­ing. Yet there was some­thing that irked him still. As he cast his eyes over the Ro­man Cath­olic com­munity in Eng­land, he was aware of one fig­ure which, by vir­tue of a pe­cu­liar em­in­ence, seemed to chal­lenge the su­prem­acy of his own. That fig­ure was New­man’s.

Since his con­ver­sion, New­man’s life had been a long series of mis­for­tunes and dis­ap­point­ments. When he had left the Church of Eng­land, he was its most dis­tin­guished, its most revered mem­ber, whose words, how­ever strange, were listened to with pro­found at­ten­tion, and whose opin­ions, how­ever du­bi­ous, were fol­lowed in all their fluc­tu­ations with an eager and in­deed a trem­bling re­spect. He entered the Church of Rome, and found him­self forth­with an un­im­port­ant man. He was re­ceived at the Papal Court with a po­lite­ness which only faintly con­cealed a total lack of in­terest and un­der­stand­ing. His del­ic­ate mind, with its re­fine­ments, its hes­it­a­tions, its com­plex­it­ies—his soft, spec­tacled, Ox­ford man­ner, with its half-ef­fem­in­ate dif­fid­ence—such things were ill cal­cu­lated to im­press a throng of busy Car­din­als and Bish­ops, whose days were spent amid the prac­tical de­tails of ec­cle­si­ast­ical or­gan­isa­tion, the long-drawn in­vol­u­tions of papal dip­lomacy, and the de­li­cious bick­er­ings of per­sonal in­trigue. And when, at last, he did suc­ceed in mak­ing some im­pres­sion upon these sur­round­ings, it was no bet­ter; it was worse. An un­easy sus­pi­cion gradu­ally arose; it began to dawn upon the Ro­man au­thor­it­ies that Dr. New­man was a man of ideas. Was it pos­sible that Dr. New­man did not un­der­stand that ideas in Rome were, to say the least of it, out of place? Ap­par­ently, he did not—nor was that all; not con­tent with hav­ing ideas, he pos­it­ively seemed anxious to spread them. When that was known, the po­lite­ness in high places was seen to be wear­ing de­cidedly thin. His Holi­ness, who on New­man’s ar­rival had gra­ciously ex­pressed the wish to see him “again and again,” now, ap­par­ently, was con­stantly en­gaged. At first New­man sup­posed that the grow­ing cool­ness was the res­ult of mis­ap­pre­hen­sion; his Italian was faulty, Latin was not spoken at Rome, his writ­ings had only ap­peared in garbled trans­la­tions. And even Eng­lish­men had some­times found his ar­gu­ments dif­fi­cult to fol­low. He there­fore de­term­ined to take the ut­most care to make his views quite clear; his opin­ions upon re­li­gious prob­ab­il­ity, his dis­tinc­tion between demon­strat­ive and cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence, his the­ory of the de­vel­op­ment of doc­trine and the as­pects of ideas—these and many other mat­ters, upon which he had writ­ten so much, he would now ex­plain in the simplest lan­guage. He would show that there was noth­ing dan­ger­ous in what he held, that there was a pas­sage in De Lugo which sup­por­ted him—that Per­rone, by main­tain­ing that the Im­macu­late Con­cep­tion could be defined, had im­pli­citly ad­mit­ted one of his main po­s­i­tions, and that his lan­guage about Faith had been con­fused, quite er­ro­neously, with the fi­de­ism of M. Bautain.

Car­dinal Barn­abò, Car­dinal Reisach, Car­dinal An­ton­elli, looked at him with their shrewd eyes and hard faces, while he poured into their ears which, as he had already no­ticed with dis­tress, were large and not too clean—his care­ful dis­quis­i­tions; but, it was all in vain—they had clearly never read De Lugo or Per­rone, and as for M. Bautain, they had never heard of him. New­man, in des­pair, fell back upon St. Tho­mas Aqui­nas; but, to his hor­ror, he ob­served that St. Tho­mas him­self did not mean very much to the Car­din­als. With a sink­ing heart, he real­ised at last the pain­ful truth: it was not the nature of his views, it was his hav­ing views at all, that was ob­jec­tion­able. He had hoped to de­vote the rest of his life to the teach­ing of Theology; but what sort of Theology could he teach which would be ac­cept­able to such su­per­i­ors? He left Rome, and settled down in Birm­ing­ham as the head of a small com­munity of Ora­tori­ans. He did not com­plain; it was God’s will; it was bet­ter so. He would watch and pray.

But God’s will was not quite so simple as that. Was it right, after all, that a man with New­man’s in­tel­lec­tual gifts, his de­voted ar­dour, his per­sonal celebrity, should sink away out of sight and use in the dim re­cesses of the Orat­ory at Birm­ing­ham? If the call were to come to him to take his tal­ent out of the nap­kin, how could he re­fuse? And the call did come. A Cath­olic University was be­ing star­ted in Ire­land and Dr. Cul­len, the Arch­bishop of Armagh, begged New­man to be­come the Rector. At first he hes­it­ated, but when he learned that it was the Holy Father’s wish that he should take up the work, he could doubt no longer; the of­fer was sent from Heaven. The dif­fi­culties be­fore him were very great; not only had a new University to be called up out of the void, but the po­s­i­tion was com­plic­ated by the pres­ence of a rival in­sti­tu­tion—the un­denom­in­a­tional Queen’s Col­leges, foun­ded by Peel a few years earlier with the ob­ject of giv­ing Irish Cath­ol­ics fa­cil­it­ies for University edu­ca­tion on the same terms as their fel­low-coun­try­men. Yet New­man had the highest hopes. He dreamt of some­thing greater than a merely Irish University—of a noble and flour­ish­ing centre of learn­ing for the Cath­ol­ics of Ire­land and Eng­land alike. And why should not his dream come true? “In the midst of our dif­fi­culties,” he said, “I have one ground of hope, just one stay, but, as I think, a suf­fi­cient one, which serves me in the stead of all other ar­gu­ment whatever. It is the de­cision of the Holy See; St. Peter has spoken.”

The years that fol­lowed showed to what ex­tent it was safe to de­pend upon St. Peter. Un­fore­seen obstacles cropped up on every side. New­man’s en­er­gies were un­tir­ing, but so was the in­er­tia of the Irish au­thor­it­ies. On his ap­point­ment, he wrote to Dr. Cul­len ask­ing that ar­range­ments might be made for his re­cep­tion in Dub­lin. Dr. Cul­len did not reply. New­man wrote again, but still there was no an­swer. Weeks passed, months passed, years passed, and not a word, not a sign, came from Dr. Cul­len. At last, after dangling for more than two years in the un­cer­tain­ties and per­plex­it­ies of so strange a situ­ation, New­man was summoned to Dub­lin. There he found noth­ing but dis­order and dis­cour­age­ment. The laity took no in­terest in the scheme; the clergy act­ively dis­liked it; New­man’s au­thor­ity was dis­reg­arded. He ap­pealed to Car­dinal Wise­man, and then at last a ray of hope dawned. The car­dinal sug­ges­ted that a bish­op­ric should be con­ferred upon him, to give him a status suit­able to his po­s­i­tion; Dr. Cul­len ac­qui­esced, and Pius IX was all com­pli­ance. “Manderemo a New­man la cro­cetta,” he said to Wise­man, smil­ingly draw­ing his hands down each side of his neck to his breast, “lo faremo vescovo di Por­firio, o qual­che luogo.” The news spread among New­man’s friends, and con­grat­u­la­tions began to come in. But the of­fi­cial in­tim­a­tion seemed to be un­ac­count­ably delayed; no cro­cetta came from Rome, and Car­dinal Wise­man never again re­ferred to the mat­ter. New­man was left to gather that the secret rep­res­ent­a­tions of Dr. Cul­len had brought about a change of coun­sel in high quar­ters. His pride did not al­low him to in­quire fur­ther; but one of his lady pen­it­ents, Miss Giberne, was less dis­creet. “Holy Father,” she sud­denly said to the Pope in an audi­ence one day, “why don’t you make Father New­man a bishop?” Upon which the Holy Father looked much con­fused and took a great deal of snuff.

For the next five years New­man, un­aided and ig­nored, struggled des­per­ately, like a man in a bog, with the over­mas­ter­ing dif­fi­culties of his task. His mind, whose nat­ive haunt was among the far aer­ial bound­ar­ies of fancy and philo­sophy, was now clamped down un­der the fet­ters of petty de­tail and fed upon the mean diet of com­prom­ise and routine. He had to force him­self to scrape to­gether money, to write art­icles for the stu­dents’ gaz­ette, to make plans for med­ical labor­at­or­ies, to be in­gra­ti­at­ing with the City Coun­cil; he was ob­liged to spend months trav­el­ling through the re­mote re­gions of Ire­land in the com­pany of ex­traordin­ary ec­cle­si­ast­ics and bar­bar­ous squir­eens. He was a thor­ough­bred har­nessed to a four-wheeled cab—and he knew it. Even­tu­ally, he real­ised some­thing else: he saw that the whole pro­ject of a Cath­olic University had been evolved as a polit­ical and ec­cle­si­ast­ical weapon against the Queen’s Col­leges of Peel, and that was all. As an in­stru­ment of edu­ca­tion, it was simply laughed at; and he him­self had been called in be­cause his name would be a valu­able as­set in a party game. When he un­der­stood that, he resigned his rect­or­ship and re­turned to the Orat­ory.

But, his tribu­la­tions were not yet over. It seemed to be God’s will that he should take part in a whole suc­ces­sion of schemes, which, no less than the pro­ject of the Irish University, were to end in dis­il­lu­sion­ment and fail­ure. He was per­suaded by Car­dinal Wise­man to un­der­take the ed­it­or­ship of a new Eng­lish ver­sion of the Scrip­tures, which was to be a monu­ment of Cath­olic schol­ar­ship and an ever­last­ing glory to Mother Church. He made elab­or­ate pre­par­a­tions; he col­lec­ted sub­scrip­tions, en­gaged con­trib­ut­ors, and com­posed a long and learned pro­leg­om­ena to the work. It was all use­less; Car­dinal Wise­man began to think of other things; and the scheme faded im­per­cept­ibly into thin air. Then a new task was sug­ges­ted to him: The Ram­bler, a Cath­olic peri­od­ical, had fallen on evil days; would Dr. New­man come to the res­cue, and ac­cept the ed­it­or­ship? This time he hes­it­ated rather longer than usual; he had burned his fin­gers so of­ten—he must be spe­cially care­ful now. “I did all I could to as­cer­tain God’s Will,” he said, and he came to the con­clu­sion that it was his duty to un­der­take the work. He did so, and after two num­bers had ap­peared, Dr. Ul­lathorne, the Bishop of Birm­ing­ham, called upon him, and gently hin­ted that he had bet­ter leave the pa­per alone. Its tone was not liked at Rome; it had con­tained an art­icle cri­ti­cising St. Pius V, and, most ser­i­ous of all, the or­tho­doxy of one of New­man’s own es­says had ap­peared to be doubt­ful. He resigned, and in the an­guish of his heart, de­term­ined never to write again. One of his friends asked him why he was pub­lish­ing noth­ing. “Han­ni­bal’s ele­phants,” he replied, “never could learn the goose-step.”

New­man was now an old man—he was sixty-three years of age. What had he to look for­ward to? A few last years of in­sig­ni­fic­ance and si­lence. What had he to look back upon? A long chron­icle of wasted ef­forts, dis­ap­poin­ted hopes, neg­lected pos­sib­il­it­ies, un­ap­pre­ci­ated powers. And now all his la­bours had ended by his be­ing ac­cused at Rome of lack of or­tho­doxy. He could no longer re­strain his in­dig­na­tion, and in a let­ter to one of his lady pen­it­ents, he gave vent to the bit­ter­ness of his soul. When his Ram­bler art­icle had been com­plained of, he said, there had been some talk of call­ing him to Rome.


“Call me to Rome,” he burst out—“what does that mean? It means to sever an old man from his home, to sub­ject him to in­ter­course with per­sons whose lan­guages are strange to him—to food and to fash­ions which are al­most star­va­tion on the one hand, and in­volve rest­less days and nights on the other—it means to ob­lige him to dance at­tend­ance on Pro­pa­ganda week after week and month after month—it means his death. (It was the pun­ish­ment on Dr. Baines, 1840–1, to keep him at the door of Pro­pa­ganda for a year.)

“This is the pro­spect which I can­not but feel prob­able, did I say any­thing which one Bishop in Eng­land chose to speak against and re­port. Oth­ers have been killed be­fore me. Lu­cas went of his own ac­cord in­deed—but when he got there, oh! How much did he, as loyal a son of the Church and the Holy See as ever was, what did he suf­fer be­cause Dr. Cul­len was against him? He wandered (as Dr. Cul­len said in a let­ter he pub­lished in a sort of tri­umph), he wandered from Church to Church without a friend, and hardly got an audi­ence from the Pope. “And I too should go from St. Philip to Our Lady, and to St. Peter and St. Paul, and to St. Laurence and to St. Ce­cilia, and, if it happened to me as to Lu­cas, should come back to die.”



Yet, in spite of all, in spite of these ex­as­per­a­tions of the flesh, these agit­a­tions of the spirit, what was there to re­gret? Had he not a mys­ter­i­ous con­sol­a­tion which out­weighed every grief? Surely, surely, he had.



“Un­veil, O Lord, and on us shine,


In glory and in grace,”




he ex­claims in a poem writ­ten at this time, called “The Two Worlds”:



“This gaudy world grows pale be­fore


The beauty of Thy face.





“Till Thou art seen it seems to he


A sort of fairy ground,


Where suns un­set­ting light the sky,


And flowers and fruit abound.





“But when Thy keener, purer beam


Is poured upon our sight,


It loses all its power to charm,


And what was day is night …





“And thus, when we re­nounce for Thee


Its rest­less aims and fears,


The tender memor­ies of the past,


The hopes of com­ing years,





“Poor is our sac­ri­fice, whose eyes


Are lighted from above;


We of­fer what we can­not keep,


What we have ceased to love.”






Such were New­man’s thoughts when an un­ex­pec­ted event oc­curred which pro­duced a pro­found ef­fect upon his life: Charles Kings­ley at­tacked his good faith, and the good faith of Cath­ol­ics in gen­eral, in a magazine art­icle. New­man pro­tested, and Kings­ley re­joined in an ir­ate pamph­let. New­man’s reply was the Apo­lo­gia pro Vita Sua, which he wrote in seven weeks, some­times work­ing twenty-two hours at a stretch, “con­stantly in tears, and con­stantly cry­ing out with dis­tress.” The suc­cess of the book, with its trans­par­ent cand­our, its con­tro­ver­sial bril­liance, the sweep and pas­sion of its rhet­oric, the depth of its per­sonal feel­ing, was im­me­di­ate and over­whelm­ing; it was re­cog­nised at once as a clas­sic, not only by Cath­ol­ics, but by the whole Eng­lish world. From every side ex­pres­sions of ad­mir­a­tion, grat­it­ude, and de­vo­tion poured in. It was im­possible for one so sens­it­ive as New­man to the opin­ions of other people to res­ist the happy in­flu­ence of such an un­looked-for, such an enorm­ous tri­umph. The cloud of his de­jec­tion began to lift; et l’es­poir mal­gre lui s’est glisse dans son coeur.

It was only nat­ural that at such a mo­ment his thoughts should re­turn to Ox­ford. For some years past pro­pos­als had been on foot for es­tab­lish­ing there a Hall, un­der New­man’s lead­er­ship, for Cath­olic un­der­gradu­ates. The scheme had been looked upon with dis­fa­vour in Rome, and it had been aban­doned; but now a new op­por­tun­ity presen­ted it­self—some land in a suit­able po­s­i­tion came into the mar­ket. New­man, with his re­viv­ing spir­its, felt that he could not let this chance go by, and bought the land. It was his in­ten­tion to build there not a Hall, but a Church, and to set on foot a “House of the Orat­ory.” What pos­sible ob­jec­tion could there be to such a scheme? He ap­proached the Bishop of Birm­ing­ham, who gave his ap­proval; in Rome it­self there was no hos­tile sign. The laity were en­thu­si­astic and sub­scrip­tions began to flow in. Was it pos­sible that all was well at last? Was it con­ceiv­able that the strange and weary pil­grim­age of so many years should end at length in quiet­ude, if not in hap­pi­ness, where it had be­gun?

It so happened that it was at this very time that Man­ning was ap­poin­ted to the See of West­min­ster. The des­tinies of the two men, which had run par­al­lel to one an­other in so strange a fash­ion and for so many years, were now for a mo­ment sud­denly to con­verge. Newly clothed with all the at­trib­utes of ec­cle­si­ast­ical su­prem­acy, Man­ning found him­self face to face with New­man, upon whose brows were glit­ter­ing the fresh laurels of spir­itual vic­tory—the crown of an apostol­ical life. It was the meet­ing of the eagle and the dove. What fol­lowed showed, more clearly per­haps than any other in­cid­ent in his ca­reer, the stuff that Man­ning was made of. Power had come to him at last; and he seized it with all the avid­ity of a born auto­crat, whose ap­pet­ite for su­preme domin­ion had been whetted by long years of en­forced ab­stin­ence and the hated sim­u­la­tions of sub­mis­sion. He was the ruler of Ro­man Cath­olic Eng­land, and he would rule. The nature of New­man’s in­flu­ence it was im­possible for him to un­der­stand, but he saw that it ex­is­ted; for twenty years he had been un­able to es­cape the un­wel­come it­er­a­tions of that sin­gu­lar, that alien, that rival renown; and now it stood in his path, alone and in­ex­plic­able, like a de­fi­ant ghost. “It is re­mark­ably in­ter­est­ing,” he ob­served coldly, when some­body asked him what he thought of the Apo­lo­gia: “it is like listen­ing to the voice of one from the dead.” And such voices, with their sepulchral echoes, are apt to be more dan­ger­ous than liv­ing ones; they at­tract too much at­ten­tion; they must be si­lenced at all costs. It was the meet­ing of the eagle and the dove; there was a hov­er­ing, a swoop, and then the quick beak and the re­lent­less talons did their work.

Even be­fore his ac­ces­sion to the Arch­bish­op­ric, Man­ning had scen­ted a pe­cu­liar peril in New­man’s Ox­ford scheme, and so soon as he came into power, he privately de­term­ined that the au­thor of the Apo­lo­gia should never be al­lowed to re­turn to his old University. Nor was there any lack of ex­cel­lent reas­ons for such a de­cision. Ox­ford was by this time a nest of lib­er­al­ism; it was no fit place for Cath­olic youths, and they would in­ev­it­ably be at­trac­ted there by the pres­ence of Father New­man. And then, had not Father New­man’s or­tho­doxy been im­pugned? Had he not been heard to ex­press opin­ions of most doubt­ful pro­pri­ety upon the ques­tion of the Tem­poral Power? Was it not known that he might al­most be said to have an in­de­pend­ent mind? An in­flu­ence? Yes, he had an in­flu­ence no doubt; but what a fatal kind of in­flu­ence to which to sub­ject the rising gen­er­a­tion of Cath­olic Eng­lish­men!

Such were the re­flec­tions which Man­ning was care­ful to pour into the re­cept­ive car of Monsignor Tal­bot. That use­ful priest, at his post of vant­age in the Vat­ican, was more than ever the de­voted ser­vant of the new Arch­bishop. A league, of­fens­ive and de­fens­ive, had been es­tab­lished between the two friends.


“I daresay I shall have many op­por­tun­it­ies to serve you in Rome,” wrote Monsignor Tal­bot mod­estly, “and I do not think any sup­port will be use­less to you, es­pe­cially on ac­count of the pe­cu­liar char­ac­ter of the Pope, and the spirit which per­vades Pro­pa­ganda; there­fore, I wish you to un­der­stand that a com­pact ex­ists between us; if you help me, I shall help you.” And a little later he ad­ded, “I am glad you ac­cept the league. As I have already done for years, I shall sup­port you, and I have a hun­dred ways of do­ing so. A word dropped at the proper oc­ca­sion works won­ders.”



Per­haps it was hardly ne­ces­sary to re­mind his cor­res­pond­ent of that.

So far as New­man was con­cerned, it so fell out that Monsignor Tal­bot needed no prompt­ing. Dur­ing the sen­sa­tion caused by the ap­pear­ance of the Apo­lo­gia, it had oc­curred to him that it would be an ex­cel­lent plan to se­cure New­man as a preacher dur­ing Lent for the fash­ion­able con­greg­a­tion which at­ten­ded his church in the Piazza del Po­polo; and, he had ac­cord­ingly writ­ten to in­vite him to Rome. His let­ter was un­for­tu­nately not a tact­ful one. He as­sured New­man that he would find in the Piazza del Po­polo “an audi­ence of Prot­est­ants more edu­cated than could ever be the case in Eng­land,” and “I think my­self,” he had ad­ded by way of ex­tra in­duce­ment, “that you will de­rive great be­ne­fit from vis­it­ing Rome, and show­ing your­self to the Ec­cle­si­ast­ical Author­it­ies.” New­man smiled grimly at this; he de­clared to a friend that the let­ter was “in­solent”; and he could not res­ist the tempta­tion of us­ing his sharp pen.


“Dear Monsignor Tal­bot,” he wrote in reply, “I have re­ceived your let­ter, in­vit­ing me to preach in your Church at Rome to an audi­ence of Prot­est­ants more edu­cated than could ever be the case in Eng­land.

“However, Birm­ing­ham people have souls; and I have neither taste nor tal­ent for the sort of work which you cut out for me. And I beg to de­cline your of­fer.


I am, yours truly,

John H. New­man.”




Such words were not the words of wis­dom. It is easy to ima­gine the feel­ings of Monsignor Tal­bot. “New­man’s work none here can un­der­stand,” he burst out to his friend. “Poor man, by liv­ing al­most ever since he has been a Cath­olic, sur­roun­ded by a set of in­ferior men who id­ol­ise him, I do not think he has ever ac­quired the Cath­olic in­stincts.” As for his views on the Tem­poral Power—“well, people said that he had ac­tu­ally sent a sub­scrip­tion to Garibaldi. Yes, the man was in­com­pre­hens­ible, heretical, dan­ger­ous; he was ‘un­cath­olic and un­chris­tian.’ ” Monsignor Tal­bot even trembled for the po­s­i­tion of Man­ning in Eng­land.


“I am afraid that the old school of Cath­ol­ics will rally round New­man in op­pos­i­tion to you and Rome. Stand firm, do not yield a bit in the line you have taken. As I have prom­ised, I shall stand by you. You will have battles to fight be­cause every Eng­lish­man is nat­ur­ally anti-Ro­man. To be Ro­man is to an Eng­lish­man an ef­fort. Dr. New­man is more Eng­lish than the Eng­lish. His spirit must be crushed.”



His spirit must be crushed! Cer­tainly there could be no doubt of that.


“What you write about Dr. New­man,” Man­ning replied, “is true. Whether he knows it or not, he has be­come the centre of those who hold low views about the Holy See, are anti-Ro­man, cold and si­lent, to say no more, about the Tem­poral Power; na­tional, Eng­lish, crit­ical of Cath­olic de­vo­tions, and al­ways on the lower side. … You will take care,” he con­cluded, “that things are cor­rectly known and un­der­stood where you are.”



The con­fed­er­ates ma­tured their plans. While New­man was mak­ing his ar­range­ments for the Ox­ford Orat­ory, Car­dinal Reisach vis­ited Lon­don. “Car­dinal Reisach has just left,” wrote Man­ning to Monsignor Tal­bot: “he has seen and un­der­stands all that is go­ing on in Eng­land.” But New­man had no sus­pi­cions. It was true that per­sist­ent ru­mours of his un­ortho­doxy and his anti-Ro­man lean­ings had be­gun to float about, and these ru­mours had been traced to Rome. But what were ru­mours? Then, too, New­man found out that Car­dinal Reisach had been to Ox­ford without his know­ledge, and had in­spec­ted the land for the Orat­ory. That seemed odd; but all doubts were set at rest by the ar­rival from Pro­pa­ganda of an of­fi­cial rat­i­fic­a­tion of his scheme. There would be noth­ing but plain sail­ing now. New­man was al­most happy; ra­di­ant vis­ions came into his mind of a won­der­ful fu­ture in Ox­ford, the gradual growth of Cath­olic prin­ciples, the de­cay of lib­er­al­ism, the in­aug­ur­a­tion of a second Ox­ford Move­ment, the con­ver­sion—who knows?—of Mark Pat­tison, the tri­umph of the Church. … “Earlier fail­ures do not mat­ter now,” he ex­claimed to a friend. “I see that I have been re­served by God for this.”

Just then a long blue en­vel­ope was brought into the room. New­man opened it. “All is over,” he said, “I am not al­lowed to go.” The en­vel­ope con­tained a let­ter from the Bishop an­noun­cing that, to­gether with the formal per­mis­sion for an Orat­ory at Ox­ford, Pro­pa­ganda had is­sued a secret in­struc­tion to the ef­fect that New­man him­self was by no means to reside there. If he showed signs of do­ing so, he was blandly and suavely (“blande suaviterque” were the words of the Latin in­stru­ment) to be pre­ven­ted. And now the secret in­struc­tion had come into op­er­a­tion—blande suaviterque: Dr. New­man’s spirit had been crushed.

His friends made some gal­lant ef­forts to re­trieve the situ­ation; but, it was in vain. Father St. John hur­ried to Rome and the in­dig­nant laity of Eng­land, headed by Lord Ed­ward Howard, the guard­ian of the young Duke of Nor­folk, seized the op­por­tun­ity of a par­tic­u­larly vir­u­lent an­onym­ous at­tack upon New­man, to send him an ad­dress in which they ex­pressed their feel­ing that “every blow that touches you in­flicts a wound upon the Cath­olic Church in this coun­try.” The only res­ult was an out­burst of re­doubled fury upon the part of Monsignor Tal­bot. The ad­dress, he de­clared, was an in­sult to the Holy See. “What is the province of the laity?” he in­ter­jec­ted. “To hunt, to shoot, to en­ter­tain. These mat­ters they un­der­stand, but to meddle with ec­cle­si­ast­ical mat­ters they have no right at all.” Once more he warned Man­ning to be care­ful.


“Dr. New­man is the most dan­ger­ous man in Eng­land, and you will see that he will make use of the laity against your Grace. You must not be afraid of him. It will re­quire much prudence, but you must be firm. The Holy Father still places his con­fid­ence in you; but if you yield and do not fight the battle of the Holy See against the de­test­able spirit grow­ing up in Eng­land, he will be­gin to re­gret Car­dinal Wise­man, who knew how to keep the laity in or­der.”



Man­ning had no thought of “yield­ing”; but, he poin­ted out to his agit­ated friend that an open con­flict between him­self and New­man would be “as great a scan­dal to the Church in Eng­land, and as great a vic­tory to the Anglic­ans, as could be.” He would act quietly, and there would be no more dif­fi­culty. The Bish­ops were united, and the Church was sound.

On this, Monsignor Tal­bot hur­ried to Father St. John’s lodgings in Rome to ex­press his re­gret at the mis­un­der­stand­ing that had arisen, to won­der how it could pos­sibly have oc­curred, and to hope that Dr. New­man might con­sent to be made a Pro­to­not­ary Apostolic. That was all the sat­is­fac­tion that Father St. John was to ob­tain from his visit to Rome. A few weeks later, the scheme of the Ox­ford Orat­ory was fi­nally quashed.

When all was over, Man­ning thought that the time had come for a re­con­cili­ation. He made ad­vances through a com­mon friend; what had he done, he asked, to of­fend Dr. New­man? Let­ters passed, and, nat­ur­ally enough, they only widened the breach. New­man was not the man to be po­lite.


“I can only re­peat,” he wrote at last, “what I said when you last heard from me. I do not know whether I am on my head or my heels when I have act­ive re­la­tions with you. In spite of my friendly feel­ings, this is the judg­ment of my in­tel­lect.” “Mean­while,” he con­cluded, “I pro­pose to say seven masses for your in­ten­tion amid the dif­fi­culties and anxi­et­ies of your ec­cle­si­ast­ical du­ties.”



And Man­ning could only re­turn the com­pli­ment.

At about this time, the Cur­ate of Lit­tlemore had a sin­gu­lar ex­per­i­ence. As he was passing by the Church he no­ticed an old man, very poorly dressed in an old grey coat with the col­lar turned up, lean­ing over the lych gate, in floods of tears. He was ap­par­ently in great trouble, and his hat was pulled down over his eyes as if he wished to hide his fea­tures. For a mo­ment, how­ever, he turned to­wards the Cur­ate, who was sud­denly struck by some­thing fa­mil­iar in the face. Could it be—? A pho­to­graph hung over the Cur­ate’s man­tel­piece of the man who had made Lit­tlemore fam­ous by his so­journ there more than twenty years ago—he had never seen the ori­ginal; but now, was it pos­sible—? He looked again, and he could doubt no longer. It was Dr. New­man. He sprang for­ward, with prof­fers of as­sist­ance. Could he be of any use? “Oh no, no!” was the reply. “Oh no, no!” But the Cur­ate felt that he could not run away and leave so em­in­ent a char­ac­ter in such dis­tress. “Was it not Dr. New­man he had the hon­our of ad­dress­ing?” he asked, with all the re­spect and sym­pathy at his com­mand. “Was there noth­ing that could be done?” But the old man hardly seemed to un­der­stand what was be­ing said to him. “Oh no, no!” he re­peated, with the tears stream­ing down his face, “Oh no, no!”






VII

Mean­while, a re­mark­able prob­lem was ab­sorb­ing the at­ten­tion of the Cath­olic Church. Once more, for a mo­ment, the eyes of all Christen­dom were fixed upon Rome. The Tem­poral Power of the Pope had now al­most van­ished; but, as his worldly domin­ions stead­ily di­min­ished, the spir­itual pre­ten­sions of the Holy Father no less stead­ily in­creased. For seven cen­tur­ies the im­macu­late con­cep­tion of the Vir­gin had been highly prob­lem­at­ical; Pio Nono spoke, and the doc­trine be­came an art­icle of faith. A few years later, the Court of Rome took an­other step: a Syl­labus Er­rorum was is­sued, in which all the fa­vour­ite be­liefs of the mod­ern world—the rights of demo­cra­cies, the claims of sci­ence, the sanc­tity of free speech, the prin­ciples of tol­er­a­tion—were cat­egor­ic­ally de­nounced, and their sup­port­ers aban­doned to the Div­ine wrath.

Yet it was ob­served that the mod­ern world pro­ceeded as be­fore. So­mething more drastic ap­peared to be ne­ces­sary—some bold and strik­ing meas­ure which should con­cen­trate the forces of the faith­ful, and con­found their en­emies. The tre­mend­ous doc­trine of Papal In­fal­lib­il­ity, be­loved of all good Cath­ol­ics, seemed to of­fer just the open­ing that was re­quired. Let that doc­trine be pro­claimed, with the as­sent of the whole Church, an art­icle of faith, and, in the face of such an af­firm­a­tion, let the mod­ern world do its worst! Ac­cord­ingly, a Gen­eral Coun­cil—the first to be held since the Coun­cil of Trent more than 300 years be­fore—was summoned to the Vat­ican, for the pur­pose, so it was an­nounced, of provid­ing “an ad­equate rem­edy to the dis­orders, in­tel­lec­tual and moral, of Christen­dom.” The pro­gramme might seem a large one, even for a Gen­eral Coun­cil; but every­one knew what it meant.

Every­one, how­ever, was not quite of one mind. There were those to whom even the mys­ter­ies of in­fal­lib­il­ity caused some search­ings of heart. It was true, no doubt, that Our Lord, by say­ing to Peter, “Thou art Cephas, which is by in­ter­pret­a­tion a stone,” thereby en­dowed that Apostle with the su­preme and full primacy and prin­cip­al­ity over the Univer­sal Cath­olic Church; it was equally cer­tain that Peter af­ter­wards be­came the Bishop of Rome; nor could it be doubted that the Ro­man Pontiff was his suc­cessor. Thus it fol­lowed dir­ectly that the Ro­man Pontiff was the head, heart, mind, and tongue of the Cath­olic Church; and moreover, it was plain that when Our Lord prayed for Peter that his faith should not fail, that prayer im­plied the doc­trine of Papal In­fal­lib­il­ity. All these things were ob­vi­ous, and yet—and yet—might not the formal de­clar­a­tion of such truths in the year of his grace 1870 be, to say the least of it, in­op­por­tune? Might it not come as an of­fence, as a scan­dal even, to those un­ac­quain­ted with the niceties of Cath­olic dogma? Such were the un­easy re­flec­tions of grave and learned ec­cle­si­ast­ics and theo­lo­gians in Eng­land, France, and Ger­many. New­man was more than usu­ally up­set; Mon­sei­gneur Dupan­loup was dis­gus­ted; and Dr. Dollinger pre­pared him­self for res­ist­ance. It was clear that there would be a dis­af­fected minor­ity at the Coun­cil.

Cath­olic apo­lo­gists have of­ten ar­gued that the Pope’s claim to in­fal­lib­il­ity im­plies no more than the ne­ces­sary claim of every ruler, of every gov­ern­ment, to the right of su­preme com­mand. In Eng­land, for in­stance, the Estates of the Realm ex­er­cise an ab­so­lute au­thor­ity in sec­u­lar mat­ters; no one ques­tions this au­thor­ity, no one sug­gests that it is ab­surd or ex­or­bit­ant; in other words, by gen­eral con­sent the Estates of the Realm are, within their sphere, in­fal­lible. Why, there­fore, should the Pope, within his sphere—the sphere of the Cath­olic Church—be denied a sim­ilar in­fal­lib­il­ity? If there is noth­ing mon­strous in an Act of Parlia­ment lay­ing down what all men shall do, why should there be any­thing mon­strous in a Papal En­cyc­lical lay­ing down what all men shall be­lieve? The ar­gu­ment is simple; in fact, it is too simple; for it takes for gran­ted the very ques­tion which is in dis­pute. Is there in­deed no rad­ical and es­sen­tial dis­tinc­tion between su­prem­acy and in­fal­lib­il­ity? Between the right of a Bor­ough Coun­cil to reg­u­late the traffic and the right of the Vi­car of Christ to de­cide upon the qual­i­fic­a­tions for Ever­last­ing Bliss?

There is one dis­tinc­tion, at any rate, which is palp­able: the de­cisions of a su­preme au­thor­ity can be altered; those of an in­fal­lible au­thor­ity can­not. A Bor­ough Coun­cil may change its traffic reg­u­la­tions at the next meet­ing; but the Vi­car of Christ, when in cer­tain cir­cum­stances and with cer­tain pre­cau­tions, he has once spoken, has ex­pressed, for all the ages, a part of the im­mut­able, ab­so­lute, and eternal Truth. It is this that makes the papal pre­ten­sions so ex­traordin­ary and so enorm­ous. It is also this that gives them their charm. Cath­olic apo­lo­gists, when they try to tone down those pre­ten­sions and to ex­plain them away, for­get that it is in their very ex­or­bit­ance that their fas­cin­a­tion lies. If the Pope were in­deed noth­ing more than a mag­ni­fied Bor­ough Coun­cil­lor, we should hardly have heard so much of him. It is not be­cause he sat­is­fies the reason, but be­cause he astounds it, that men abase them­selves be­fore the Vi­car of Christ.

And cer­tainly the doc­trine of Papal In­fal­lib­il­ity presents to the reason a suf­fi­ciency of stum­bling-blocks. In the four­teenth cen­tury, for in­stance, the fol­low­ing case arose. John XXII as­ser­ted in his bull “Cum inter non­nul­los” that the doc­trine of the poverty of Christ was heretical. Now, ac­cord­ing to the light of reason, one of two things must fol­low from this—either John XXII was him­self a heretic, or he was no Pope. For his pre­de­cessor, Nich­olas III, had as­ser­ted in his bull “Exiit qui sem­inat” that the doc­trine of the poverty of Christ was the true doc­trine, the denial of which was heresy. Thus if John XXII was right, Nich­olas III was a heretic, and in that case Nich­olas’s nom­in­a­tions of Car­din­als were void, and the con­clave which elec­ted John was il­legal—so that John was no Pope, his nom­in­a­tions of Car­din­als were void, and the whole Papal suc­ces­sion viti­ated. On the other hand, if John was wrong—well, he was a heretic; and the same in­con­veni­ent res­ults fol­lowed. And, in either case, what be­comes of Papal In­fal­lib­il­ity?

But such crude and fun­da­mental ques­tions as these were not likely to trouble the Coun­cil. The dis­cord­ant minor­ity took an­other line. In­fal­lib­il­ity they ad­mit­ted read­ily enough, the in­fal­lib­il­ity, that is to say, of the Church; what they shrank from was the pro­nounce­ment that this in­fal­lib­il­ity was con­cen­trated in the Bishop of Rome. They would not ac­tu­ally deny that, as a mat­ter of fact, it was so con­cen­trated; but to de­clare that it was, to make the be­lief that it was an art­icle of faith—what could be more—it was their fa­vour­ite ex­pres­sion—more in­op­por­tune? In truth, the Gal­lican spirit still lingered among them. At heart, they hated the auto­cracy of Rome—the dom­in­a­tion of the cent­ral­ised Italian or­gan­isa­tion over the whole vast body of the Church. They secretly hankered, even at this late hour, after some form of con­sti­tu­tional gov­ern­ment, and they knew that the last faint vestige of such a dream would van­ish ut­terly with the de­clar­a­tion of the in­fal­lib­il­ity of the Pope. It did not oc­cur to them, ap­par­ently, that a con­sti­tu­tional Cath­oli­cism might be a con­tra­dic­tion in terms, and that the Cath­olic Church, without the ab­so­lute domin­ion of the Pope, might re­semble the play of Ham­let without the Prince of Den­mark.

Pius IX him­self was troubled by doubts. “Be­fore I was Pope,” he ob­served, “I be­lieved in Papal In­fal­lib­il­ity, now I feel it.” As for Man­ning, his cer­tainty was no less com­plete than his mas­ter’s. Apart from the Holy Ghost, his ap­point­ment to the See of West­min­ster had been due to Pio Nono’s shrewd ap­pre­ci­ation of the fact that he was the one man in Eng­land upon whose fi­del­ity the Ro­man Govern­ment could ab­so­lutely rely. The voice which kept re­peat­ing “Mettetelo li, mettetelo li” in his Holi­ness’s ear, whether or not it was in­spired by God, was cer­tainly in­spired by polit­ical saga­city. For now Man­ning was to show that he was not un­worthy of the trust which had been re­posed in him. He flew to Rome in a whirl­wind of Papal en­thu­si­asm. On the way, in Paris, he stopped for a mo­ment to in­ter­view those two great props of French re­spect­ab­il­ity, M. Guizot and M. Thiers. Both were care­ful not to com­mit them­selves, but both were ex­ceed­ingly po­lite. “I am await­ing your Coun­cil,” said M. Guizot, “with great anxi­ety. It is the last great moral power and may re­store the peace of Europe.” M. Thiers de­livered a brief har­angue in fa­vour of the prin­ciples of the Re­volu­tion, which, he de­clared, were the very mar­row of all French­men; yet, he ad­ded, he had al­ways sup­por­ted the Tem­poral Power of the Pope. “Mais, M. Thiers,” said Man­ning, “vous etes ef­fect­ive­ment croy­ant.” “En Dieu,” replied M. Thiers.

The Rome which Man­ning reached to­wards the close of 1869 was still the Rome which, for so many cen­tur­ies, had been the proud and vis­ible apex, the pal­pit­at­ing heart, the sac­red sanc­tu­ary, of the most ex­traordin­ary ming­ling of spir­itual and earthly powers that the world has ever known. The Pope now, it is true, ruled over little more than the City it­self—the Pat­ri­mony of St. Peter—and he ruled there less by the Grace of God than by the good­will of Na­po­leon III; yet he was still a sov­er­eign Prince, and Rome was still the cap­ital of the Papal State; she was not yet the cap­ital of Italy. The last hour of this strange domin­ion had al­most struck. As if she knew that her doom was upon her, the Eternal City ar­rayed her­self to meet it in all her glory.

The whole world seemed to be gathered to­gether within her walls. Her streets were filled with crowned heads and Princes of the Church, great ladies and great theo­lo­gians, artists and fri­ars, dip­lo­mats and news­pa­per re­port­ers. Seven hun­dred bish­ops were there from all the corners of Christen­dom, and in all the vari­et­ies of ec­cle­si­ast­ical mag­ni­fi­cence in fall­ing lace and sweep­ing purple and flow­ing vi­olet veils. Zou­aves stood in the colon­nade of St. Peter’s, and Papal troops were on the Quir­inal. Car­din­als passed, hat­ted and robed, in their enorm­ous car­riage of state, like mys­ter­i­ous painted idols. Then there was a sud­den hush: the crowd grew thicker and ex­pect­a­tion filled, the air. Yes! it was he! He was com­ing! The Holy Father! But first there ap­peared, moun­ted on a white mule and clothed in a magenta mantle, a grave dig­nit­ary bear­ing aloft a sil­ver cross. The golden coach fol­lowed, drawn by six horses gor­geously ca­par­isoned, and within, the smil­ing white-haired Pio Nono, scat­ter­ing his be­ne­dic­tions, while the mul­ti­tude fell upon its knees as one man. Such were the daily spec­tacles of col­oured pomp and of an­tique solem­nity, which so long as the sun was shin­ing, at any rate—dazzled the on­looker into a happy for­get­ful­ness of the re­verse side of the Papal dis­pens­a­tion—the naus­eat­ing filth of the high­ways, the cattle stabled in the palaces of the great, and the fever flit­ting through the ghastly tene­ments of the poor.

In St. Peter’s, the North Tran­sept had been screened off; rows of wooden seats had been erec­ted covered with Brus­sels car­pet; and upon these seats sat each crowned with a white mitre, the 700 Bish­ops in Coun­cil. Here all day long rolled forth, in son­or­ous Latin, the in­ter­min­able peri­ods of epis­copal oratory; but it was not here that the is­sue of the Coun­cil was de­term­ined. The as­sembled Fath­ers might talk till the marbles of St. Peter’s them­selves grew weary of the re­ver­ber­a­tions; the fate of the Church was de­cided in a very dif­fer­ent man­ner—by little knots of in­flu­en­tial per­sons meet­ing quietly of a morn­ing in the back room of some in­con­spicu­ous lodging-house, by a sun­set ren­dez­vous in the Borghese Gar­dens between a Car­dinal and a Dip­lo­mat­ist, by a whispered con­fer­ence in an al­cove at a Prin­cess’s even­ing party, with the gay world chat­ter­ing all about. And, of course, on such mo­ment­ous oc­ca­sions as these, Man­ning was in his ele­ment. None knew those dif­fi­cult ropes bet­ter than he; none used them with a more ser­vice­able and yet dis­creet alac­rity. In every junc­ture he had the right word, or the right si­lence; his in­flu­ence rami­fied in all dir­ec­tions, from the Pope’s audi­ence cham­ber to the Eng­lish Cabinet. “Il Diavolo del Con­cilio” his en­emies called him; and he glor­ied in the name.

The real crux of the po­s­i­tion was less ec­cle­si­ast­ical than dip­lo­matic. The Papal Court, with its huge ma­jor­ity of Italian Bish­ops, could make sure enough, when it came to the point, of car­ry­ing its wishes through the Coun­cil; what was far more du­bi­ous was the at­ti­tude of the for­eign gov­ern­ments—es­pe­cially those of France and Eng­land. The French Govern­ment dreaded a schism among its Cath­olic sub­jects; it dis­liked the pro­spect of an ex­ten­sion of the in­flu­ence of the Pope over the mass of the pop­u­la­tion of France; and, since the very ex­ist­ence of the last rem­nant of the Pope’s Tem­poral Power de­pended upon the French army, it was able to ap­ply con­sid­er­able pres­sure upon the Vat­ican. The in­terests of Eng­land were less dir­ectly in­volved, but it happened that at this mo­ment Mr. Glad­stone was Prime Min­is­ter, and Mr. Glad­stone en­ter­tained strong views upon the In­fal­lib­il­ity of the Pope. His opin­ions upon the sub­ject were in part the out­come of his friend­ship with Lord Ac­ton, a his­tor­ian to whom learn­ing and judg­ment had not been gran­ted in equal pro­por­tions, and who, after years of in­cred­ible and in­deed well-nigh myth­ical re­search, had come to the con­clu­sion that the Pope could err. In this Mr. Glad­stone en­tirely con­curred, though he did not share the rest of his friend’s theo­lo­gical opin­ions; for Lord Ac­ton, while strain­ing at the gnat of In­fal­lib­il­ity, had swal­lowed the camel of the Ro­man Cath­olic Faith. “Que di­able al­lait-il faire dans cette galère?” one can­not help ask­ing, as one watched that la­bor­i­ous and scru­pu­lous scholar, that lifelong en­thu­si­ast for liberty, that al­most hys­ter­ical re­viler of priest­hood and per­se­cu­tion, trail­ing his learn­ing so dis­crep­antly along the dusty Ro­man way. But, there are some who know how to wear their Rome with a dif­fer­ence; and Lord Ac­ton was one of these.

Whether the ef­fect of these af­firm­a­tions upon Lord Clar­en­don was as great as Man­ning sup­posed is some­what doubt­ful; but it is at any rate cer­tain that Mr. Glad­stone failed to carry the Cabinet with him; and, when at last a pro­posal was def­in­itely made that the Eng­lish Govern­ment should in­vite the Powers of Europe to in­ter­vene at the Vat­ican, it was re­jec­ted. Man­ning al­ways be­lieved that this was the dir­ect res­ult of Mr. Rus­sell’s dis­patches, which had ac­ted as an an­ti­dote to the poison of Lord Ac­ton’s let­ters, and thus car­ried the day. If that was so, the dis­cre­tion of bio­graph­ers has not yet en­tirely lif­ted the veil from these pro­ceed­ings—Man­ning had as­suredly per­formed no small ser­vice for his cause. Yet his mod­esty would not al­low him to as­sume for him­self a credit which, after all, was due else­where; and when he told the story of those days, he would add, with more than wonted ser­i­ous­ness, “It was by the Div­ine Will that the designs of His en­emies were frus­trated.”

Mean­while, in the North Tran­sept of St. Peter’s a cer­tain amount of pre­lim­in­ary busi­ness had been car­ried through. Vari­ous mis­cel­laneous points in Chris­tian doc­trine had been sat­is­fact­or­ily de­term­ined. Among oth­ers, the fol­low­ing Can­ons were laid down by the Fath­ers: “If any­one does not ac­cept for sac­red and ca­non­ical the whole and every part of the Books of Holy Scrip­ture, or deny that they are di­vinely in­spired, let him be ana­thema.” “If any­one says that mir­acles can­not be, and there­fore, the ac­counts of them, even those in Holy Scrip­tures must be as­signed a place among fables and myths, or that the di­vine ori­gin of the Chris­tian re­li­gion can­not rightly be proved from them, let him be ana­thema.” “If any­one says that the doc­trines of the Church can ever re­ceive a sense in ac­cord­ance with the pro­gress of sci­ence, other than that sense which the Church has un­der­stood and still un­der­stands, let him be ana­thema.” “If any­one says that it is not pos­sible, by the nat­ural light of hu­man reason, to ac­quire a cer­tain know­ledge of the One and True God, let him be ana­thema.” In other words, it be­came an art­icle of Faith that Faith was not ne­ces­sary for a true know­ledge of God. Hav­ing dis­posed of these minor mat­ters, the Fath­ers found them­selves at last ap­proach­ing the great ques­tion of In­fal­lib­il­ity.

Two main is­sues, it soon ap­peared, were be­fore them: the Pope’s In­fal­lib­il­ity was ad­mit­ted, os­tens­ibly at least, by all; what re­mained to be de­term­ined was: (1) whether the defin­i­tion of the Pope’s In­fal­lib­il­ity was op­por­tune, and (2) what the defin­i­tion of the Pope’s In­fal­lib­il­ity was.

(1) It soon be­came clear that the sense of the Coun­cil was over­whelm­ingly in fa­vour of a defin­i­tion. The Inop­por­tun­ists were a small minor­ity; they were out­voted, and they were ob­liged to give way. It only re­mained, there­fore, to come to a de­cision upon the second ques­tion—what the defin­i­tion should ac­tu­ally be.

(2) It now be­came the ob­ject of the Inop­por­tun­ists to limit the scope of the defin­i­tion as much as pos­sible, while the In­fal­lib­il­ists were no less eager to ex­tend it. Now every­one, or nearly every­one, was ready to limit the Papal In­fal­lib­il­ity to pro­nounce­ments ex cathedra—that is to say, to those made by the Pope in his ca­pa­city of Univer­sal Doc­tor; but this only served to raise the ul­terior, the portent­ous, and in­deed the really cru­cial ques­tion—to which of the Papal pro­nounce­ments ex cathedra did In­fal­lib­il­ity ad­here?

The dis­cus­sions which fol­lowed were, nat­ur­ally enough, nu­mer­ous, com­plic­ated, and em­bittered, and in all of them Man­ning played a con­spicu­ous part. For two months the Fath­ers de­lib­er­ated; through fifty ses­sions they sought the guid­ance of the Holy Ghost. The wooden seats, covered though they were with Brus­sels car­pet, grew harder and harder; and still the mitred Coun­cil­lors sat on. The Pope him­self began to grow im­pa­tient; for one thing, he de­clared, he was be­ing ruined by the mere ex­pense of lodging and keep­ing the mul­ti­tude of his ad­her­ents. “Questi in­fal­lib­il­isti mi faranno fal­lire,” said his Holi­ness. At length it ap­peared that the Inop­por­tun­ists were drag­ging out the pro­ceed­ings in the hope of ob­tain­ing an in­def­in­ite post­pone­ment. Then the au­thor­it­ies began to act; a bishop was shouted down, and the clos­ure was brought into op­er­a­tion. At this point the French Govern­ment, after long hes­it­a­tion, fi­nally de­cided to in­ter­vene, and Car­dinal An­ton­elli was in­formed that if the Defin­i­tion was pro­ceeded with, the French troops would be with­drawn from Rome. But the as­tute Car­dinal judged that he could safely ig­nore the threat. He saw that Na­po­leon III was tot­ter­ing to his fall and would never risk an open rup­ture with the Vat­ican. Ac­cord­ingly, it was de­term­ined to bring the pro­ceed­ings to a close by a fi­nal vote. Already the Inop­por­tun­ists, see­ing that the game was up, had shaken the dust of Rome from their feet. On July 18th, 1870, the Coun­cil met for the last time. As the first of the Fath­ers stepped for­ward to de­clare his vote, a storm of thun­der and light­ning sud­denly burst over St. Peter’s. All through the morn­ing the vot­ing con­tin­ued, and every vote was ac­com­pan­ied by a flash and a roar from heaven. Both sides, with equal justice, claimed the portent as a mani­fest­a­tion of the Div­ine Opin­ion. When the votes were ex­amined, it was found that 533 were in fa­vour of the pro­posed defin­i­tion and two against it. Next day, war was de­clared between France and Ger­many, and a few weeks later the French troops were with­drawn from Rome. Al­most in the same mo­ment, the suc­cessor of St. Peter had lost his Tem­poral Power, and gained In­fal­lib­il­ity.

What the Coun­cil had done was merely to as­sent to a defin­i­tion of the dogma of the In­fal­lib­il­ity of the Ro­man Pontiff which Pius IX had is­sued, proprio motu, a few days be­fore. The defin­i­tion it­self was per­haps some­what less ex­treme than might have been ex­pec­ted. The Pope, it de­clared, is pos­sessed, when he speaks ex cathedra, of “that in­fal­lib­il­ity with which the Redeemer willed that His Church should be en­dowed for de­fin­ing doc­trine re­gard­ing faith or mor­als.” Thus it be­came a dogma of faith that a Papal defin­i­tion re­gard­ing faith or mor­als is in­fal­lible; but bey­ond that, both the Holy Father and the Coun­cil main­tained a ju­di­cious re­serve. Over what other mat­ters be­sides faith and mor­als the Papal in­fal­lib­il­ity might or might not ex­tend still re­mained in doubt. And there were fur­ther ques­tions, no less ser­i­ous, to which no de­cis­ive an­swer was then, or ever has been since, provided.

How was it to be de­term­ined, for in­stance, which par­tic­u­lar Papal de­cisions did in fact come within the scope of the defin­i­tion? Who was to de­cide what was or was not a mat­ter of faith or mor­als? Or pre­cisely when the Ro­man Pontiff was speak­ing ex cathedra? Was the fam­ous Syl­labus Er­rorum, for ex­ample, is­sued ex cathedra or not? Grave theo­lo­gians have never been able to make up their minds. Yet to ad­mit doubts in such mat­ters as these is surely dan­ger­ous. “In duty to our su­preme pas­toral of­fice,” pro­claimed the Sover­eign Pontiff, “by the bowels of Christ we earn­estly en­treat all Christ’s faith­ful people, and we also com­mand them by the au­thor­ity of God and our Sa­viour, that they study and la­bour to ex­pel and elim­in­ate er­rors and dis­play the light of the purest faith.” Well might the faith­ful study and la­bour to such ends! For, while the of­fence re­mained am­bigu­ous, there was no am­bi­gu­ity about the pen­alty. One hair’s-breadth from the un­known path of truth, one shadow of im­pur­ity in the mys­ter­i­ous light of faith, and there shall be ana­thema! ana­thema! ana­thema! When the framers of such edicts called upon the bowels of Christ to jus­tify them, might they not have done well to have paused a little, and to have called to mind the coun­sel of an­other sov­er­eign ruler, though a heretic—Oliver Crom­well? “Be­think ye, be­think ye, in the bowels of Christ, that ye may be mis­taken!”

One of the sec­ond­ary res­ults of the Coun­cil was the ex­com­mu­nic­a­tion of Dr. Dollinger, and a few more of the most un­com­prom­ising of the Inop­por­tun­ists. Among these, how­ever, Lord Ac­ton was not in­cluded. Nobody ever dis­covered why. Was it be­cause he was too im­port­ant for the Holy See to care to in­ter­fere with him? Or was it be­cause he was not im­port­ant enough?

Another ul­terior con­sequence was the ap­pear­ance of a pamph­let by Mr. Glad­stone, en­titled “Vat­ic­an­ism,” in which the aw­ful im­plic­a­tions in­volved in the de­clar­a­tion of In­fal­lib­il­ity were laid be­fore the Brit­ish Public. How was it pos­sible, Mr. Glad­stone asked, with all the ful­min­at­ing ac­com­pani­ments of his most agit­ated rhet­oric, to de­pend hence­for­ward upon the civil al­le­gi­ance of Ro­man Cath­ol­ics? To this ques­tion the words of Car­dinal An­ton­elli to the Aus­trian Am­bas­sador might have seemed a suf­fi­cient reply. “There is a great dif­fer­ence,” said his Emin­ence, between the­ory and prac­tice. No one will ever pre­vent the Church from pro­claim­ing the great prin­ciples upon which its Div­ine fab­ric is based; but, as re­gards the ap­plic­a­tion of those sac­red laws, the Church, im­it­at­ing the ex­ample of its Div­ine Founder, is in­clined to take into con­sid­er­a­tion the nat­ural weak­nesses of man­kind.” And, in any case, it was hard to see how the sys­tem of Faith, which had en­abled Pope Gregory XIII to ef­fect, by the hands of Eng­lish Cath­ol­ics, a whole series of at­tempts to murder Queen El­iza­beth, can have been rendered a much more dan­ger­ous en­gine of dis­loy­alty by the Defin­i­tion of 1870. But such con­sid­er­a­tions failed to re­as­sure Mr. Glad­stone; the Brit­ish Public was of a like mind; and 145,000 cop­ies of the pamph­let were sold within two months. Vari­ous replies ap­peared, and Man­ning was not be­hind­hand. His share in the con­tro­versy led to a curi­ous per­sonal en­counter.

His con­ver­sion had come as a great shock to Mr. Glad­stone. Man­ning had breathed no word of its ap­proach to his old and in­tim­ate friend, and when the news reached him, it seemed al­most an act of per­sonal in­jury. “I felt,” Mr. Glad­stone said, “as if Man­ning had murdered my mother by mis­take.” For twelve years the two men did not meet, after which they oc­ca­sion­ally saw each other and re­newed their cor­res­pond­ence. This was the con­di­tion of af­fairs when Mr. Glad­stone pub­lished his pamph­let. As soon as it ap­peared, Man­ning wrote a let­ter to the New York Her­ald, con­tra­dict­ing its con­clu­sions and de­clar­ing that its pub­lic­a­tion was “the first event that has over­cast a friend­ship of forty-five years.” Mr. Glad­stone replied to this let­ter in a second pamph­let. At the close of his theo­lo­gical ar­gu­ments, he ad­ded the fol­low­ing pas­sage:


“I feel it ne­ces­sary, in con­clud­ing this an­swer, to state that Arch­bishop Man­ning has fallen into most ser­i­ous in­ac­cur­acy in his let­ter of Novem­ber 10th, wherein he de­scribes my Ex­pos­tu­la­tion as the first event which has over­cast a friend­ship of forty-five years. I al­lude to the sub­ject with re­gret; and without en­ter­ing into de­tails.”



Man­ning replied in a private let­ter:


“My dear Glad­stone,” he wrote, “you say that I am in er­ror in stat­ing that your former pamph­let is the first act which has over­cast our friend­ship.

“If you refer to my act in 1851 in sub­mit­ting to the Cath­olic Church, by which we were sep­ar­ated for some twelve years, I can un­der­stand it.

“If you refer to any other act either on your part or mine I am not con­scious of it, and would de­sire to know what it may be.

“My act in 1851 may have over­cast your friend­ship for me. It did not over­cast my friend­ship for you, as I think the last years have shown.

“You will not, I hope, think me over­sens­it­ive in ask­ing for this ex­plan­a­tion. Be­lieve me, yours af­fec­tion­ately,


“✝ H. E. M.”





“My dear Arch­bishop Man­ning,” Mr. Glad­stone answered, “it did, I con­fess, seem to me an as­ton­ish­ing er­ror to state in pub­lic that a friend­ship had not been over­cast for forty-five years un­til now, which your let­ter de­clares has been sus­pen­ded as to all ac­tion for twelve …

“I won­der, too, at your for­get­ting that dur­ing the forty-five years I had been charged by you with do­ing the work of the Anti­christ in re­gard to the Tem­poral Power of the Pope.

“Our dif­fer­ences, my dear Arch­bishop, are in­deed pro­found. We refer them, I sup­pose, in humble si­lence to a Higher Power … You as­sured me once of your pray­ers at all and at the most sol­emn time. I re­ceived that as­sur­ance with grat­it­ude, and still cher­ish it. As and when they move up­wards, there is a meet­ing-point for those whom a chasm sep­ar­ates be­low. I re­main al­ways, af­fec­tion­ately yours,


“W. E. Glad­stone.”




Speak­ing of this cor­res­pond­ence in after years, Car­dinal Man­ning said: “From the way in which Mr. Glad­stone al­luded to the over­cast­ing of our friend­ship, people might have thought that I had picked his pocket.”






VIII

In 1875, Man­ning’s la­bours re­ceived their fi­nal re­ward: he was made a Car­dinal. His long and strange ca­reer, with its high hopes, its bit­ter dis­ap­point­ments, its struggles, its re­nun­ci­ations, had come at last to fruition in a Prince­dom of the Church.


“Ask in faith and in per­fect con­fid­ence,” he him­self once wrote, “and God will give us what we ask. You may say, ‘But do you mean that He will give us the very thing?’ That, God has not said. God has said that He will give you what­so­ever you ask; but the form in which it will come, and the time in which He will give it, He keeps in His own power. So­me­times our pray­ers are answered in the very things which we put from us; some­times it may be a chas­tise­ment, or a loss, or a vis­it­a­tion against which our hearts rise, and we seem to see that God has not only for­got­ten us, but has be­gun to deal with us in sever­ity. Those very things are the an­swers to our pray­ers. He knows what we de­sire, and He gives us the things for which we ask; but in the form which His own Div­ine Wis­dom sees to be best.”



There was one to whom Man­ning’s el­ev­a­tion would no doubt have given a pe­cu­liar sat­is­fac­tion—his old friend Monsignor Tal­bot. But this was not to be. That in­dus­tri­ous worker in the cause of Rome had been re­moved some years pre­vi­ously to a se­questered home at Passy, whose pad­ded walls were im­per­vi­ous to the ru­mours of the outer world. Pius IX had been much af­flic­ted by this un­for­tu­nate event; he had not been able to resign him­self to the loss of his sec­ret­ary, and he had given or­ders that Monsignor Tal­bot’s apart­ment in the Vat­ican should be pre­served pre­cisely as he had left it, in case of his re­turn. But Monsignor Tal­bot never re­turned. Man­ning’s feel­ings upon the sub­ject ap­pear to have been less tender than the Pope’s. In all his let­ters, in all his pa­pers, in all his bio­graph­ical memor­anda, not a word of al­lu­sion is to be found to the mis­for­tune, nor to the death, of the most loyal of his ad­her­ents. Monsignor Tal­bot’s name dis­ap­pears sud­denly and forever—like a stone cast into the wa­ters.

Man­ning was now an old man, and his out­ward form had as­sumed that ap­pear­ance of aus­tere as­ceti­cism which is, per­haps, the one thing im­me­di­ately sug­ges­ted by his name to the or­din­ary Eng­lish­man. The spare and stately form, the head—massive, ema­ci­ated, ter­rible—with the great nose, the glit­ter­ing eyes, and the mouth drawn back and com­pressed into the grim ri­gid­it­ies of age, self-mor­ti­fic­a­tion, and au­thor­ity—such is the vis­ion that still lingers in the pub­lic mind—the vis­ion which, ac­tual and palp­able like some em­bod­ied memory of the Middle Ages, used to pass and re­pass, less than a gen­er­a­tion since, through the streets of Lon­don. For the activ­it­ies of this ex­traordin­ary fig­ure were great and var­ied. He ruled his dio­cese with the des­potic zeal of a born ad­min­is­trator. He threw him­self into so­cial work of every kind; he or­gan­ised char­it­ies, he lec­tured on tem­per­ance; he de­livered in­nu­mer­able ser­mons; he pro­duced an un­end­ing series of de­vo­tional books. And he brooked no brother near the throne: New­man lan­guished in Birm­ing­ham; and even the Je­suits trembled and obeyed.

Nor was it only among his own com­munity that his en­ergy and his ex­per­i­ence found scope. He gradu­ally came to play an im­port­ant part in pub­lic af­fairs, upon ques­tions of la­bour, poverty, and edu­ca­tion. He sat on Royal Com­mis­sions and cor­res­pon­ded with Cabinet Min­is­ters. At last, no phil­an­thropic meet­ing at the Guild­hall was con­sidered com­plete without the pres­ence of Car­dinal Man­ning. A spe­cial de­gree of pre­ced­ence was ac­cor­ded to him. Though the rank of a Car­dinal-Arch­bishop is of­fi­cially un­known in Eng­land, his name ap­peared in pub­lic doc­u­ments—as a token, it must be sup­posed, of per­sonal con­sid­er­a­tion—above the names of peers and bish­ops, and im­me­di­ately be­low that of the Prince of Wales.

In his private life he was se­cluded. The am­bi­gu­ities of his so­cial po­s­i­tion, and his de­sire to main­tain in­tact the pe­cu­liar em­in­ence of his of­fice, com­bined to hold him aloof from the or­din­ary gath­er­ings of so­ci­ety, though on the rare oc­ca­sions of his ap­pear­ance among fash­ion­able and ex­al­ted per­sons, he car­ried all be­fore him. His fa­vour­ite haunt was the Athen­aeum Club, where he sat scan­ning the news­pa­pers, or con­vers­ing with the old friends of former days. He was a mem­ber, too, of that dis­tin­guished body, the Meta­phys­ical So­ci­ety, which met once a month dur­ing the palmy years of the sev­en­ties to dis­cuss, in strict pri­vacy, the fun­da­mental prob­lems of the des­tiny of man.

After a com­fort­able din­ner at the Gros­venor Hotel, the So­ci­ety, which in­cluded Pro­fessor Hux­ley and Pro­fessor Tyn­dall, Mr. John Mor­ley and Sir James Stephen, the Duke of Argyll, Lord Tennyson, and Dean Church, would gather around to hear and dis­cuss a pa­per read by one of the mem­bers upon such ques­tions as: “What is death?” “Is God un­know­able?” or “The nature of the Moral Prin­ciple.” So­me­times, how­ever, the spec­u­la­tions of the So­ci­ety ranged in other dir­ec­tions.


“I think the pa­per that in­ter­ested me most of all that were ever read at our meet­ings,” says Sir Mount­s­tu­art El­phin­stone Grant-Duff, “was one on ‘Wherein con­sists the spe­cial beauty of im­per­fec­tion and de­cay?’ in which were pro­pounded the ques­tions ‘Are not ru­ins re­cog­nised and felt to be more beau­ti­ful than per­fect struc­tures? Why are they so? Ought they to be so?”



Un­for­tu­nately, how­ever, the an­swers given to these ques­tions by the Meta­phys­ical So­ci­ety have not been re­cor­ded for the in­struc­tion of man­kind.

Man­ning read sev­eral pa­pers, and Pro­fessor Hux­ley and Mr. John Mor­ley listened with at­ten­tion while he ex­pressed his views upon “The Soul be­fore and after Death,” or ex­plained why it is “That le­git­im­ate Author­ity is an Evid­ence of Truth.” Yet, some­how or other, his Emin­ence never felt quite at ease in these as­sem­blies; he was more at home with audi­ences of a dif­fer­ent kind; and we must look in other dir­ec­tions for the free and full mani­fest­a­tion of his spec­u­lat­ive gifts.

In a series of lec­tures, for in­stance, de­livered in 1861—it was the first year of the uni­fic­a­tion of Italy—upon “The Present Crisis of the Holy See, tested by proph­ecy,” we catch some glimpses of the kind of prob­lems which were truly con­genial to his mind.


“In the fol­low­ing pages,” he said, “I have en­deav­oured, but for so great a sub­ject most in­suf­fi­ciently, to show that what is passing in our times is the pre­lude of the an­ti­chris­tian period of the fi­nal de­throne­ment of Christen­dom, and of the res­tor­a­tion of so­ci­ety without God in the world.” “My in­ten­tion is,” he con­tin­ued, “to ex­am­ine the present re­la­tion of the Church to the civil powers of the world by the light of a proph­ecy re­cor­ded by St. Paul.”



This proph­ecy (2 Thess. ii 3 to 11) is con­cerned with the com­ing of the Anti­christ, and the greater part of the lec­tures is de­voted to a minute ex­am­in­a­tion of this sub­ject. There is no pas­sage in Scrip­ture, Man­ning poin­ted out, re­lat­ing to the com­ing of Christ more ex­pli­cit and ex­press than those fore­tell­ing Anti­christ; it there­fore be­hoved the faith­ful to con­sider the mat­ter more fully than they are wont to do. In the first place, Anti­christ is a per­son. “To deny the per­son­al­ity of Anti­christ is to deny the plain testi­mony of Holy Scrip­ture.” And we must re­mem­ber that “it is a law of Holy Scrip­ture that when per­sons are proph­esied of, per­sons ap­pear.”

Again, there was every reason to be­lieve that Anti­christ, when he did ap­pear, would turn out to be a Jew.


“Such was the opin­ion of St. Iren­aeus, St. Jerome, and of the au­thor of the work De Con­sum­ma­tione Mundi, ascribed to St. Hip­poly­tus, and of a writer of a Com­ment­ary on the Epistle to the Thes­sa­lo­ni­ans, ascribed to St. Am­brose, of many oth­ers, who said that he will be of the tribe of Dan: as, for in­stance, St. Gregory the Great, Theodoret, Aretas of Caesarea, and many more. Such also is the opin­ion of Bel­larmine, who calls it cer­tain. Lessius af­firms that the Fath­ers, with un­an­im­ous con­sent, teach as un­doubted that Anti­christ will be a Jew. Rib­era re­peats the same opin­ion, and adds that Aretas, St. Bede, Haymo, St. An­selm, and Ru­pert af­firm that for this reason the tribe of Dan is not numbered among those who are sealed in the Apo­ca­lypse … Now, I think no one can con­sider the dis­per­sion and provid­en­tial pre­ser­va­tion of the Jews among all the na­tions of the world and the in­des­truct­ible vi­tal­ity of their race without be­liev­ing that they are re­served for some fu­ture ac­tion of His judg­ment and Grace. And this is fore­told again and again in the New Testa­ment.”

“Our Lord,” con­tin­ued Man­ning, widen­ing the sweep of his spec­u­la­tions, “has said of these lat­ter times: ‘There shall arise false Christs and false proph­ets, in­somuch as to de­ceive even the elect’; that is, they shall not be de­ceived; but those who have lost faith in the In­carn­a­tion, such as hu­man­it­ari­ans, ra­tion­al­ists, and pan­the­ists, may well be de­ceived by any per­son of great polit­ical power and suc­cess, who should re­store the Jews to their own land, and people Jer­u­s­alem once more with the sons of the Pat­ri­archs. And, there is noth­ing in the polit­ical as­pect of the world which renders such a com­bin­a­tion im­possible; in­deed, the state of Syria, and the tide of European dip­lomacy, which “is con­tinu­ally mov­ing east­ward, render such an event within a reas­on­able prob­ab­il­ity.”



Then Man­ning threw out a bold sug­ges­tion. “A suc­cess­ful me­dium,” he said, “might well pass him­self off by his preter­nat­ural en­dow­ments as the prom­ised Mes­si­ahs.”

Man­ning went on to dis­cuss the course of events which would lead to the fi­nal cata­strophe. But this sub­ject, he con­fessed,


“deals with agen­cies so tran­scend­ent and mys­ter­i­ous, that all I shall ven­ture to do will be to sketch in out­line what the broad and lu­min­ous proph­ecies, es­pe­cially of the Book of Daniel and the Apo­ca­lypse, set forth without at­tempt­ing to enter into minute de­tails, which can only be in­ter­preted by the event.”



While ap­plaud­ing his mod­esty, we need fol­low Man­ning no fur­ther in his com­ment­ary upon those broad and lu­min­ous works; ex­cept to ob­serve that “the apostasy of the City of Rome from the Vi­car of Christ and its de­struc­tion by the Anti­christ” was, in his opin­ion, cer­tain. Nor was he without au­thor­ity for this be­lief. For it was held by “Malvenda, who writes ex­pressly on the sub­ject,” and who, be­sides, “states as the opin­ion of Rib­era, Gas­par Me­lus, Vie­gas, Suarez, Bel­larmine, and Bosius that Rome shall apos­tat­ise from the faith.”






IX

The death of Pius IX brought to Man­ning a last flat­ter­ing testi­mony of the con­fid­ence with which he was re­garded at the Court of Rome. In one of the private con­sulta­tions pre­ced­ing the Con­clave, a Car­dinal sug­ges­ted that Man­ning should suc­ceed to the Pa­pacy. He replied that he was un­fit for the po­s­i­tion, be­cause it was es­sen­tial for the in­terests of the Holy See that the next Pope should be an Italian. The sug­ges­tion was pressed, but Man­ning held firm. Thus it happened that the Triple Ti­ara seemed to come, for a mo­ment, within the grasp of the late Arch­deacon of Chichester; and the cau­tious hand re­frained.

Leo XIII was elec­ted, and there was a great change in the policy of the Vat­ican. Lib­er­al­ism be­came the or­der of the day. And now at last the op­por­tun­ity seemed ripe for an act which, in the opin­ion of the ma­jor­ity of Eng­lish Cath­ol­ics, had long been due—the be­stowal of some mark of re­cog­ni­tion from the Holy See upon the la­bours and the sanc­tity of Father New­man. It was felt that a Car­dinal’s hat was the one fit­ting re­ward for such a life, and ac­cord­ingly the Duke of Nor­folk, rep­res­ent­ing the Cath­olic laity of Eng­land, vis­ited Man­ning, and sug­ges­ted that he should for­ward the pro­posal to the Vat­ican. Man­ning agreed, and then there fol­lowed a curi­ous series of in­cid­ents—the last en­counter in the jar­ring lives of those two men. A let­ter was drawn up by Man­ning for the eye of the Pope, em­body­ing the Duke of Nor­folk’s pro­posal; but there was an un­ac­count­able delay in the trans­mis­sion of this let­ter; months passed, and it had not reached the Holy Father. The whole mat­ter would, per­haps, have dropped out of sight and been for­got­ten, in a way which had be­come cus­tom­ary when hon­ours for New­man were con­cerned, had not the Duke of Nor­folk him­self, when he was next in Rome, ven­tured to re­com­mend to Leo XIII that Dr. New­man should be made a Car­dinal. His Holi­ness wel­comed the pro­posal; but, he said, he could do noth­ing un­til he knew the views of Car­dinal Man­ning. Thereupon, the Duke of Nor­folk wrote to Man­ning, ex­plain­ing what had oc­curred; shortly af­ter­wards, Man­ning’s let­ter of re­com­mend­a­tion, after a delay of six months, reached the Pope, and the of­fer of a Car­din­al­ate was im­me­di­ately dis­patched to New­man.

But the af­fair was not yet over. The of­fer had been made; would it be ac­cep­ted? There was one dif­fi­culty in the way. New­man was now an in­firm old man of sev­enty-eight; and it is a rule that all Car­din­als who are not also dio­cesan Bish­ops or Arch­bish­ops reside, as a mat­ter of course, at Rome. The change would have been im­possible for one of his years—for one, too, whose whole life was now bound up with the Orat­ory at Birm­ing­ham. But, of course, there was noth­ing to pre­vent His Holi­ness from mak­ing an ex­cep­tion in New­man’s case, and al­low­ing him to end his days in Eng­land. Yet how was New­man him­self to sug­gest this? The of­fer of the Hat had come to him as an al­most mi­ra­cu­lous token of re­newed con­fid­ence, of ul­ti­mate re­con­cili­ation. The old, long, bit­ter es­trange­ment was ended at last. “The cloud is lif­ted from me forever!” he ex­claimed when the news reached him. It would be mel­an­choly in­deed if the cup were now to be once more dashed from his lips and he was ob­liged to re­fuse the sig­nal hon­our. In his per­plex­ity he went to the Bishop of Birm­ing­ham and ex­plained the whole situ­ation. The Bishop as­sured him that all would be well; that he him­self would com­mu­nic­ate with the au­thor­it­ies, and put the facts of the case be­fore them. Ac­cord­ingly, while New­man wrote form­ally re­fus­ing the Hat, on the ground of his un­will­ing­ness to leave the Orat­ory, the Bishop wrote two let­ters to Man­ning, one of­fi­cial and one private, in which the fol­low­ing pas­sages oc­curred:


“Dr. New­man has far too humble and del­ic­ate a mind to dream of think­ing or say­ing any­thing which would look like hint­ing at any kind of terms with the Sover­eign Pontiff. … I think, how­ever, that I ought to ex­press my own sense of what Dr. New­man’s dis­pos­i­tions are, and that it will be ex­pec­ted of me … I am thor­oughly con­fid­ent that noth­ing stands in the way of his most grate­ful ac­cept­ance, ex­cept what he tells me greatly dis­tresses him—namely, the hav­ing to leave the Orat­ory at a crit­ical period of its ex­ist­ence, and the im­possib­il­ity of his be­gin­ning a new life at his ad­vanced age.”



And in his private let­ter the Bishop said:


“Dr. New­man is very much aged, and softened with age and the tri­als he has had, es­pe­cially the loss of his two brethren, St. John and Caswall; he can never refer to these losses without weep­ing and be­com­ing speech­less for a time. He is very much af­fected by the Pope’s kind­ness and would, I know, like to re­ceive the great hon­our offered him, but feels the whole dif­fi­culty at his age of chan­ging his life or hav­ing to leave the Orat­ory—which I am sure he could not do. If the Holy Father thinks well to con­fer on him the dig­nity, leav­ing him where he is, I know how im­mensely he would be grat­i­fied, and you will know how gen­er­ally the con­fer­ring on him the Car­din­al­ate will be ap­plauded.”



These two let­ters, to­gether with New­man’s re­fusal, reached Man­ning as he was on the point of start­ing for Rome. After he had left Eng­land, the fol­low­ing state­ment ap­peared in the Times:


“Pope Leo XIII has in­tim­ated his de­sire to raise Dr. New­man to the rank of Car­dinal, but with ex­pres­sions of deep re­spect for the Holy See, Dr. New­man has ex­cused him­self from ac­cept­ing the Purple.”



When New­man’s eyes fell upon the an­nounce­ment, he real­ised at once that a secret and power­ful force was work­ing against him. He trembled, as he had so of­ten trembled be­fore; and cer­tainly the danger was not ima­gin­ary. In the or­din­ary course of things, how could such a para­graph have been in­ser­ted without his au­thor­ity? And con­sequently, did it not con­vey to the world, not only an ab­so­lute re­fusal which he had never in­ten­ded, but a wish on his part to em­phas­ise pub­licly his re­jec­tion of the proffered hon­our? Did it not im­ply that he had lightly de­clined a pro­posal for which in real­ity he was deeply thank­ful? And when the fatal para­graph was read in Rome, might it not ac­tu­ally lead to the of­fer of the Car­din­al­ate be­ing fi­nally with­held?

In great agit­a­tion, New­man ap­pealed to the Duke of Nor­folk.


“As to the state­ment,” he wrote, “of my re­fus­ing a Car­dinal’s Hat, which is in the pa­pers, you must not be­lieve it, for this reason:

“Of course, it im­plies that an of­fer has been made me, and I have sent an an­swer to it. Now I have ever un­der­stood that it is a point of pro­pri­ety and hon­our to con­sider such com­mu­nic­a­tions sac­red. This state­ment, there­fore, can­not come from me. Nor could it come from Rome, for it was made pub­lic be­fore my an­swer got to Rome.

“It could only come, then, from someone who not only read my let­ter, but, in­stead of leav­ing to the Pope to in­ter­pret it, took upon him­self to put an in­ter­pret­a­tion upon it, and pub­lished that in­ter­pret­a­tion to the world.

“A private let­ter, ad­dressed to Ro­man Author­it­ies, is in­ter­preted on its way and pub­lished in the Eng­lish pa­pers. How is it pos­sible that any­one can have done this?”



The crush­ing in­dict­ment poin­ted straight at Man­ning. And it was true. Man­ning had done the im­possible deed. Know­ing what he did, with the Bishop of Birm­ing­ham’s two let­ters in his pocket, he had put it about that New­man had re­fused the Hat. But a change had come over the spirit of the Holy See. Th­ings were not as they had once been: Monsignor Tal­bot was at Passy, and Pio Nono was—where? The Duke of Nor­folk in­ter­vened once again; Man­ning was pro­fuse in his apo­lo­gies for hav­ing mis­un­der­stood New­man’s in­ten­tions, and hur­ried to the Pope to rec­tify the er­ror. Without hes­it­a­tion, the Sover­eign Pontiff re­laxed the rule of Ro­man res­id­ence, and New­man be­came a Car­dinal.

He lived to en­joy his glory for more than ten years. Since he rarely left the Orat­ory, and since Man­ning never vis­ited Birm­ing­ham, the two Car­din­als met only once or twice. After one of these oc­ca­sions, on re­turn­ing to the Orat­ory, Car­dinal New­man said, “What do you think Car­dinal Man­ning did to me? He kissed me!”

On New­man’s death, Man­ning de­livered a fu­neral ora­tion, which opened thus:


“We have lost our greatest wit­ness for the Faith, and we are all poorer and lower by the loss.

“When these tid­ings came to me, my first thought was this, in what way can I, once more, show my love and ven­er­a­tion for my brother and friend of more than sixty years?”



In private, how­ever, the sur­viv­ing Car­dinal’s tone was apt to be more … dir­ect. “Poor New­man!” he once ex­claimed in a mo­ment of gen­ial ex­pan­sion. “Poor New­man! He was a great hater!”






X

In that gaunt and gloomy build­ing—more like a bar­racks than an Epis­copal palace—Arch­bishop’s House, West­min­ster, Man­ning’s ex­ist­ence stretched it­self out into an ex­treme old age. As his years in­creased, his activ­it­ies, if that were pos­sible, in­creased too. Meet­ings, mis­sions, lec­tures, ser­mons, art­icles, in­ter­views, let­ters—such things came upon him in re­doubled mul­ti­tudes, and were dis­patched with an un­re­lent­ing zeal. But this was not all; with age, he seemed to ac­quire what was al­most a new fer­vour, an un­ac­cus­tomed, un­ex­pec­ted, free­ing of the spirit, filling him with pre­oc­cu­pa­tions which he had hardly felt be­fore. “They say I am am­bi­tious,” he noted in his di­ary, “but do I rest in my am­bi­tion?”

No, as­suredly he did not rest; but he worked now with no ar­rière pensée for the greater glory of God. A kind of frenzy fell upon him. Poverty, drunk­en­ness, vice, all the hor­rors and ter­rors of our civil­isa­tion seized upon his mind, and urged him for­ward to new fields of ac­tion and new fields of thought. The tem­per of his soul as­sumed al­most a re­volu­tion­ary cast. “I am a Mo­saic Rad­ical,” he ex­claimed; and, in­deed, in the ex­al­ta­tion of his en­er­gies, the in­co­her­ence of his con­cep­tions, the demo­cratic ur­gency of his de­sires, com­bined with his awe-in­spir­ing as­pect and his ven­er­able age, it was easy enough to trace the mingled qual­it­ies of the pat­ri­arch, the prophet, and the dem­agogue. As, in his soiled and shabby gar­ments, the old man har­angued the crowds of Ber­mond­sey or Peck­ham upon the vir­tues of Tem­per­ance, as­sur­ing them, with all the pas­sion of con­vic­tion, as a fi­nal ar­gu­ment, that the ma­jor­ity of the Apostles were total ab­stain­ers, this Prince of the Church might have passed as a leader of the Sal­va­tion Army. His pop­ular­ity was im­mense, reach­ing its height dur­ing the great Dock Strikes of 1889, when, after the vic­tory of the men was as­sured, Man­ning was able, by his per­suas­ive elo­quence and the weight of his char­ac­ter, to pre­vent its be­ing car­ried to ex­cess. After other con­cili­at­ors—among whom was the Bishop of Lon­don—had given up the task in dis­gust, the oc­to­gen­arian Car­dinal worked on with in­defatig­able res­ol­u­tion. At last, late at night, in the schools in Kirby Street, Ber­mond­sey, he rose to ad­dress the strikers. An en­thu­si­astic eye­wit­ness has de­scribed the scene:


“Un­ac­cus­tomed tears glistened in the eyes of his rough and work-stained hear­ers as the Car­dinal raised his hand and sol­emnly urged them not to pro­long one mo­ment more than they could help the per­il­ous un­cer­tainty and the suf­fer­ings of their wives and chil­dren. Just above his up­lif­ted hand was a fig­ure of the Madonna and Child; and some among the men tell how a sud­den light seemed to swim around it as the speaker pleaded for the wo­men and chil­dren. When he sat down all in the room knew that he had won the day, and that, so far as the Strike Com­mit­tee was con­cerned, the mat­ter was at an end.”



In those days, there were strange vis­it­ors at the Arch­bishop’s House. Care­ful priests and con­scien­tious sec­ret­ar­ies wondered what the world was com­ing to when they saw la­bour lead­ers like Mr. John Burns and Mr. Ben Til­lett, and land-re­formers like Mr. Henry Ge­orge, be­ing ushered into the pres­ence of his Emin­ence. Even the no­tori­ous Mr. Stead ap­peared, and his scan­dal­ous pa­per with its un­speak­able rev­el­a­tions lay upon the Car­dinal’s table. This proved too much for one of the faith­ful ton­sured de­pend­ents of the place, and he ven­tured to ex­pos­tu­late with his mas­ter. But he never did so again.

When the guests were gone, and the great room was empty, the old man would draw him­self nearer to the enorm­ous fire, and re­view once more, for the thou­sandth time, the long ad­ven­ture of his life. He would bring out his di­ar­ies and his memor­anda, he would re­arrange his notes, he would turn over again the yel­low leaves of faded cor­res­pond­ences; seiz­ing his pen, he would pour out his com­ments and re­flec­tions, and fill, with an ex­traordin­ary so­li­citude, page after page with elu­cid­a­tions, ex­plan­a­tions, jus­ti­fic­a­tions, of the van­ished in­cid­ents of a re­mote past. He would snip with scis­sors the pages of an­cient journ­als, and with del­ic­ate ec­cle­si­ast­ical fin­gers, drop un­known mys­ter­ies into the flames.

So­me­times he would turn to the four red fo­lio scrap­books with their col­lec­tion of news­pa­per cut­tings, con­cern­ing him­self, over a period of thirty years. Then the pale cheeks would flush and the close-drawn lips would grow even more men­acing than be­fore. “Stu­pid, mul­ish malice,” he would note. “Pure ly­ing—con­scious, de­lib­er­ate and de­signed.” “Suggest­ive ly­ing. Per­sonal an­im­os­ity is at the bot­tom of this.”

And then he would sud­denly be­gin to doubt. After all, where was he? What had he ac­com­plished? Had any of it been worth­while? Had he not been out of the world all his life! Out of the world!


“Croker’s Life and Let­ters, and Hay­ward’s Let­ters,” he notes, “are so full of polit­ics, lit­er­at­ure, ac­tion, events, col­li­sion of mind with mind, and that with such a mul­ti­tude of men in every state of life, that when I look back, it seems as if I had been simply use­less.”



And again, “The com­plete isol­a­tion and ex­clu­sion from the of­fi­cial life of Eng­land in which I have lived, makes me feel as if I had done noth­ing.” He struggled to con­sole him­self with the re­flec­tion that all this was only “the nat­ural or­der.” “If the nat­ural or­der is moved by the su­per­nat­ural or­der, then I may not have done noth­ing. Fifty years of wit­ness for God and His Truth, I hope, has not been in vain.” But the same thoughts re­curred. “In read­ing Ma­caulay’s life I had a haunt­ing feel­ing that his had been a life of pub­lic util­ity and mine a vita um­brat­ilis, a life in the shade.” Ah! it was God’s will. “Mine has been a life of fifty years out of the world as Glad­stone’s has been in it. The work of his life in this world is mani­fest. I hope mine may be in the next. I sup­pose our Lord called me out of the world be­cause He saw that I should lose my soul in it.” Clearly, that was the ex­plan­a­tion.

And yet he re­mained suf­fi­ciently in the world to dis­charge with ab­so­lute ef­fi­ciency the com­plex gov­ern­ment of his dio­cese al­most up to the last mo­ment of his ex­ist­ence. Though his bod­ily strength gradu­ally ebbed, the vigour of his mind was un­dis­mayed. At last, sup­por­ted by cush­ions, he con­tin­ued, by means of a dic­tated cor­res­pond­ence, to ex­ert his ac­cus­tomed rule. Only oc­ca­sion­ally would he lay aside his work to plunge into the yet more ne­ces­sary du­ties of de­vo­tion. Never again would he preach; never again would he put into prac­tice those three salut­ary rules of his in choos­ing a sub­ject for a ser­mon: “(1) ask­ing God to guide the choice; (2) ap­ply­ing the mat­ter to my­self; (3) mak­ing the sign of the cross on my head and heart and lips in hon­our of the Sacred Mouth;” but he could still pray; he could turn es­pe­cially to the Holy Ghost.


“A very simple but de­vout per­son,” he wrote in one of his latest memor­anda, “asked me why in my first volume of ser­mons I said so little about the Holy Ghost. I was not aware of it; but I found it to be true. I at once re­solved that I would make a re­par­a­tion every day of my life to the Holy Ghost. This I have never failed to do to this day. To this I owe the light and faith which brought me into the true­fold. I bought all the books I could about the Holy Ghost. I worked out the truths about His per­son­al­ity, His pres­ence, and His of­fice. This made me un­der­stand the last para­graph in the Apostles’ Creed, and made me a Cath­olic Chris­tian.”



So, though Death came slowly, strug­gling step by step with that bold and ten­a­cious spirit, when he did come at last the Car­dinal was ready. Robed in his archiepis­copal vest­ments, his rochet, his girdle, and his mozz­etta, with the scar­let bi­retta on his head, and the pec­toral cross upon his breast, he made his sol­emn Pro­fes­sion of Faith in the Holy Ro­man Church. A crowd of lesser dig­nit­ar­ies, each in the gar­ments of his of­fice, at­ten­ded the ce­re­mo­nial. The Bishop of Salford held up the Pon­ti­ficale and the Bishop of Amy­cla bore the wax taper. The prov­ost of West­min­ster, on his knees, read aloud the Pro­fes­sion of Faith, sur­roun­ded by the Can­ons of the Dio­cese. Towards those who gathered about him, the dy­ing man was still able to show some signs of re­cog­ni­tion, and even, per­haps, of af­fec­tion; yet it seemed that his chief pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, up to the very end, was with his obed­i­ence to the rules pre­scribed by the Div­ine Author­ity. “I am glad to have been able to do everything in due or­der,” were among his last words. “Si fort qu’on soit,” says one of the pro­found­est of the ob­serv­ers of the hu­man heart, “on peut éprouver le be­soin de s’in­cliner devant quelqu’un ou quelque chose. S’in­cliner devant Dieu, c’est tou­jours le moins hu­mi­li­ant.”

Man­ning died on Janu­ary 14th, 1892, in the eighty-fifth year of his age. A few days later Mr. Glad­stone took oc­ca­sion, in a let­ter to a friend, to refer to his re­la­tions with the late Car­dinal. Man­ning’s con­ver­sion was, he said,


“al­to­gether the severest blow that ever be­fell me. In a late let­ter the Car­dinal termed it a quar­rel, but in my reply I told him it was not a quar­rel, but a death; and that was the truth. Since then there have been vi­cis­situdes. But I am quite cer­tain that to the last his per­sonal feel­ings never changed; and I be­lieve also that he kept a prom­ise made in 1851, to re­mem­ber me be­fore God at the most sol­emn mo­ments; a prom­ise which I greatly val­ued. The whole sub­ject is to me at once of ex­treme in­terest and of con­sid­er­able re­straint.”



“His re­luct­ance to die,” con­cluded Mr. Glad­stone, “may be ex­plained by an in­tense anxi­ety to com­plete un­ful­filled ser­vice.”

The fu­neral was the oc­ca­sion of a pop­u­lar demon­stra­tion such as has rarely been wit­nessed in the streets of Lon­don. The route of the pro­ces­sion was lined by vast crowds of work­ing people, whose ima­gin­a­tions, in some in­stinct­ive man­ner, had been touched. Many who had hardly seen him de­clared that in Car­dinal Man­ning they had lost their best friend. Was it the mag­netic vigour of the dead man’s spirit that moved them? Or was it his vali­ant dis­reg­ard of com­mon cus­tom and those con­ven­tional re­serves and poor punc­tilios which are wont to hem about the great? Or was it some­thing un­tame­able in his glances and in his ges­tures? Or was it, per­haps, the mys­ter­i­ous glam­our linger­ing about him, of the an­tique or­gan­isa­tion of Rome? For whatever cause, the mind of the people had been im­pressed; and yet, after all, the im­pres­sion was more acute than last­ing. The Car­dinal’s memory is a dim thing today. And he who des­cends into the crypt of that Cathed­ral which Man­ning never lived to see, will ob­serve, in the quiet niche with the sepulchral monu­ment, that the dust lies thick on the strange, the in­con­gru­ous, the al­most im­possible ob­ject which, with its elab­or­a­tions of de­pend­ent tas­sels, hangs down from the dim vault like some for­lorn and for­got­ten trophy—the Hat.
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Florence Nightingale





I

Every­one knows the pop­u­lar con­cep­tion of Florence Nightin­gale. The saintly, self-sac­ri­fi­cing wo­man, the del­ic­ate maiden of high de­gree who threw aside the pleas­ures of a life of ease to suc­cour the af­flic­ted; the Lady with the Lamp, glid­ing through the hor­rors of the hos­pital at Scutari, and con­sec­rat­ing with the ra­di­ance of her good­ness the dy­ing sol­dier’s couch. The vis­ion is fa­mil­iar to all—but the truth was dif­fer­ent. The Miss Nightin­gale of fact was not as fa­cile as fancy painted her. She worked in an­other fash­ion and to­wards an­other end; she moved un­der the stress of an im­petus which finds no place in the pop­u­lar ima­gin­a­tion. A de­mon pos­sessed her. Now demons, whatever else they may be, are full of in­terest. And so it hap­pens that in the real Miss Nightin­gale there was more that was in­ter­est­ing than in the le­gendary one; there was also less that was agree­able.

Her fam­ily was ex­tremely well-to-do, and con­nec­ted by mar­riage with a spread­ing circle of other well-to-do fam­il­ies. There was a large coun­try house in Derby­shire; there was an­other in the New Forest; there were May­fair rooms for the Lon­don sea­son and all its finest parties; there were tours on the Contin­ent with even more than the usual num­ber of Italian op­eras and of glimpses at the celebrit­ies of Paris. Brought up among such ad­vant­ages, it was only nat­ural to sup­pose that Florence would show a proper ap­pre­ci­ation of them by do­ing her duty in that state of life unto which it had pleased God to call her—in other words, by mar­ry­ing, after a fit­ting num­ber of dances and din­ner-parties, an eli­gible gen­tle­man, and liv­ing hap­pily ever af­ter­wards. Her sis­ter, her cous­ins, all the young ladies of her ac­quaint­ance, were either get­ting ready to do this or had already done it.

It was in­con­ceiv­able that Florence should dream of any­thing else; yet dream she did. Ah! To do her duty in that state of life unto which it had pleased God to call her! As­suredly, she would not be be­hind­hand in do­ing her duty; but unto what state of life had it pleased God to call her? That was the ques­tion. God’s calls are many, and they are strange. Unto what state of life had it pleased Him to call Char­lotte Corday, or El­iza­beth of Hun­gary? What was that secret voice in her ear, if it was not a call? Why had she felt, from her earli­est years, those mys­ter­i­ous prompt­ings to­wards … she hardly knew what, but cer­tainly to­wards some­thing very dif­fer­ent from any­thing around her? Why, as a child in the nurs­ery, when her sis­ter had shown a healthy pleas­ure in tear­ing her dolls to pieces, had she shown an al­most mor­bid one in sew­ing them up again? Why was she driven now to min­is­ter to the poor in their cot­tages, to watch by sickbeds, to put her dog’s wounded paw into elab­or­ate splints as if it was a hu­man be­ing? Why was her head filled with queer ima­gin­a­tions of the coun­try house at Emb­ley turned, by some en­chant­ment, into a hos­pital, with her­self as mat­ron mov­ing about among the beds? Why was even her vis­ion of heaven it­self filled with suf­fer­ing pa­tients to whom she was be­ing use­ful? So she dreamed and wondered, and, tak­ing out her di­ary, she poured into it the agit­a­tions of her soul. And then the bell rang, and it was time to go and dress for din­ner.

As the years passed, a rest­less­ness began to grow upon her. She was un­happy, and at last she knew it. Mrs. Nightin­gale, too, began to no­tice that there was some­thing wrong. It was very odd—what could be the mat­ter with dear Flo? Mr. Nightin­gale sug­ges­ted that a hus­band might be ad­vis­able; but the curi­ous thing was that she seemed to take no in­terest in hus­bands. And with her at­trac­tions, and her ac­com­plish­ments, too! There was noth­ing in the world to pre­vent her mak­ing a really bril­liant match. But no! She would think of noth­ing but how to sat­isfy that sin­gu­lar crav­ing of hers to be do­ing some­thing. As if there was not plenty to do in any case, in the or­din­ary way, at home. There was the china to look after, and there was her father to be read to after din­ner. Mrs. Nightin­gale could not un­der­stand it; and then one day her per­plex­ity was changed to con­sterna­tion and alarm. Florence an­nounced an ex­treme de­sire to go to Salis­bury Hos­pital for sev­eral months as a nurse; and she con­fessed to some vis­ion­ary plan of even­tu­ally set­ting up in a house of her own in a neigh­bour­ing vil­lage, and there found­ing “some­thing like a Prot­est­ant Sister­hood, without vows, for wo­men of edu­cated feel­ings.” The whole scheme was sum­mar­ily brushed aside as pre­pos­ter­ous; and Mrs. Nightin­gale, after the first shock of ter­ror, was able to settle down again more or less com­fort­ably to her em­broid­ery. But Florence, who was now twenty-five and felt that the dream of her life had been shattered, came near to des­per­a­tion.

And, in­deed, the dif­fi­culties in her path were great. For not only was it an al­most un­ima­gin­able thing in those days for a wo­man of means to make her own way in the world and to live in in­de­pend­ence, but the par­tic­u­lar pro­fes­sion for which Florence was clearly marked out both by her in­stincts and her ca­pa­cit­ies was at that time a pe­cu­li­arly dis­rep­ut­able one. A “nurse” meant then a coarse old wo­man, al­ways ig­nor­ant, usu­ally dirty, of­ten bru­tal, a Mrs. Gamp, in bunched-up sor­did gar­ments, tip­pling at the brandy bottle or in­dul­ging in worse ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies. The nurses in the hos­pit­als were es­pe­cially no­tori­ous for im­moral con­duct; sobri­ety was al­most un­known among them; and they could hardly be trus­ted to carry out the simplest med­ical du­ties.

Cer­tainly, things have changed since those days; and that they have changed is due, far more than to any other hu­man be­ing, to Miss Nightin­gale her­self. It is not to be wondered at that her par­ents should have shuddered at the no­tion of their daugh­ter de­vot­ing her life to such an oc­cu­pa­tion. “It was as if,” she her­self said af­ter­wards, “I had wanted to be a kit­chen-maid.” Yet the want, ab­surd and im­prac­tic­able as it was, not only re­mained fixed im­mov­ably in her heart, but grew in in­tens­ity day by day. Her wretched­ness deepened into a mor­bid mel­an­choly. Everything about her was vile, and she her­self, it was clear, to have de­served such misery, was even viler than her sur­round­ings. Yes, she had sinned—“stand­ing be­fore God’s judg­ment seat.” “No one,” she de­clared, “has so grieved the Holy Spirit”; of that she was quite cer­tain. It was in vain that she prayed to be de­livered from van­ity and hy­po­crisy, and she could not bear to smile or to be gay, “be­cause she hated God to hear her laugh, as if she had not re­pen­ted of her sin.”

A weaker spirit would have been over­whelmed by the load of such dis­tresses—would have yiel­ded or snapped. But this ex­traordin­ary young wo­man held firm, and fought her way to vic­tory. With an amaz­ing per­sist­ency, dur­ing the eight years that fol­lowed her re­buff over Salis­bury Hos­pital, she struggled and worked and planned. While su­per­fi­cially she was car­ry­ing on the life of a bril­liant girl in high so­ci­ety, while in­tern­ally she was a prey to the tor­tures of re­gret and of re­morse, she yet pos­sessed the en­ergy to col­lect the know­ledge and to un­dergo the ex­per­i­ence which alone could en­able her to do what she had de­term­ined she would do in the end. In secret she de­voured the re­ports of med­ical com­mis­sions, the pamph­lets of san­it­ary au­thor­it­ies, the his­tor­ies of hos­pit­als and homes. She spent the in­ter­vals of the Lon­don sea­son in ragged schools and work­houses. When she went abroad with her fam­ily, she used her spare time so well that there was hardly a great hos­pital in Europe with which she was not ac­quain­ted; hardly a great city whose slums she had not passed through. She man­aged to spend some days in a con­vent school in Rome, and some weeks as a “Soeur de Char­ité” in Paris. Then, while her mother and sis­ter were tak­ing the wa­ters at Carls­bad, she suc­ceeded in slip­ping off to a nurs­ing in­sti­tu­tion at Kaiser­swerth, where she re­mained for more than three months. This was the crit­ical event of her life. The ex­per­i­ence which she gained as a nurse at Kaiser­swerth formed the found­a­tion of all her fu­ture ac­tion and fi­nally fixed her in her ca­reer.

But one other trial awaited her. The al­lure­ments of the world she had brushed aside with dis­dain and loath­ing; she had res­isted the subtler tempta­tion which, in her wear­i­ness, had some­times come upon her, of de­vot­ing her baffled en­er­gies to art or lit­er­at­ure; the last or­deal ap­peared in the shape of a de­sir­able young man. Hitherto, her lov­ers had been noth­ing to her but an ad­ded bur­den and a mock­ery; but now—for a mo­ment—she wavered. A new feel­ing swept over her—a feel­ing which she had never known be­fore—which she was never to know again. The most power­ful and the pro­found­est of all the in­stincts of hu­man­ity laid claim upon her. But it rose be­fore her, that in­stinct, ar­rayed—how could it be oth­er­wise?—in the in­ev­it­able ha­bili­ments of a Victorian mar­riage; and she had the strength to stamp it un­der­foot.


“I have an in­tel­lec­tual nature which re­quires sat­is­fac­tion,” she noted, “and that would find it in him. I have a pas­sion­ate nature which re­quires sat­is­fac­tion, and that would find it in him. I have a moral, an act­ive nature which re­quires sat­is­fac­tion, and that would not find it in his life. So­me­times I think that I will sat­isfy my pas­sion­ate nature at all events. …”



But no, she knew in her heart that it could not be. “To be nailed to a con­tinu­ation and ex­ag­ger­a­tion of my present life … to put it out of my power ever to be able to seize the chance of form­ing for my­self a true and rich life”—that would be a sui­cide. She made her choice, and re­fused what was at least a cer­tain hap­pi­ness for a vis­ion­ary good which might never come to her at all. And so she re­turned to her old life of wait­ing and bit­ter­ness.


“The thoughts and feel­ings that I have now,” she wrote, “I can re­mem­ber since I was six years old. A pro­fes­sion, a trade, a ne­ces­sary oc­cu­pa­tion, some­thing to fill and em­ploy all my fac­ulties, I have al­ways felt es­sen­tial to me, I have al­ways longed for. The first thought I can re­mem­ber, and the last, was nurs­ing work; and in the ab­sence of this, edu­ca­tion work, but more the edu­ca­tion of the bad than of the young … Everything has been tried—for­eign travel, kind friends, everything. My God! What is to be­come of me?”



A de­sir­able young man? Dust and ashes! What was there de­sir­able in such a thing as that? “In my thirty-first year,” she noted in her di­ary, “I see noth­ing de­sir­able but death.”

Three more years passed, and then at last the pres­sure of time told; her fam­ily seemed to real­ise that she was old enough and strong enough to have her way; and she be­came the su­per­in­tend­ent of a char­it­able nurs­ing home in Har­ley Street. She had gained her in­de­pend­ence, though it was in a mea­gre sphere enough; and her mother was still not quite resigned: surely Florence might at least spend the sum­mer in the coun­try. At times, in­deed, among her in­tim­ates, Mrs. Nightin­gale al­most wept. “We are ducks,” she said with tears in her eyes, “who have hatched a wild swan.” But the poor lady was wrong; it was not a swan that they had hatched, it was an eagle.






II

Miss Nightin­gale had been a year in her nurs­ing-home in Har­ley Street, when Fate knocked at the door. The Crimean War broke out; the battle of the Alma was fought; and the ter­rible con­di­tion of our mil­it­ary hos­pit­als at Scutari began to be known in Eng­land. It some­times hap­pens that the plans of Provid­ence are a little dif­fi­cult to fol­low, but on this oc­ca­sion all was plain; there was a per­fect co­ordin­a­tion of events. For years Miss Nightin­gale had been get­ting ready; at last she was pre­pared—ex­per­i­enced, free, ma­ture, yet still young (she was thirty-four)—de­sirous to serve, ac­cus­tomed to com­mand: at that pre­cise mo­ment the des­per­ate need of a great na­tion came, and she was there to sat­isfy it. If the war had fallen a few years earlier, she would have lacked the know­ledge, per­haps even the power, for such a work; a few years later and she would, no doubt, have been fixed in the routine of some ab­sorb­ing task, and moreover, she would have been grow­ing old.

Nor was it only the co­in­cid­ence of time that was re­mark­able. It so fell out that Sid­ney Her­bert was at the War Of­fice and in the Cabinet; and Sid­ney Her­bert was an in­tim­ate friend of Miss Nightin­gale’s, con­vinced, from per­sonal ex­per­i­ence in char­it­able work, of her su­preme ca­pa­city. After such premises, it seems hardly more than a mat­ter of course that her let­ter, in which she offered her ser­vices for the East, and Sid­ney Her­bert’s let­ter, in which he asked for them, should ac­tu­ally have crossed in the post. Thus it all happened, without a hitch. The ap­point­ment was made and even Mrs. Nightin­gale, over­awed by the mag­nitude of the ven­ture, could only ap­prove. A pair of faith­ful friends offered them­selves as per­sonal at­tend­ants; thirty-eight nurses were col­lec­ted; and within a week of the cross­ing of the let­ters Miss Nightin­gale, amid a great burst of pop­u­lar en­thu­si­asm, left for Con­stantinople.

Among the nu­mer­ous let­ters which she re­ceived on her de­par­ture was one from Dr. Man­ning, who at that time was work­ing in com­par­at­ive ob­scur­ity as a Cath­olic priest in Bayswa­ter. “God will keep you,” he wrote, “and my prayer for you will be that your one ob­ject of wor­ship, Pat­tern of Imit­a­tion, and source of con­sol­a­tion and strength, may be the Sacred Heart of our Div­ine Lord.”

To what ex­tent Dr. Man­ning’s prayer was answered must re­main a mat­ter of doubt; but this much is cer­tain: that if ever a prayer was needed, it was needed then for Florence Nightin­gale. For dark as had been the pic­ture of the state of af­fairs at Scutari, re­vealed to the Eng­lish pub­lic in the dis­patches of the Times Cor­res­pond­ent, and in a mul­ti­tude of private let­ters, yet the real­ity turned out to be darker still. What had oc­curred was, in brief, the com­plete break­down of our med­ical ar­range­ments at the seat of war. The ori­gins of this aw­ful fail­ure were com­plex and man­i­fold; they stretched back through long years of peace and care­less­ness in Eng­land; they could be traced through end­less rami­fic­a­tions of ad­min­is­trat­ive in­ca­pa­city—from the in­her­ent faults of con­fused sys­tems, to the petty bunglings of minor of­fi­cials, from the in­ev­it­able ig­nor­ance of Cabinet Min­is­ters, to the fatal ex­actitudes of nar­row routine.

In the in­quir­ies which fol­lowed, it was clearly shown that the evil was in real­ity that worst of all evils—one which has been caused by noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar and for which no one in par­tic­u­lar is to blame. The whole or­gan­isa­tion of the war ma­chine was in­com­pet­ent and out of date. The old Duke had sat for a gen­er­a­tion at the Horse Guards re­press­ing in­nov­a­tions with an iron hand. There was an ex­traordin­ary over­lap­ping of au­thor­it­ies and an al­most in­cred­ible shift­ing of re­spons­ib­il­it­ies to and fro. As for such a no­tion as the cre­ation and the main­ten­ance of a really ad­equate med­ical ser­vice for the army—in that at­mo­sphere of aged chaos, how could it have entered any­body’s head? Be­fore the war, the easy­going of­fi­cials at West­min­ster were nat­ur­ally per­suaded that all was well—or at least as well as could be ex­pec­ted; when someone, for in­stance, ac­tu­ally had the temer­ity to sug­gest the form­a­tion of a corps of Army nurses, he was at once laughed out of court. When the war had be­gun, the gal­lant Brit­ish of­ficers in con­trol of af­fairs had other things to think about than the petty de­tails of med­ical or­gan­isa­tion. Who had bothered with such trifles in the Pen­in­sula? And surely, on that oc­ca­sion, we had done pretty well. Thus, the most ob­vi­ous pre­cau­tions were neg­lected, and the most ne­ces­sary pre­par­a­tions were put off from day to day. The prin­cipal med­ical of­ficer of the Army, Dr. Hall, was summoned from In­dia at a mo­ment’s no­tice, and was un­able to visit Eng­land be­fore tak­ing up his du­ties at the front. And it was not un­til after the battle of the Alma, when we had been at war for many months, that we ac­quired hos­pital ac­com­mod­a­tions at Scutari for more than a thou­sand men. Er­rors, fol­lies, and vices on the part of in­di­vidu­als there doubt­less were; but, in the gen­eral reck­on­ing, they were of small ac­count—in­sig­ni­fic­ant symp­toms of the deep dis­ease of the body politic—to the enorm­ous calam­ity of ad­min­is­trat­ive col­lapse.

Miss Nightin­gale ar­rived at Scutari—a sub­urb of Con­stantinople, on the Asi­atic side of the Bos­phorus—on Novem­ber 4th, 1854; it was ten days after the battle of Balaclava, and the day be­fore the battle of Inker­man. The or­gan­isa­tion of the hos­pit­als, which had already given way un­der the stress of the battle of the Alma, was now to be sub­jec­ted to the fur­ther pres­sure which these two des­per­ate and bloody en­gage­ments im­plied. Great de­tach­ments of wounded were already be­gin­ning to pour in. The men, after re­ceiv­ing such sum­mary treat­ment as could be given them at the smal­ler hos­pit­als in the Crimea it­self, were forth­with shipped in batches of 200 across the Black Sea to Scutari. This voy­age was in nor­mal times one of four days and a half; but the times were no longer nor­mal, and now the transit of­ten las­ted for a fort­night or three weeks. It re­ceived, not without reason, the name of the “middle pas­sage.” Between, and some­times on the decks, the wounded, the sick, and the dy­ing were crowded—men who had just un­der­gone the am­pu­ta­tion of limbs, men in the clutches of fever or of frost­bite, men in the last stages of dys­entry and chol­era—without beds, some­times without blankets, of­ten hardly clothed. The one or two sur­geons on board did what they could; but med­ical stores were lack­ing, and the only form of nurs­ing avail­able was that provided by a hand­ful of in­valid sol­diers who were usu­ally them­selves pros­trate by the end of the voy­age. There was no other food be­side the or­din­ary salt ra­tions of ship diet; and even the wa­ter was some­times so stored that it was out of reach of the weak. For many months, the av­er­age of deaths dur­ing these voy­ages was sev­enty-four in 1,000; the corpses were shot out into the wa­ters; and who shall say that they were the most un­for­tu­nate? At Scutari, the land­ing-stage, con­struc­ted with all the per­verse­ness of Ori­ental in­genu­ity, could only be ap­proached with great dif­fi­culty, and, in rough weather, not at all. When it was reached, what re­mained of the men in the ships had first to be dis­em­barked, and then con­veyed up a steep slope of a quarter of a mile to the nearest of the hos­pit­als. The most ser­i­ous cases might be put upon stretch­ers—for there were far too few for all; the rest were car­ried or dragged up the hill by such con­vales­cent sol­diers as could be got to­gether, who were not too ob­vi­ously in­firm for the work. At last the jour­ney was ac­com­plished; slowly, one by one, liv­ing or dy­ing, the wounded were car­ried up into the hos­pital. And in the hos­pital what did they find?

Las­ci­ate ogni sper­anza, voi ch’en­trate: the de­lusive doors bore no such in­scrip­tion; and yet be­hind them Hell yawned. Want, neg­lect, con­fu­sion, misery—in every shape and in every de­gree of in­tens­ity—filled the end­less cor­ridors and the vast apart­ments of the gi­gantic bar­rack-house, which, without fore­thought or pre­par­a­tion, had been hur­riedly set aside as the chief shel­ter for the vic­tims of the war. The very build­ing it­self was rad­ic­ally de­fect­ive. Huge sew­ers un­der­lay it, and cess­pools loaded with filth waf­ted their poison into the up­per rooms. The floors were in so rot­ten a con­di­tion that many of them could not be scrubbed; the walls were thick with dirt; in­cred­ible mul­ti­tudes of ver­min swarmed every­where. And, enorm­ous as the build­ing was, it was yet too small. It con­tained four miles of beds, crushed to­gether so close that there was but just room to pass between them. Under such con­di­tions, the most elab­or­ate sys­tem of vent­il­a­tion might well have been at fault; but here there was no vent­il­a­tion. The stench was in­des­crib­able. “I have been well ac­quain­ted,” said Miss Nightin­gale, “with the dwell­ings of the worst parts of most of the great cit­ies in Europe, but have never been in any at­mo­sphere which I could com­pare with that of the Bar­rack Hos­pital at night.” The struc­tural de­fects were equalled by the de­fi­cien­cies in the com­mon­est ob­jects of hos­pital use. There were not enough bed­steads; the sheets were of can­vas, and so coarse that the wounded men re­coiled from them, beg­ging to be left in their blankets; there was no bed­room fur­niture of any kind, and empty beer bottles were used for can­dle­sticks. There were no basins, no tow­els, no soap, no brooms, no mops, no trays, no plates; there were neither slip­pers nor scis­sors, neither shoe-brushes nor black­ing; there were no knives or forks or spoons. The sup­ply of fuel was con­stantly de­fi­cient. The cook­ing ar­range­ments were pre­pos­ter­ously in­ad­equate, and the laun­dry was a farce. As for purely med­ical ma­ter­i­als, the tale was no bet­ter. Stretch­ers, splints, band­ages—all were lack­ing; and so were the most or­din­ary drugs.

To re­place such wants, to struggle against such dif­fi­culties, there was a hand­ful of men over­burdened by the strain of cease­less work, bound down by the tra­di­tions of of­fi­cial routine, and en­feebled either by old age or in­ex­per­i­ence or sheer in­com­pet­ence. They had proved ut­terly un­equal to their task. The prin­cipal doc­tor was lost in the im­be­cil­it­ies of a senile op­tim­ism. The wretched of­fi­cial whose busi­ness it was to provide for the wants of the hos­pital was tied fast hand and foot by red tape. A few of the younger doc­tors struggled vali­antly, but what could they do? Un­pre­pared, dis­or­gan­ised, with such help only as they could find among the miser­able band of con­vales­cent sol­diers draf­ted off to tend their sick com­rades, they were faced with dis­ease, mu­til­a­tion, and death in all their most ap­palling forms, crowded mul­ti­tudin­ously about them in an ever-in­creas­ing mass. They were like men in a ship­wreck, fight­ing, not for safety, but for the next mo­ment’s bare ex­ist­ence—to gain, by yet an­other fren­zied ef­fort, some brief res­pite from the wa­ters of de­struc­tion.

In these sur­round­ings, those who had been long in­ured to scenes of hu­man suf­fer­ing—sur­geons with a world­wide know­ledge of ag­on­ies, sol­diers fa­mil­iar with fields of carnage, mis­sion­ar­ies with re­mem­brances of fam­ine and of plague—yet found a depth of hor­ror which they had never known be­fore. There were mo­ments, there were places, in the Bar­rack Hos­pital at Scutari, where the strongest hand was struck with trem­bling, and the bold­est eye would turn away its gaze.

Miss Nightin­gale came, and she, at any rate, in that in­ferno, did not aban­don hope. For one thing, she brought ma­ter­ial suc­cour. Be­fore she left Lon­don she had con­sul­ted Dr. Andrew Smith, the head of the Army Med­ical Board, as to whether it would be use­ful to take out stores of any kind to Scutari; and Dr. Andrew Smith had told her that “noth­ing was needed.” Even Sid­ney Her­bert had given her sim­ilar as­sur­ances; pos­sibly, ow­ing to an over­sight, there might have been some delay in the de­liv­ery of the med­ical stores, which, he said, had been sent out from Eng­land “in pro­fu­sion,” but “four days would have remedied this.” She pre­ferred to trust her own in­stincts, and at Mar­seilles pur­chased a large quant­ity of mis­cel­laneous pro­vi­sions, which were of the ut­most use at Scutari. She came, too, amply provided with money—in all, dur­ing her stay in the East, about £7,000 reached her from private sources; and, in ad­di­tion, she was able to avail her­self of an­other valu­able means of help. At the same time as her­self, Mr. Mac­don­ald, of the Times, had ar­rived at Scutari, charged with the duty of ad­min­is­ter­ing the large sums of money col­lec­ted through the agency of that news­pa­per in aid of the sick and wounded; and Mr. Mac­don­ald had the sense to see that the best use he could make of the Times Fund was to put it at the dis­posal of Miss Nightin­gale.


“I can­not con­ceive,” wrote an eye­wit­ness, “as I now calmly look back on the first three weeks after the ar­rival of the wounded from Inker­man, how it could have been pos­sible to have avoided a state of things too dis­astrous to con­tem­plate, had not Miss Nightin­gale been there, with the means placed at her dis­posal by Mr. Mac­don­ald.”



But the of­fi­cial view was dif­fer­ent. What! Was the pub­lic ser­vice to ad­mit, by ac­cept­ing out­side char­ity, that it was un­able to dis­charge its own du­ties without the as­sist­ance of private and ir­reg­u­lar be­ne­vol­ence? Never! And ac­cord­ingly when Lord Strat­ford de Red­cliffe, our am­bas­sador at Con­stantinople, was asked by Mr. Mac­don­ald to in­dic­ate how the Times Fund could best be em­ployed, he answered that there was in­deed one ob­ject to which it might very well be de­voted—the build­ing of an Eng­lish Prot­est­ant Church at Pera.

Mr. Mac­don­ald did not waste fur­ther time with Lord Strat­ford, and im­me­di­ately joined forces with Miss Nightin­gale. But, with such a frame of mind in the highest quar­ters, it is easy to ima­gine the kind of dis­gust and alarm with which the sud­den in­tru­sion of a band of am­a­teurs and fe­males must have filled the minds of the or­din­ary of­ficer and the or­din­ary mil­it­ary sur­geon. They could not un­der­stand it—what had wo­men to do with war? Hon­est Co­l­on­els re­lieved their spleen by the crack­ing of heavy jokes about “the Bird”; while poor Dr. Hall, a rough ter­rier of a man, who had wor­ried his way to the top of his pro­fes­sion, was struck speech­less with as­ton­ish­ment, and at last ob­served that Miss Nightin­gale’s ap­point­ment was ex­tremely droll.

Her po­s­i­tion was, in­deed, an of­fi­cial one, but it was hardly the easier for that. In the hos­pit­als it was her duty to provide the ser­vices of her­self and her nurses when they were asked for by the doc­tors, and not un­til then. At first some of the sur­geons would have noth­ing to say to her, and, though she was wel­comed by oth­ers, the ma­jor­ity were hos­tile and sus­pi­cious. But gradu­ally she gained ground. Her good will could not be denied, and her ca­pa­city could not be dis­reg­arded. With con­sum­mate tact, with all the gen­tle­ness of su­preme strength, she man­aged at last to im­pose her per­son­al­ity upon the sus­cept­ible, over­wrought, dis­cour­aged, and help­less group of men in au­thor­ity who sur­roun­ded her. She stood firm; she was a rock in the angry ocean; with her alone was safety, com­fort, life. And so it was that hope dawned at Scutari. The reign of chaos and old night began to dwindle; or­der came upon the scene, and com­mon sense, and fore­thought, and de­cision, ra­di­at­ing out from the little room off the great gal­lery in the Bar­rack Hos­pital where, day and night, the Lady Su­per­in­tend­ent was at her task. Pro­gress might be slow, but it was sure.

The first sign of a great change came with the ap­pear­ance of some of those ne­ces­sary ob­jects with which the hos­pit­als had been un­provided for months. The sick men began to en­joy the use of tow­els and soap, knives and forks, combs and tooth­brushes. Dr. Hall might snort when he heard of it, ask­ing, with a growl, what a sol­dier wanted with a tooth­brush; but the good work went on. Even­tu­ally the whole busi­ness of pur­vey­ing to the hos­pit­als was, in ef­fect, car­ried out by Miss Nightin­gale. She alone, it seemed, whatever the con­tin­gency, knew where to lay her hands on what was wanted; she alone could dis­pense her stores with read­i­ness; above all, she alone pos­sessed the art of cir­cum­vent­ing the per­ni­cious in­flu­ences of of­fi­cial etiquette. This was her greatest en­emy, and some­times even she was baffled by it. On one oc­ca­sion 27,000 shirts, sent out at her in­stance by the Home Govern­ment, ar­rived, were landed, and were only wait­ing to be un­packed. But the of­fi­cial “Pur­veyor” in­ter­vened; “he could not un­pack them,” he said, “with out a Board.” Miss Nightin­gale pleaded in vain; the sick and wounded lay half-na­ked shiv­er­ing for want of cloth­ing; and three weeks elapsed be­fore the Board re­leased the shirts. A little later, how­ever, on a sim­ilar oc­ca­sion, Miss Nightin­gale felt that she could as­sert her own au­thor­ity. She ordered a gov­ern­ment con­sign­ment to be for­cibly opened while the miser­able Pur­veyor stood by, wringing his hands in de­part­mental agony.

Vast quant­it­ies of valu­able stores sent from Eng­land lay, she found, en­gulfed in the bot­tom­less abyss of the Turk­ish Cus­toms House. Other ship­loads, bur­ied be­neath mu­ni­tions of war destined for Balaclava, passed Scutari without a sign, and thus hos­pital ma­ter­i­als were some­times car­ried to and fro three times over the Black Sea, be­fore they reached their des­tin­a­tion. The whole sys­tem was clearly at fault, and Miss Nightin­gale sug­ges­ted to the home au­thor­it­ies that a Govern­ment Store House should be in­sti­tuted at Scutari for the re­cep­tion and dis­tri­bu­tion of the con­sign­ments. Six months after her ar­rival this was done.

In the mean­time, she had re­or­gan­ised the kit­chens and the laun­dries in the hos­pit­als. The ill-cooked hunks of meat, vilely served at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, which had hitherto been the only diet for the sick men, were re­placed by punc­tual meals, well-pre­pared and ap­pet­ising, while strength­en­ing ex­tra foods—soups and wines and jel­lies (“pre­pos­ter­ous lux­ur­ies,” snarled Dr. Hall)—were dis­trib­uted to those who needed them. One thing, how­ever, she could not ef­fect. The sep­ar­a­tion of the bones from the meat was no part of of­fi­cial cook­ery: the rule was that the food must be di­vided into equal por­tions, and if some of the por­tions were all bone—well, every man must take his chance. The rule, per­haps, was not a very good one; but there it was. “It would re­quire a new Regu­la­tion of the Ser­vice,” she was told, “to bone the meat.” As for the wash­ing ar­range­ments, they were re­volu­tion­ised. Up to the time of Miss Nightin­gale’s ar­rival, the num­ber of shirts the au­thor­it­ies had suc­ceeded in wash­ing was seven. The hos­pital bed­ding, she found, was “washed” in cold wa­ter. She took a Turk­ish house, had boil­ers in­stalled, and em­ployed sol­diers’ wives to do the laun­dry work. The ex­penses were de­frayed from her own funds and that of the Times; and hence­for­ward, the sick and wounded had the com­fort of clean linen.

Then she turned her at­ten­tion to their cloth­ing. Owing to mil­it­ary ex­i­gen­cies, the greater num­ber of the men had aban­doned their kit; their knap­sacks were lost forever; they pos­sessed noth­ing but what was on their per­sons, and that was usu­ally only fit for speedy de­struc­tion. The Pur­veyor, of course, poin­ted out that, ac­cord­ing to the reg­u­la­tions, all sol­diers should bring with them into hos­pital an ad­equate sup­ply of cloth­ing, and he de­clared that it was no busi­ness of his to make good their de­fi­cien­cies. Ap­par­ently, it was the busi­ness of Miss Nightin­gale. She pro­cured socks, boots, and shirts in enorm­ous quant­it­ies; she had trousers made, she rigged up dress­ing-gowns. “The fact is,” she told Sid­ney Her­bert, “I am now cloth­ing the Brit­ish Army.”

All at once, word came from the Crimea that a great new con­tin­gent of sick and wounded might shortly be ex­pec­ted. Where were they to go? Every avail­able inch in the wards was oc­cu­pied; the af­fair was ser­i­ous and press­ing, and the au­thor­it­ies stood aghast. There were some dilap­id­ated rooms in the Bar­rack Hos­pital, un­fit for hu­man hab­it­a­tion, but Miss Nightin­gale be­lieved that if meas­ures were promptly taken they might be made cap­able of ac­com­mod­at­ing sev­eral hun­dred beds. One of the doc­tors agreed with her; the rest of the of­fi­cials were ir­res­ol­ute—it would be a very ex­pens­ive job, they said; it would in­volve build­ing; and who could take the re­spons­ib­il­ity? The proper course was that a rep­res­ent­a­tion should be made to the Dir­ector-Gen­eral of the Army Med­ical De­part­ment in Lon­don; then the Dir­ector-Gen­eral would ap­ply to the Horse Guards, the Horse Guards would move the Ord­nance, the Ord­nance would lay the mat­ter be­fore the Treas­ury, and, if the Treas­ury gave its con­sent, the work might be cor­rectly car­ried through, sev­eral months after the ne­ces­sity for it had dis­ap­peared. Miss Nightin­gale, how­ever, had made up her mind, and she per­suaded Lord Strat­ford—or thought she had per­suaded him—to give his sanc­tion to the re­quired ex­pendit­ure. One hun­dred and twenty-five work­men were im­me­di­ately en­gaged, and the work was be­gun. The work­men struck; whereupon Lord Strat­ford washed his hands of the whole busi­ness. Miss Nightin­gale en­gaged 200 other work­men on her own au­thor­ity, and paid the bill out of her own re­sources. The wards were ready by the re­quired date; 500 sick men were re­ceived in them; and all the utensils, in­clud­ing knives, forks, spoons, cans and tow­els, were sup­plied by Miss Nightin­gale.

This re­mark­able wo­man was in truth per­form­ing the func­tion of an ad­min­is­trat­ive chief. How had this come about? Was she not in real­ity merely a nurse? Was it not her duty simply to tend the sick? And in­deed, was it not as a min­is­ter­ing an­gel, a gentle “lady with a lamp,” that she ac­tu­ally im­pressed the minds of her con­tem­por­ar­ies? No doubt that was so; and yet it is no less cer­tain that, as she her­self said, the spe­cific busi­ness of nurs­ing was “the least im­port­ant of the func­tions into which she had been forced.” It was clear that in the state of dis­or­gan­isa­tion into which the hos­pit­als at Scutari had fallen, the most press­ing, the really vi­tal, need was for some­thing more than nurs­ing; it was for the ne­ces­sary ele­ments of civ­il­ised life—the com­mon­est ma­ter­ial ob­jects, the most or­din­ary clean­li­ness, the rudi­ment­ary habits of or­der and au­thor­ity. “Oh, dear Miss Nightin­gale,” said one of her party as they were ap­proach­ing Con­stantinople, “when we land, let there be no delays, let us get straight to nurs­ing the poor fel­lows!” “The strongest will be wanted at the washtub,” was Miss Nightin­gale’s an­swer. And it was upon the washtub, and all that the washtub stood for, that she ex­pen­ded her greatest en­er­gies. Yet to say that, is per­haps to say too much. For to those who watched her at work among the sick, mov­ing day and night from bed to bed, with that un­flinch­ing cour­age, with that in­defatig­able vi­gil­ance, it seemed as if the con­cen­trated force of an un­di­vided and un­par­alleled de­vo­tion could hardly suf­fice for that por­tion of her task alone.

Wherever, in those vast wards, suf­fer­ing was at its worst and the need for help was greatest, there, as if by ma­gic, was Miss Nightin­gale. Her su­per­hu­man equan­im­ity would, at the mo­ment of some ghastly op­er­a­tion, nerve the vic­tim to en­dure, and al­most to hope. Her sym­pathy would as­suage the pangs of dy­ing and bring back to those still liv­ing some­thing of the for­got­ten charm of life. Over and over again her un­tir­ing ef­forts res­cued those whom the sur­geons had aban­doned as bey­ond the pos­sib­il­ity of cure. Her mere pres­ence brought with it a strange in­flu­ence. A pas­sion­ate id­ol­atry spread among the men—they kissed her shadow as it passed. They did more. “Be­fore she came,” said a sol­dier, “there was cussin’ and swearin’ but after that it was as ’oly as a church.” The most cher­ished priv­ilege of the fight­ing man was aban­doned for the sake of Miss Nightin­gale. In those “low­est sinks of hu­man misery,” as she her­self put it, she never heard the use of one ex­pres­sion “which could dis­tress a gen­tle­wo­man.”

She was heroic; and these were the humble trib­utes paid by those of grosser mould to that high qual­ity. Cer­tainly, she was heroic. Yet her hero­ism was not of that simple sort so dear to the read­ers of nov­els and the com­pilers of ha­gi­olo­gies—the ro­mantic sen­ti­mental hero­ism with which man­kind loves to in­vest its chosen darlings: it was made of sterner stuff. To the wounded sol­dier on his couch of agony, she might well ap­pear in the guise of a gra­cious an­gel of mercy; but the mil­it­ary sur­geons, and the or­der­lies, and her own nurses, and the Pur­veyor, and Dr. Hall, and, even Lord Strat­ford him­self, could tell a dif­fer­ent story. It was not by gentle sweet­ness and wo­manly self-ab­neg­a­tion that she had brought or­der out of chaos in the Scutari hos­pit­als, that, from her own re­sources, she had clothed the Brit­ish Army, that she had spread her domin­ion over the ser­ried and re­luct­ant powers of the of­fi­cial world; it was by strict method, by stern dis­cip­line, by ri­gid at­ten­tion to de­tail, by cease­less la­bour, and by the fixed de­term­in­a­tion of an in­dom­it­able will.

Beneath her cool and calm de­mean­our lurked fierce and pas­sion­ate fires. As she passed through the wards in her plain dress, so quiet, so un­as­sum­ing, she struck the cas­ual ob­server simply as the pat­tern of a per­fect lady; but the keener eye per­ceived some­thing more than that—the serenity of high de­lib­er­a­tion in the scope of the ca­pa­cious brow, the sign of power in the dom­in­at­ing curve of the thin nose, and the traces of a harsh and dan­ger­ous tem­per—some­thing peev­ish, some­thing mock­ing, and yet some­thing pre­cise—in the small and del­ic­ate mouth. There was hu­mour in the face; but the curi­ous watcher might won­der whether it was hu­mour of a very pleas­ant kind; might ask him­self, even as he heard the laughter and marked the jokes with which she cheered the spir­its of her pa­tients, what sort of sar­donic mer­ri­ment this same lady might not give vent to, in the pri­vacy of her cham­ber. As for her voice, it was true of it, even more than of her coun­ten­ance, that it “had that in it one must fain call mas­ter.” Those clear tones were in no need of em­phasis: “I never heard her raise her voice,” said one of her com­pan­ions. “Only when she had spoken, it seemed as if noth­ing could fol­low but obed­i­ence.” Once, when she had given some dir­ec­tion, a doc­tor ven­tured to re­mark that the thing could not be done. “But it must be done,” said Miss Nightin­gale. A chance bystander, who heard the words, never for­got through all his life the ir­res­ist­ible au­thor­ity of them. And they were spoken quietly—very quietly in­deed.

Late at night, when the long miles of beds lay wrapped in dark­ness, Miss Nightin­gale would sit at work in her little room, over her cor­res­pond­ence. It was one of the most for­mid­able of all her du­ties. There were hun­dreds of let­ters to be writ­ten to the friends and re­la­tions of sol­diers; there was the enorm­ous mass of of­fi­cial doc­u­ments to be dealt with; there were her own private let­ters to be answered; and, most im­port­ant of all, there was the com­pos­i­tion of her long and con­fid­en­tial re­ports to Sid­ney Her­bert. These were by no means of­fi­cial com­mu­nic­a­tions. Her soul, pent up all day in the re­straint and re­serve of a vast re­spons­ib­il­ity, now at last poured it­self out in these let­ters with all its nat­ural vehe­mence, like a swollen tor­rent through an open sluice. Here, at least, she did not mince mat­ters. Here she painted in her darkest col­ours the hideous scenes which sur­roun­ded her; here she tore away re­morse­lessly the last veils still shroud­ing the ab­om­in­able truth. Then she would fill pages with re­com­mend­a­tions and sug­ges­tions, with cri­ti­cisms of the minutest de­tails of or­gan­isa­tion, with elab­or­ate cal­cu­la­tions of con­tin­gen­cies, with ex­haust­ive ana­lyses and stat­ist­ical state­ments piled up in breath­less eager­ness one on the top of the other. And then her pen, in the vir­ulence of its volu­bil­ity, would rush on to the dis­cus­sion of in­di­vidu­als, to the de­nun­ci­ation of an in­com­pet­ent sur­geon or the ri­dicule of a self-suf­fi­cient nurse. Her sar­casm searched the ranks of the of­fi­cials with the deadly and un­spar­ing pre­ci­sion of a ma­chine-gun. Her nick­names were ter­rible. She re­spec­ted no one: Lord Strat­ford, Lord Raglan, Lady Strat­ford, Dr. Andrew Smith, Dr. Hall, the Com­mis­sary-Gen­eral, the Pur­veyor—she ful­min­ated against them all. The in­tol­er­able fu­til­ity of man­kind ob­sessed her like a night­mare, and she gnashed her teeth against it. “I do well to be angry,” was the bur­den of her cry. “How many just men were there at Scutari? How many who cared at all for the sick, or had done any­thing for their re­lief? Were there ten? Were there five? Was there even one?” She could not be sure.

At one time, dur­ing sev­eral weeks, her vi­tu­per­a­tions des­cen­ded upon the head of Sid­ney Her­bert him­self. He had mis­in­ter­preted her wishes, he had tra­versed her pos­it­ive in­struc­tions, and it was not un­til he had ad­mit­ted his er­ror and apo­lo­gised in ab­ject terms that he was al­lowed again into fa­vour. While this mis­un­der­stand­ing was at its height, an ar­is­to­cratic young gen­tle­man ar­rived at Scutari with a re­com­mend­a­tion from the Min­is­ter. He had come out from Eng­land filled with a ro­mantic de­sire to render homage to the an­gelic heroine of his dreams. He had, he said, cast aside his life of ease and lux­ury; he would de­vote his days and nights to the ser­vice of that gentle lady; he would per­form the most menial of­fices, he would “fag” for her, he would be her foot­man—and feel re­quited by a single smile. A single smile, in­deed, he had, but it was of an un­ex­pec­ted kind. Miss Nightin­gale at first re­fused to see him, and then, when she con­sen­ted, be­liev­ing that he was an emis­sary sent by Sid­ney Her­bert to put her in the wrong over their dis­pute, she took notes of her con­ver­sa­tion with him, and in­sisted on his sign­ing them at the end of it. The young gen­tle­man re­turned to Eng­land by the next ship.

This quar­rel with Sid­ney Her­bert was, how­ever, an ex­cep­tional in­cid­ent. Alike by him, and by Lord Pan­mure, his suc­cessor at the War Of­fice, she was firmly sup­por­ted; and the fact that dur­ing the whole of her stay at Scutari she had the Home Govern­ment at her back, was her trump card in her deal­ings with the hos­pital au­thor­it­ies. Nor was it only the gov­ern­ment that was be­hind her: pub­lic opin­ion in Eng­land early re­cog­nised the high im­port­ance of her mis­sion, and its en­thu­si­astic ap­pre­ci­ation of her work soon reached an ex­traordin­ary height. The Queen her­self was deeply moved. She made re­peated in­quir­ies as to the wel­fare of Miss Nightin­gale; she asked to see her ac­counts of the wounded, and made her the in­ter­me­di­ary between the throne and the troops.


“Let Mrs. Her­bert know,” she wrote to the War Min­is­ter, “that I wish Miss Nightin­gale and the ladies would tell these poor noble, wounded, and sick men that no one takes a warmer in­terest or feels more for their suf­fer­ings or ad­mires their cour­age and hero­ism more than their Queen. Day and night she thinks of her be­loved troops. So does the Prince. Beg Mrs. Her­bert to com­mu­nic­ate these my words to those ladies, as I know that our sym­pathy is much val­ued by these noble fel­lows.”



The let­ter was read aloud in the wards by the Chap­lain. “It is a very feel­ing let­ter,” said the men.

And so the months passed, and that fell winter which had be­gun with Inker­man and had dragged it­self out through the long agony of the in­vest­ment of Se­bastopol, at last was over. In May, 1855, after six months of la­bour, Miss Nightin­gale could look with some­thing like sat­is­fac­tion at the con­di­tion of the Scutari hos­pit­als. Had they done noth­ing more than sur­vive the ter­rible strain which had been put upon them, it would have been a mat­ter for con­grat­u­la­tion; but they had done much more than that—they had mar­vel­lously im­proved. The con­fu­sion and the pres­sure in the wards had come to an end; or­der reigned in them, and clean­li­ness; the sup­plies were boun­ti­ful and prompt; im­port­ant san­it­ary works had been car­ried out. One simple com­par­ison of fig­ures was enough to re­veal the ex­traordin­ary change: the rate of mor­tal­ity among the cases treated had fallen from forty-two per­cent to twenty-two per 1,000. But still, the in­defatig­able lady was not sat­is­fied. The main prob­lem had been solved—the phys­ical needs of the men had been provided for; their men­tal and spir­itual needs re­mained. She set up and fur­nished read­ing-rooms and re­cre­ation rooms. She star­ted classes and lec­tures. Of­ficers were amazed to see her treat­ing their men as if they were hu­man be­ings, and as­sured her that she would only end by “spoil­ing the brutes.” But that was not Miss Nightin­gale’s opin­ion, and she was jus­ti­fied. The private sol­dier began to drink less and even—though that seemed im­possible—to save his pay. Miss Nightin­gale be­came a banker for the Army, re­ceiv­ing and send­ing home large sums of money every month. At last, re­luct­antly, the gov­ern­ment fol­lowed suit, and es­tab­lished ma­chinery of its own for the re­mis­sion of money. Lord Pan­mure, how­ever, re­mained scep­tical; “it will do no good,” he pro­nounced; “the Brit­ish sol­dier is not a re­mit­ting an­imal.” But, in fact dur­ing the next six months £71,000 was sent home.

Amid all these activ­it­ies, Miss Nightin­gale took up the fur­ther task of in­spect­ing the hos­pit­als in the Crimea it­self. The la­bour was ex­treme, and the con­di­tions of life were al­most in­tol­er­able. She spent whole days in the saddle, or was driven over those bleak and rocky heights in a bag­gage cart. So­me­times she stood for hours in the heav­ily fail­ing snow, and would only reach her hut at dead of night after walk­ing for miles through per­il­ous rav­ines. Her powers of res­ist­ance seemed in­cred­ible, but at last they were ex­hausted. She was at­tacked by fever, and for a mo­ment came very near to death. Yet she worked on; if she could not move, she could at least write, and write she did un­til her mind had left her; and after it had left her, in what seemed the de­li­ri­ous trance of death it­self, she still wrote. When, after many weeks, she was strong enough to travel, she was im­plored to re­turn to Eng­land, but she ut­terly re­fused. She would not go back, she said, be­fore the last of the sol­diers had left Scutari.

This happy mo­ment had al­most ar­rived, when sud­denly the smoul­der­ing hos­til­it­ies of the med­ical au­thor­it­ies burst out into a flame. Dr. Hall’s la­bours had been re­war­ded by a KCB—let­ters which, as Miss Nightin­gale told Sid­ney Her­bert, she could only sup­pose to mean “Knight of the Crimean Burial-Grounds”—and the hon­our had turned his head. He was Sir John, and he would be thwarted no longer. Dis­putes had lately arisen between Miss Nightin­gale and some of the nurses in the Crimean hos­pit­als. The situ­ation had been em­bittered by ru­mours of re­li­gious dis­sen­sions, while the Crimean nurses were Ro­man Cath­ol­ics, many of those at Scutari were sus­pec­ted of a re­gret­table propensity to­wards the ten­ets of Dr. Pu­sey. Miss Nightin­gale was by no means dis­turbed by these sec­tarian dif­fer­ences, but any sug­ges­tion that her su­preme au­thor­ity over all the nurses with the Army was, no doubt, enough to rouse her to fury; and it ap­peared that Mrs. Bridge­man, the Rev­er­end Mother in the Crimea, had ven­tured to call that au­thor­ity in ques­tion. Sir John Hall thought that his op­por­tun­ity had come, and strongly sup­por­ted Mrs. Bridge­man—or, as Miss Nightin­gale pre­ferred to call her, the “Rev­er­end Brick­bat.”

There was a vi­ol­ent struggle; Miss Nightin­gale’s rage was ter­rible. Dr. Hall, she de­clared, was do­ing his best to “root her out of the Crimea.” She would bear it no longer; the War Of­fice was play­ing her false; there was only one thing to be done—Sid­ney Her­bert must move for the pro­duc­tion of pa­pers in the House of Com­mons, so that the pub­lic might be able to judge between her and her en­emies. Sid­ney Her­bert, with great dif­fi­culty, calmed her down. Orders were im­me­di­ately dis­patched put­ting her su­prem­acy bey­ond doubt, and the Rev­er­end Brick­bat with­drew from the scene. Sir John, how­ever, was more ten­a­cious. A few weeks later, Miss Nightin­gale and her nurses vis­ited the Crimea for the last time, and the bril­liant idea oc­curred to him that he could crush her by a very simple ex­pedi­ent—he would starve her into sub­mis­sion; and he ac­tu­ally ordered that no ra­tions of any kind should be sup­plied to her. He had already tried this plan with great ef­fect upon an un­for­tu­nate med­ical man whose pres­ence in the Crimea he had con­sidered an in­tru­sion; but he was now to learn that such tricks were thrown away upon Miss Nightin­gale. With ex­traordin­ary foresight, she had brought with her a great sup­ply of food; she suc­ceeded in ob­tain­ing more at her own ex­pense and by her own ex­er­tions; and thus for ten days, in that in­hos­pit­able coun­try, she was able to feed her­self and twenty-four nurses. Even­tu­ally, the mil­it­ary au­thor­it­ies in­ter­vened in her fa­vour, and Sir John had to con­fess that he was beaten.

It was not un­til July, 1856—four months after the De­clar­a­tion of Peace—that Miss Nightin­gale left Scutari for Eng­land. Her repu­ta­tion was now enorm­ous, and the en­thu­si­asm of the pub­lic was un­boun­ded. The royal ap­prob­a­tion was ex­pressed by the gift of a brooch, ac­com­pan­ied by a private let­ter.


“You are, I know, well aware,” wrote Her Majesty, “of the high sense I en­ter­tain of the Chris­tian de­vo­tion which you have dis­played dur­ing this great and bloody war, and I need hardly re­peat to you how warm my ad­mir­a­tion is for your ser­vices, which are fully equal to those of my dear and brave sol­diers, whose suf­fer­ings you have had the priv­ilege of al­le­vi­at­ing in so mer­ci­ful a man­ner. I am, how­ever, anxious of mark­ing my feel­ings in a man­ner which I trust will be agree­able to you, and there­fore, send you with this let­ter a brooch, the form and em­blems of which com­mem­or­ate your great and blessed work, and which I hope you will wear as a mark of the high ap­prob­a­tion of your Sover­eign!



“It will be a very great sat­is­fac­tion to me,” Her Majesty ad­ded, “to make the ac­quaint­ance of one who has set so bright an ex­ample to our sex.”

The brooch, which was de­signed by the Prince Con­sort, bore a St. Ge­orge’s cross in red enamel, and the Royal cipher sur­moun­ted by dia­monds. The whole was en­circled by the in­scrip­tion “Blessed are the Mer­ci­ful.”






III

The name of Florence Nightin­gale lives in the memory of the world by vir­tue of the lurid and heroic ad­ven­ture of the Crimea. Had she died—as she nearly did—upon her re­turn to Eng­land, her repu­ta­tion would hardly have been dif­fer­ent; her le­gend would have come down to us al­most as we know it today—that gentle vis­ion of fe­male vir­tue which first took shape be­fore the ad­or­ing eyes of the sick sol­diers at Scutari. Yet, as a mat­ter of fact, she lived for more than half a cen­tury after the Crimean War; and dur­ing the greater part of that long period, all the en­ergy and all the de­vo­tion of her ex­traordin­ary nature were work­ing at their highest pitch. What she ac­com­plished in those years of un­known la­bour could, in­deed, hardly have been more glor­i­ous than her Crimean tri­umphs, but it was cer­tainly more im­port­ant. The true his­tory was far stranger even than the myth. In Miss Nightin­gale’s own eyes the ad­ven­ture of the Crimea was a mere in­cid­ent—scarcely more than a use­ful step­ping-stone in her ca­reer. It was the ful­crum with which she hoped to move the world; but it was only the ful­crum. For more than a gen­er­a­tion she was to sit in secret, work­ing her lever: and her real “life” began at the very mo­ment when, in the pop­u­lar ima­gin­a­tion, it had ended.

She ar­rived in Eng­land in a shattered state of health. The hard­ships and the cease­less ef­fort of the last two years had un­der­mined her nervous sys­tem; her heart was pro­nounced to be af­fected; she suffered con­stantly from faint­ing-fits and ter­rible at­tacks of ut­ter phys­ical pros­tra­tion. The doc­tors de­clared that one thing alone would save her—a com­plete and pro­longed rest. But that was also the one thing with which she would have noth­ing to do. She had never been in the habit of rest­ing; why should she be­gin now? Now, when her op­por­tun­ity had come at last; now, when the iron was hot, and it was time to strike? No; she had work to do; and, come what might, she would do it. The doc­tors pro­tested in vain; in vain her fam­ily lamen­ted and en­treated; in vain her friends poin­ted out to her the mad­ness of such a course. Mad­ness? Mad—pos­sessed—per­haps she was. A de­moniac frenzy had seized upon her. As she lay upon her sofa, gasp­ing, she de­voured blue-books, dic­tated let­ters, and, in the in­ter­vals of her pal­pit­a­tions, cracked her feb­rile jokes. For months at a stretch she never left her bed. For years she was in daily ex­pect­a­tion of death. But she would not rest. At this rate, the doc­tors as­sured her, even if she did not die, she would be­come an in­valid for life. She could not help that; there was the work to be done; and, as for rest, very likely she might rest … when she had done it.

Wherever she went, in Lon­don or in the coun­try, in the hills of Derby­shire, or among the rhodo­den­drons at Emb­ley, she was haunted by a ghost. It was the spectre of Scutari—the hideous vis­ion of the or­gan­isa­tion of a mil­it­ary hos­pital. She would lay that phantom, or she would per­ish. The whole sys­tem of the Army Med­ical De­part­ment, the edu­ca­tion of the Med­ical Of­ficer, the reg­u­la­tions of hos­pital pro­ced­ure … rest? How could she rest while these things were as they were, while, if the like ne­ces­sity were to arise again, the like res­ults would fol­low? And, even in peace and at home, what was the san­it­ary con­di­tion of the Army? The mor­tal­ity in the bar­racks was, she found, nearly double the mor­tal­ity in civil life. “You might as well take 1,100 men every year out upon Salis­bury Plain and shoot them,” she said. After in­spect­ing the hos­pit­als at Chatham, she smiled grimly. “Yes, this is one more symp­tom of the sys­tem which, in the Crimea, put to death 16,000 men.” Scutari had given her know­ledge; and it had given her power too: her enorm­ous repu­ta­tion was at her back—an in­cal­cul­able force. Other work, other du­ties, might lie be­fore her; but the most ur­gent, the most ob­vi­ous of all, was to look to the health of the Army.

One of her very first steps was to take ad­vant­age of the in­vit­a­tion which Queen Vict­oria had sent her to the Crimea, to­gether with the com­mem­or­ative brooch. Within a few weeks of her re­turn she vis­ited Bal­moral, and had sev­eral in­ter­views with both the Queen and the Prince Con­sort. “She put be­fore us,” wrote the Prince in his di­ary, “all the de­fects of our present mil­it­ary hos­pital sys­tem, and the re­forms that are needed.” She re­lated “the whole story” of her ex­per­i­ences in the East; and, in ad­di­tion, she man­aged to have some long and con­fid­en­tial talks with His Royal High­ness on meta­phys­ics and re­li­gion. The im­pres­sion which she cre­ated was ex­cel­lent. “Sie ge­fällt uns sehr,” noted the Prince, “ist sehr bes­cheiden.” Her Majesty’s com­ment was dif­fer­ent—“Such a head! I wish we had her at the War Of­fice.”

But Miss Nightin­gale was not at the War Of­fice, and for a very simple reason: she was a wo­man. Lord Pan­mure, how­ever, was (though in­deed the reason for that was not quite so simple); and it was upon Lord Pan­mure that the is­sue of Miss Nightin­gale’s ef­forts for re­form must primar­ily de­pend. That burly Scot­tish no­ble­man had not, in spite of his most earn­est en­deav­ours, had a very easy time of it as Sec­ret­ary of State for War. He had come into of­fice in the middle of the Se­bastopol Cam­paign, and had felt him­self very well fit­ted for the po­s­i­tion, since he had ac­quired in former days an in­side know­ledge of the Army—as a Cap­tain of Hus­sars. It was this in­side know­ledge which had en­abled him to in­form Miss Nightin­gale with such au­thor­ity that “the Brit­ish sol­dier is not a re­mit­ting an­imal.” And per­haps it was this same con­scious­ness of a com­mand of his sub­ject which had im­pelled him to write a dis­patch to Lord Raglan, blandly in­form­ing the Com­mander-in-Chief in the Field just how he was neg­lect­ing his du­ties, and point­ing out to him that if he would only try he really might do a little bet­ter next time.

Lord Raglan’s reply, cal­cu­lated as it was to make its re­cip­i­ent sink into the earth, did not quite have that ef­fect upon Lord Pan­mure, who, whatever might have been his faults, had never been ac­cused of be­ing su­per­sens­it­ive. However, he al­lowed the mat­ter to drop; and a little later Lord Raglan died—worn out, some people said, by work and anxi­ety. He was suc­ceeded by an ex­cel­lent red-nosed old gen­tle­man, Gen­eral Simpson, whom nobody has ever heard of, and who took Se­bastopol. But Lord Pan­mure’s re­la­tions with him were hardly more sat­is­fact­ory than his re­la­tions with Lord Raglan; for, while Lord Raglan had been too in­de­pend­ent, poor Gen­eral Simpson erred in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion, per­petu­ally asked ad­vice, suffered from lum­bago, doubted (his nose grow­ing red­der and red­der daily) whether he was fit for his post, and, by al­tern­ate mails, sent in and with­drew his resig­na­tion. Then, too, both the Gen­eral and the Min­is­ter suffered acutely from that dis­tress­ingly use­ful new in­ven­tion, the elec­tric tele­graph. On one oc­ca­sion Gen­eral Simpson felt ob­liged ac­tu­ally to ex­pos­tu­late.


“I think, my Lord,” he wrote, “that some tele­graphic mes­sages reach us that can­not be sent un­der due au­thor­ity, and are per­haps un­known to you, al­though un­der the pro­tec­tion of your Lord­ship’s name. For in­stance, I was called up last night, a dra­goon hav­ing come ex­press with a tele­graphic mes­sage in these words, ‘Lord Pan­mure to Gen­eral Simpson—Cap­tain Jar­vis has been bit­ten by a centi­pede. How is he now?’ ”



Gen­eral Simpson might have put up with this, though to be sure it did seem “rather too tri­fling an af­fair to call for a dra­goon to ride a couple of miles in the dark that he may knock up the Com­mander of the Army out of the very small al­low­ance of sleep per­mit­ted; but what was really more than he could bear was to find “upon send­ing in the morn­ing an­other moun­ted dra­goon to in­quire after Cap­tain Jar­vis, four miles off, that he never has been bit­ten at all, but has had a boil, from which he is fast re­cov­er­ing.” But Lord Pan­mure had troubles of his own. His fa­vour­ite nephew, Cap­tain Dow­big­gin, was at the front, and to one of his tele­grams to the Com­mander-in-Chief the Min­is­ter had taken oc­ca­sion to ap­pend the fol­low­ing care­fully qual­i­fied sen­tence—“I re­com­mend Dow­big­gin to your no­tice, should you have a va­cancy, and if he is fit.” Un­for­tu­nately, in those early days, it was left to the dis­cre­tion of the tele­graph­ist to com­press the mes­sages which passed through his hands; so that the res­ult was that Lord Pan­mure’s del­ic­ate ap­peal reached its des­tin­a­tion in the lac­onic form of “Look after Dowb.” The Headquar­ters Staff were at first ex­tremely puzzled; they were at last ex­tremely amused. The story spread; and “Look after Dowb” re­mained for many years the fa­mil­iar for­mula for de­scrib­ing of­fi­cial hints in fa­vour of de­serving neph­ews.

And now that all this was over, now that Se­bastopol had been, some­how or an­other, taken; now that peace was, some­how or an­other, made; now that the troubles of of­fice might surely be ex­pec­ted to be at an end at last—here was Miss Nightin­gale break­ing in upon the scene with her talk about the state of the hos­pit­als and the ne­ces­sity for san­it­ary re­form. It was most irk­some; and Lord Pan­mure al­most began to wish that he was en­gaged upon some more con­genial oc­cu­pa­tion—dis­cuss­ing, per­haps, the con­sti­tu­tion of the Free Church of Scot­land—a ques­tion in which he was pro­foundly in­ter­ested. But no; duty was para­mount; and he set him­self, with a sigh of resig­na­tion, to the task of do­ing as little of it as he pos­sibly could.

“The Bison” his friends called him; and the name fit­ted both his phys­ical de­mean­our and his habit of mind. That large low head seemed to have been cre­ated for but­ting rather than for any­thing else. There he stood, foursquare and men­acing in the door­way of re­form; and it re­mained to be seen whether, the bulky mass, upon whose solid hide even the barbed ar­rows of Lord Raglan’s scorn had made no mark, would prove amen­able to the pres­sure of Miss Nightin­gale. Nor was he alone in the door­way. There loomed be­hind him the whole phalanx of pro­fes­sional con­ser­vat­ism, the stub­born sup­port­ers of the out-of-date, the wor­ship­pers and the vic­tims of War Of­fice routine. Among these it was only nat­ural that Dr. Andrew Smith, the head of the Army Med­ical De­part­ment, should have been pree­m­in­ent—Dr. Andrew Smith, who had as­sured Miss Nightin­gale be­fore she left Eng­land that “noth­ing was wanted at Scutari.” Such were her op­pon­ents; but she too was not without al­lies. She had gained the ear of Roy­alty—which was some­thing; at any mo­ment that she pleased she could gain the ear of the pub­lic—which was a great deal. She had a host of ad­mirers and friends; and—to say noth­ing of her per­sonal qual­it­ies—her know­ledge, her tenacity, her tact—she pos­sessed, too, one ad­vant­age which then, far more even than now, car­ried an im­mense weight—she be­longed to the highest circle of so­ci­ety. She moved nat­ur­ally among Peers and Cabinet Min­is­ters—she was one of their own set; and in those days their set was a very nar­row one. What kind of at­ten­tion would such per­sons have paid to some middle-class wo­man with whom they were not ac­quain­ted, who pos­sessed great ex­per­i­ence of Army nurs­ing and had de­cided views upon hos­pital re­form? They would have po­litely ig­nored her; but it was im­possible to ig­nore Flo Nightin­gale. When she spoke, they were ob­liged to listen; and, when they had once be­gun to do that—what might not fol­low? She knew her power, and she used it. She sup­por­ted her weight­i­est minutes with fa­mil­iar witty little notes. The Bison began to look grave. It might be dif­fi­cult—it might be damned dif­fi­cult—to put down one’s head against the white hand of a lady …

Of Miss Nightin­gale’s friends, the most im­port­ant was Sid­ney Her­bert. He was a man upon whom the good fair­ies seemed to have showered, as he lay in his cradle, all their most en­vi­able goods. Well born, hand­some, rich, the mas­ter of Wilton—one of those great coun­try-houses, clothed with the glam­our of a his­toric past, which are the pe­cu­liar glory of Eng­land—he pos­sessed—be­sides all these ad­vant­ages: so charm­ing, so lively, so gentle a dis­pos­i­tion that no one who had once come near him could ever be his en­emy.

He was, in fact, a man of whom it was dif­fi­cult not to say that he was a per­fect Eng­lish gen­tle­man. For his vir­tues were equal even to his good for­tune. He was re­li­gious, deeply re­li­gious. “I am more and more con­vinced every day,” he wrote, when he had been for some years a Cabinet Min­is­ter, “that in polit­ics, as in everything else, noth­ing can be right which is not in ac­cord­ance with the spirit of the Gospel.” No one was more un­selfish; he was char­it­able and be­ne­vol­ent to a re­mark­able de­gree; and he de­voted the whole of his life, with an un­waver­ing con­scien­tious­ness, to the pub­lic ser­vice. With such a char­ac­ter, with such op­por­tun­it­ies, what high hopes must have danced be­fore him, what ra­di­ant vis­ions of ac­com­plished du­ties, of ever-in­creas­ing use­ful­ness, of be­ne­fi­cent power, of the con­scious­ness of dis­in­ter­ested suc­cess! Some of those hopes and vis­ions were, in­deed, real­ised; but, in the end, the ca­reer of Sid­ney Her­bert seemed to show that, with all their gen­er­os­ity, there was some gift or other—what was it?—some es­sen­tial gift—which the good fair­ies had with­held, and that even the qual­it­ies of a per­fect Eng­lish gen­tle­man may be no safe­guard against an­guish, hu­mi­li­ation, and de­feat.

That ca­reer would cer­tainly have been very dif­fer­ent if he had never known Miss Nightin­gale. The al­li­ance between them which had be­gun with her ap­point­ment to Scutari, which had grown closer and closer while the war las­ted, de­veloped, after her re­turn, into one of the most ex­traordin­ary friend­ships. It was the friend­ship of a man and a wo­man in­tim­ately bound to­gether by their de­vo­tion to a pub­lic cause; mu­tual af­fec­tion, of course, played a part in it, but it was an in­cid­ental part; the whole soul of the re­la­tion­ship was a com­munity of work. Per­haps out of Eng­land such an in­tim­acy could hardly have ex­is­ted—an in­tim­acy so ut­terly un­tinc­tured not only by pas­sion it­self but by the sus­pi­cion of it. For years Sid­ney Her­bert saw Miss Nightin­gale al­most daily, for long hours to­gether, cor­res­pond­ing with her in­cess­antly when they were apart; and the tongue of scan­dal was si­lent; and one of the most de­voted of her ad­mirers was his wife. But what made the con­nec­tion still more re­mark­able was the way in which the parts that were played in it were di­vided between the two. The man who acts, de­cides, and achieves; the wo­man who en­cour­ages, ap­plauds, and—from a dis­tance—in­spires: the com­bin­a­tion is com­mon enough; but Miss Nightin­gale was neither an As­pasia nor an Egeria. In her case it is al­most true to say that the roles were re­versed; the qual­it­ies of pli­ancy and sym­pathy fell to the man, those of com­mand and ini­ti­at­ive to the wo­man.

There was one thing only which Miss Nightin­gale lacked in her equip­ment for pub­lic life; she had not—she never could have—the pub­lic power and au­thor­ity which be­longed to the suc­cess­ful politi­cian. That power and au­thor­ity Sid­ney Her­bert pos­sessed; that fact was ob­vi­ous, and the con­clu­sions no less so: it was through the man that the wo­man must work her will. She took hold of him, taught him, shaped him, ab­sorbed him, dom­in­ated him through and through. He did not res­ist—he did not wish to res­ist; his nat­ural in­clin­a­tion lay along the same path as hers; only that ter­rific per­son­al­ity swept him for­ward at her own fierce pace and with her own re­lent­less stride. Swept him—where to? Ah! Why had he ever known Miss Nightin­gale? If Lord Pan­mure was a bison, Sid­ney Her­bert, no doubt, was a stag—a comely, gal­lant creature spring­ing through the forest; but the forest is a dan­ger­ous place. One has the im­age of those wide eyes fas­cin­ated sud­denly by some­thing fe­line, some­thing strong; there is a pause; and then the tigress has her claws in the quiv­er­ing haunches; and then—!

Besides Sid­ney Her­bert, she had other friends who, in a more re­stric­ted sphere, were hardly less es­sen­tial to her. If, in her con­di­tion of bod­ily col­lapse, she were to ac­com­plish what she was de­term­ined that she should ac­com­plish, the at­ten­tions and the ser­vices of oth­ers would be ab­so­lutely in­dis­pens­able. Help­ers and serv­ers she must have; and ac­cord­ingly there was soon formed about her a little group of de­voted dis­ciples upon whose af­fec­tions and en­er­gies she could im­pli­citly rely. De­voted, in­deed, these dis­ciples were, in no or­din­ary sense of the term; for cer­tainly she was no light taskmis­tress, and he who set out to be of use to Miss Nightin­gale was apt to find, be­fore he had gone very far, that he was in truth be­ing made use of in good earn­est to the very limit of his en­dur­ance and his ca­pa­city. Per­haps, even bey­ond those lim­its; why not? Was she ask­ing of oth­ers more than she was giv­ing her­self? Let them look at her ly­ing there pale and breath­less on the couch; could it be said that she spared her­self? Why, then, should she spare oth­ers? And it was not for her own sake that she made these claims. For her own sake, in­deed! No! They all knew it! it was for the sake of the work. And so the little band, bound body and soul in that strange ser­vitude, la­boured on un­grudgingly.

Among the most faith­ful was her “Aunt Mai,” her father’s sis­ter, who from the earli­est days had stood be­side her, who had helped her to es­cape from the thral­dom of fam­ily life, who had been with her at Scutari, and who now ac­ted al­most the part of a mother to her, watch­ing over her with in­fin­ite care in all the move­ments and un­cer­tain­ties which her state of health in­volved. Another con­stant at­tend­ant was her brother-in-law, Sir Harry Ver­ney, whom she found par­tic­u­larly valu­able in par­lia­ment­ary af­fairs. Ar­thur Clough, the poet, also a con­nec­tion by mar­riage, she used in other ways. Ever since he had lost his faith at the time of the Ox­ford Move­ment, Clough had passed his life in a con­di­tion of con­sid­er­able un­eas­i­ness, which was in­creased rather than di­min­ished by the prac­tice of po­etry. Un­able to de­cide upon the pur­pose of an ex­ist­ence whose sa­vour had fled to­gether with his be­lief in the Re­sur­rec­tion, his spir­its lowered still fur­ther by ill-health, and his in­come not all that it should be, he had de­term­ined to seek the solu­tion of his dif­fi­culties in the Un­ited States of Amer­ica. But, even there, the solu­tion was not forth­com­ing; and, when, a little later, he was offered a post in a gov­ern­ment de­part­ment at home, he ac­cep­ted it, came to live in Lon­don, and im­me­di­ately fell un­der the in­flu­ence of Miss Nightin­gale. Though the pur­pose of ex­ist­ence might be still un­cer­tain and its nature still un­sa­voury, here, at any rate, un­der the eye of this in­spired wo­man, was some­thing real, some­thing earn­est: his only doubt was—could he be of any use? Cer­tainly he could. There were a great num­ber of mis­cel­laneous little jobs which there was nobody handy to do. For in­stance, when Miss Nightin­gale was trav­el­ling, there were the rail­way-tick­ets to be taken; and there were proof-sheets to be cor­rec­ted; and then there were par­cels to be done up in brown pa­per, and car­ried to the post. Cer­tainly he could be use­ful. And so, upon such oc­cu­pa­tions as these, Ar­thur Clough was set to work. “This that I see, is not all,” he com­for­ted him­self by re­flect­ing, “and this that I do is but little; nev­er­the­less it is good, though there is bet­ter than it.” As time went on, her “Cabinet,” as she called it, grew lar­ger. Of­fi­cials with whom her work brought her into touch and who sym­path­ised with her ob­jects, were pressed into her ser­vice; and old friends of the Crimean days gathered around her when they re­turned to Eng­land. Among these the most in­defatig­able was Dr. Suth­er­land, a san­it­ary ex­pert, who for more than thirty years ac­ted as her con­fid­en­tial private sec­ret­ary, and sur­rendered to her pur­poses lit­er­ally the whole of his life. Thus sus­tained and as­sisted, thus slaved for and ad­ored, she pre­pared to beard the Bison.

Two facts soon emerged, and all that fol­lowed turned upon them. It be­came clear, in the first place, that that im­pos­ing mass was not im­mov­able, and, in the second, that its move­ment, when it did move, would be ex­ceed­ing slow. The Bison was no match for the Lady. It was in vain that he put down his head and planted his feet in the earth; he could not with­stand her; the white hand forced him back. But the pro­cess was an ex­traordin­ar­ily gradual one. Dr. Andrew Smith and all his War Of­fice phalanx stood be­hind, block­ing the way; the poor Bison groaned in­wardly, and cast a wist­ful eye to­wards the happy pas­tures of the Free Church of Scot­land; then slowly, with in­fin­ite re­luct­ance, step by step, he re­treated, dis­put­ing every inch of the ground.

The first great meas­ure, which, sup­por­ted as it was by the Queen, the Cabinet, and the united opin­ion of the coun­try, it was im­possible to res­ist, was the ap­point­ment of a Royal Com­mis­sion to re­port upon the health of the Army. The ques­tion of the com­pos­i­tion of the Com­mis­sion then im­me­di­ately arose; and it was over this mat­ter that the first hand-to-hand en­counter between Lord Pan­mure and Miss Nightin­gale took place. They met, and Miss Nightin­gale was vic­tori­ous; Sid­ney Her­bert was ap­poin­ted Chair­man; and, in the end, the only mem­ber of the Com­mis­sion op­posed to her views was Dr. Andrew Smith. Dur­ing the in­ter­view, Miss Nightin­gale made an im­port­ant dis­cov­ery: she found that “the Bison was bul­ly­able”—the hide was the hide of a Mex­ican buf­falo, but the spirit was the spirit of an Al­der­ney calf. And there was one thing above all oth­ers which the huge creature dreaded—an ap­peal to pub­lic opin­ion. The faintest hint of such a ter­rible even­tu­al­ity made his heart dis­solve within him; he would agree to any­thing—he would cut short his grouse-shoot­ing—he would make a speech in the House of Lords, he would even over­rule Dr. Andrew Smith—rather than that. Miss Nightin­gale held the fear­ful threat in re­serve—she would speak out what she knew; she would pub­lish the truth to the whole world, and let the whole world judge between them. With su­preme skill, she kept this sword of Damocles poised above the Bison’s head, and more than once she was ac­tu­ally on the point of really drop­ping it—for his re­cal­cit­rancy grew and grew.

The per­son­nel of the Com­mis­sion once de­term­ined upon, there was a struggle, which las­ted for six months, over the nature of its powers. Was it to be an ef­fi­cient body, armed with the right of full in­quiry and wide ex­am­in­a­tion, or was it to be a po­lite of­fi­cial con­triv­ance for ex­on­er­at­ing Dr. Andrew Smith? The War Of­fice phalanx closed its ranks, and fought tooth and nail; but it was de­feated: the Bison was bul­ly­able.


“Three months from this day,” Miss Nightin­gale had writ­ten at last, “I pub­lish my ex­per­i­ence of the Crimean Cam­paign, and my sug­ges­tions for im­prove­ment, un­less there has been a fair and tan­gible pledge by that time for re­form.”



Who could face that?

And, if the need came, she meant to be as good as her word. For she had now de­term­ined, whatever might be the fate of the Com­mis­sion, to draw up her own re­port upon the ques­tions at is­sue. The la­bour in­volved was enorm­ous; her health was al­most des­per­ate; but she did not flinch, and after six months of in­cred­ible in­dustry she had put to­gether and writ­ten with her own hand her Notes Af­fect­ing the Health, Ef­fi­ciency, and Hos­pital Ad­min­is­tra­tion of the Brit­ish Army. This ex­traordin­ary com­pos­i­tion, filling more than 800 closely prin­ted pages, lay­ing down vast prin­ciples of far-reach­ing re­form, dis­cuss­ing the minutest de­tails of a mul­ti­tude of con­tro­ver­sial sub­jects, con­tain­ing an enorm­ous mass of in­form­a­tion of the most var­ied kinds—mil­it­ary, stat­ist­ical, san­it­ary, ar­chi­tec­tural—was never given to the pub­lic, for the need never came; but it formed the basis of the Re­port of the Royal Com­mis­sion; and it re­mains to this day the lead­ing au­thor­ity on the med­ical ad­min­is­tra­tion of armies.

Be­fore it had been com­pleted, the struggle over the powers of the Com­mis­sion had been brought to a vic­tori­ous close. Lord Pan­mure had given way once more; he had im­me­di­ately hur­ried to the Queen to ob­tain her con­sent; and only then, when Her Majesty’s ini­tials had been ir­re­voc­ably af­fixed to the fatal doc­u­ment, did he dare to tell Dr. Andrew Smith what he had done. The Com­mis­sion met, and an­other im­mense load fell upon Miss Nightin­gale’s shoulders. Today she would, of course, have been one of the Com­mis­sion her­self; but at that time the idea of a wo­man ap­pear­ing in such a ca­pa­city was un­heard of; and no one even sug­ges­ted the pos­sib­il­ity of Miss Nightin­gale’s do­ing so. The res­ult was that she was ob­liged to re­main be­hind the scenes through­out, to coach Sid­ney Her­bert in private at every im­port­ant junc­ture, and to con­vey to him and to her other friends upon the Com­mis­sion the vast funds of her ex­pert know­ledge—so es­sen­tial in the ex­am­in­a­tion of wit­nesses—by means of in­nu­mer­able con­sulta­tions, let­ters, and memor­anda. It was even doubt­ful whether the pro­pri­et­ies would ad­mit of her giv­ing evid­ence; and at last, as a com­prom­ise, her mod­esty only al­lowed her to do so in the form of writ­ten an­swers to writ­ten ques­tions. At length, the grand af­fair was fin­ished. The Com­mis­sion’s Re­port, em­body­ing al­most word for word the sug­ges­tions of Miss Nightin­gale, was drawn up by Sid­ney Her­bert. Only one ques­tion re­mained to be answered—would any­thing, after all, be done? Or would the Royal Com­mis­sion, like so many other Royal Com­mis­sions be­fore and since, turn out to have achieved noth­ing but the con­coc­tion of a very fat blue­book on a very high shelf?

And so the last and the dead­li­est struggle with the Bison began. Six months had been spent in co­er­cing him into grant­ing the Com­mis­sion ef­fect­ive powers; six more months were oc­cu­pied by the work of the Com­mis­sion; and now yet an­other six were to pass in ex­tort­ing from him the means whereby the re­com­mend­a­tions of the Com­mis­sion might be ac­tu­ally car­ried out. But, in the end, the thing was done. Miss Nightin­gale seemed, in­deed, dur­ing these months, to be upon the very brink of death. Ac­com­pan­ied by the faith­ful Aunt Mai, she moved from place to place—to Hamp­stead, to Highg­ate, to Derby­shire, to Mal­vern—in what ap­peared to be a last des­per­ate ef­fort to find health some­where; but she car­ried that with her which made health im­possible. Her de­sire for work could now scarcely be dis­tin­guished from mania. At one mo­ment she was writ­ing a “last let­ter” to Sid­ney Her­bert; at the next she was of­fer­ing to go out to In­dia to nurse the suf­fer­ers in the Mutiny. When Dr. Suth­er­land wrote, im­plor­ing her to take a hol­i­day, she raved. Rest!—


“I am ly­ing without my head, without my claws, and you all peck at me. It is de ri­gueur, d’ob­lig­a­tion, like the say­ing some­thing to one’s hat, when one goes into church, to say to me all that has been said to me 110 times a day dur­ing the last three months. It is the ob­bligato on the vi­olin, and the twelve vi­ol­ins all prac­tise it to­gether, like the clocks strik­ing twelve o’clock at night all over Lon­don, till I say like Xavier de Maistre, Assez, je sais, je ne le sais que trop. I am not a pen­it­ent; but you are like the RC con­fessor, who says what is de ri­gueur. …”



Her wits began to turn, and there was no hold­ing her. She worked like a slave in a mine. She began to be­lieve, as she had be­gun to be­lieve at Scutari, that none of her fel­low-work­ers had their hearts in the busi­ness; if they had, why did they not work as she did? She could only see slack­ness and stu­pid­ity around her. Dr. Suth­er­land, of course, was grot­esquely muddle­headed; and Ar­thur Clough in­cur­ably lazy. Even Sid­ney Her­bert … oh yes, he had sim­pli­city and cand­our and quick­ness of per­cep­tion, no doubt; but he was an ec­lectic; and what could one hope for from a man who went away to fish in Ire­land just when the Bison most needed bul­ly­ing? As for the Bison him­self, he had fled to Scot­land where he re­mained bur­ied for many months. The fate of the vi­tal re­com­mend­a­tion in the Com­mis­sion’s Re­port—the ap­point­ment of four Sub-Com­mis­sions charged with the duty of de­term­in­ing upon the de­tails of the pro­posed re­forms and of put­ting them into ex­e­cu­tion—still hung in the bal­ance. The Bison con­sen­ted to everything; and then, on a fly­ing visit to Lon­don, with­drew his con­sent and hast­ily re­turned to Scot­land. Then for many weeks all busi­ness was sus­pen­ded; he had gout—gout in the hands—so that he could not write. “His gout was al­ways handy,” re­marked Miss Nightin­gale. But even­tu­ally it was clear even to the Bison that the game was up, and the in­ev­it­able sur­render came.

There was, how­ever, one point in which he tri­umphed over Miss Nightin­gale: the build­ing of Net­ley Hos­pital had been be­gun un­der his or­ders, be­fore her re­turn to Eng­land. Soon after her ar­rival she ex­amined the plans, and found that they re­pro­duced all the worst faults of an out-of-date and mis­chiev­ous sys­tem of hos­pital con­struc­tion. She there­fore urged that the mat­ter should be re­con­sidered, and in the mean­time the build­ing stopped. But the Bison was ob­dur­ate; it would be very ex­pens­ive, and in any case it was too late. Un­able to make any im­pres­sion on him, and con­vinced of the ex­treme im­port­ance of the ques­tion, she de­term­ined to ap­peal to a higher au­thor­ity. Lord Palmer­ston was Prime Min­is­ter; she had known him from her child­hood; he was a near neigh­bour of her father’s in the New Forest. She went down to the New Forest, armed with the plan of the pro­posed hos­pital and all the rel­ev­ant in­form­a­tion, stayed the night at Lord Palmer­ston’s house, and con­vinced him of the ne­ces­sity of re­build­ing Net­ley.


“It seems to me,” Lord Palmer­ston wrote to Lord Pan­mure, “that at Net­ley all con­sid­er­a­tion of what would best tend to the com­fort and re­cov­ery of the pa­tients has been sac­ri­ficed to the van­ity of the ar­chi­tect, whose sole ob­ject has been to make a build­ing which should cut a dash when looked at from the Southamp­ton river … Pray, there­fore, stop all fur­ther pro­gress in the work un­til the mat­ter can be duly con­sidered.”



But the Bison was not to be moved by one per­emp­tory let­ter, even if it was from the Prime Min­is­ter. He put forth all his powers of pro­cras­tin­a­tion, Lord Palmer­ston lost in­terest in the sub­ject, and so the chief mil­it­ary hos­pital in Eng­land was tri­umphantly com­pleted on in­san­it­ary prin­ciples, with un­ventil­ated rooms, and with all the pa­tients’ win­dows fa­cing north­east.

But now the time had come when the Bison was to trouble and to be troubled no more. A vote in the House of Com­mons brought about the fall of Lord Palmer­ston’s Govern­ment, and, Lord Pan­mure found him­self at liberty to de­vote the rest of his life to the Free Church of Scot­land. After a brief in­ter­val, Sid­ney Her­bert be­came Sec­ret­ary of State for War. Great was the ju­bil­a­tion in the Nightin­gale Cabinet: the day of achieve­ment had dawned at last. The next two and a half years (1859–61) saw the in­tro­duc­tion of the whole sys­tem of re­forms for which Miss Nightin­gale had been strug­gling so fiercely—re­forms which make Sid­ney Her­bert’s ten­ure of power at the War Of­fice an im­port­ant epoch in the his­tory of the Brit­ish Army. The four Sub-Com­mis­sions, firmly es­tab­lished un­der the im­me­di­ate con­trol of the Min­is­ter, and urged for­ward by the re­lent­less per­sever­ance of Miss Nightin­gale, set to work with a will. The bar­racks and the hos­pit­als were re­mod­elled; they were prop­erly vent­il­ated and warmed and lighted for the first time; they were given a wa­ter sup­ply which ac­tu­ally sup­plied wa­ter, and kit­chens where, strange to say, it was pos­sible to cook. Then the great ques­tion of the Pur­veyor—that portent­ous func­tion­ary whose powers and whose lack of powers had weighed like a night­mare upon Scutari—was taken in hand, and new reg­u­la­tions were laid down, ac­cur­ately de­fin­ing his re­spons­ib­il­it­ies and his du­ties. One Sub-Com­mis­sion re­or­gan­ised the med­ical stat­ist­ics of the Army; an­other es­tab­lished in spite of the last con­vuls­ive ef­forts of the De­part­ment an Army Med­ical School. Fin­ally, the Army Med­ical De­part­ment it­self was com­pletely re­or­gan­ised; an ad­min­is­trat­ive code was drawn up; and the great and novel prin­ciple was es­tab­lished that it was as much a part of the duty of the au­thor­it­ies to look after the sol­dier’s health as to look after his sick­ness. Besides this, it was at last of­fi­cially ad­mit­ted that he had a moral and in­tel­lec­tual side. Cof­fee-rooms and read­ing-rooms, gym­nas­i­ums and work­shops were in­sti­tuted. A new era did in truth ap­pear to have be­gun. Already by 1861 the mor­tal­ity in the Army had de­creased by one-half since the days of the Crimea. It was no won­der that even vaster pos­sib­il­it­ies began now to open out be­fore Miss Nightin­gale. One thing was still needed to com­plete and to as­sure her tri­umphs. The Army Med­ical De­part­ment was in­deed re­or­gan­ised; but the great cent­ral ma­chine was still un­touched. The War Of­fice it­self—! If she could re­mould that nearer to her heart’s de­sire—there in­deed would be a vic­tory! And un­til that fi­nal act was ac­com­plished, how could she be cer­tain that all the rest of her achieve­ments might not, by some ca­pri­cious turn of For­tune’s wheel—a change of Min­istry, per­haps, re­pla­cing Sid­ney Her­bert by some pup­pet of the per­man­ent of­fi­cial gang—be swept to limbo in a mo­ment?

Mean­while, still raven­ous for yet more and more work, her activ­it­ies had branched out into new dir­ec­tions. The Army in In­dia claimed her at­ten­tion. A San­it­ary Com­mis­sion, ap­poin­ted at her sug­ges­tion, and work­ing un­der her aus­pices, did for our troops there what the four Sub-Com­mis­sions were do­ing for those at home. At the same time, these very years which saw her lay­ing the found­a­tions of the whole mod­ern sys­tem of med­ical work in the Army, saw her also be­gin­ning to bring her know­ledge, her in­flu­ence, and her activ­ity into the ser­vice of the coun­try at large. Her Notes on Hos­pit­als (1859) re­volu­tion­ised the the­ory of hos­pital con­struc­tion and hos­pital man­age­ment. She was im­me­di­ately re­cog­nised as the lead­ing ex­pert upon all the ques­tions in­volved; her ad­vice flowed un­ceas­ingly and in all dir­ec­tions, so that there is no great hos­pital today which does not bear upon it the im­press of her mind. Nor was this all. With the open­ing of the Nightin­gale Train­ing School for Nurses at St. Tho­mas’s Hos­pital (1860), she be­came the founder of mod­ern nurs­ing.

But a ter­rible crisis was now fast ap­proach­ing. Sid­ney Her­bert had con­sen­ted to un­der­take the root and branch re­form of the War Of­fice. He had sal­lied forth into that trop­ical jungle of fes­tooned ob­struct­ive­ness, of in­ter­twisted ir­re­spons­ib­il­it­ies, of crouch­ing pre­ju­dices, of ab­uses grown stiff and ri­gid with an­tiquity, which for so many years to come was destined to lure re­form­ing Min­is­ters to their doom.


“The War Of­fice,” said Miss Nightin­gale, “is a very slow of­fice, an enorm­ously ex­pens­ive of­fice, and one in which the Min­is­ter’s in­ten­tions can be en­tirely neg­ated by all his sub-de­part­ments, and those of each of the sub-de­part­ments by every other.”



It was true; and of course, at the, first ru­mour of a change, the old phalanx of re­ac­tion was brist­ling with its ac­cus­tomed spears. At its head stood no longer Dr. Andrew Smith, who, some time since, had fol­lowed the Bison into outer dark­ness, but a yet more for­mid­able fig­ure, the Per­man­ent Under­sec­ret­ary him­self, Sir Ben­jamin Hawes—Ben Hawes the Nightin­gale Cabinet ir­rev­er­ently dubbed him—“a man re­mark­able even among civil ser­vants for adroit­ness in baff­ling in­con­veni­ent in­quir­ies, re­source in rais­ing false is­sues, and, in, short, a con­sum­mate com­mand of all the arts of of­fi­cially stick­ing in the mud.”

“Our scheme will prob­ably res­ult in Ben Hawes’s resig­na­tion,” Miss Nightin­gale said; “and that is an­other of its ad­vant­ages.” Ben Hawes him­self, how­ever, did not quite see it in that light. He set him­self to res­ist the wishes of the Min­is­ter by every means in his power. The struggle was long, and des­per­ate; and, as it pro­ceeded, it gradu­ally be­came evid­ent to Miss Nightin­gale that some­thing was the mat­ter with Sid­ney Her­bert. What was it? His health, never very strong, was, he said, in danger of col­lapsing un­der the strain of his work. But, after all, what is ill­ness, when there is a War Of­fice to be re­or­gan­ised? Then he began to talk of re­tir­ing al­to­gether from pub­lic life. The doc­tors were con­sul­ted, and de­clared that, above all things, what was ne­ces­sary was rest. Rest! She grew ser­i­ously alarmed. Was it pos­sible that, at the last mo­ment, the crown­ing wreath of vic­tory was to be snatched from her grasp? She was not to be put aside by doc­tors; they were talk­ing non­sense; the ne­ces­sary thing was not rest, but the re­form of the War Of­fice; and, be­sides, she knew very well from her own case what one could do even when one was on the point of death.

She ex­pos­tu­lated vehe­mently, pas­sion­ately; the goal was so near, so very near; he could not turn back now! At any rate, he could not res­ist Miss Nightin­gale. A com­prom­ise was ar­ranged. Very re­luct­antly, he ex­changed the tur­moil of the House of Com­mons for the dig­nity of the House of Lords, and he re­mained at the War Of­fice. She was de­lighted. “One fight more, the best and the last,” she said.

For sev­eral more months the fight did in­deed go on. But the strain upon him was greater even than she per­haps could real­ise. Besides the in­test­ine war in his of­fice, he had to face a con­stant battle in the Cabinet with Mr. Glad­stone—a more re­doubt­able ant­ag­on­ist even than Ben Hawes—over the es­tim­ates. His health grew worse and worse. He was at­tacked by faint­ing-fits; and there were some days when he could only just keep him­self go­ing by gulps of brandy. Miss Nightin­gale spurred him for­ward with her en­cour­age­ments and her ad­mon­i­tions, her zeal and her ex­ample. But at last his spirit began to sink as well as his body. He could no longer hope; he could no longer de­sire; it was use­less, all use­less; it was ut­terly im­possible. He had failed. The dread­ful mo­ment came when the truth was forced upon him: he would never be able to re­form the War Of­fice. But a yet more dread­ful mo­ment lay be­hind; he must go to Miss Nightin­gale and tell her that he was a fail­ure, a beaten man.

“Blessed are the mer­ci­ful!” What strange ironic pres­ci­ence had led Prince Al­bert, in the sim­pli­city of his heart, to choose that motto for the Crimean brooch? The words hold a double les­son; and, alas! when she brought her­self to real­ise at length what was in­deed the fact and what there was no help­ing, it was not in mercy that she turned upon her old friend.


“Beaten!” she ex­claimed. “Can’t you see that you’ve simply thrown away the game? And with all the win­ning cards in your hands! And so noble a game! Sid­ney Her­bert beaten! And beaten by Ben Hawes! It is a worse dis­grace …” her full rage burst out at last, “… a worse dis­grace than the hos­pit­als at Scutari.”



He dragged him­self away from her, dragged him­self to Spa, hop­ing vainly for a re­turn to health, and then, des­pair­ing, back again to Eng­land, to Wilton, to the majestic house stand­ing there resplen­dent in the sum­mer sun­shine, among the great ce­dars which had lent their shade to Sir Philip Sid­ney, and all those fa­mil­iar, darling haunts of beauty which he loved, each one of them, “as if they were per­sons”; and at Wilton he died. After hav­ing re­ceived the Euchar­ist, he had be­come per­fectly calm; then, al­most un­con­scious, his lips were seen to be mov­ing. Those about him bent down. “Poor Florence! Poor Florence!” they just caught. “… Our joint work … un­fin­ished … tried to do …” and they could hear no more.

When the on­ward rush of a power­ful spirit sweeps a weaker one to its de­struc­tion, the com­mon­places of the moral judg­ment are bet­ter left un­made. If Miss Nightin­gale had been less ruth­less, Sid­ney Her­bert would not have per­ished; but then, she would not have been Miss Nightin­gale. The force that cre­ated was the force that des­troyed. It was her De­mon that was re­spons­ible. When the fatal news reached her, she was over­come by agony. In the re­vul­sion of her feel­ings, she made a wor­ship of the dead man’s memory; and the fa­cile in­stru­ment which had broken in her hand she spoke of forever after as her “Master.” Then, al­most at the same mo­ment, an­other blow fell on her. Ar­thur Clough, worn out by la­bours very dif­fer­ent from those of Sid­ney Her­bert, died too: never more would he tie up her par­cels. And yet a third dis­aster fol­lowed. The faith­ful Aunt Mai did not, to be sure, die; no, she did some­thing al­most worse: she left Miss Nightin­gale. She was grow­ing old, and she felt that she had closer and more im­per­at­ive du­ties with her own fam­ily. Her niece could hardly for­give her. She poured out, in one of her enorm­ous let­ters, a pas­sion­ate diatribe upon the faith­less­ness, the lack of sym­pathy, the stu­pid­ity, the in­eptitude of wo­men. Her doc­trines had taken no hold among them; she had never known one who had ap­pris à ap­pren­dre; she could not even get a wo­man sec­ret­ary; “they don’t know the names of the Cabinet Min­is­ters—they don’t know which of the Churches has Bish­ops and which not.” As for the spirit of self-sac­ri­fice, well—Sid­ney Her­bert and Ar­thur Clough were men, and they in­deed had shown their de­vo­tion; but wo­men—! She would mount three widow’s caps “for a sign.” The first two would be for Clough and for her Master; but the third—“the biggest widow’s cap of all”—would be for Aunt Mai. She did well to be angry; she was deser­ted in her hour of need; and after all, could she be sure that even the male sex was so im­pec­cable? There was Dr. Suth­er­land, bungling as usual. Per­haps even he in­ten­ded to go off one of these days, too? She gave him a look, and he shivered in his shoes. No!—she grinned sar­don­ic­ally; she would al­ways have Dr. Suth­er­land. And then she re­flec­ted that there was one thing more that she would al­ways have—her work.






IV

Sid­ney Her­bert’s death fi­nally put an end to Miss Nightin­gale’s dream of a re­formed War Of­fice. For a mo­ment, in­deed, in the first agony of her dis­ap­point­ment, she had wildly clutched at a straw; she had writ­ten to M. Glad­stone to beg him to take up the bur­den of Sid­ney Her­bert’s work. And Mr. Glad­stone had replied with a sym­path­etic ac­count of the fu­neral.

Suc­ceed­ing Sec­ret­ar­ies of State man­aged between them to undo a good deal of what had been ac­com­plished, but they could not undo it all; and for ten years more (1862–72) Miss Nightin­gale re­mained a po­tent in­flu­ence at the War Of­fice. After that, her dir­ect con­nec­tion with the Army came to an end, and her en­er­gies began to turn more and more com­pletely to­wards more gen­eral ob­jects. Her work upon hos­pital re­form as­sumed enorm­ous pro­por­tions; she was able to im­prove the con­di­tions in in­firm­ar­ies and work­houses; and one of her most re­mark­able pa­pers fore­stalls the re­com­mend­a­tions of the Poor Law Com­mis­sion of 1909. Her train­ing school for nurses, with all that it in­volved in ini­ti­at­ive, con­trol, re­spons­i­bil­lity, and com­bat, would have been enough in it­self to have ab­sorbed the whole ef­forts of at least two lives of or­din­ary vigour. And at the same time her work in con­nec­tion with In­dia, which had be­gun with the San­it­ary Com­mis­sion on the In­dian Army, spread and rami­fied in a mul­ti­tude of dir­ec­tions. Her tentacles reached the In­dia Of­fice and suc­ceeded in es­tab­lish­ing a hold even upon those slip­pery high places. For many years it was de ri­gueur for the newly ap­poin­ted Viceroy, be­fore he left Eng­land, to pay a visit to Miss Nightin­gale.

After much hes­it­a­tion, she had settled down in a small house in South Street, where she re­mained for the rest of her life. That life was a very long one; the dy­ing wo­man reached her ninety-first year. Her ill health gradu­ally di­min­ished; the crises of ex­treme danger be­came less fre­quent, and at last al­to­gether ceased; she re­mained an in­valid, but an in­valid of a curi­ous char­ac­ter—an in­valid who was too weak to walk down­stairs and who worked far harder than most Cabinet Min­is­ters. Her ill­ness, whatever it may have been, was cer­tainly not in­con­veni­ent. It in­volved se­clu­sion; and an ex­traordin­ary, an un­par­alleled se­clu­sion was, it might al­most have been said, the main­spring of Miss Nightin­gale’s life. Ly­ing on her sofa in the little up­per room in South Street, she com­bined the in­tense vi­tal­ity of a dom­in­at­ing wo­man of the world with the mys­ter­i­ous and ro­mantic qual­ity of a myth. She was a le­gend in her life­time, and she knew it. She tasted the joys of power, like those Eastern Em­per­ors whose auto­cratic rule was based upon in­vis­ib­il­ity, with the mingled sat­is­fac­tions of ob­scur­ity and fame.

And she found the ma­chinery of ill­ness hardly less ef­fect­ive as a bar­rier against the eyes of men than the ce­re­mo­nial of a palace. Great states­men and renowned gen­er­als were ob­liged to beg for audi­ences; ad­mir­ing prin­cesses from for­eign coun­tries found that they must see her at her own time, or not at all; and the or­din­ary mor­tal had no hope of ever get­ting bey­ond the down­stairs sit­ting-room and Dr. Suth­er­land. For that in­defatig­able dis­ciple did, in­deed, never desert her. He might be im­pa­tient, he might be rest­less, but he re­mained. His “in­cur­able loose­ness of thought,” for so she termed it, con­tin­ued at her ser­vice to the end. Once, it is true, he had ac­tu­ally ven­tured to take a hol­i­day; but he was re­called, and he did not re­peat the ex­per­i­ment. He was wanted down­stairs. There he sat, trans­act­ing busi­ness, an­swer­ing cor­res­pond­ence, in­ter­view­ing callers, and ex­chan­ging in­nu­mer­able notes with the un­seen power above. So­me­times word came down that Miss Nightin­gale was just well enough to see one of her vis­it­ors. The for­tu­nate man was led up, was ushered, trem­bling, into the shaded cham­ber, and, of course, could never af­ter­wards for­get the in­ter­view. Very rarely, in­deed, once or twice a year, per­haps, but nobody could be quite cer­tain, in deadly secrecy, Miss Nightin­gale went out for a drive in the Park. Un­re­cog­nised, the liv­ing le­gend flit­ted for a mo­ment be­fore the com­mon gaze. And the pre­cau­tion was ne­ces­sary; for there were times when, at some pub­lic func­tion, the ru­mour of her pres­ence was spread abroad; and ladies, mis­taken by the crowd for Miss Nightin­gale, were fol­lowed, pressed upon, vehe­mently sup­plic­ated “Let me touch your shawl”; “Let me stroke your arm”; such was the strange ad­or­a­tion in the hearts of the people. That vast re­serve of force lay there be­hind her; she could use it, if she could. But she pre­ferred never to use it. On oc­ca­sions, she might hint or threaten, she might bal­ance the sword of Damocles over the head of the Bison; she might, by a word, by a glance, re­mind some re­fract­ory Min­is­ter, some un­per­suad­able Viceroy, sit­ting in audi­ence with her in the little up­per room, that she was some­thing more than a mere sick wo­man, that she had only, so to speak, to go to the win­dow and wave her handker­chief, for … dread­ful things to fol­low. But that was enough; they un­der­stood; the myth was there—ob­vi­ous, portent­ous, im­palp­able; and so it re­mained to the last.

With states­men and gov­ernors at her beck and call, with her hands on a hun­dred strings, with mighty provinces at her feet, with for­eign gov­ern­ments agog for her coun­sel, build­ing hos­pit­als, train­ing nurses—she still felt that she had not enough to do. She sighed for more worlds to con­quer—more, and yet more.

She looked about her—what was left? Of course! Philo­sophy! After the world of ac­tion, the world of thought. Hav­ing set right the health of the Brit­ish Army, she would now do the same good ser­vice for the re­li­gious con­vic­tions of man­kind. She had long no­ticed—with re­gret—the grow­ing tend­ency to­wards free­think­ing among ar­tis­ans. With re­gret, but not al­to­gether with sur­prise, the cur­rent teach­ing of Chris­tian­ity was sadly to seek; nay, Chris­tian­ity it­self was not without its de­fects. She would rec­tify these er­rors. She would cor­rect the mis­takes of the Churches; she would point out just where Chris­tian­ity was wrong; and she would ex­plain to the ar­tis­ans what the facts of the case really were. Be­fore her de­par­ture for the Crimea, she had be­gun this work; and now, in the in­ter­vals of her other la­bours, she com­pleted it. Her Sugges­tions for Thought to the Search­ers After Truth Among the Ar­tis­ans of Eng­land (1860), un­ravels, in the course of three portly volumes, the dif­fi­culties hitherto, curi­ously enough, un­solved—con­nec­ted with such mat­ters as Be­lief in God, the Plan of Creation, the Ori­gin of Evil, the Fu­ture Life, Ne­ces­sity and Free Will, Law, and the Nature of Mor­al­ity.

The Ori­gin of Evil, in par­tic­u­lar, held no per­plex­it­ies for Miss Nightin­gale. “We can­not con­ceive,” she re­marks, “that Om­ni­po­tent Right­eous­ness would find sat­is­fac­tion in sol­it­ary ex­ist­ence.” This be­ing, so, the only ques­tion re­main­ing to be asked is: “What be­ings should we then con­ceive that God would cre­ate?” Now, He can­not cre­ate per­fect be­ings, “since, es­sen­tially, per­fec­tion is one”; if He did so, He would only be adding to Him­self. Thus the con­clu­sion is ob­vi­ous: He must cre­ate imper­fect ones. Om­ni­po­tent Right­eous­ness, faced by the in­tol­er­able im­passe of a sol­it­ary ex­ist­ence, finds it­self bound by the very nature of the cause, to cre­ate the hos­pit­als at Scutari. Whether this ar­gu­ment would have sat­is­fied the ar­tis­ans was never dis­covered, for only a very few cop­ies of the book were prin­ted for private cir­cu­la­tion. One copy was sent to Mr. Mill, who ac­know­ledged it in an ex­tremely po­lite let­ter. He felt him­self ob­liged, how­ever, to con­fess that he had not been al­to­gether con­vinced by Miss Nightin­gale’s proof of the ex­ist­ence of God. Miss Nightin­gale was sur­prised and mor­ti­fied; she had thought bet­ter of Mr. Mill; for surely her proof of the ex­ist­ence of God could hardly be im­proved upon. “A law,” she had poin­ted out, “im­plies a law­giver.” Now the Uni­verse is full of laws—the law of grav­it­a­tion, the law of the ex­cluded middle, and many oth­ers; hence it fol­lows that the Uni­verse has a law­giver—and what would Mr. Mill be sat­is­fied with, if he was not sat­is­fied with that?

Per­haps Mr. Mill might have asked why the ar­gu­ment had not been pushed to its lo­gical con­clu­sion. Clearly, if we are to trust the ana­logy of hu­man in­sti­tu­tions, we must re­mem­ber that laws are, as a mat­ter of fact, not dis­pensed by law­givers, but passed by Act of Parlia­ment. Miss Nightin­gale, how­ever, with all her ex­per­i­ence of pub­lic life, never stopped to con­sider the ques­tion whether God might not be a Lim­ited Mon­archy. Yet her con­cep­tion of God was cer­tainly not or­tho­dox. She felt to­wards Him as she might have felt to­wards a glor­i­fied san­it­ary en­gin­eer; and in some of her spec­u­la­tions she seems hardly to dis­tin­guish between the Deity and the Drains. As one turns over these sin­gu­lar pages, one has the im­pres­sion that Miss Nightin­gale has got the Almighty too into her clutches, and that, if He is not care­ful, she will kill Him with over­work.

Then, sud­denly, in the very midst of the rami­fy­ing gen­er­al­it­ies of her meta­phys­ical dis­quis­i­tions, there is an un­ex­pec­ted turn and the reader is plunged all at once into some­thing par­tic­u­lar, some­thing per­sonal, some­thing im­preg­nated with in­tense ex­per­i­ence—a vir­u­lent in­vect­ive upon the po­s­i­tion of wo­men in the up­per ranks of so­ci­ety. For­get­ful alike of her high ar­gu­ment and of the ar­tis­ans, the bit­ter creature rails through a hun­dred pages of close print at the fals­it­ies of fam­ily life, the in­eptitudes of mar­riage, the empti­nesses of con­ven­tion, in the spirit of an Ib­sen or a Samuel But­ler. Her fierce pen, shak­ing with in­tim­ate an­ger, de­picts in bit­ing sen­tences the fear­ful fate of an un­mar­ried girl in a wealthy house­hold. It is a cri du coeur; and then, as sud­denly, she re­turns once more to in­struct the ar­tis­ans upon the nature of Om­ni­po­tent Right­eous­ness.

Her mind was, in­deed, bet­ter qual­i­fied to dis­sect the con­crete and dis­taste­ful fruits of ac­tual life than to con­struct a co­her­ent sys­tem of ab­stract philo­sophy. In spite of her re­spect for Law, she was never at home with a gen­er­al­isa­tion. Thus, though the great achieve­ment of her life lay in the im­mense im­petus which she gave to the sci­entific treat­ment of sick­ness, a true com­pre­hen­sion of the sci­entific method it­self was alien to her spirit. Like most great men of ac­tion—per­haps like all—she was simply an em­pir­i­cist. She be­lieved in what she saw, and she ac­ted ac­cord­ingly; bey­ond that she would not go. She had found in Scutari that fresh air and light played an ef­fect­ive part in the pre­ven­tion of the mal­ad­ies with which she had to deal; and that was enough for her; she would not in­quire fur­ther; what were the gen­eral prin­ciples un­der­ly­ing that fact—or even whether there were any—she re­fused to con­sider. Years after the dis­cov­er­ies of Pasteur and Lister, she laughed at what she called the “germ-fet­ish.” There was no such thing as “in­fec­tion”; she had never seen it, there­fore it did not ex­ist. But she had seen the good ef­fects of fresh air; there­fore, there could be no doubt about them; and there­fore, it was es­sen­tial that the bed­rooms of pa­tients should be well vent­il­ated. Such was her doc­trine; and in those days of her­met­ic­ally sealed win­dows it was a very valu­able one. But it was a purely em­pir­ical doc­trine, and thus it led to some un­for­tu­nate res­ults. When, for in­stance, her in­flu­ence in In­dia was at its height, she is­sued or­ders that all hos­pital win­dows should be in­vari­ably kept open. The au­thor­it­ies, who knew what an open win­dow in the hot weather meant, pro­tested, but in vain; Miss Nightin­gale was in­cred­u­lous. She knew noth­ing of the hot weather, but she did know the value of fresh air—from per­sonal ex­per­i­ence; the au­thor­it­ies were talk­ing non­sense; and the win­dows must be kept open all the year round. There was a great out­cry from all the doc­tors in In­dia, but she was firm; and for a mo­ment it seemed pos­sible that her ter­rible com­mands would have to be put into ex­e­cu­tion. Lord Lawrence, how­ever, was Viceroy, and he was able to in­tim­ate to Miss Nightin­gale, with suf­fi­cient au­thor­ity, that him­self had de­cided upon the ques­tion, and that his de­cision must stand, even against her own. Upon that she gave way, but re­luct­antly and quite un­con­vinced; she was only puzzled by the un­ex­pec­ted weak­ness of Lord Lawrence. No doubt, if she had lived today, and if her ex­per­i­ence had lain, not among chol­era cases at Scutari, but among yel­low-fever cases in Panama, she would have de­clared fresh air a fet­ish, and would have main­tained to her dy­ing day that the only really ef­fect­ive way of deal­ing with dis­ease was by the de­struc­tion of mos­qui­toes.

Yet her mind, so pos­it­ive, so real­istic, so ul­tra-prac­tical, had its sin­gu­lar re­vul­sions, its mys­ter­i­ous moods of mys­ti­cism and of doubt. At times, ly­ing sleep­less in the early hours, she fell into long, strange, ag­on­ised med­it­a­tions, and then, seiz­ing a pen­cil, she would com­mit to pa­per the con­fes­sions of her soul. The mor­bid long­ings of her pre-Crimean days came over her once more; she filled page after page with self-ex­am­in­a­tion, self-cri­ti­cism, self-sur­render. “Oh Father,” she wrote, “I sub­mit, I resign my­self, I ac­cept with all my heart, this stretch­ing out of Thy hand to save me. … Oh how vain it is, the van­ity of van­it­ies, to live in men’s thoughts in­stead of God’s!”

She was lonely, she was miser­able. “Thou know­est that through all these hor­rible twenty years, I have been sup­por­ted by the be­lief that I was work­ing with Thee who would bring every­one, even our poor nurses, to per­fec­tion”—and yet, after all, what was the res­ult? Had not even she been an un­prof­it­able ser­vant? One night, wak­ing sud­denly, she saw, in the dim light of the night-lamp, tenebrous shapes upon the wall. The past rushed back upon her. “Am I she who once stood on that Crimean height?” she wildly asked—“The Lady with a lamp shall stand. … The lamp shows me only my ut­ter ship­wreck.”

She sought con­sol­a­tion in the writ­ings of the Mys­tics and in a cor­res­pond­ence with Mr. Jowett. For many years the Master of Bal­liol ac­ted as her spir­itual ad­viser. He dis­cussed with her in a series of enorm­ous let­ters the prob­lems of re­li­gion and philo­sophy; he cri­ti­cised her writ­ings on those sub­jects with the tact­ful sym­pathy of a cleric who was also a man of the world; and he even ven­tured to at­tempt at times to in­stil into her re­bel­li­ous nature some of his own pe­cu­liar suav­ity. “I some­times think,” he told her, “that you ought ser­i­ously to con­sider how your work may be car­ried on, not with less en­ergy, but in a calmer spirit. I am not blam­ing the past … But I want the peace of God to settle on the fu­ture.” He re­com­men­ded her to spend her time no longer in “con­flicts with gov­ern­ment of­fices,” and to take up some lit­er­ary work. He urged her to “work out her no­tion of Div­ine Per­fec­tion,” in a series of es­says for Frazer’s Magazine. She did so; and the res­ult was sub­mit­ted to Mr. Froude, who pro­nounced the second es­say to be “even more preg­nant than the first. I can­not tell,” he said, “how san­it­ary, with dis­ordered in­tel­lects, the ef­fects of such pa­pers will be.”

Mr. Carlyle, in­deed, used dif­fer­ent lan­guage, and some re­marks of his about a lost lamb bleat­ing on the moun­tains, hav­ing been un­for­tu­nately re­peated to Miss Nightin­gale, re­quired all Mr. Jowett’s suav­ity to keep the peace. In a let­ter of four­teen sheets, he turned her at­ten­tion from this pain­ful topic to­wards a dis­cus­sion of Quiet­ism. “I don’t see why,” said the Master of Bal­liol, “act­ive life might not be­come a sort of pass­ive life too.” And then, he ad­ded, “I some­times fancy there are pos­sib­il­it­ies of hu­man char­ac­ter much greater than have been real­ised.” She found such sen­ti­ments help­ful, un­der­lin­ing them in blue pen­cil; and, in re­turn, she as­sisted her friend with a long series of elab­or­ate com­ments upon the Dia­logues of Plato, most of which he em­bod­ied in the second edi­tion of his trans­la­tion. Gradu­ally her in­terest be­came more per­sonal; she told him never to work again after mid­night, and he obeyed her. Then she helped him to draw up a spe­cial form of daily ser­vice for the Col­lege Chapel, with se­lec­tions from the Psalms un­der the heads of “God the Lord, God the Judge, God the Father, and God the Friend”—though, in­deed, this pro­ject was never real­ised; for the Bishop of Ox­ford dis­al­lowed the al­ter­a­tions, ex­er­cising his legal powers, on the ad­vice of Sir Travers Twiss.

Their re­la­tions be­came in­tim­ate. “The spirit of the Twenty-third Psalm and the spirit of the Nine­teenth Psalm should be united in our lives,” Mr. Jowett said. Even­tu­ally, she asked him to do her a sin­gu­lar fa­vour. Would he, know­ing what he did of her re­li­gious views, come to Lon­don and ad­min­is­ter to her the Holy Sac­ra­ment? He did not hes­it­ate, and af­ter­wards de­clared that he would al­ways re­gard the oc­ca­sion as a sol­emn event in his life. He was de­voted to her—though the pre­cise nature of his feel­ings to­wards her never quite tran­spired. Her feel­ings to­wards him were more mixed. At first, he was “that great and good man”—“that true saint, Mr. Jowett”; but, as time went on, some gall was mingled with the balm; the ac­ri­mony of her nature as­ser­ted it­self. She felt that she gave more sym­pathy than she re­ceived; she was ex­hausted, and she was an­noyed by his con­ver­sa­tion. Her tongue, one day, could not re­frain from shoot­ing out at him: “He comes to me, and he talks to me,” she said, “as if I were someone else.”






V

At one time she had al­most de­cided to end her life in re­tire­ment as a pa­tient at St. Tho­mas’s Hos­pital. But partly ow­ing to the per­sua­sions of Mr. Jowett, she changed her mind; for forty-five years she re­mained in South Street; and in South Street she died. As old age ap­proached, though her in­flu­ence with the of­fi­cial world gradu­ally di­min­ished, her activ­it­ies seemed to re­main as in­tense and wide­spread as be­fore. When hos­pit­als were to be built, when schemes of san­it­ary re­form were in agit­a­tion, when wars broke out, she was still the ad­viser of all Europe. Still, with a char­ac­ter­istic self-as­sur­ance, she watched from her May­fair bed­room over the wel­fare of In­dia. Still, with an in­defatig­able en­thu­si­asm, she pushed for­ward the work, which, per­haps, was nearer to her heart, more com­pletely her own, than all the rest—the train­ing of nurses. In her mo­ments of deep­est de­pres­sion, when her greatest achieve­ments seemed to lose their lustre, she thought of her nurses, and was com­for­ted. The ways of God, she found, were strange in­deed. “How in­ef­fi­cient I was in the Crimea,” she noted. “Yet He has raised up from it trained nurs­ing.”

At other times, she was bet­ter sat­is­fied. Look­ing back, she was amazed by the enorm­ous change which, since her early days, had come over the whole treat­ment of ill­ness, the whole con­cep­tion of pub­lic and do­mestic health—a change in which, she knew, she had played her part. One of her In­dian ad­mirers, the Aga Khan, came to visit her. She ex­pa­ti­ated on the mar­vel­lous ad­vances she had lived to see in the man­age­ment of hos­pit­als—in drain­age, in vent­il­a­tion, in san­it­ary work of every kind. There was a pause; and then, “Do you think you are im­prov­ing?” asked the Aga Khan. She was a little taken aback, and said, “What do you mean by ‘im­prov­ing’?” He replied, “Be­liev­ing more in God.” She saw that he had a view of God which was dif­fer­ent from hers. “A most in­ter­est­ing man,” she noted after the in­ter­view; “but you could never teach him san­it­a­tion.”

When old age ac­tu­ally came, some­thing curi­ous happened. Destiny, hav­ing waited very pa­tiently, played a queer trick on Miss Nightin­gale. The be­ne­vol­ence and pub­lic spirit of that long life had only been equalled by its acerbity. Her vir­tue had dwelt in hard­ness, and she had poured forth her un­stin­ted use­ful­ness with a bit­ter smile upon her lips. And now the sar­castic years brought the proud wo­man her pun­ish­ment. She was not to die as she had lived. The sting was to be taken out of her; she was to be made soft; she was to be re­duced to com­pli­ance and com­pla­cency. The change came gradu­ally, but at last it was un­mis­tak­able. The ter­rible com­mander who had driven Sid­ney Her­bert to his death, to whom Mr. Jowett had ap­plied the words of Homer, ἄμοτον μεμαῦια—ra­ging in­sa­ti­ably—now ac­cep­ted small com­pli­ments with grat­it­ude, and in­dulged in sen­ti­mental friend­ships with young girls. The au­thor of Notes on Nurs­ing—that clas­sical com­pen­dium of the be­set­ting sins of the sis­ter­hood, drawn up with the de­tailed ac­ri­mony, the vin­dict­ive rel­ish, of a Swift—now spent long hours in com­pos­ing sym­path­etic Ad­dresses to Proba­tion­ers, whom she pet­ted and wept over in turn. And, at the same time, there ap­peared a cor­res­pond­ing al­ter­a­tion in her phys­ical mood. The thin, an­gu­lar wo­man, with her haughty eye and her ac­rid mouth, had van­ished; and in her place was the roun­ded, bulky form of a fat old lady, smil­ing all day long. Then some­thing else be­came vis­ible. The brain which had been steeled at Scutari was in­deed, lit­er­ally, grow­ing soft. Senil­ity—an ever more and more ami­able senil­ity—des­cen­ded. Towards the end, con­scious­ness it­self grew lost in a roseate haze, and melted into noth­ing­ness.

It was just then, three years be­fore her death, when she was eighty-seven years old (1907), that those in au­thor­ity be­thought them that the op­por­tune mo­ment had come for be­stow­ing a pub­lic hon­our on Florence Nightin­gale. She was offered the Order of Merit. That Order, whose roll con­tains, among other dis­tin­guished names, those of Sir Lawrence Alma-Ta­dema and Sir Ed­ward El­gar, is re­mark­able chiefly for the fact that, as its title in­dic­ates, it is be­stowed be­cause its re­cip­i­ent de­serves it, and for no other reason. Miss Nightin­gale’s rep­res­ent­at­ives ac­cep­ted the hon­our, and her name, after a lapse of many years, once more ap­peared in the Press. Con­grat­u­la­tions from all sides came pour­ing in. There was a uni­ver­sal burst of en­thu­si­asm—a fi­nal re­viv­i­fic­a­tion of the an­cient myth. Among her other ad­mirers, the Ger­man Em­peror took this op­por­tun­ity of ex­press­ing his feel­ings to­wards her. “His Majesty,” wrote the Ger­man Am­bas­sador, “hav­ing just brought to a close a most en­joy­able stay in the beau­ti­ful neigh­bour­hood of your old home near Rom­sey, has com­manded me to present you with some flowers as a token of his es­teem.” Then, by Royal com­mand, the Order of Merit was brought to South Street, and there was a little ce­re­mony of present­a­tion. Sir Douglas Dawson, after a short speech, stepped for­ward, and handed the in­signia of the Order to Miss Nightin­gale. Propped up by pil­lows, she dimly re­cog­nised that some com­pli­ment was be­ing paid her. “Too kind—too kind,” she mur­mured; and she was not iron­ical.
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Dr. Arnold

In 1827 the head­mas­ter­ship of Rugby School fell va­cant, and it be­came ne­ces­sary for the twelve trust­ees, no­ble­men and gen­tle­men of War­wick­shire, to ap­point a suc­cessor to the post. Re­form was in the air—polit­ical, so­cial, re­li­gious; there was even a feel­ing abroad that our great pub­lic schools were not quite all that they should be, and that some change or other—no one pre­cisely knew what—but some change in the sys­tem of their man­age­ment, was highly de­sir­able. Thus it was nat­ural that when the twelve no­ble­men and gen­tle­men, who had de­term­ined to be guided en­tirely by the mer­its of the can­did­ates, found among the testi­mo­ni­als pour­ing in upon them a let­ter from Dr. Hawkins, the Prov­ost of Oriel, pre­dict­ing that if they elec­ted Mr. Tho­mas Arnold he would “change the face of edu­ca­tion all through the pub­lic schools of Eng­land,” they hes­it­ated no longer; ob­vi­ously, Mr. Tho­mas Arnold was their man. He was elec­ted there­fore; re­ceived, as was fit­ting, priest’s or­ders; be­came, as was no less fit­ting, a Doc­tor of Di­vin­ity; and in August, 1828, took up the du­ties of his of­fice.

All that was known of the pre­vi­ous life of Dr. Arnold seemed to jus­tify the pre­dic­tion of the Prov­ost of Oriel, and the choice of the Trust­ees. The son of a re­spect­able Col­lector of Cus­toms, he had been edu­cated at Winchester and at Ox­ford, where his in­dustry and piety had given him a con­spicu­ous place among his fel­low stu­dents. It is true that, as a school­boy, a cer­tain pom­pous­ness in the style of his let­ters home sug­ges­ted to the more clear-sighted among his re­l­at­ives the pos­sib­il­ity that young Tho­mas might grow up into a prig; but, after all, what else could be ex­pec­ted from a child who, at the age of three, had been presen­ted by his father, as a re­ward for pro­fi­ciency in his stud­ies, with the twenty-four volumes of Smol­lett’s His­tory of Eng­land?

His ca­reer at Ox­ford had been a dis­tin­guished one, wind­ing up with an Oriel fel­low­ship. It was at about this time that the smooth and sat­is­fact­ory pro­gress of his life was for a mo­ment in­ter­rup­ted: he began to be troubled by re­li­gious doubts. These doubts, as we learn from one of his con­tem­por­ar­ies, who af­ter­wards be­came Mr. Justice Col­eridge,


“were not low nor ra­tion­al­istic in their tend­ency, ac­cord­ing to the bad sense of that term; there was no in­dis­pos­i­tion in him to be­lieve merely be­cause the art­icle tran­scen­ded his reason, he doubted the proof and the in­ter­pret­a­tion of the tex­tual au­thor­ity.”



In his per­turb­a­tion, Arnold con­sul­ted Keble, who was at that time one of his closest friends, and a Fel­low of the same Col­lege.


“The sub­ject of these dis­tress­ing thoughts,” Keble wrote to Col­eridge, “is that most aw­ful one, on which all very in­quis­it­ive reas­on­ing minds are, I be­lieve, most li­able to such tempta­tions—I mean, the doc­trine of the blessed Trin­ity. Do not start, my dear Col­eridge; I do not be­lieve that Arnold has any ser­i­ous scruples of the un­der­stand­ing about it, but it is a de­fect of his mind that he can­not get rid of a cer­tain feel­ing of ob­jec­tions.”



What was to be done? Keble’s ad­vice was per­emp­tory. Arnold was “bid to pause in his in­quir­ies, to pray earn­estly for help and light from above, and turn him­self more strongly than ever to the prac­tical du­ties of a holy life.” He did so, and the res­ult was all that could be wished. He soon found him­self blessed with per­fect peace of mind, and a settled con­vic­tion.

One other dif­fi­culty, and one only, we hear of at this point in his life. His dis­like of early rising amoun­ted, we are told, “al­most to a con­sti­tu­tional in­firm­ity.” This weak­ness too he over­came, yet not quite so suc­cess­fully as his doubts upon the doc­trine of the Trin­ity. For in af­ter­life, the Doc­tor would of­ten de­clare “that early rising con­tin­ued to be a daily ef­fort to him and that in this in­stance he never found the truth of the usual rule that all things are made easy by cus­tom.”

He mar­ried young and settled down in the coun­try as a private tu­tor for youths pre­par­ing for the Universit­ies. There he re­mained for ten years—happy, busy, and suf­fi­ciently pros­per­ous. Oc­cu­pied chiefly with his pu­pils, he nev­er­the­less de­voted much of his en­ergy to wider in­terests. He de­livered a series of ser­mons in the par­ish church; and he began to write a His­tory of Rome, in the hope, as he said, that its tone might be such “that the strict­est of what is called the Evan­gel­ical party would not ob­ject to put­ting it into the hands of their chil­dren.” His views on the re­li­gious and polit­ical con­di­tion of the coun­try began to crys­tal­lise. He was alarmed by the “want of Chris­tian prin­ciple in the lit­er­at­ure of the day,” look­ing for­ward anxiously to “the ap­proach of a greater struggle between good and evil than the world has yet seen”; and, after a ser­i­ous con­ver­sa­tion with Dr. Whately, began to con­ceive the ne­ces­sity of con­sid­er­able al­ter­a­tions in the Church Es­tab­lish­ment.

All who knew him dur­ing these years were pro­foundly im­pressed by the earn­est­ness of his re­li­gious con­vic­tions and feel­ings, which, as one ob­server said, “were ever burst­ing forth.” It was im­possible to dis­reg­ard his “deep con­scious­ness of the in­vis­ible world” and “the pe­cu­liar feel­ing of love and ad­or­a­tion which he en­ter­tained to­wards our Lord Je­sus Christ.” “His man­ner of aw­ful rev­er­ence when speak­ing of God or of the Scrip­tures” was par­tic­u­larly strik­ing. “No one could know him even a little,” said an­other friend, “and not be struck by his ab­so­lute wrest­ling with evil, so that like St. Paul, he seemed to be bat­tling with the wicked one, and yet with a feel­ing of God’s help on his side.”

Such was the man who, at the age of thirty-three, be­came head­mas­ter of Rugby. His out­ward ap­pear­ance was the in­dex of his in­ward char­ac­ter; everything about him de­noted en­ergy, earn­est­ness, and the best in­ten­tions. His legs, per­haps, were shorter than they should have been; but the sturdy ath­letic frame, es­pe­cially when it was swathed (as it usu­ally was) in the flow­ing robes of a Doc­tor of Di­vin­ity, was full of an im­pos­ing vigour; and his head, set de­cis­ively upon the col­lar, stock, and bands of ec­cle­si­ast­ical tra­di­tion, clearly be­longed to a per­son of em­in­ence. The thick, dark clusters of his hair, his bushy eye­brows and curl­ing whiskers, his straight nose and bulky chin, his firm and up­ward-curving lower lip—all these re­vealed a tem­pera­ment of ar­dour and de­term­in­a­tion. His eyes were bright and large; they were also ob­vi­ously hon­est. And yet—why was it? Was it in the lines of the mouth or the frown on the fore­head?—it was hard to say, but it was un­mis­tak­able—there was a slightly puzzled look upon the face of Dr. Arnold.

And cer­tainly, if he was to ful­fil the proph­ecy of the Prov­ost of Oriel, the task be­fore him was suf­fi­ciently per­plex­ing. The pub­lic schools of those days were still vir­gin forests, un­touched by the hand of re­form. Keate was still reign­ing at Eton; and we pos­sess, in the re­cords of his pu­pils, a pic­ture of the pub­lic school edu­ca­tion of the early nine­teenth cen­tury, in its most char­ac­ter­istic state. It was a sys­tem of an­archy tempered by des­pot­ism. Hun­dreds of boys, her­ded to­gether in mis­cel­laneous board­ing­houses, or in that grim “Long Cham­ber” at whose name in after years aged states­men and war­ri­ors would turn pale, lived, badgered and over­awed by the furi­ous in­cur­sions of an iras­cible little old man car­ry­ing a bundle of birch-twigs, a life in which li­censed bar­bar­ism was mingled with the daily and hourly study of the niceties of Ovidian verse. It was a life of free­dom and ter­ror, of pros­ody and re­bel­lion, of in­ter­min­able flog­gings and ap­palling prac­tical jokes. Keate ruled, un­aided—for the un­der­mas­ters were few and of no ac­count—by sheer force of char­ac­ter. But there were times when even that in­dom­it­able will was over­whelmed by the flood of law­less­ness. Every Sunday af­ter­noon he at­temp­ted to read ser­mons to the whole school as­sembled; and every Sunday af­ter­noon the whole school as­sembled shouted him down. The scenes in Chapel were far from edi­fy­ing; while some an­tique Fel­low doddered in the pul­pit, rats would be let loose to scurry among the legs of the ex­plod­ing boys. But next morn­ing the hand of dis­cip­line would re­as­sert it­self; and the sav­age ritual of the whip­ping-block would re­mind a batch of whim­per­ing chil­dren that, though sins against man and God might be for­given them, a false quant­ity could only be ex­pi­ated in tears and blood.

From two sides this sys­tem of edu­ca­tion was be­gin­ning to be as­sailed by the awaken­ing pub­lic opin­ion of the up­per middle classes. On the one hand, there was a de­sire for a more lib­eral cur­riculum; on the other, there was a de­mand for a higher moral tone. The grow­ing util­it­ari­an­ism of the age viewed with im­pa­tience a course of in­struc­tion which ex­cluded every branch of know­ledge ex­cept clas­sical philo­logy; while its grow­ing re­spect­ab­il­ity was shocked by such a spec­tacle of dis­order and bru­tal­ity as was af­forded by the Eton of Keate. “The pub­lic schools,” said the Rev. Mr. Bowd­ler, “are the very seats and nurs­er­ies of vice.”

Dr. Arnold agreed. He was con­vinced of the ne­ces­sity for re­form. But it was only nat­ural that to one of his tem­pera­ment and edu­ca­tion it should have been the moral rather than the in­tel­lec­tual side of the ques­tion which im­pressed it­self upon his mind. Doubt­less it was im­port­ant to teach boys some­thing more than the bleak ri­gid­it­ies of the an­cient tongues; but how much more im­port­ant to in­stil into them the ele­ments of char­ac­ter and the prin­ciples of con­duct! His great ob­ject, through­out his ca­reer at Rugby, was, as he re­peatedly said, to “make the school a place of really Chris­tian edu­ca­tion.” To in­tro­duce “a re­li­gious prin­ciple into edu­ca­tion,” was his “most earn­est wish,” he wrote to a friend when he first be­came head­mas­ter; “but to do this would be to suc­ceed bey­ond all my hopes; it would be a hap­pi­ness so great, that, I think, the world would yield me noth­ing com­par­able to it.” And he was con­stantly im­press­ing these sen­ti­ments upon his pu­pils. “What I have of­ten said be­fore,” he told them, “I re­peat now: what we must look for here is, first, re­li­gious and moral prin­ciple; secondly, gen­tle­manly con­duct; and thirdly, in­tel­lec­tual abil­ity.”

There can be no doubt that Dr. Arnold’s point of view was shared by the great mass of Eng­lish par­ents. They cared very little for clas­sical schol­ar­ship; no doubt they would be pleased to find that their sons were be­ing in­struc­ted in his­tory or in French; but their real hopes, their real wishes, were of a very dif­fer­ent kind. “Shall I tell him to mind his work, and say he’s sent to school to make him­self a good scholar?” med­it­ated old Squire Brown when he was send­ing off Tom for the first time to Rugby.


“Well, but he isn’t sent to school for that—at any rate, not for that mainly. I don’t care a straw for Greek particles, or the di­gamma; no more does his mother. What is he sent to school for? … If he’ll only turn out a brave, help­ful, truth-telling Eng­lish­man, and a Chris­tian, that’s all I want.”



That was all; and it was that that Dr. Arnold set him­self to ac­com­plish. But how was he to achieve his end? Was he to im­prove the char­ac­ter of his pu­pils by gradu­ally spread­ing around them an at­mo­sphere of cul­tiv­a­tion and in­tel­li­gence? By bring­ing them into close and friendly con­tact with civ­il­ised men, and even, per­haps, with civ­il­ised wo­men? By in­tro­du­cing into the life of his school all that he could of the hu­mane, en­lightened, and pro­gress­ive ele­ments in the life of the com­munity? On the whole, he thought not. Such con­sid­er­a­tions left him cold, and he pre­ferred to be guided by the gen­eral laws of Provid­ence. It only re­mained to dis­cover what those gen­eral laws were. He con­sul­ted the Old Testa­ment, and could doubt no longer. He would ap­ply to his schol­ars, as he him­self ex­plained to them in one of his ser­mons, “the prin­ciple which seemed to him to have been ad­op­ted in the train­ing of the child­hood of the hu­man race it­self.” He would treat the boys at Rugby as Je­hovah had treated the Chosen People: he would found a theo­cracy; and there should be judges in Is­rael.

For this pur­pose, the sys­tem, pre­val­ent in most of the pub­lic schools of the day, by which the elder boys were deputed to keep or­der in the classrooms, lay ready to Dr. Arnold’s hand. He found the Prae­postor a mere dis­cip­lin­ary con­veni­ence, and he con­ver­ted him into an or­gan of gov­ern­ment. Every boy in the Sixth Form be­came ipso facto a Prae­postor, with powers ex­tend­ing over every de­part­ment of school life; and the Sixth Form as a body was erec­ted into an au­thor­ity re­spons­ible to the head­mas­ter, and to the head­mas­ter alone, for the in­ternal man­age­ment of the school.

This was the means by which Dr. Arnold hoped to turn Rugby into “a place of really Chris­tian edu­ca­tion.” The boys were to work out their own sal­va­tion, like the hu­man race. He him­self, in­volved in aw­ful grandeur, ruled re­motely, through his chosen in­stru­ments, from an in­ac­cess­ible heaven. Re­motely—and yet with an om­ni­present force. As the Is­rael­ite of old knew that his almighty Law­giver might at any mo­ment thun­der to him from the whirl­wind, or ap­pear be­fore his very eyes, the vis­ible em­bod­i­ment of power or wrath, so the Rugby school­boy walked in a holy dread of some sud­den mani­fest­a­tion of the sweep­ing gown, the majestic tone, the pier­cing glance, of Dr. Arnold. Among the lower forms of the school his ap­pear­ances were rare and trans­it­ory, and upon these young chil­dren “the chief im­pres­sion,” we are told, “was of ex­treme fear.” The older boys saw more of him, but they did not see much. Out­side the Sixth Form, no part of the school came into close in­ter­course with him; and it would of­ten hap­pen that a boy would leave Rugby without hav­ing had any per­sonal com­mu­nic­a­tion with him at all.

Yet the ef­fect which he pro­duced upon the great mass of his pu­pils was re­mark­able. The prestige of his pres­ence and the el­ev­a­tion of his sen­ti­ments were things which it was im­possible to for­get. In class, every line of his coun­ten­ance, every shade of his man­ner im­prin­ted them­selves in­delibly on the minds of the boys who sat un­der him. One of these, writ­ing long af­ter­wards, has de­scribed, in phrases still im­preg­nated with awe­struck rev­er­ence, the fa­mil­iar de­tails of the scene: “the glance with which he looked round in the few mo­ments of si­lence be­fore the les­son began, and which seemed to speak his sense of his own po­s­i­tion”—“the at­ti­tude in which he stood, turn­ing over the pages of Fac­ci­olati’s Lex­icon, or Pole’s Syn­op­sis, with his eye fixed upon the boy who was paus­ing to give an an­swer”—“the pleased look and the cheer­ful ‘thank you’, which fol­lowed upon a suc­cess­ful trans­la­tion”—“the fall of his coun­ten­ance with its deep­en­ing sever­ity, the stern el­ev­a­tion of the eye­brows, the sud­den ‘sit down’ which fol­lowed upon the re­verse”—and “the start­ling earn­est­ness with which he would check in a mo­ment the slight­est ap­proach to lev­ity.”

To be re­buked, how­ever mildly, by Dr. Arnold was a Pot­able ex­per­i­ence. One boy could never for­get how he drew a dis­tinc­tion between “mere amuse­ment” and “such as en­croached on the next day’s du­ties,” nor the tone of voice with which the Doc­tor ad­ded “and then it im­me­di­ately be­comes what St. Paul calls ‘rev­el­ling.’ ” Another re­membered to his dy­ing day his re­proof of some boys who had be­haved badly dur­ing pray­ers. “Nowhere,” said Dr. Arnold, “nowhere is Satan’s work more evid­ently mani­fest than in turn­ing holy things to ri­dicule.” On such oc­ca­sions, as an­other of his pu­pils de­scribed it, it was im­possible to avoid “a con­scious­ness al­most amount­ing to solem­nity” that, “when his eye was upon you, he looked into your in­most heart.”

With the boys in the Sixth Form, and with them alone, the severe form­al­ity of his de­mean­our was to some de­gree re­laxed. It was his wish, in his re­la­tions with the Prae­post­ors, to al­low the Master to be oc­ca­sion­ally merged in the Friend. From time to time, he chat­ted with them in a fa­mil­iar man­ner; once a term he asked them to din­ner; and dur­ing the sum­mer hol­i­days he in­vited them, in ro­ta­tion, to stay with him in West­mor­land.

It was ob­vi­ous that the prim­it­ive meth­ods of dis­cip­line which had reached their apo­gee un­der the domin­ion of Keate were al­to­gether in­com­pat­ible with Dr. Arnold’s view of the func­tions of a head­mas­ter and the proper gov­ernance of a pub­lic school. Clearly, it was not for such as he to de­mean him­self by bel­low­ing and cuff­ing, by los­ing his tem­per once an hour, and by wreak­ing his ven­geance with in­dis­crim­in­ate fla­gel­la­tions. Order must be kept in other ways. The worst boys were pub­licly ex­pelled; many were si­lently re­moved; and, when Dr. Arnold con­sidered that a flog­ging was ne­ces­sary, he ad­min­istered it with grav­ity. For he had no the­or­et­ical ob­jec­tion to cor­poral pun­ish­ment. On the con­trary, he sup­por­ted it, as was his wont, by an ap­peal to gen­eral prin­ciples. “There is,” he said, “an es­sen­tial in­feri­or­ity in a boy as com­pared with a man”; and hence “where there is no equal­ity the ex­er­cise of su­peri­or­ity im­plied in per­sonal chas­tise­ment” in­ev­it­ably fol­lowed.

He was par­tic­u­larly dis­gus­ted by the view that “per­sonal cor­rec­tion,” as he phrased it, was an in­sult or a de­grad­a­tion to the boy upon whom it was in­flic­ted; and to ac­cus­tom young boys to think so ap­peared to him to be “pos­it­ively mis­chiev­ous.”


“At an age,” he wrote, “when it is al­most im­possible to find a true, manly sense of the de­grad­a­tion of guilt or faults, where is the wis­dom of en­cour­aging a fant­astic sense of the de­grad­a­tion of per­sonal cor­rec­tion? What can be more false, or more ad­verse to the sim­pli­city, sobri­ety, and humble­ness of mind which are the best or­na­ments of youth, and of­fer the best prom­ise of a noble man­hood?”



One had not to look far, he ad­ded, for “the fruits of such a sys­tem.” In Paris, dur­ing the Re­volu­tion of 1830, an of­ficer ob­served a boy of twelve in­sult­ing the sol­diers, and


“though the ac­tion was then ra­ging, merely struck him with the flat part of his sword, as the fit chas­tise­ment for boy­ish im­per­tin­ence. But the boy had been taught to con­sider his per­son sac­red, and that a blow was a deadly in­sult; he there­fore fol­lowed the of­ficer, and hav­ing watched his op­por­tun­ity, took de­lib­er­ate aim at him with a pis­tol and murdered him.”



Such were the alarm­ing res­ults of in­suf­fi­cient whip­ping.

Dr. Arnold did not ap­ply this doc­trine to the Prae­post­ors, but the boys in the lower parts of the school felt its be­ne­fits, with a double force. The Sixth Form was not only ex­cused from chas­tise­ment; it was given the right to chas­tise. The younger chil­dren, scourged both by Dr. Arnold and by the elder chil­dren, were given every op­por­tun­ity of ac­quir­ing the sim­pli­city, sobri­ety, and humble­ness of mind, which are the best or­na­ments of youth.

In the ac­tual sphere of teach­ing, Dr. Arnold’s re­forms were tent­at­ive and few. He in­tro­duced mod­ern his­tory, mod­ern lan­guages, and math­em­at­ics into the school cur­riculum; but the res­ults were not en­cour­aging. He de­voted to the teach­ing of his­tory one hour a week; yet, though he took care to in­cul­cate in these les­sons a whole­some hatred of moral evil, and to point out from time to time the in­dic­a­tions of the provid­en­tial gov­ern­ment of the world, his pu­pils never seemed to make much pro­gress in the sub­ject. Could it have been that the time al­lot­ted to it was in­suf­fi­cient? Dr. Arnold had some sus­pi­cions that this might be the case. With mod­ern lan­guages there was the same dif­fi­culty. Here his hopes were cer­tainly not ex­cess­ive. “I as­sume it,” he wrote, “as the found­a­tion of all my view of the case, that boys at a pub­lic school never will learn to speak or pro­nounce French well, un­der any cir­cum­stances.” It would be enough if they could “learn it gram­mat­ic­ally as a dead lan­guage. But even this they very sel­dom man­aged to do.


“I know too well,” he was ob­liged to con­fess, “that most of the boys would pass a very poor ex­am­in­a­tion even in French gram­mar. But so it is with their math­em­at­ics; and so it will be with any branch of know­ledge that is taught but sel­dom, and is felt to be quite sub­or­din­ate to the boys’ main study.”



The boys’ main study re­mained the dead lan­guages of Greece and Rome. That the clas­sics should form the basis of all teach­ing was an ax­iom with Dr. Arnold. “The study of lan­guage,” he said, “seems to me as if it was given for the very pur­pose of form­ing the hu­man mind in youth; and the Greek and Latin lan­guages seem the very in­stru­ments by which this is to be ef­fected.” Cer­tainly, there was some­thing provid­en­tial about it—from the point of view of the teacher as well as of the taught. If Greek and Latin had not been “given” in that con­veni­ent man­ner, Dr. Arnold, who had spent his life in ac­quir­ing those lan­guages, might have dis­covered that he had ac­quired them in vain. As it was, he could set the noses of his pu­pils to the grind­stone of syn­tax and pros­ody with a clear con­science. Latin verses and Greek pre­pos­i­tions di­vided between them the la­bours of the week.

As time went on he be­came, he de­clared, “in­creas­ingly con­vinced that it is not know­ledge, but the means of gain­ing know­ledge which I have to teach.” The read­ing of the school was de­voted al­most en­tirely to se­lec­ted pas­sages from the prose writers of an­tiquity. “Boys,” he re­marked, “do not like po­etry.” Per­haps his own po­et­ical taste was a little du­bi­ous; at any rate, it is cer­tain that he con­sidered the Greek Tra­gedi­ans greatly over­rated, and that he ranked Prop­er­tius as “an in­dif­fer­ent poet.” As for Aris­to­phanes, ow­ing to his strong moral dis­ap­prob­a­tion, he could not bring him­self to read him un­til he was forty, when, it is true, he was much struck by the “Clouds.” But Juvenal, the Doc­tor could never bring him­self to read at all.

Phys­ical sci­ence was not taught at Rugby. Since, in Dr. Arnold’s opin­ion, it was too great a sub­ject to be stud­ied έν παρέργῳ, ob­vi­ously only two al­tern­at­ives were pos­sible: it must either take the chief place in the school cur­riculum, or it must be left out al­to­gether. Be­fore such a choice, Dr. Arnold did not hes­it­ate for a mo­ment.


“Rather than have phys­ical sci­ence the prin­cipal thing in my son’s mind,” he ex­claimed in a let­ter to a friend, “I would gladly have him think that the sun went around the earth, and that the stars were so many spangles set in the bright blue firm­a­ment. Surely the one thing need­ful for a Chris­tian and an Eng­lish man to study is Chris­tian, moral, and polit­ical philo­sophy.”



A Chris­tian and an Eng­lish­man! After all, it was not in the classroom, nor in the board­ing­house, that the es­sen­tial ele­ments of in­struc­tion could be im­par­ted which should qual­ify the youth­ful neo­phyte to de­serve those names. The fi­nal, the fun­da­mental les­son could only be taught in the school chapel; in the school chapel the centre of Dr. Arnold’s sys­tem of edu­ca­tion was in­ev­it­ably fixed. There, too, the Doc­tor him­self ap­peared in the plen­it­ude of his dig­nity and his en­thu­si­asm. There, with the morn­ing sun shin­ing on the freshly scrubbed faces of his 300 pu­pils, or, in the dusk of even­ing, through a glim­mer of candles, his stately form, rapt in de­vo­tion or vi­brant with ex­horta­tion, would dom­in­ate the scene. Every phase of the Church ser­vice seemed to re­ceive its su­preme ex­pres­sion in his voice, his at­ti­tude, his look. Dur­ing the Te Deum, his whole coun­ten­ance would light up; and he read the Psalms with such con­vic­tion that boys would of­ten de­clare, after hear­ing him, that they un­der­stood them now for the first time.

It was his opin­ion that the creeds in pub­lic wor­ship ought to be used as tri­umphant hymns of thanks­giv­ing, and, in ac­cord­ance with this view, al­though un­for­tu­nately he pos­sessed no nat­ural gift for mu­sic, he reg­u­larly joined in the chant­ing of the Ni­cene Creed with a vis­ible an­im­a­tion and a pe­cu­liar fer­vour, which it was im­possible to for­get. The Com­mu­nion ser­vice he re­garded as a dir­ect and spe­cial coun­ter­poise to that false com­mu­nion and false com­pan­ion­ship, which, as he of­ten ob­served, was a great source of mis­chief in the school; and he bent him­self down with glisten­ing eyes, and trem­bling voice, and looks of pa­ternal so­li­citude, in the ad­min­is­tra­tion of the ele­ments. Nor was it only the dif­fer­ent sec­tions of the liturgy, but the very di­vi­sions of the ec­cle­si­ast­ical year that re­flec­ted them­selves in his de­mean­our; the most care­less ob­server, we are told, “could not fail to be struck by the tri­umphant ex­ulta­tion of his whole man­ner on Easter Sunday”; though it needed a more fa­mil­iar eye to dis­cern the sub­tleties in his bear­ing which were pro­duced by the ap­proach or Ad­vent, and the sol­emn thoughts which it awakened of the ad­vance of hu­man life, the pro­gress of the hu­man race, and the con­di­tion of the Church of Eng­land.

At the end of the even­ing ser­vice, the cul­min­at­ing mo­ment of the week had come: the Doc­tor de­livered his ser­mon. It was not un­til then, as all who had known him agreed, it was not un­til one had heard and seen him in the pul­pit, that one could fully real­ise what it was to be face to face with Dr. Arnold. The whole char­ac­ter of the man—so we are as­sured—stood at last re­vealed. His con­greg­a­tion sat in fixed at­ten­tion (with the ex­cep­tion of the younger boys, whose thoughts oc­ca­sion­ally wandered), while he pro­pounded the gen­eral prin­ciples both of his own con­duct and that of the Almighty, or in­dic­ated the bear­ing of the in­cid­ents of Jew­ish his­tory in the sixth cen­tury BC upon the con­duct of Eng­lish school­boys in 1830. Then, more than ever, his deep con­scious­ness of the in­vis­ible world be­came evid­ent; then, more than ever, he seemed to be bat­tling with the wicked one. For his ser­mons ran on the eternal themes of the dark­ness of evil, the craft of the tempter, the pun­ish­ment of ob­liquity, and he jus­ti­fied the per­sist­ence with which he dwelt upon these pain­ful sub­jects by an ap­peal to a gen­eral prin­ciple: “The spirit of Eli­jah,” he said, “must ever pre­cede the spirit of Christ.”

The im­pres­sion pro­duced upon the boys was re­mark­able. It was no­ticed that even the most care­less would some­times, dur­ing the course of the week, refer al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily to the ser­mon of the past Sunday, as a con­dem­na­tion of what they were do­ing. Oth­ers were heard to won­der how it was that the Doc­tor’s preach­ing, to which they had at­ten­ded at the time so as­sidu­ously, seemed, after all, to have such a small ef­fect upon what they did. An old gen­tle­man, re­call­ing those van­ished hours, tried to re­cap­ture in words his state of mind as he sat in the darkened chapel, while Dr. Arnold’s ser­mons, with their high-toned ex­horta­tions, their grave and sombre mes­sages of in­cal­cul­able im­port, clothed, like Dr. Arnold’s body in its gown and bands, in the tra­di­tional stiff­ness of a formal phras­eo­logy, re­ver­ber­ated through his ad­oles­cent ears. “I used,” he said, “to listen to those ser­mons from first to last with a kind of awe.”

His suc­cess was not lim­ited to his pu­pils and im­me­di­ate aud­it­ors. The ser­mons were col­lec­ted into five large volumes; they were the first of their kind; and they were re­ceived with ad­mir­a­tion by a wide circle of pi­ous read­ers. Queen Vict­oria her­self pos­sessed a copy in which sev­eral pas­sages were marked in pen­cil, by the Royal hand.



Dr. Arnold’s en­er­gies were by no means ex­hausted by his du­ties at Rugby. He be­came known not merely as a head­mas­ter, but as a pub­lic man. He held de­cided opin­ions upon a large num­ber of top­ics; and he enun­ci­ated them—based as they were al­most in­vari­ably upon gen­eral prin­ciples—in pamph­lets, in pre­faces, and in magazine art­icles, with an im­press­ive self-con­fid­ence. He was, as he con­stantly de­clared, a Lib­eral. In his opin­ion, by the very con­sti­tu­tion of hu­man nature, the prin­ciples of pro­gress and re­form had been those of wis­dom and justice in every age of the world—ex­cept one: that which had pre­ceded the fall of man from Paradise. Had he lived then, Dr. Arnold would have been a Con­ser­vat­ive. As it was, his Lib­er­al­ism was tempered by an “ab­hor­rence of the spirit of 1789, of the Amer­ican War, of the French Econom­istes, and of the Eng­lish Whigs of the lat­ter part of the sev­en­teenth cen­tury”; and he al­ways en­ter­tained a pro­found re­spect for the hered­it­ary peer­age. It might al­most be said, in fact, that he was an or­tho­dox Lib­eral. He be­lieved in tol­er­a­tion too, within lim­its; that is to say, in the tol­er­a­tion of those with whom he agreed. “I would give James Mill as much op­por­tun­ity for ad­voc­at­ing his opin­ion,” he said, “as is con­sist­ent with a voy­age to Botany Bay.”

He had be­come con­vinced of the duty of sym­path­ising with the lower or­ders ever since he had made a ser­i­ous study of the Epistle of St. James; but he per­ceived clearly that the lower or­ders fell into two classes, and that it was ne­ces­sary to dis­tin­guish between them. There were the “good poor”—and there were the oth­ers. “I am glad that you have made ac­quaint­ance with some of the good poor,” he wrote to a Cam­bridge un­der­gradu­ate. “I quite agree with you that it is most in­struct­ive to visit them.” Dr. Arnold him­self oc­ca­sion­ally vis­ited them, in Rugby; and the con­des­cen­sion with which he shook hands with old men and wo­men of the work­ing classes was long re­membered in the neigh­bour­hood. As for the oth­ers, he re­garded them with hor­ror and alarm.


“The dis­orders in our so­cial state,” he wrote to the Cheva­lier Bun­sen in 1834, “ap­pear to me to con­tinue un­abated. You have heard, I doubt not, of the Trades Unions; a fear­ful en­gine of mis­chief, ready to not or to as­sas­sin­ate; and I see no coun­ter­act­ing power.”



On the whole, his view of the con­di­tion of Eng­land was a gloomy one. He re­com­men­ded a cor­res­pond­ent to read


“Isaiah iii, v, xxii; Jeremiah v, xxii, xxx; Amos iv; and Habakkuk ii,” adding, “you will be struck, I think, with the close re­semb­lance of our own state with that of the Jews be­fore the second de­struc­tion of Jer­u­s­alem.”



When he was told that the gift of tongues had des­cen­ded on the Irvingites at Glas­gow, he was not sur­prised. “I should take it,” he said, “merely as a sign of the com­ing of the day of the Lord.” And he was con­vinced that the day of the Lord was com­ing—“the ter­min­a­tion of one of the great αίῶνες of the hu­man race.” Of that he had no doubt whatever; wherever he looked he saw “calam­it­ies, wars, tu­mults, pes­ti­lences, earth­quakes, etc., all mark­ing the time of one of God’s pe­cu­liar sea­sons of vis­it­a­tion.” His only un­cer­tainty was whether this ter­min­a­tion of an αίών would turn out to be the ab­so­lutely fi­nal one; but that he be­lieved “no cre­ated be­ing knows or can know.” In any case, he had “not the slight­est ex­pect­a­tion of what is com­monly meant by the Mil­len­nium.” And his only con­sol­a­tion was that he pre­ferred the present Min­istry, in­ef­fi­cient as it was, to the Tor­ies.

He had planned a great work on Church and State, in which he in­ten­ded to lay bare the causes and to point out the rem­ed­ies of the evils which af­flic­ted so­ci­ety. Its theme was to be, not the al­li­ance or union, but the ab­so­lute iden­tity of the Church and the State; and he felt sure that if only this fun­da­mental truth were fully real­ised by the pub­lic, a gen­eral re­form­a­tion would fol­low. Un­for­tu­nately, how­ever, as time went on, the pub­lic seemed to real­ise it less and less. In spite of his protests, not only were Jews ad­mit­ted to Parlia­ment, but a Jew was ac­tu­ally ap­poin­ted a gov­ernor of Christ’s Hos­pital; and Scrip­ture was not made an ob­lig­at­ory sub­ject at the Lon­don University.

There was one point in his the­ory which was not quite plain to Dr. Arnold. If Church and State were ab­so­lutely identical, it be­came im­port­ant to de­cide pre­cisely which classes of per­sons were to be ex­cluded, ow­ing to their be­liefs, from the com­munity. Jews, for in­stance, were de­cidedly out­side the pale; while Dis­sent­ers—so Dr. Arnold ar­gued—were as de­cidedly within it. But what was the po­s­i­tion of the Un­it­ari­ans? Were they, or were they not, mem­bers of the Church of Christ? This was one of those puzz­ling ques­tions which deepened the frown upon the Doc­tor’s fore­head and in­tens­i­fied the purs­ing of his lips. He thought long and earn­estly upon the sub­ject; he wrote elab­or­ate let­ters on it to vari­ous cor­res­pond­ents; but his con­clu­sions re­mained in­def­in­ite. “My great ob­jec­tion to Un­it­ari­an­ism,” he wrote, “in its present form in Eng­land, is that it makes Christ vir­tu­ally dead.” Yet he ex­pressed “a fer­vent hope that if we could get rid of the Athanas­ian Creed many good Un­it­ari­ans would join their fel­low Chris­ti­ans in bow­ing the knee to Him who is Lord both of the dead and the liv­ing.” Amid these per­plex­it­ies, it was dis­quiet­ing to learn that “Un­it­ari­an­ism is be­com­ing very pre­val­ent in Bo­ston.” He in­quired anxiously as to its “com­plex­ion” there; but re­ceived no very il­lu­min­at­ing an­swer. The whole mat­ter con­tin­ued to be wrapped in a pain­ful ob­scur­ity, There were, he be­lieved, Un­it­ari­ans and Un­it­ari­ans; and he could say no more.

In the mean­time, pending the com­ple­tion of his great work, he oc­cu­pied him­self with put­ting for­ward vari­ous sug­ges­tions of a prac­tical kind. He ad­voc­ated the res­tor­a­tion of the Order of Deacons, which, he ob­served, had long been “quoad the real­ity, dead; for he be­lieved that “some plan of this sort might be the small end of the wedge, by which Anti­christ might here­after be burst asun­der like the Dragon of Bel’s temple.” But the Order of Deacons was never re­stored, and Dr. Arnold turned his at­ten­tion else­where, ur­ging in a weighty pamph­let the de­sirabi­tity of au­thor­ising mil­it­ary of­ficers, in con­greg­a­tions where it was im­possible to pro­cure the pres­ence of clergy, to ad­min­is­ter the Euchar­ist, as well as Baptism. It was with the ob­ject of lay­ing such views as these be­fore the pub­lic—“to tell them plainly,” as he said, “the evils that ex­ist, and lead them, if I can, to their causes and rem­ed­ies”—that he star­ted, in 1831, a weekly news­pa­per, The Eng­lish­man’s Re­gister. The pa­per was not a suc­cess, in spite of the fact that it set out to im­prove its read­ers mor­ally and, that it pre­served, in every art­icle, an avowedly Chris­tian tone. After a few weeks, and after he had spent upon it more than £200, it came to an end.

Al­to­gether, the pro­spect was de­cidedly dis­cour­aging. After all his ef­forts, the ab­so­lute iden­tity of Church and State re­mained as un­re­cog­nised as ever.


“So deep,” he was at last ob­liged to con­fess, “is the dis­tinc­tion between the Church and the State seated in our laws, our lan­guage, and our very no­tions, that noth­ing less than a mi­ra­cu­lous in­ter­pos­i­tion of God’s Provid­ence seems cap­able of erad­ic­at­ing it.”



Dr. Arnold waited in vain.

But, he did not wait in idle­ness. He at­tacked the same ques­tion from an­other side: he ex­plored the writ­ings of the Chris­tian Fath­ers, and began to com­pose a com­ment­ary on the New Testa­ment. In his view, the Scrip­tures were as fit a sub­ject as any other book for free in­quiry and the ex­er­cise of the in­di­vidual judg­ment, and it was in this spirit that he set about the in­ter­pret­a­tion of them. He was not afraid of fa­cing ap­par­ent dif­fi­culties, of ad­mit­ting in­con­sist­en­cies, or even er­rors, in the sac­red text. Thus he ob­served that “in Chron­icles xi, 20 and xiii, 2, there is a de­cided dif­fer­ence in the par­ent­age of Abi­jah’s mother;”—“which,” he ad­ded, “is curi­ous on any sup­pos­i­tion.” And at one time he had ser­i­ous doubts as to the au­thor­ship of the Epistle to the Hebrews. But he was able, on vari­ous prob­lem­at­ical points, to sug­gest in­ter­est­ing solu­tions.

At first, for in­stance, he could not but be startled by the ces­sa­tion of mir­acles in the early Church; but upon con­sid­er­a­tion, he came to the con­clu­sion that this phe­nomenon might be “truly ac­coun­ted for by the sup­pos­i­tion that none but the Apostles ever con­ferred mi­ra­cu­lous powers, and that there­fore they ceased of course after one gen­er­a­tion.” Nor did he fail to base his ex­egesis, whenever pos­sible, upon an ap­peal to gen­eral prin­ciples. One of his ad­mirers points out how Dr. Arnold


“vin­dic­ated God’s com­mand to Abra­ham to sac­ri­fice his son and to the Jews to ex­term­in­ate the na­tions of Canaan, by ex­plain­ing the prin­ciples on which these com­mands were given, and their ref­er­ence to the moral state of those to whom they were ad­dressed—thereby edu­cing light out of dark­ness, un­rav­el­ling the thread of God’s re­li­gious edu­ca­tion of the hu­man race, and hold­ing up God’s mar­vel­lous coun­sels to the de­vout won­der and med­it­a­tion of the thought­ful be­liever.”



There was one of his friends, how­ever, who did not share this ad­mir­a­tion for the Doc­tor’s meth­ods of Scrip­tural in­ter­pret­a­tion. W. G. Ward, while still a young man at Ox­ford, had come un­der his in­flu­ence, and had been for some time one of his most en­thu­si­astic dis­ciples. But the star of New­man was rising at the University; Ward soon felt the at­trac­tion of that mag­netic power; and his be­lief in his old teacher began to waver. It was, in par­tic­u­lar, Dr. Arnold’s treat­ment of the Scrip­tures which filled Ward’s ar­gu­ment­at­ive mind, at first with dis­trust, and at last with pos­it­ive ant­ag­on­ism. To sub­ject the Bible to free in­quiry, to ex­er­cise upon it the cri­ti­cism of the in­di­vidual judg­ment—where might not such meth­ods lead? Who could say that they would not end in So­cini­an­ism?—nay, in Athe­ism it­self? If the text of Scrip­ture was to be sub­mit­ted to the search­ings of hu­man reason, how could the ques­tion of its in­spir­a­tion es­cape the same tribunal? And the proofs of rev­el­a­tion, and even of the ex­ist­ence of God? What hu­man fac­ulty was cap­able of de­cid­ing upon such enorm­ous ques­tions? And would not the lo­gical res­ult be a con­di­tion of uni­ver­sal doubt?


“On a very mod­er­ate com­pu­ta­tion, Ward ar­gued, “five times the amount of a man’s nat­ural life might qual­ify a per­son en­dowed with ex­traordin­ary genius to have some faint no­tion (though even this we doubt) on which side truth lies.”



It was not that he had the slight­est doubt of Dr. Arnold’s or­tho­doxy—Dr. Arnold, whose piety was uni­ver­sally re­cog­nised—Dr. Arnold, who had held up to scorn and ex­ec­ra­tion Strauss’s “Leben Jesu” without read­ing it. What Ward com­plained of was the Doc­tor’s lack of lo­gic, not his lack of faith. Could he not see that if he really car­ried out his own prin­ciples to a lo­gical con­clu­sion he would even­tu­ally find him­self, pre­cisely, in the arms of Strauss? The young man, whose per­sonal friend­ship re­mained un­shaken, de­term­ined upon an in­ter­view, and went down to Rugby primed with first prin­ciples, syl­lo­gisms, and di­lem­mas. Find­ing that the head­mas­ter was busy in school, he spent the af­ter­noon read­ing nov­els on the sofa in the draw­ing-room. When at last, late in the even­ing, the Doc­tor re­turned, tired out with his day’s work, Ward fell upon him with all his vigour. The con­test was long and furi­ous; it was also en­tirely in­con­clus­ive. When it was over, Ward, with none of his bril­liant ar­gu­ments dis­posed of, and none of his prob­ing ques­tions sat­is­fact­or­ily answered, re­turned to the University to plunge head­long into the vor­tex of the Ox­ford Move­ment; and Dr. Arnold, wor­ried, per­plexed, and ex­hausted, went to bed, where he re­mained for the next thirty-six hours.

The com­ment­ary on the New Testa­ment was never fin­ished, and the great work on Church and State it­self re­mained a frag­ment. Dr. Arnold’s act­ive mind was di­ver­ted from polit­ical and theo­lo­gical spec­u­la­tions to the study of philo­logy, and to his­tor­ical com­pos­i­tion. His Ro­man His­tory, which he re­garded as “the chief monu­ment of his his­tor­ical fame,” was based partly upon the re­searches of Niebuhr, and partly upon an aver­sion to Gib­bon.


“My highest am­bi­tion,” he wrote, “is to make my his­tory the very re­verse of Gib­bon in this re­spect, that whereas the whole spirit of his work, from its low mor­al­ity, is hos­tile to re­li­gion, without speak­ing dir­ectly against it, so my greatest de­sire would be, in my His­tory, by its high mor­als and its gen­eral tone, to be of use to the cause without ac­tu­ally bring­ing it for­ward.”



These ef­forts were re­war­ded, in 1841, by the Pro­fess­or­ship of Modern His­tory at Ox­ford. Mean­while, he was en­gaged in the study of the Sanskrit and Slavonic lan­guages, bring­ing out an elab­or­ate edi­tion of Thucy­dides, and car­ry­ing on a vo­lu­min­ous cor­res­pond­ence upon a mul­ti­tude of top­ics with a large circle of men of learn­ing. At his death, his pub­lished works, com­posed dur­ing such in­ter­vals as he could spare from the man­age­ment of a great pub­lic school, filled, be­sides a large num­ber of pamph­lets and art­icles, no less than sev­en­teen volumes. It was no won­der that Carlyle, after a visit to Rugby, should have char­ac­ter­ised Dr. Arnold as a man of “un­hast­ing, un­rest­ing di­li­gence.”

Mrs. Arnold, too, no doubt agreed with Carlyle. Dur­ing the first eight years of their mar­ried life, she bore him six chil­dren; and four more were to fol­low. In this large and grow­ing do­mestic circle his hours of re­lax­a­tion were spent. There those who had only known him in his pro­fes­sional ca­pa­city were sur­prised to find him dis­play­ing the ten­der­ness and joc­os­ity of a par­ent. The dig­ni­fied and stern head­mas­ter was ac­tu­ally seen to dandle in­fants and to ca­ra­cole upon the hearth­rug on all fours. Yet, we are told, “the sense of his au­thor­ity as a father was never lost in his play­ful­ness as a com­pan­ion.” On more ser­i­ous oc­ca­sions, the voice of the spir­itual teacher some­times made it­self heard. An in­tim­ate friend de­scribed how “on a com­par­ison hav­ing been made in his fam­ily circle, which seemed to place St. Paul above St. John,” the tears rushed to the Doc­tor’s eyes and how, re­peat­ing one of the verses from St. John, he begged that the com­par­ison might never again be made. The longer hol­i­days were spent in West­mor­land, where, ram­bling with his off­spring among the moun­tains, gath­er­ing wild flowers, and point­ing out the beau­ties of Nature, Dr. Arnold en­joyed, as he him­self would of­ten say, “an al­most aw­ful hap­pi­ness.” Music he did not ap­pre­ci­ate, though he oc­ca­sion­ally de­sired his eld­est boy, Mat­thew, to sing him the “Con­firm­a­tion Hymn” of Dr. Hinds, to which he had be­come en­deared, ow­ing to its use in Rugby Chapel. But his lack of ear was, he con­sidered, amply re­com­pensed by his love of flowers: “they are my mu­sic,” he de­clared. Yet, in such a mat­ter, he was care­ful to re­frain from an ex­cess of feel­ing, such as, in his opin­ion, marked the fam­ous lines of Wordsworth:



“To me the mean­est flower that blows can give


Thoughts that do of­ten lie too deep for tears.”






He found the sen­ti­ment mor­bid. “Life,” he said, “is not long enough to take such in­tense in­terest in ob­jects in them­selves so little.” As for the an­imal world, his feel­ings to­wards it were of a very dif­fer­ent cast. “The whole sub­ject,” he said, “of the brute cre­ation is to me one of such pain­ful mys­tery, that I dare not ap­proach it.” The Un­it­ari­ans them­selves were a less dis­tress­ing thought.

Once or twice he found time to visit the Contin­ent, and the let­ters and journ­als re­cord­ing in minute de­tail his re­flec­tions and im­pres­sions in France or Italy show us that Dr. Arnold pre­served, in spite of the dis­trac­tions of for­eign scenes and for­eign man­ners, his ac­cus­tomed habits of mind. Tak­ing very little in­terest in works of art, he was oc­ca­sion­ally moved by the beauty of nat­ural ob­jects; but his prin­cipal pre­oc­cu­pa­tion re­mained with the moral as­pects of things. From this point of view, he found much to rep­re­hend in the con­duct of his own coun­try­men. “I fear,” he wrote, “that our coun­try­men who live abroad are not in the best pos­sible moral state, how­ever much they may do in sci­ence or lit­er­at­ure.” And this was un­for­tu­nate, be­cause “a thor­ough Eng­lish gen­tle­man—Chris­tian, manly, and en­lightened—is more, I be­lieve, than Guizot or Sis­mondi could com­pre­hend; it is a finer spe­ci­men of hu­man nature than any other coun­try, I be­lieve, could fur­nish.” Never­the­less, our trav­el­lers would im­it­ate for­eign cus­toms without dis­crim­in­a­tion, “as in the ab­surd habit of not eat­ing fish with a knife, bor­rowed from the French, who do it be­cause they have no knives fit for use.” Places, no less than people, aroused sim­ilar re­flec­tions. By Pom­peii, Dr. Arnold was not par­tic­u­larly im­pressed.


“There is only,” he ob­served, “the same sort of in­terest with which one would see the ru­ins of So­dom and Go­mor­rah, but in­deed there is less. One is not au­thor­ised to ascribe so sol­emn a char­ac­ter to the de­struc­tion of Pom­peii.”



The lake of Como moved him more pro­foundly. As he gazed upon the over­whelm­ing beauty around him, he thought of “moral evil,” and was ap­palled by the con­trast. “May the sense of moral evil,” he prayed, “be as strong in me as my de­light in ex­ternal beauty, for in a deep sense of moral evil, more per­haps than in any­thing else, abides a sav­ing know­ledge of God!”



His prayer was answered: Dr. Arnold was never in any danger of los­ing his sense of moral evil. If the land­scapes of Italy only served to re­mind him of it, how could he for­get it among the boys at Rugby School? The daily sight of so many young creatures in the hands of the Evil One filled him with agit­ated grief.


“When the spring and activ­ity of youth,” he wrote, “is al­to­gether un­sanc­ti­fied by any­thing pure and el­ev­ated in its de­sires, it be­comes a spec­tacle that is as dizzy­ing and al­most more mor­ally dis­tress­ing than the shouts and gam­bols of a set of lun­at­ics.”



One thing struck him as par­tic­u­larly strange: “It is very start­ling,” he said, “to see so much of sin com­bined with so little of sor­row.” The naugh­ti­est boys pos­it­ively seemed to en­joy them­selves most. There were mo­ments when he al­most lost faith in his whole sys­tem of edu­ca­tion, when he began to doubt whether some far more rad­ical re­forms than any he had at­temp­ted might not be ne­ces­sary, be­fore the mul­ti­tude of chil­dren un­der his charge—shout­ing and gam­bolling, and yet plunged all the while deep in moral evil—could ever be trans­formed into a set of Chris­tian gen­tle­men. But then he re­membered his gen­eral prin­ciples, the con­duct of Je­hovah with the Chosen People, and the child­hood of the hu­man race. No, it was for him to make him­self, as one of his pu­pils af­ter­wards de­scribed him, in the words of Ba­con, “kin to God in spirit”; he would rule the school majestic­ally from on high. He would de­liver a series of ser­mons ana­lys­ing “the six vices” by which “great schools were cor­rup­ted, and changed from the like­ness of God’s temple to that of a den of thieves.” He would ex­hort, he would de­nounce, he would sweep through the cor­ridors, he would turn the pages of Fac­ci­olati’s Lex­icon more im­pos­ingly than ever; and the rest he would leave to the Prae­post­ors in the Sixth Form.

Upon the boys in the Sixth Form, in­deed, a strange bur­den would seem to have fallen. Dr. Arnold him­self was very well aware of this. “I can­not deny,” he told them in a ser­mon, “that you have an anxious duty—a duty which some might sup­pose was too heavy for your years”; and every term he poin­ted out to them, in a short ad­dress, the re­spons­ib­il­it­ies of their po­s­i­tion, and im­pressed upon them “the enorm­ous in­flu­ence” they pos­sessed “for good or for evil.” Never­the­less most youths of sev­en­teen, in spite of the warn­ings of their eld­ers, have a sin­gu­lar trick of car­ry­ing moral bur­dens lightly. The Doc­tor might preach and look grave; but young Brooke was ready enough to preside at a fight be­hind the Chapel, though he was in the Sixth, and knew that fight­ing was against the rules. At their best, it may be sup­posed that the Prae­post­ors ad­min­istered a kind of bar­baric justice; but they were not al­ways at their best, and the pages of Tom Brown’s Schooldays show us what was no doubt the nor­mal con­di­tion of af­fairs un­der Dr. Arnold, when the boys in the Sixth Form were weak or bru­tal, and the black­guard Flash­man, in the in­ter­vals of swig­ging brandy-punch with his boon com­pan­ions, amused him­self by toast­ing fags be­fore the fire.

But there was an ex­cep­tional kind of boy, upon whom the high-pitched ex­horta­tions of Dr. Arnold pro­duced a very dif­fer­ent ef­fect. A minor­ity of sus­cept­ible and ser­i­ous youths fell com­pletely un­der his sway, re­spon­ded like wax to the pres­sure of his in­flu­ence, and moul­ded their whole lives with pas­sion­ate rev­er­ence upon the teach­ing of their ad­ored mas­ter. Con­spicu­ous among these was Ar­thur Clough. Hav­ing been sent to Rugby at the age of ten, he quickly entered into every phase of school life, though, we are told, “a weak­ness in his ankles pre­ven­ted him from tak­ing a prom­in­ent part in the games of the place.” At the age of six­teen, he was in the Sixth Form, and not merely a Prae­postor, but head of the School House. Never did Dr. Arnold have an apter pu­pil. This earn­est ad­oles­cent, with the weak ankles and the sol­emn face, lived en­tirely with the highest ends in view. He thought of noth­ing but moral good, moral evil, moral in­flu­ence, and moral re­spons­ib­il­ity. Some of his early let­ters have been pre­served, and they re­veal both the in­tens­ity with which he felt the im­port­ance of his own po­s­i­tion, and the strange stress of spirit un­der which he la­boured. “I have been in one con­tin­ued state of ex­cite­ment for at least the last three years,” he wrote when he was not yet sev­en­teen, “and now comes the time of ex­haus­tion.” But he did not al­low him­self to rest, and a few months later he was writ­ing to a schoolfel­low as fol­lows:


“I ver­ily be­lieve my whole be­ing is soaked through with the wish­ing and hop­ing and striv­ing to do the school good, or rather to keep it up and hinder it from fall­ing in this, I do think, very crit­ical time, so that my cares and af­fec­tions and con­ver­sa­tions, thoughts, words, and deeds look to that in vol­un­tar­ily. I am afraid you will be in­clined to think this ‘cant’ and I am con­scious that even one’s truest feel­ings, if very fre­quently put out in the light, do make a bad and dis­agree­able ap­pear­ance; but this, how­ever, is true, and even if I am car­ry­ing it too far, I do not think it has made me really for­get­ful of my per­sonal friends, such as, in par­tic­u­lar, Gell and Bur­bidge and Wal­rond, and your­self, my dear Simp­kin­son.”



Per­haps it was not sur­pris­ing that a young man brought up in such an at­mo­sphere, should have fallen a prey at Ox­ford, to the fren­zies of re­li­gious con­tro­versy; that he should have been driven al­most out of his wits by the ra­ti­ocin­a­tions of W. G. Ward; that he should have lost his faith; that he should have spent the rest of his ex­ist­ence lament­ing that loss, both in prose and verse; and that he should have even­tu­ally suc­cumbed, con­scien­tiously do­ing up brown pa­per par­cels for Florence Nightin­gale.

In the earlier years of his head­mas­ter­ship Dr. Arnold had to face a good deal of op­pos­i­tion. His ad­vanced re­li­gious views were dis­liked, and there were many par­ents to whom his sys­tem of school gov­ern­ment did not com­mend it­self. But in time this hos­til­ity melted away. Suc­ceed­ing gen­er­a­tions of fa­vour­ite pu­pils began to spread his fame through the Universit­ies. At Ox­ford es­pe­cially, men were pro­foundly im­pressed by the pi­ous aims of the boys from Rugby. It was a new thing to see un­der­gradu­ates go­ing to Chapel more of­ten than they were ob­liged, and vis­it­ing the good poor. Their rev­er­ent ad­mir­a­tion for Dr. Arnold was no less re­mark­able. Whenever two of his old pu­pils met, they joined in his praises; and the sight of his pic­ture had been known to call forth, from one who had not even reached the Sixth, ex­clam­a­tions of rap­ture last­ing for ten minutes and filling with as­ton­ish­ment the young men from other schools who happened to be present.

He be­came a celebrity; he be­came at last a great man. Rugby prospered; its num­bers rose higher than ever be­fore; and, after thir­teen years as head­mas­ter, Dr. Arnold began to feel that his work there was ac­com­plished, and that he might look for­ward either to other la­bours or, per­haps, to a dig­ni­fied re­tire­ment. But it was not to be.

His father had died sud­denly at the age of fifty-three from angina pec­toris; and he him­self was haunted by fore­bod­ings of an early death. To be snatched away without a warn­ing, to come in a mo­ment from the se­duc­tions of this World to the pres­ence of Etern­ity—his most or­din­ary ac­tions, the most cas­ual re­marks, served to keep him in re­mem­brance of that dread­ful pos­sib­il­ity. When one of his little boys clapped his hands at the thought of the ap­proach­ing hol­i­days, the Doc­tor gently checked him, and re­peated the story of his own early child­hood; how his own father had made him read aloud a ser­mon on the text “Boast not thy­self of to­mor­row”; and how, within the week, his father was dead. On the title page of his MS volume of ser­mons, he was al­ways care­ful to write the date of its com­mence­ment, leav­ing a blank for that of its com­ple­tion. One of his chil­dren asked him the mean­ing of this. “It is one of the most sol­emn things I do,” he replied, “to write the be­gin­ning of that sen­tence, and think that I may per­haps not live to fin­ish it.”

It was no­ticed that in the spring of 1842 such thoughts seemed to be even more fre­quently in his mind than usual. He was only in his forty-sev­enth year, but he dwelt darkly on the fra­gil­ity of hu­man ex­ist­ence. Towards the end of May, he began to keep a di­ary—a private memor­andum of his in­tim­ate com­mun­ings with the Almighty. Here, even­ing after even­ing, in the tra­di­tional lan­guage of re­li­gious de­vo­tion, he humbled him­self be­fore God, prayed for strength and pur­ity, and threw him­self upon the mercy of the Most High.


“Another day and an­other month suc­ceed,” he wrote on May 31st. “May God keep my mind and heart fixed on Him, and cleanse me from all sin. I would wish to keep a watch over my tongue, as to vehe­ment speak­ing and cen­sur­ing of oth­ers … I would de­sire to re­mem­ber my lat­ter end to which I am ap­proach­ing … May God keep me in the hour of death, through Je­sus Christ; and pre­serve me from every fear, as well as from pre­sump­tion.”



On June 2nd he wrote, “Again the day is over and I am go­ing to rest. Oh Lord, pre­serve me this night, and strengthen me to bear whatever Thou shalt see fit to lay on me, whether pain, sick­ness, danger, or dis­tress.” On Sunday, June 5th, the read­ing of the news­pa­per aroused “pain­ful and sol­emn” re­flec­tions … “So much of sin and so much of suf­fer­ing in the world, as are there dis­played, and no one seems able to rem­edy either. And then the thought of my own private life, so full of com­forts, is very start­ling.” He was puzzled; but he con­cluded with a prayer: “May I be kept humble and zeal­ous, and may God give me grace to la­bour in my gen­er­a­tion for the good of my brethren and for His Glory!”

The end of the term was ap­proach­ing, and to all ap­pear­ance the Doc­tor was in ex­cel­lent spir­its. On June 11th, after a hard day’s work, he spent the even­ing with a friend in the dis­cus­sion of vari­ous top­ics upon which he of­ten touched in his con­ver­sa­tion the com­par­ison of the art of medi­cine in bar­bar­ous and civ­il­ised ages, the philo­lo­gical im­port­ance of pro­vin­cial vocab­u­lar­ies, and the threat­en­ing pro­spect of the moral con­di­tion of the Un­ited States. Left alone, he turned to his di­ary.


“The day after to­mor­row,” he wrote, “is my birth­day, if I am per­mit­ted to live to see it—my forty-sev­enth birth­day since my birth. How large a por­tion of my life on earth is already passed! And then—what is to fol­low this life? How vis­ibly my out­ward work seems con­tract­ing and soften­ing away into the gentler em­ploy­ments of old age. In one sense how nearly can I now say, ‘Vixi.’ And I thank God that, as far as am­bi­tion is con­cerned, it is, I trust, fully mor­ti­fied; I have no de­sire other than to step back from my present place in the world, and not to rise to a higher. Still there are works which, with God’s per­mis­sion, I would do be­fore the night cometh.”



Dr. Arnold was think­ing of his great work on Church and State.

Early next morn­ing he awoke with a sharp pain in his chest. The pain in­creas­ing, a phys­i­cian was sent for; and in the mean­time Mrs. Arnold read aloud to her hus­band the Fifty-first Psalm. Upon one of their boys com­ing into the room,


“My son, thank God for me,” said Dr. Arnold; and as the boy did not at once catch his mean­ing, he ad­ded, “Thank God, Tom, for giv­ing me this pain; I have suffered so little pain in my life that I feel it is very good for me. Now God has given it to me, and I do so thank Him for it.”



Then Mrs. Arnold read from the Pray­er­book the “Vis­it­a­tion of the Sick,” her hus­band listen­ing with deep at­ten­tion, and as­sent­ing with an em­phatic “Yes” at the end of many of the sen­tences. When the phys­i­cian ar­rived, he per­ceived at once the grav­ity of the case: it was an at­tack of angina pec­toris. He began to pre­pare some laudanum, while Mrs. Arnold went out to fetch the chil­dren. All at once, as the med­ical man was bend­ing over his glasses, there was a rattle from the bed; a con­vuls­ive struggle fol­lowed; and, when the un­happy wo­man, with the chil­dren, and all the ser­vants, rushed into the room, Dr. Arnold had passed from his per­plex­it­ies forever.

There can be little doubt that what he had achieved jus­ti­fied the pre­dic­tion of the Prov­ost of Oriel that he would “change the face of edu­ca­tion all through the pub­lic schools of Eng­land.” It is true that, so far as the ac­tual ma­chinery of edu­ca­tion was con­cerned, Dr. Arnold not only failed to ef­fect a change, but de­lib­er­ately ad­hered to the old sys­tem. The mon­astic and lit­er­ary con­cep­tions of edu­ca­tion, which had their roots in the Middle Ages, and had been ac­cep­ted and strengthened at the re­vival of Learn­ing, he ad­op­ted al­most without hes­it­a­tion. Under him, the pub­lic school re­mained, in es­sen­tials, a con­ven­tional es­tab­lish­ment, de­voted to the teach­ing of Greek and Latin gram­mar. Had he set on foot re­forms in these dir­ec­tions, it seems prob­able that he might have suc­ceeded in car­ry­ing the par­ents of Eng­land with him. The mo­ment was ripe; there was a gen­eral de­sire for edu­ca­tional changes; and Dr. Arnold’s great repu­ta­tion could hardly have been res­isted. As it was, he threw the whole weight of his in­flu­ence into the op­pos­ite scale, and the an­cient sys­tem be­came more firmly es­tab­lished than ever.

The changes which he did ef­fect were of a very dif­fer­ent nature. By in­tro­du­cing mor­als and re­li­gion into his scheme of edu­ca­tion, he altered the whole at­mo­sphere of pub­lic-school life. Hence­for­ward the old rough-and-tumble, which was typ­i­fied by the re­gime of Keate at Eton, be­came im­possible. After Dr. Arnold, no pub­lic school could ven­ture to ig­nore the vir­tues of re­spect­ab­il­ity. Again, by his in­tro­duc­tion of the pre­fect­orial sys­tem, Dr. Arnold pro­duced far-reach­ing ef­fects—ef­fects which he him­self, per­haps, would have found per­plex­ing. In his day, when the school hours were over, the boys were free to en­joy them­selves as they liked; to bathe, to fish, to ramble for long af­ter­noons in the coun­try, col­lect­ing eggs or gath­er­ing flowers. “The taste of the boys at this period,” writes an old Rug­baean who had been un­der Arnold, “leaned strongly to­wards flowers.” The words have an odd look today. “The mod­ern reader of Tom Brown’s Schooldays searches in vain for any ref­er­ence to com­puls­ory games, house col­ours, or cricket av­er­ages. In those days, when boys played games they played them for pleas­ure; but in those days the pre­fect­orial sys­tem—the sys­tem which hands over the life of a school to an ol­ig­archy of a dozen youths of sev­en­teen—was still in its in­fancy, and had not yet borne its fruit.

Teach­ers and proph­ets have strange after-his­tor­ies; and that of Dr. Arnold has been no ex­cep­tion. The earn­est en­thu­si­ast who strove to make his pu­pils Chris­tian gen­tle­men and who gov­erned his school ac­cord­ing to the prin­ciples of the Old Testa­ment, has proved to be the founder of the wor­ship of ath­let­ics and the wor­ship of good form. Upon those two poles our pub­lic schools have turned for so long that we have al­most come to be­lieve that such is their es­sen­tial nature, and that an Eng­lish pub­lic school­boy who wears the wrong clothes and takes no in­terest in foot­ball, is a con­tra­dic­tion in terms. Yet it was not so be­fore Dr. Arnold; will it al­ways be so after him? We shall see.
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The End of General Gordon

Dur­ing the year 1883 a sol­it­ary Eng­lish gen­tle­man was to be seen, wan­der­ing, with a thick book un­der his arm, in the neigh­bour­hood of Jer­u­s­alem. His un­as­sum­ing fig­ure, short and slight, with its half-glid­ing, half-trip­ping mo­tion, gave him a boy­ish as­pect, which con­tras­ted, oddly, but not un­pleas­antly, with the touch of grey on his hair and whiskers. There was the same con­trast—en­ig­matic and at­tract­ive—between the sun­burnt brick-red com­plex­ion—the hue of the seasoned trav­el­ler—and the large blue eyes, with their look of al­most child­ish sin­cer­ity. To the friendly in­quirer, he would ex­plain, in a low, soft, and very dis­tinct voice, that he was en­gaged in elu­cid­at­ing four ques­tions—the site of the Cru­ci­fix­ion, the line of di­vi­sion between the tribes of Ben­jamin and Judah, the iden­ti­fic­a­tion of Gideon, and the po­s­i­tion of the Garden of Eden. He was also, he would add, most anxious to dis­cover the spot where the Ark first touched ground, after the sub­sid­ence of the Flood: he be­lieved, in­deed, that he had solved that prob­lem, as a ref­er­ence to some pas­sages in the book which he was car­ry­ing would show.

This sin­gu­lar per­son was Gen­eral Gor­don, and his book was the Holy Bible.

In such com­plete re­tire­ment from the world and the ways of men, it might have seemed that a life of in­or­din­ate activ­ity had found at last a longed-for, fi­nal peace­ful­ness. For month after month, for an en­tire year, the Gen­eral lingered by the banks of the Jordan. But then the en­chant­ment was sud­denly broken. Once more ad­ven­ture claimed him; he plunged into the whirl of high af­fairs; his fate was mingled with the fren­zies of Em­pire and the doom of peoples. And it was not in peace and rest, but in ruin and hor­ror, that he reached his end.

The cir­cum­stances of that tra­gic his­tory, so fam­ous, so bit­terly de­bated, so of­ten and so con­tro­ver­sially de­scribed, re­main full of sug­ges­tion for the curi­ous ex­am­iner of the past. There emerges from those ob­scure, un­happy re­cords an in­terest, not merely polit­ical and his­tor­ical, but hu­man and dra­matic. One catches a vis­ion of strange char­ac­ters, moved by mys­ter­i­ous im­pulses, in­ter­act­ing in queer com­plic­a­tion, and hur­ry­ing at last—so it al­most seems—like creatures in a pup­pet show to a pre­destined cata­strophe. The char­ac­ters, too, have a charm of their own: they are curi­ously Eng­lish. What other na­tion on the face of the earth could have pro­duced Mr. Glad­stone and Sir Evelyn Bar­ing and Lord Hart­ing­ton and Gen­eral Gor­don? Alike in their em­phasis and their lack of em­phasis, in their ec­cent­ri­city and their con­ven­tion­al­ity, in their mat­ter-of-fact­ness and their ro­mance, these four fig­ures seem to em­body the ming­ling con­tra­dic­tions of the Eng­lish spirit. As for the mise-en-scène, it is per­fectly ap­pro­pri­ate. But first, let us glance at the earlier ad­ven­tures of the hero of the piece.

Charles Ge­orge Gor­don was born in 1833. His father, of High­land and mil­it­ary des­cent, was him­self a Lieu­ten­ant-Gen­eral; his mother came of a fam­ily of mer­chants, dis­tin­guished for their sea voy­ages into re­mote re­gions of the globe. As a boy, Charlie was re­mark­able for his high spir­its, pluck, and love of mis­chief. Destined for the Ar­til­lery, he was sent to the Academy at Wool­wich, where some other char­ac­ter­ist­ics made their ap­pear­ance. On one oc­ca­sion, when the ca­dets had been for­bid­den to leave the din­ing-room and the senior cor­poral stood with out­stretched arms in the door­way to pre­vent their exit, Charlie Gor­don put his head down, and, but­ting the of­ficer in the pit of the stom­ach, pro­jec­ted him down a flight of stairs and through a glass door at the bot­tom. For this act of in­sub­or­din­a­tion he was nearly dis­missed—while the cap­tain of his com­pany pre­dicted that he would never make an of­ficer. A little later, when he was eight­een, it came to the know­ledge of the au­thor­it­ies that bul­ly­ing was rife at the Academy. The new­comers were ques­tioned, and one of them said that Charlie Gor­don had hit him over the head with a clothes-brush. He had worked well, and his re­cord was on the whole a good one; but the au­thor­it­ies took a ser­i­ous view of the case, and held back his com­mis­sion for six months. It was ow­ing to this delay that he went into the Royal Engin­eers, in­stead of the Royal Ar­til­lery.

He was sent to Pem­broke, to work at the erec­tion of for­ti­fic­a­tions; and at Pem­broke those re­li­gious con­vic­tions, which never af­ter­wards left him, first gained a hold upon his mind. Under the in­flu­ence of his sis­ter Augusta and of a “very re­li­gious cap­tain of the name of Drew,” he began to re­flect upon his sins, look up texts, and hope for sal­va­tion. Though he had never been con­firmed—he never was con­firmed—he took the sac­ra­ment every Sunday; and he eagerly per­used the Price­less Dia­mond, Scott’s Com­ment­ar­ies, and The Re­mains of the Rev. R. McCheyne.


“No nov­els or worldly books,” he wrote to his sis­ter, “come up to the Com­ment­ar­ies of Scott. … I, re­mem­ber well when you used to get them in num­bers, and I used to laugh at them; but, thank God, it is dif­fer­ent with me now. I feel much hap­pier and more con­ten­ted than I used to do. I did not like Pem­broke, but now I would not wish for any pret­tier place. I have got a horse and gig, and Drew and my­self drive all about the coun­try. I hope my dear father and mother think of eternal things … Dearest Augusta, pray for me, I beg of you.”



He was twenty-one; the Crimean War broke out; and be­fore the year was over, he had man­aged to get him­self trans­ferred to Balaclava. Dur­ing the siege of Se­bastopol he be­haved with con­spicu­ous gal­lantry. Upon the de­clar­a­tion of peace, he was sent to Bes­sar­a­bia to as­sist in de­term­in­ing the fron­tier between Rus­sia and Tur­key, in ac­cord­ance with the Treaty of Paris; and upon this duty he was oc­cu­pied for nearly two years. Not long after his re­turn home, in 1860, war was de­clared upon Ch­ina. Cap­tain Gor­don was dis­patched to the scene of op­er­a­tions, but the fight­ing was over be­fore he ar­rived. Never­the­less, he was to re­main for the next four years in Ch­ina, where he was to lay the found­a­tions of ex­traordin­ary renown.

Though he was too late to take part in the cap­ture of the Taku Forts, he was in time to wit­ness the de­struc­tion of the Sum­mer Palace at Pek­ing—the act by which Lord El­gin, in the name of European civil­isa­tion, took ven­geance upon the bar­bar­ism of the East.

The war was over; but the Brit­ish Army re­mained in the coun­try, un­til the pay­ment of an in­dem­nity by the Chinese Govern­ment was com­pleted. A camp was formed at Ti­entsin, and Gor­don was oc­cu­pied in set­ting up huts for the troops. While he was thus en­gaged, he had a slight at­tack of small­pox. “I am glad to say,” he told his sis­ter, “that this dis­ease has brought me back to my Sa­viour, and I trust in fu­ture to be a bet­ter Chris­tian than I have been hitherto.”

Curi­ously enough a sim­ilar cir­cum­stance had, more than twenty years earlier, brought about a sin­gu­lar suc­ces­sion of events which were now upon the point of open­ing the way to Gor­don’s first great ad­ven­ture. In 1837, a vil­lage school­mas­ter near Can­ton had been at­tacked by ill­ness; and, as in the case of Gor­don, ill­ness had been fol­lowed by a re­li­gious re­vul­sion. Hong-Siu-Tsuen—for such was his name—saw vis­ions, went into ec­stas­ies, and entered into re­la­tions with the Deity. Shortly af­ter­wards, he fell in with a Meth­od­ist mis­sion­ary from Amer­ica, who in­struc­ted him in the Chris­tian re­li­gion. The new doc­trine, work­ing upon the mys­tical fer­ment already in Hong’s mind, pro­duced a re­mark­able res­ult. He was, he de­clared, the prophet of God; he was more—he was the Son of God; he was Tien Wang, the Ce­les­tial King; he was the younger brother of Je­sus. The times were pro­pi­tious, and pros­elytes soon gathered around him. Hav­ing con­ceived a grudge against the gov­ern­ment, ow­ing to his fail­ure in an ex­am­in­a­tion, Hong gave a polit­ical turn to his teach­ing, which soon de­veloped into a pro­pa­ganda of re­bel­lion against the rule of the Man­chus and the Mandar­ins. The au­thor­it­ies took fright, at­temp­ted to sup­press Hong by force, and failed. The move­ment spread. By 1850 the rebels were over­run­ning the pop­u­lous and flour­ish­ing delta of the Yangtse Ki­ang, and had be­come a for­mid­able force. In 1853 they cap­tured Nank­ing, which was hence­forth their cap­ital. The Tien Wang, es­tab­lished him­self in a splen­did palace, and pro­claimed his new evan­gel. His theo­gony in­cluded the wife of God, or the ce­les­tial Mother, the wife of Je­sus, or the ce­les­tial daugh­ter-in-law, and a sis­ter of Je­sus, whom he mar­ried to one of his lieu­ten­ants, who thus be­came the ce­les­tial son-in-law; the Holy Ghost, how­ever, was elim­in­ated.

His mis­sion was to root out demons and Man­chus from the face of the earth, and to es­tab­lish Taip­ing, the reign of eternal peace. In the mean­time, re­tir­ing into the depths of his palace, he left the fur­ther con­duct of earthly op­er­a­tions to his lieu­ten­ants, upon whom he be­stowed the title of Wangs (kings), while he him­self, sur­roun­ded by thirty wives and one hun­dred con­cu­bines, de­voted his en­er­gies to the spir­itual side of his mis­sion. The Taip­ing Re­bel­lion, as it came to be called, had now reached its fur­thest ex­tent. The rebels were even able to oc­cupy, for more than a year, the semi-European city of Shang­hai. But then the tide turned. The lat­ent forces of the Em­pire gradu­ally as­ser­ted them­selves. The rebels lost ground, their armies were de­feated, and in 1859 Nank­ing it­self was be­sieged, and the Ce­les­tial King trembled in his palace. The end seemed to be at hand, when there was a sud­den twist of For­tune’s wheel. The war of 1860, the in­va­sion of Ch­ina by European armies, their march into the in­terior, and their oc­cu­pa­tion of Pek­ing, not only saved the rebels from de­struc­tion, but al­lowed them to re­cover the greater part of what they had lost. Once more they seized upon the provinces of the delta, once more they men­aced Shang­hai. It was clear that the Im­per­ial army was in­com­pet­ent, and the Shang­hai mer­chants de­term­ined to provide for their own safety as best they could. They ac­cord­ingly got to­gether a body of troops, partly Chinese and partly European, and un­der European of­ficers, to which they en­trus­ted the de­fence of the town. This small force, which, after a few pre­lim­in­ary suc­cesses, re­ceived from the Chinese Govern­ment the title of the “Ever Vict­ori­ous Army,” was able to hold the rebels at bay, but it could do no more. For two years Shang­hai was in con­stant danger. The Taip­ings, stead­ily grow­ing in power, were spread­ing de­struc­tion far and wide. The Ever Vict­ori­ous Army was the only force cap­able of op­pos­ing them, and the Ever Vict­ori­ous Army was de­feated more of­ten than not. Its first European leader had been killed; his suc­cessor quar­relled with the Chinese Governor, Li Hung Chang, and was dis­missed. At last it was de­term­ined to ask the Gen­eral at the head of the Brit­ish Army of Oc­cu­pa­tion for the loan of an of­ficer to com­mand the force. The Eng­lish, who had been at first in­clined to fa­vour the Taip­ings, on re­li­gious grounds, were now con­vinced, on prac­tical grounds, of the ne­ces­sity of sup­press­ing them. It was in these cir­cum­stances that, early in 1863, the com­mand of the Ever Vict­ori­ous Army was offered to Gor­don. He ac­cep­ted it, re­ceived the title of Gen­eral from the Chinese au­thor­it­ies, and entered forth­with upon his new task. He was just thirty.

In eight­een months, he told Li Hung Chang, the busi­ness would be fin­ished; and he was as good as his word. The dif­fi­culties be­fore him were very great. A vast tract of coun­try was in the pos­ses­sion of the rebels—an area, at the low­est es­tim­ate, of 14,000 square miles with a pop­u­la­tion of 20,000,000. For cen­tur­ies this low-ly­ing plain of the Yangtse delta, rich in silk and tea, fer­til­ised by elab­or­ate ir­rig­a­tion, and covered with great walled cit­ies, had been one of the most flour­ish­ing dis­tricts in Ch­ina. Though it was now be­ing rap­idly ruined by the de­pred­a­tions of the Taip­ings, its stra­tegic strength was ob­vi­ously enorm­ous. Gor­don, how­ever, with the eye of a born gen­eral, per­ceived that he could con­vert the very fea­ture of the coun­try which, on the face of it, most fa­voured an army on the de­fence—its com­plic­ated geo­graph­ical sys­tem of in­ter­la­cing roads and wa­ter­ways, canals, lakes and rivers—into a means of of­fens­ive war­fare. The force at his dis­posal was small, but it was mo­bile. He had a pas­sion for map-mak­ing, and had already, in his leis­ure hours, made a care­ful sur­vey of the coun­try round Shang­hai; he was thus able to ex­ecute a series of man­oeuvres which proved fatal to the en­emy. By swift marches and coun­ter­marches, by sud­den at­tacks and sur­prises, above all by the dis­patch of armed steam­boats up the cir­cuit­ous wa­ter­ways into po­s­i­tions from which they could fall upon the en­emy in re­verse, he was able gradu­ally to force back the rebels, to cut them off piece­meal in the field, and to seize upon their cit­ies. But, bril­liant as these op­er­a­tions were, Gor­don’s mil­it­ary genius showed it­self no less un­mis­tak­ably in other dir­ec­tions. The Ever Vict­ori­ous Army, re­cruited from the rif­fraff of Shang­hai, was an ill-dis­cip­lined, ill-or­gan­ised body of about three thou­sand men, con­stantly on the verge of mutiny, sup­port­ing it­self on plun­der, and, at the slight­est pro­voca­tion, melt­ing into thin air. Gor­don, by sheer force of char­ac­ter, es­tab­lished over this in­co­her­ent mass of ruf­fi­ans an ex­traordin­ary as­cend­ancy. He drilled them with ri­gid sever­ity; he put them into a uni­form, armed them sys­tem­at­ic­ally, sub­sti­tuted pay for loot, and was even able, at last, to in­tro­duce reg­u­la­tions of a san­it­ary kind. There were some ter­rible scenes, in which the Gen­eral, alone, faced the whole furi­ous army, and quelled it: scenes of rage, des­per­a­tion, tower­ing cour­age, and sum­mary ex­e­cu­tion. Even­tu­ally he at­tained an al­most ma­gical prestige. Walk­ing at the head of his troops with noth­ing but a light cane in his hand, he seemed to pass through every danger with the scathe­less equan­im­ity of a demi­god. The Taip­ings them­selves were awed into a strange rev­er­ence. More than once their lead­ers, in a frenzy of fear and ad­mir­a­tion, ordered the sharp­shoot­ers not to take aim at the ad­van­cing fig­ure of the faintly smil­ing Eng­lish­man.

It is sig­ni­fic­ant that Gor­don found it easier to win battles and to crush mutin­eers than to keep on good terms with the Chinese au­thor­it­ies. He had to act in co­oper­a­tion with a large nat­ive force; and it was only nat­ural that the gen­eral at the head of it should grow more and more jeal­ous and angry as the Eng­lish­man’s suc­cesses re­vealed more and more clearly his own in­com­pet­ence. At first, in­deed, Gor­don could rely upon the sup­port of the Governor. Li Flung Chang’s ex­per­i­ence of Europeans had been hitherto lim­ited to low-class ad­ven­tur­ers, and Gor­don came as a rev­el­a­tion.


“It is a dir­ect bless­ing from Heaven,” he noted in his di­ary, “the com­ing of this Brit­ish Gor­don. … He is su­per­ior in man­ner and bear­ing to any of the for­eign­ers whom I have come into con­tact with, and does not show out­wardly that con­ceit which makes most of them re­pug­nant in my sight.”



A few months later, after he had ac­com­pan­ied Gor­don on a vic­tori­ous ex­ped­i­tion, the Mandarin’s en­thu­si­asm burst forth.


“What a sight for tired eyes,” he wrote, “what an elixir for a heavy heart—to see this splen­did Eng­lish­man fight! … If there is any­thing that I ad­mire nearly as much as the su­perb schol­ar­ship of Tseng Kuo­fan, it is the mil­it­ary qual­it­ies of this fine of­ficer. He is a glor­i­ous fel­low!”



In his emo­tion, Li Hung Chang ad­dressed Gor­don as his brother, de­clar­ing that he “con­sidered him worthy to fill the place of the brother who is de­par­ted. Could I have said more in all the words of the world?” Then some­thing happened which im­pressed and mys­ti­fied the sens­it­ive Ch­i­n­a­man.


“The Eng­lish­man’s face was first filled with a deep pleas­ure, and then he seemed to be think­ing of some­thing de­press­ing and sad; for the smile went from his mouth and there were tears in his eyes when he thanked me for what I had said. Can it be that he has, or has had, some great trouble in his life, and that he fights reck­lessly to for­get it, or that Death has no ter­rors for him?”



But, as time went on, Li Hung Chang’s at­ti­tude began to change. “Gen­eral Gor­don,” he notes in July, “must con­trol his tongue, even if he lets his mind run loose.” The Eng­lish­man had ac­cused him of in­triguing with the Chinese gen­eral, and of with­hold­ing money due to the Ever Vict­ori­ous Army. “Why does he not ac­cord me the hon­ours that are due to me, as head of the mil­it­ary and civil au­thor­ity in these parts?” By Septem­ber, the Governor’s earlier trans­ports have been re­placed by a more ju­di­cial frame of mind.


“With his many faults, his pride, his tem­per, and his never-end­ing de­mand for money, (for one is a noble man, and in spite of all I have said to him or about him) I will ever think most highly of him. … He is an hon­est man, but dif­fi­cult to get on with.”



Disagree­ments of this kind might per­haps have been tided over un­til the end of the cam­paign; but an un­for­tu­nate in­cid­ent sud­denly led to a more ser­i­ous quar­rel. Gor­don’s ad­vance had been fiercely con­tested, but it had been con­stant; he had cap­tured sev­eral im­port­ant towns; and in Octo­ber he laid siege to the city of Soo-chow, once one of the most fam­ous and splen­did in Ch­ina. In Decem­ber, its fall be­ing ob­vi­ously im­min­ent, the Taip­ing lead­ers agreed to sur­render it on con­di­tion that their lives were spared. Gor­don was a party to the agree­ment, and laid spe­cial stress upon his pres­ence with the Im­per­ial forces as a pledge of its ful­fil­ment. No sooner, how­ever, was the city sur­rendered than the rebel “Wangs” were as­sas­sin­ated. In his fury, it is said that Gor­don searched every­where for Li Hung Chang with a loaded pis­tol in his hand. He was con­vinced of the com­pli­city of the Governor, who, on his side, denied that he was re­spons­ible for what had happened.


“I asked him why I should plot, and go around a moun­tain, when a mere or­der, writ­ten with five strokes of the quill, would have ac­com­plished the same thing. He did not an­swer, but he in­sul­ted me, and said he would re­port my treach­ery, as he called it, to Shang­hai and Eng­land. Let him do so; he can­not bring the crazy Wangs back.”



The agit­ated Mandarin hoped to pla­cate Gor­don by a large gra­tu­ity and an Im­per­ial medal; but the plan was not suc­cess­ful.


“Gen­eral Gor­don,” he writes, “called upon me in his an­gri­est mood. He re­peated his former speeches about the Wangs. I did not at­tempt to ar­gue with him … He re­fused the 10,000 taels, which I had ready for him, and, with an oath, said that he did not want the Throne’s medal. This is show­ing the greatest dis­respect.”



Gor­don resigned his com­mand; and it was only with the ut­most re­luct­ance that he agreed at last to re­sume it. An ar­du­ous and ter­rible series of op­er­a­tions fol­lowed; but they were suc­cess­ful, and by June, 1864, the Ever Vict­ori­ous Army, hav­ing ac­com­plished its task, was dis­ban­ded. The Im­per­ial forces now closed round Nank­ing; the last hopes of the Tien Wang had van­ished. In the re­cesses of his seraglio, the Ce­les­tial King, judging that the time had come for the con­clu­sion of his mis­sion, swal­lowed gold leaf un­til he as­cen­ded to Heaven. In July, Nank­ing was taken, the re­main­ing chiefs were ex­ecuted, and the re­bel­lion was at an end. The Chinese Govern­ment gave Gor­don the highest rank in its mil­it­ary hier­archy, and in­ves­ted him with the yel­low jacket and the pea­cock’s feather. He re­jec­ted an enorm­ous of­fer of money; but he could not re­fuse a great gold medal, spe­cially struck in his hon­our by or­der of the Em­peror. At the end of the year he re­turned to Eng­land, where the con­queror of the Taip­ings was made a Com­pan­ion of the Bath.

That the Eng­lish au­thor­it­ies should have seen fit to re­cog­nise Gor­don’s ser­vices by the re­ward usu­ally re­served for in­dus­tri­ous clerks was typ­ical of their at­ti­tude to­wards him un­til the very end of his ca­reer. Per­haps if he had been ready to make the most of the wave of pop­ular­ity which greeted him on his re­turn—if he had ad­vert­ised his fame and, amid high circles, played the part of Chinese Gor­don in a be­com­ing man­ner—the res­ults would have been dif­fer­ent. But he was by nature fa­rouche; his soul re­vol­ted against din­ner parties and stiff shirts; and the pres­ence of ladies—es­pe­cially of fash­ion­able ladies—filled him with un­eas­i­ness. He had, be­sides, a deeper dread of the world’s con­tam­in­a­tions. And so, when he was ap­poin­ted to Gravesend to su­per­vise the erec­tion of a sys­tem of forts at the mouth of the Thames, he re­mained there quietly for six years, and at last was al­most for­got­ten. The forts, which were ex­tremely ex­pens­ive and quite use­less, oc­cu­pied his work­ing hours; his leis­ure he de­voted to acts of char­ity and to re­li­gious con­tem­pla­tion. The neigh­bour­hood was a poverty-stricken one, and the kind Co­l­onel, with his trip­ping step and simple man­ner, was soon a fa­mil­iar fig­ure in it, chat­ting with the sea­men, tak­ing pro­vi­sions to starving fam­il­ies, or vis­it­ing some bedrid­den old wo­man to light her fire. He was par­tic­u­larly fond of boys. Ragged street ar­abs and rough sailor-lads crowded about him. They were made free of his house and garden; they vis­ited him in the even­ings for les­sons and ad­vice; he helped them, found them em­ploy­ment, cor­res­pon­ded with them when they went out into the world. They were, he said, his Wangs. It was only by a sin­gu­lar aus­ter­ity of liv­ing that he was able to af­ford such a vari­ety of char­it­able ex­penses. The easy lux­ur­ies of his class and sta­tion were un­known to him: his clothes verged upon the shabby; and his frugal meals were eaten at a table with a drawer, into which the loaf and plate were quickly swept at the ap­proach of his poor vis­it­ors. Spe­cial oc­ca­sions de­man­ded spe­cial sac­ri­fices. When, dur­ing the Lan­cashire fam­ine, a pub­lic sub­scrip­tion was opened, find­ing that he had no ready money, he re­membered his Chinese medal, and, after ef­fa­cing the in­scrip­tion, dis­patched it as an an­onym­ous gift.

Ex­cept for his boys and his pau­pers, he lived alone. In his solitude, he ru­min­ated upon the mys­ter­ies of the uni­verse; and those re­li­gious tend­en­cies, which had already shown them­selves, now be­came a fixed and dom­in­at­ing factor in his life. His read­ing was con­fined al­most en­tirely to the Bible; but the Bible he read and re­read with an un­tir­ing, un­end­ing as­siduity. There, he was con­vinced, all truth was to be found; and he was equally con­vinced that he could find it. The doubts of philo­soph­ers, the in­vest­ig­a­tions of com­ment­at­ors, the smiles of men of the world, the dog­mas of Churches—such things meant noth­ing to the Co­l­onel. Two facts alone were evid­ent: there was the Bible, and there was him­self; and all that re­mained to be done was for him to dis­cover what were the Bible’s in­struc­tions, and to act ac­cord­ingly. In or­der to make this dis­cov­ery it was only ne­ces­sary for him to read the Bible over and over again; and there­fore, for the rest of his life, he did so.

The faith that he evolved was mys­tical and fa­tal­istic; it was also highly un­con­ven­tional. His creed, based upon the nar­row found­a­tions of Jew­ish Scrip­ture, eked out oc­ca­sion­ally by some Eng­lish evan­gel­ical manual, was yet wide enough to ig­nore every doc­trinal dif­fer­ence, and even, at mo­ments, to tran­scend the bounds of Chris­tian­ity it­self. The just man was he who sub­mit­ted to the Will of God, and the Will of God, in­scrut­able and ab­so­lute, could be served aright only by those who turned away from earthly de­sires and tem­poral tempta­tions, to rest them­selves whole­heartedly upon the in­dwell­ing Spirit. Hu­man be­ings were the trans­it­ory em­bod­i­ments of souls who had ex­is­ted through an in­fin­ite past, and would con­tinue to ex­ist through an in­fin­ite fu­ture. The world was van­ity; the flesh was dust and ashes.


“A man,” Gor­don wrote to his sis­ter, “who knows not the secret, who has not the in­dwell­ing of God re­vealed to him, is like this—[image: A circle enclosing two smaller circles, the top one containing the word Body, and the bottom one containing the word Soul.]. He takes the prom­ises and curses as ad­dressed to him as one man, and will not hear of there be­ing any birth be­fore his nat­ural birth, in any ex­ist­ence ex­cept with the body he is in. The man to whom the secret (the in­dwell­ing of God) is re­vealed is like this: [image: A circle enclosing two smaller circles, the top one containing the word Soul, and the bottom one containing the word Body.].



He ap­plies the prom­ises to one and the curses to the other, if dis­obedi­ent, which he must be, ex­cept the soul is en­abled by God to rule. He then sees he is not of this world; for when he speaks of him­self he quite dis­reg­ards the body his soul lives in, which is earthly.”

Such con­cep­tions are fa­mil­iar enough in the his­tory of re­li­gious thought: they are those of the her­mit and the fakir; and it might have been ex­pec­ted that, when once they had taken hold upon his mind, Gor­don would have been con­tent to lay aside the activ­it­ies of his pro­fes­sion, and would have re­lapsed at last into the com­plete re­tire­ment of holy med­it­a­tion. But there were other ele­ments in his nature which urged him to­wards a very dif­fer­ent course. He was no simple quiet­ist. He was an Eng­lish gen­tle­man, an of­ficer, a man of en­ergy and ac­tion, a lover of danger and the au­da­cit­ies that de­feat danger; a pas­sion­ate creature, flow­ing over with the self-as­sert­ive­ness of in­de­pend­ent judg­ment and the ar­bit­rary tem­per of com­mand.

Whatever he might find in his pocket-Bible, it was not for such as he to dream out his days in de­vout ob­scur­ity. But, con­veni­ently enough, he found noth­ing in his pocket-Bible in­dic­at­ing that he should. What he did find was that the Will of God was in­scrut­able and ab­so­lute; that it was man’s duty to fol­low where God’s hand led; and, if God’s hand led to­wards vi­ol­ent ex­cite­ments and ex­traordin­ary vi­cis­situdes, that it was not only fu­tile, it was im­pi­ous to turn an­other way. Fa­tal­ism is al­ways apt to be a double-edged philo­sophy; for while, on the one hand, it re­veals the minutest oc­cur­rences as the im­mut­able res­ult of a ri­gid chain of in­fin­itely pre­destined causes, on the other, it in­vests the wild­est in­co­her­ences of con­duct or of cir­cum­stance with the sanc­tity of eternal law. And Gor­don’s fa­tal­ism was no ex­cep­tion. The same doc­trine that led him to dally with omens, to search for proph­etic texts, and to ap­pend, in brack­ets, the apo­tro­paic ini­tials DV after every state­ment in his let­ters im­ply­ing fu­tur­ity, led him also to en­vis­age his moods and his de­sires, his passing reck­less whims and his deep un­con­scious in­stincts, as the mys­ter­i­ous mani­fest­a­tions of the in­dwell­ing God. That there was danger lurk­ing in such a creed he was very well aware. The grosser tempta­tions of the world—money and the vul­gar at­trib­utes of power—had, in­deed, no charms for him; but there were subtler and more in­sinu­at­ing al­lure­ments which it was not so easy to res­ist. More than one ob­server de­clared that am­bi­tion was, in real­ity, the es­sen­tial motive in his life: am­bi­tion, neither for wealth nor titles, but for fame and in­flu­ence, for the sway­ing of mul­ti­tudes, and for that kind of en­larged and in­tens­i­fied ex­ist­ence “where breath breathes most even in the mouths of men.” Was it so? In the depths of Gor­don’s soul there were in­ter­twin­ing con­tra­dic­tions—in­tric­ate re­cesses where ego­ism and re­nun­ci­ation melted into one an­other, where the flesh lost it­self in the spirit, and the spirit in the flesh. What was the Will of God? The ques­tion, which first be­came in­sist­ent dur­ing his re­tire­ment at Gravesend, never af­ter­wards left him; it might al­most be said that he spent the re­mainder of his life in search­ing for the an­swer to it. In all his odys­seys, in all his strange and agit­ated ad­ven­tures, a day never passed on which he neg­lected the voice of eternal wis­dom as it spoke through the words of Paul or So­lomon, of Jo­nah or Habakkuk. He opened his Bible, he read, and then he noted down his re­flec­tions upon scraps of pa­per, which, peri­od­ic­ally pinned to­gether, he dis­patched to one or other of his re­li­gious friends, and par­tic­u­larly his sis­ter Augusta. The pub­lished ex­tracts from these vo­lu­min­ous out­pour­ings lay bare the in­ner his­tory of Gor­don’s spirit, and re­veal the pi­ous vis­ion­ary of Gravesend in the rest­less hero of three con­tin­ents.

His se­clu­sion came to an end in a dis­tinctly provid­en­tial man­ner. In ac­cord­ance with a stip­u­la­tion in the Treaty of Paris, an in­ter­na­tional com­mis­sion had been ap­poin­ted to im­prove the nav­ig­a­tion of the Danube; and Gor­don, who had ac­ted on a sim­ilar body fif­teen years earlier, was sent out to rep­res­ent Great Bri­tain. At Con­stantinople, he chanced to meet the Egyp­tian min­is­ter, Nubar Pasha. The Governor­ship of the Equat­orial Provinces of the Sudan was about to fall va­cant; and Nubar offered the post to Gor­don, who ac­cep­ted it.


“For some wise design,” he wrote to his sis­ter, “God turns events one way or an­other, whether man likes it or not, as a man driv­ing a horse turns it to right or left without con­sid­er­a­tion as to whether the horse likes that way or not. To be happy, a man must be like a well-broken, will­ing horse, ready for any­thing. Events will go as God likes.”



And then fol­lowed six years of ex­traordin­ary, des­per­ate, un­ceas­ing, and un­grate­ful la­bour. The un­ex­plored and pes­ti­len­tial re­gion of Equat­oria, stretch­ing south­wards to the Great Lakes and the sources of the Nile, had been an­nexed to Egypt by the Khedive Is­mail, who, while he squandered his mil­lions on Parisian bal­let-dan­cers, dreamt strange dreams of glory and em­pire. Those dim tracts of swamp and forest in Cen­t­ral Africa were—so he de­clared—to be “opened up”; they were to re­ceive the bless­ings of civil­isa­tion, they were to be­come a source of eternal hon­our to him­self and Egypt. The slave-trade, which flour­ished there, was to be put down; the sav­age in­hab­it­ants were to be­come ac­quain­ted with free­dom, justice, and prosper­ity. In­cid­ent­ally, a gov­ern­ment mono­poly in ivory was to be es­tab­lished, and the place was to be made a pay­ing con­cern. Is­mail, hope­lessly in debt to a horde of European cred­it­ors, looked to Europe to sup­port him in his schemes. Europe, and, in par­tic­u­lar, Eng­land, with her pas­sion for ex­traneous phil­an­thropy, was not averse. Sir Samuel Baker be­came the first Governor of Equat­oria, and now Gor­don was to carry on the good work. In such cir­cum­stances it was only nat­ural that Gor­don should con­sider him­self a spe­cial in­stru­ment in God’s hand. To put his dis­in­ter­ested­ness bey­ond doubt, he re­duced his salary, which had been fixed at £10,000, to £2,000. He took over his new du­ties early in 1874, and it was not long be­fore he had a first hint of dis­il­lu­sion­ment. On his way up the Nile, he was re­ceived in state at Khar­toum by the Egyp­tian Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan, his im­me­di­ate of­fi­cial su­per­ior.

The func­tion ended in a pro­longed ban­quet, fol­lowed by a mixed bal­let of sol­diers and com­pletely na­ked young wo­men, who danced in a circle, beat time with their feet, and ac­com­pan­ied their ges­tures with a curi­ous sound of cluck­ing. At last the Aus­trian Con­sul, over­come by the ex­hil­ar­a­tion of the scene, flung him­self in a frenzy among the dan­cers; the Governor-Gen­eral, shout­ing with de­light, seemed about to fol­low suit, when Gor­don ab­ruptly left the room, and the party broke up in con­fu­sion.

When, 1,500 miles to the south­ward, Gor­don reached the seat of his gov­ern­ment, and the des­ol­a­tion of the Trop­ics closed over him, the ag­on­ising nature of his task stood fully re­vealed. For the next three years he struggled with enorm­ous dif­fi­culties—with the con­fused and hor­rible coun­try, the ap­palling cli­mate, the mad­den­ing in­sects and the loath­some dis­eases, the in­dif­fer­ence of sub­or­din­ates and su­per­i­ors, the sav­agery of the slave-traders, and the hatred of the in­hab­it­ants. One by one the small com­pany of his European staff suc­cumbed. With a few hun­dred Egyp­tian sol­diers he had to sup­press in­sur­rec­tions, make roads, es­tab­lish for­ti­fied posts, and en­force the gov­ern­ment mono­poly of ivory. All this he ac­com­plished; he even suc­ceeded in send­ing enough money to Cairo to pay for the ex­penses of the ex­ped­i­tion. But a deep gloom had fallen upon his spirit. When, after a series of in­cred­ible obstacles had been over­come, a steamer was launched upon the un­ex­plored Al­bert Ny­anza, he turned his back upon the lake, leav­ing the glory of its nav­ig­a­tion to his Italian lieu­ten­ant, Gessi. “I wish,” he wrote, “to give a prac­tical proof of what I think re­gard­ing the in­or­din­ate praise which is given to an ex­plorer.” Among his dis­tresses and self-mor­ti­fic­a­tions, he loathed the thought of all such hon­ours, and re­membered the at­ten­tions of Eng­lish so­ci­ety with a snarl.


“When, DV, I get home, I do not dine out. My re­min­is­cences of these lands will not be more pleas­ant to me than the Ch­ina ones. What I shall have done, will be what I have done. Men think giv­ing din­ners is con­fer­ring a fa­vour on you … Why not give din­ners to those who need them?”



No! His heart was set upon a very dif­fer­ent ob­ject.


“To each is al­lot­ted a dis­tinct work, to each a destined goal; to some the seat at the right hand or left hand of the Sa­viour. (It was not His to give; it was already given—Mat­thew xx, 23. Again, Ju­das went to ‘his own place’—Acts i, 25.) It is dif­fi­cult for the flesh to ac­cept: ‘Ye are dead, ye have naught to do with the world.’ How dif­fi­cult for any­one to be cir­cum­cised from the world, to be as in­dif­fer­ent to its pleas­ures, its sor­rows, and its com­forts as a corpse is! That is to know the re­sur­rec­tion.”



But the Holy Bible was not his only solace. For now, un­der the parch­ing African sun, we catch glimpses, for the first time, of Gor­don’s hand stretch­ing out to­wards stim­u­lants of a more ma­ter­ial qual­ity. For months to­gether, we are told, he would drink noth­ing but pure wa­ter; and then … wa­ter that was not so pure. In his fits of mel­an­choly, he would shut him­self up in his tent for days at a time, with a hatchet and a flag placed at the door to in­dic­ate that he was not to be dis­turbed for any reason whatever; un­til at last the cloud would lift, the sig­nals would be re­moved, and the Governor would re­appear, brisk and cheer­ful.

Dur­ing one of these re­tire­ments, there was grave danger of a nat­ive at­tack upon the camp. Co­l­onel Long, the Chief of Staff, ven­tured, after some hes­it­a­tion, to ig­nore the flag and hatchet, and to enter the for­bid­den tent. He found Gor­don seated at a table, upon which were an open Bible and an open bottle of brandy. Long ex­plained the cir­cum­stances, but could ob­tain no an­swer bey­ond the ab­rupt words—“You are com­mander of the camp”—and was ob­liged to re­tire, non­plussed, to deal with the situ­ation as best he could. On the fol­low­ing morn­ing, Gor­don, cleanly shaven, and in the full-dress uni­form of the Royal Engin­eers, entered Long’s hut with his usual trip­ping step, ex­claim­ing—“Old fel­low, now don’t be angry with me. I was very low last night. Let’s have a good break­fast—a little b. and s. Do you feel up to it?” And, with these veer­ing moods and dan­ger­ous res­tor­at­ives, there came an in­tens­i­fic­a­tion of the queer and vi­ol­ent ele­ments in the tem­per of the man.

His ec­cent­ri­cit­ies grew upon him. He found it more and more un­com­fort­able to fol­low the or­din­ary course. Of­fi­cial routine was an agony to him. His caustic and satir­ical hu­mour ex­pressed it­self in a style that astoun­ded gov­ern­ment de­part­ments. While he jibed at his su­per­i­ors, his sub­or­din­ates learned to dread the ex­plo­sions of his wrath. There were mo­ments when his pas­sion be­came ut­terly un­gov­ern­able; and the gentle sol­dier of God, who had spent the day in quot­ing texts for the edi­fic­a­tion of his sis­ter, would slap the face of his Arab aide-de-camp in a sud­den ac­cess of fury, or set upon his Alsa­tian ser­vant and kick him un­til he screamed.

At the end of three years, Gor­don resigned his post in Equat­oria, and pre­pared to re­turn home. But again Provid­ence in­ter­vened: the Khedive offered him, as an in­duce­ment to re­main in the Egyp­tian ser­vice, a po­s­i­tion of still higher con­sequence—the Governor-Gen­er­al­ship of the whole Sudan; and Gor­don once more took up his task. Another three years were passed in grap­pling with vast re­volt­ing provinces, with the in­erad­ic­able iniquit­ies of the slave-trade, and with all the com­plic­a­tions of weak­ness and cor­rup­tion in­cid­ent to an ori­ental ad­min­is­tra­tion ex­tend­ing over al­most bound­less tracts of sav­age ter­rit­ory which had never been ef­fect­ively sub­dued. His headquar­ters were fixed in the palace at Khar­toum; but there were vari­ous in­ter­ludes in his gov­ern­ment. Once, when the Khedive’s fin­ances had be­come pe­cu­li­arly em­broiled, he summoned Gor­don to Cairo to preside over a com­mis­sion which should set mat­ters to rights. Gor­don ac­cep­ted the post, but soon found that his situ­ation was un­ten­able. He was between the devil and the deep sea—between the un­scru­pu­lous cun­ning of the Egyp­tian Pashas, and the im­meas­ur­able im­mens­ity of the Khedive’s debts to his European cred­it­ors. The Pashas were anxious to use him as a re­spect­able mask for their own ne­far­i­ous deal­ings; and the rep­res­ent­at­ives of the European cred­it­ors, who looked upon him as an ir­re­spons­ible in­truder, were anxious simply to get rid of him as soon as they could. One of these rep­res­ent­at­ives was Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, whom Gor­don now met for the first time. An im­me­di­ate ant­ag­on­ism flashed out between the two men. But their hos­til­ity had no time to ma­ture; for Gor­don, baffled on all sides, and deser­ted even by the Khedive, pre­cip­it­ately re­turned to his Governor-Gen­er­al­ship. Whatever else Provid­ence might have de­creed, it had cer­tainly not de­cided that he should be a fin­an­cier.

His tastes and his tal­ents were in­deed of a very dif­fer­ent kind. In his ab­sence, a re­bel­lion had broken out in Dar­fur—one of the vast outly­ing provinces of his gov­ern­ment—where a nat­ive chief­tain, Zobeir, had erec­ted, on a basis of slave-traffic, a dan­ger­ous mil­it­ary power. Zobeir him­self had been lured to Cairo, where he was de­tained in a state of semi-cap­tiv­ity; but his son, Sulei­man, ruled in his stead, and was now de­fy­ing the Governor-Gen­eral. Gor­don de­term­ined upon a haz­ard­ous stroke. He moun­ted a camel, and rode, alone, in the blaz­ing heat, across eighty-five miles of desert, to Sulei­man’s camp. His sud­den ap­par­i­tion dumb­foun­ded the rebels; his im­per­i­ous bear­ing over­awed them; he sig­ni­fied to them that in two days they must dis­arm and dis­perse; and the whole host obeyed. Gor­don re­turned to Khar­toum in tri­umph. But he had not heard the last of Sulei­man. Fly­ing south­wards from Dar­fur to the neigh­bour­ing province of Bahr-el-Ghazal, the young man was soon once more at the head of a for­mid­able force. A pro­longed cam­paign of ex­treme dif­fi­culty and danger fol­lowed. Even­tu­ally, Gor­don, summoned again to Cairo, was ob­liged to leave to Gessi the task of fi­nally crush­ing the re­volt. After a bril­liant cam­paign, Gessi forced Sulei­man to sur­render, and then shot him as a rebel. The deed was to ex­er­cise a curi­ous in­flu­ence upon Gor­don’s fate. Though Sulei­man had been killed and his power broken, the slave-trade still flour­ished in the Sudan. Gor­don’s ef­forts to sup­press it re­sembled the pal­li­at­ives of an em­piric treat­ing the su­per­fi­cial symp­toms of some pro­found con­sti­tu­tional dis­ease. The root of the mal­ady lay in the slave-mar­kets of Cairo and Con­stantinople: the sup­ply fol­lowed the de­mand. Gor­don, after years of la­bour, might here and there stop up a spring or di­vert a trib­u­tary, but, some­how or other the wa­ters would reach the ri­ver­bed. In the end, he him­self came to re­cog­nise this. “When you have got the ink that has soaked into blot­ting-pa­per out of it,” he said, “then slavery will cease in these lands.” And yet he struggled des­per­ately on; it was not for him to mur­mur. “I feel my own weak­ness, and look to Him who is Almighty, and I leave the is­sue without in­or­din­ate care to Him.”

Re­lief came at last. The Khedive Is­mail was de­posed; and Gor­don felt at liberty to send in his resig­na­tion. Be­fore he left Egypt, how­ever, he was to ex­per­i­ence yet one more re­mark­able ad­ven­ture. At his own re­quest, he set out on a dip­lo­matic mis­sion to the Negus of Abyssinia. The mis­sion was a com­plete fail­ure. The Negus was in­tract­able, and, when his bribes were re­fused, furi­ous. Gor­don was ig­no­mini­ously dis­missed; every in­sult was heaped on him; he was ar­res­ted, and ob­liged to tra­verse the Abyssin­ian Moun­tains in the depth of winter un­der the es­cort of a sav­age troop of horse. When, after great hard­ships and dangers, he reached Cairo, he found the whole of­fi­cial world up in arms against him. The Pashas had de­term­ined at last that they had no fur­ther use for this hon­est and pe­cu­liar Eng­lish­man. It was ar­ranged that one of his con­fid­en­tial dis­patches should be pub­lished in the news­pa­pers; nat­ur­ally, it con­tained in­dis­cre­tions; there was a uni­ver­sal out­cry—the man was in­sub­or­din­ate, and mad. He de­par­ted un­der a storm of ob­lo­quy. It seemed im­possible that he should ever re­turn to Egypt. On his way home he stopped in Paris, saw the Eng­lish Am­bas­sador, Lord Ly­ons, and speedily came into con­flict with him over Egyp­tian af­fairs. There en­sued a heated cor­res­pond­ence, which was fi­nally closed by a let­ter from Gor­don, end­ing as fol­lows:


“I have some com­fort in think­ing that in ten or fif­teen years’ time it will mat­ter little to either of us. A black box, six feet six by three feet wide, will then con­tain all that is left of Am­bas­sador, or Cabinet Min­is­ter, or of your humble and obed­i­ent ser­vant.”



He ar­rived in Eng­land early in 1880 ill and ex­hausted; and it might have been sup­posed that after the ter­rible activ­it­ies of his African ex­ile he would have been ready to rest. But the very op­pos­ite was the case; the next three years were the most mouvementés of his life. He hur­ried from post to post, from en­ter­prise to en­ter­prise, from con­tin­ent to con­tin­ent, with a ver­ti­gin­ous rapid­ity. He ac­cep­ted the Priv­ate Sec­ret­ary­ship to Lord Ri­pon, the new Viceroy of In­dia, and, three days after his ar­rival at Bom­bay, he resigned. He had sud­denly real­ised that he was not cut out for a Priv­ate Sec­ret­ary, when, on an ad­dress be­ing sent in from some depu­ta­tion, he was asked to say that the Viceroy had read it with in­terest. “You know per­fectly,” he said to Lord Wil­liam Beres­ford, “that Lord Ri­pon has never read it, and I can’t say that sort of thing; so I will resign, and you take in my resig­na­tion.” He con­fessed to Lord Wil­liam that the world was not big enough for him, that there was “no king or coun­try big enough”; and then he ad­ded, hit­ting him on the shoulder, “Yes, that is flesh, that is what I hate, and what makes me wish to die.”

Two days later, he was off for Pek­ing. “Every­one will say I am mad,” were his last words to Lord Wil­liam Beres­ford; “but you say I am not.” The po­s­i­tion in Ch­ina was crit­ical; war with Rus­sia ap­peared to be im­min­ent; and Gor­don had been ap­pealed to in or­der to use his in­flu­ence on the side of peace. He was wel­comed by many old friends of former days, among them Li Hung Chang, whose dip­lo­matic views co­in­cided with his own. Li’s dip­lo­matic lan­guage, how­ever, was less un­con­ven­tional. In an in­ter­view with the Min­is­ters, Gor­don’s ex­pres­sions were such that the in­ter­preter shook with ter­ror, up­set a cup of tea, and fi­nally re­fused to trans­late the dread­ful words; upon which Gor­don snatched up a dic­tion­ary, and, with his fin­ger on the word “idiocy,” showed it to the startled Mandar­ins. A few weeks later, Li Hung Chang was in power, and peace was as­sured. Gor­don had spent two and a half days in Pek­ing, and was whirl­ing through Ch­ina, when a tele­gram ar­rived from the home au­thor­it­ies, who viewed his move­ments with un­eas­i­ness, or­der­ing him to re­turn at once to Eng­land. “It did not pro­duce a twit­ter in me,” he wrote to his sis­ter; “I died long ago, and it will not make any dif­fer­ence to me; I am pre­pared to fol­low the un­rolling of the scroll.” The world, per­haps, was not big enough for him; and yet how clearly he re­cog­nised that he was “a poor in­sect!” “My heart tells me that, and I am glad of it.”

On his re­turn to Eng­land, he tele­graphed to the Govern­ment of the Cape of Good Hope, which had be­come in­volved in a war with the Bas­utos, of­fer­ing his ser­vices; but his tele­gram re­ceived no reply. Just then, Sir Howard El­phin­stone was ap­poin­ted to the com­mand of the Royal Engin­eers in Maur­i­tius. It was a thank­less and in­sig­ni­fic­ant post; and, rather than ac­cept it, El­phin­stone was pre­pared to re­tire from the Army—un­less some other of­ficer could be in­duced, in re­turn for £800, to act as his sub­sti­tute. Gor­don, who was an old friend, agreed to un­der­take the work upon one con­di­tion: that he should re­ceive noth­ing from El­phin­stone; and ac­cord­ingly, he spent the next year in that re­mote and un­healthy is­land, look­ing after the bar­rack re­pairs and test­ing the drains.

While he was thus en­gaged, the Cape Govern­ment, whose dif­fi­culties had been in­creas­ing, changed its mind, and early in 1882, begged for Gor­don’s help. Once more he was in­volved in great af­fairs: a new field of ac­tion opened be­fore him; and then, in a mo­ment, there was an­other shift of the kal­eido­scope, and again he was thrown upon the world. Within a few weeks, after a vi­ol­ent quar­rel with the Cape au­thor­it­ies, his mis­sion had come to an end. What should he do next? To what re­mote corner or what enorm­ous stage, to what self-sac­ri­fi­cing drudger­ies or what re­sound­ing ex­ploits, would the hand of God lead him now? He waited, in an odd hes­it­a­tion. He opened the Bible, but neither the proph­ecies of Hosea nor the epistles to Timothy gave him any ad­vice. The King of the Bel­gians asked if he would be will­ing to go to the Congo. He was per­fectly will­ing; he would go whenever the King of the Bel­gians sent for him; his ser­vices, how­ever, were not re­quired yet. It was at this junc­ture that he betook him­self to Palestine. His stud­ies there were em­bod­ied in a cor­res­pond­ence with the Rev. Mr. Barnes, filling over 2,000 pages of ma­nu­script—a cor­res­pond­ence which was only put an end to when, at last, the sum­mons from the King of the Bel­gians came. He hur­ried back to Eng­land; but it was not to the Congo that he was be­ing led by the hand of God.



Gor­don’s last great ad­ven­ture, like his first, was oc­ca­sioned by a re­li­gious re­volt. At the very mo­ment when, ap­par­ently forever, he was shak­ing the dust of Egypt from his feet, Mahommed Ahmed was start­ing upon his ex­traordin­ary ca­reer in the Sudan. The time was pro­pi­tious for re­volu­tions. The ef­fete Egyp­tian Em­pire was hov­er­ing upon the verge of col­lapse. The enorm­ous ter­rit­or­ies of the Sudan were seeth­ing with dis­con­tent. Gor­don’s ad­min­is­tra­tion had, by its very vigour, only helped to pre­cip­it­ate the in­ev­it­able dis­aster. His at­tacks upon the slave-trade, his es­tab­lish­ment of a gov­ern­ment mono­poly in ivory, his hos­til­ity to the Egyp­tian of­fi­cials, had been so many shocks, shak­ing to its found­a­tions the whole rick­ety ma­chine. The res­ult of all his ef­forts had been, on the one hand, to fill the most power­ful classes in the com­munity—the deal­ers in slaves and, ivory—with a hatred of the gov­ern­ment, and on the other to awaken among the mass of the in­hab­it­ants a new per­cep­tion of the dis­hon­esty and in­com­pet­ence of their Egyp­tian mas­ters. When, after Gor­don’s re­moval, the rule of the Pashas once more as­ser­ted it­self over the Sudan, a gen­eral com­bus­tion be­came in­ev­it­able: the first spark would set off the blaze. Just then it happened that Mahommed Ahmed, the son of an in­sig­ni­fic­ant priest in Don­gola, hav­ing quar­relled with the Sheikh from whom he was re­ceiv­ing re­li­gious in­struc­tion, set up as an in­de­pend­ent preacher, with his headquar­ters at Abba Is­land, on the Nile, 150 miles above Khar­toum. Like Hong-Siu-Tsuen, he began as a re­li­gious re­former, and ended as a rebel king. It was his mis­sion, he de­clared, to purge the true Faith of its world­li­ness and cor­rup­tions, to lead the fol­low­ers of the prophet into the paths of chastity, sim­pli­city, and holi­ness; with the pur­it­an­ical zeal of a Calvin, be de­nounced jun­ket­ings and mer­ry­mak­ings, songs and dances, lewd liv­ing and all the de­lights of the flesh. He fell into trances, he saw vis­ions, he saw the prophet and Je­sus, and the An­gel Izrail ac­com­pa­ny­ing him and watch­ing over him forever. He proph­esied and per­formed mir­acles, and his fame spread through the land.

There is an an­cient tra­di­tion in the Mo­hammedan world, telling of a mys­ter­i­ous be­ing, the last in suc­ces­sion of the twelve holy Imams, who, un­touched by death and with­drawn into the re­cesses of a moun­tain, was destined, at the ap­point­ted hour, to come forth again among men. His title was the Mahdi, the guide; some be­lieved that he would be the fore­run­ner of the Mes­siah; oth­ers be­lieved that he would be Christ him­self. Already vari­ous Mah­dis had made their ap­pear­ance; sev­eral had been highly suc­cess­ful, and two, in me­di­eval times, had foun­ded dyn­asties in Egypt. But who could tell whether all these were not im­post­ors? Might not the twelfth Imam be still wait­ing, in mys­tical con­ceal­ment, ready to emerge, at any mo­ment, at the bid­ding of God? There were signs by which the true Mahdi might be re­cog­nised—un­mis­tak­able signs, if one could but read them aright. He must be of the fam­ily of the prophet; he must pos­sess mi­ra­cu­lous powers of no com­mon kind; and his per­son must be over­flow­ing with a pe­cu­liar sanc­tity. The pi­ous dwell­ers be­side those dis­tant wa­ters, where holy men by dint of a con­stant re­pe­ti­tion of one of the ninety-nine names of God, se­cured the pro­tec­tion of guard­ian an­gels, and where groups of de­votees, shak­ing their heads with a vi­ol­ence which would un­seat the reason of less ath­letic wor­ship­pers, at­tained to an ex­traordin­ary beatitude, heard with awe of the young preacher whose saint­li­ness was al­most more than mor­tal and whose mir­acles brought amazement to the mind. Was he not also of the fam­ily of the prophet? He him­self had said so, and who would dis­be­lieve the holy man? When he ap­peared in per­son, every doubt was swept away.

There was a strange splend­our in his pres­ence, an over­power­ing pas­sion in the tor­rent of his speech. Great was the wicked­ness of the people, and great was their pun­ish­ment! Surely their miser­ies were a vis­ible sign of the wrath of the Lord. They had sinned, and the cruel tax gather­ers had come among them, and the cor­rupt gov­ernors, and all the op­pres­sions of the Egyp­tians. Yet these things, “Too, should have an end. The Lord would raise up his chosen de­liverer; the hearts of the people would be pur­i­fied, and their en­emies would be laid low. The ac­cursed Egyp­tian would be driven from the land. Let the faith­ful take heart and make ready. How soon might not the long-pre­destined hour strike, when the twelfth Imam, the guide, the Mahdi, would re­veal him­self to the world?” In that hour, the right­eous “Would tri­umph and the guilty be laid low forever.” Such was the teach­ing of Mo­hammed Ahmed. A band of en­thu­si­astic dis­ciples gathered round him, eagerly wait­ing for the rev­el­a­tion which would crown their hopes. At last, the mo­ment came. One even­ing, at Abba Is­land, tak­ing aside the fore­most of his fol­low­ers, the Master whispered the portent­ous news. He was the Mahdi.

The Egyp­tian Governor-Gen­eral at Khar­toum, hear­ing that a re­li­gious move­ment was afoot, grew dis­quieted, and dis­patched an emis­sary to Abba Is­land to sum­mon the im­postor to his pres­ence. The emis­sary was cour­teously re­ceived. Mo­hammed Ahmed, he said, must come at once to Khar­toum. “Must!” ex­claimed the Mahdi, start­ing to his feet, with a strange look in his eyes. The look was so strange that the emis­sary thought it ad­vis­able to cut short the in­ter­view and to re­turn to Khar­toum empty-handed. Thereupon, the Governor-Gen­eral sent 200 sol­diers to seize the au­da­cious rebel by force. With his hand­ful of friends, the Mahdi fell upon the sol­diers and cut them to pieces. The news spread like wild­fire through the coun­try: the Mahdi had arisen, the Egyp­tians were des­troyed. But it was clear to the little band of en­thu­si­asts at Abba Is­land that their po­s­i­tion on the river was no longer ten­able. The Mahdi, de­cid­ing upon a second He­gira, re­treated south­west­ward, into the depths of Kor­do­fan.

The re­treat was a tri­umphal pro­gress. The coun­try, groan­ing un­der alien mis­gov­ern­ment and vi­brat­ing with re­li­gious ex­cite­ment, sud­denly found in this re­bel­li­ous prophet a ral­ly­ing-point, a hero, a de­liverer. And now an­other ele­ment was ad­ded to the forces of in­sur­rec­tion. The Bag­gara tribes of Kor­do­fan, cattle-own­ers and slave-traders, the most war­like and vig­or­ous of the in­hab­it­ants of the Sudan, threw in their lot with the Mahdi. Their power­ful Emirs, still smart­ing from the blows of Gor­don, saw that the op­por­tun­ity for re­venge had come. A holy war was pro­claimed against the Egyp­tian mis­be­liev­ers. The fol­low­ers of the Mahdi, dressed, in token of a new aus­ter­ity of liv­ing, in the jib­beh, or white smock of coarse cloth, patched with vari­ously shaped and col­oured patches, were rap­idly or­gan­ised into a for­mid­able army. Several at­tacks from Khar­toum were re­pulsed; and at last, the Mahdi felt strong enough to ad­vance against the en­emy. While his lieu­ten­ants led de­tach­ments into the vast provinces ly­ing to the west and the south—Dar­fur and Bahr-el-Ghazal—he him­self marched upon El Obeid, the cap­ital of Kor­do­fan. It was in vain that re­in­force­ments were hur­ried from Khar­toum to the as­sist­ance of the gar­rison: there was some severe fight­ing; the town was com­pletely cut off; and, after a six months’ siege, it sur­rendered. A great quant­ity of guns and am­muni­tion and £100,000 in spices fell into the hands of the Mahdi. He was mas­ter of Kor­do­fan: he was at the head of a great army; he was rich; he was wor­shipped. A dazzling fu­ture opened be­fore him. No pos­sib­il­ity seemed too re­mote, no for­tune too mag­ni­fi­cent. A vis­ion of uni­ver­sal em­pire hovered be­fore his eyes. Al­lah, whose ser­vant he was, who had led him thus far, would lead him on­ward still, to the glor­i­ous end.

For some months he re­mained at El Obeid, con­sol­id­at­ing his domin­ion. In a series of cir­cu­lar let­ters, he de­scribed his col­loquies with the Almighty and laid down the rule of liv­ing which his fol­low­ers were to pur­sue. The faith­ful, un­der pain of severe pun­ish­ment, were to re­turn to the as­cetic sim­pli­city of an­cient times. A crim­inal code was drawn up, met­ing out ex­e­cu­tions, mu­til­a­tions, and flog­gings with a bar­baric zeal. The blas­phemer was to be in­stantly hanged, the adulterer was to be scourged with whips of rhino­ceros hide, the thief was to have his right hand and his left foot hacked off in the mar­ket­place. No more were mar­riages to be cel­eb­rated with pomp and feast­ing, no more was the youth­ful war­rior to swag­ger with flow­ing hair; hence­forth, the be­liever must ban­quet on dates and milk, and his head must be kept shaved. Minor trans­gres­sions were pun­ished by con­fis­ca­tion of prop­erty or by im­pris­on­ment and chains. But the rhino­ceros whip was the fa­vour­ite in­stru­ment of chas­tise­ment. Men were flogged for drink­ing a glass of wine, they were flogged for smoking; if they swore, they re­ceived eighty lashes for every ex­plet­ive; and after eighty lashes it was a com­mon thing to die. Be­fore long, flog­ging grew to be so every­day an in­cid­ent that the young men made a game of it, as a test of their en­dur­ance of pain.

With this Spartan fe­ro­city there was mingled the glam­our and the mys­tery of the East. The Mahdi him­self, his four Khal­i­fas, and the prin­cipal Emirs, mas­ters of sud­den riches, sur­roun­ded them­selves with slaves and wo­men, with trains of horses and asses, with body guards and glit­ter­ing arms. There were ru­mours of de­baucher­ies in high places—of the Mahdi, for­get­ful of his own or­din­ances, rev­el­ling in the re­cesses of his harem, and quaff­ing date syrup mixed with ginger out of the sil­ver cups looted from the church of the Chris­ti­ans. But that im­pos­ing fig­ure had only to show it­self for the tongue of scan­dal to be stilled. The tall, broad-shouldered, majestic man, with the dark face and black beard and great eyes—who could doubt that he was the em­bod­i­ment of a su­per­hu­man power? Fas­cin­a­tion dwelt in every move­ment, every glance. The eyes, painted with an­ti­mony, flashed ex­traordin­ary fires; the ex­quis­ite smile re­vealed, be­neath the vig­or­ous lips, white up­per teeth with a V-shaped space between them—the cer­tain sign of for­tune. His turban was fol­ded with fault­less art, his jib­beh, speck­less, was per­fumed with san­dal­wood, musk, and at­tar of roses. He was at once all cour­tesy and all com­mand. Thou­sands fol­lowed him, thou­sands pros­trated them­selves be­fore him; thou­sands, when he lif­ted up his voice in sol­emn wor­ship, knew that the heav­ens were opened and that they had come near to God. Then all at once the on­beia—the ele­phant’s-tusk trum­pet—would give out its enorm­ous sound. The na­has—the brazen war drums—would sum­mon, with their weird rolling, the whole host to arms. The green flag and the red flag and the black flag would rise over the mul­ti­tude. The great army would move for­ward, col­oured, glisten­ing, dark, vi­ol­ent, proud, beau­ti­ful. The drunk­en­ness, the mad­ness of re­li­gion would blaze on every face; and the Mahdi, im­mov­able on his char­ger, would let the scene grow un­der his eyes in si­lence.

El Obeid fell in Janu­ary, 1883. Mean­while, events of the deep­est im­port­ance had oc­curred in Egypt. The rise of Ar­abi had syn­chron­ised with that of the Mahdi. Both move­ments were na­tion­al­ist; both were dir­ec­ted against alien rulers who had shown them­selves un­fit to rule. While the Sudanese were shak­ing off the yoke of Egypt, the Egyp­tians them­selves grew im­pa­tient of their own mas­ters—the Turk­ish and Cir­cas­sian Pashas who filled with their in­com­pet­ence all the high of­fices of state. The army led by Ahmed Ar­abi, a Co­l­onel of fel­lah ori­gin, mu­tinied, the Khedive gave way, and it seemed as if a new or­der were about to be es­tab­lished. A new or­der was in­deed upon the point of ap­pear­ing: but it was of a kind un­dreamt of in Ar­abi’s philo­sophy. At the crit­ical mo­ment, the Eng­lish Govern­ment in­ter­vened. An Eng­lish fleet bom­barded Al­ex­an­dria, an Eng­lish army landed un­der Lord Wolse­ley, and de­feated Ar­abi and his sup­port­ers at Tel-el-Ke­bir. The rule of the Pashas was nom­in­ally re­stored; but hence­forth, in ef­fect, the Eng­lish were mas­ters of Egypt.

Never­the­less, the Eng­lish them­selves were slow to re­cog­nise this fact: their gov­ern­ment had in­ter­vened un­will­ingly; the oc­cu­pa­tion of the coun­try was a merely tem­por­ary meas­ure; their army was to be with­drawn as soon as a tol­er­able ad­min­is­tra­tion had been set up. But a tol­er­able ad­min­is­tra­tion, presided over by the Pashas, seemed long in com­ing, and the Eng­lish army re­mained. In the mean­time, the Mahdi had entered El Obeid, and his domin­ion was rap­idly spread­ing over the greater part of the Sudan.

Then a ter­rible cata­strophe took place. The Pashas, happy once more in Cairo, pulling the old strings and grow­ing fat over the old flesh-pots, de­cided to give the world an un­mis­tak­able proof of their re­newed vigour. They would tol­er­ate the in­sur­rec­tion in the Sudan no longer; they would des­troy the Mahdi, re­duce his fol­low­ers to sub­mis­sion, and rees­tab­lish their own be­ne­fi­cent rule over the whole coun­try. To this end they col­lec­ted to­gether an army of 10,000 men, and placed it un­der the com­mand of Co­l­onel Hicks, a re­tired Eng­lish of­ficer. He was ordered to ad­vance and sup­press the re­bel­lion. In these pro­ceed­ings the Eng­lish Govern­ment re­fused to take any part. Un­able, or un­will­ing, to real­ise that, so long as there was an Eng­lish army in Egypt, they could not avoid the re­spons­ib­il­it­ies of su­preme power, they de­clared that the do­mestic policy of the Egyp­tian ad­min­is­tra­tion was no con­cern of theirs. It was a fatal er­ror—an er­ror which they them­selves, be­fore many weeks were over, were to be forced by the hard lo­gic of events to ad­mit. The Pashas, left to their own devices, mis­man­aged the Hicks ex­ped­i­tion to their hearts’ con­tent. The miser­able troops, swept to­gether from the rel­ics of Ar­abi’s dis­ban­ded army, were dis­patched to Khar­toum in chains. After a month’s drilling, they were pro­nounced to be fit to at­tack the fan­at­ics of the Sudan. Co­l­onel Hicks was a brave man; urged on by the au­thor­it­ies in Cairo, he shut his eyes to the danger ahead of him, and marched out from Khar­toum in the dir­ec­tion of El Obeid at the be­gin­ning of Septem­ber, 1883. Abandon­ing his com­mu­nic­a­tions, he was soon deep in the des­ol­ate wastes of Kor­do­fan. As he ad­vanced, his dif­fi­culties in­creased; the guides were treach­er­ous, the troops grew ex­hausted, the sup­ply of wa­ter gave out. He pressed on, and at last, on Novem­ber 5th, not far from El Obeid, the har­assed, faint­ing, al­most des­per­ate army plunged into a vast forest of gumtrees and mimosa scrub. There was a sud­den, ap­palling yell; the Mahdi, with 40,000 of his finest men, sprang from their am­bush. The Egyp­tians were sur­roun­ded, and im­me­di­ately over­powered. It was not a de­feat, but an an­ni­hil­a­tion. Hicks and his European staff were slaughtered; the whole army was slaughtered; 300 wounded wretches crept away into the forest.

The con­sequences of this event were felt in every part of the Sudan. To the west­ward, in Dar­fur, the Governor, Slatin Pasha, after a pro­longed and vali­ant res­ist­ance, was forced to sur­render, and the whole province fell into the hands of the rebels. South­wards, in the Bahr-el-Ghazal, Lupton Bey was shut up in a re­mote strong­hold, while the coun­try was over­run. The Mahdi’s tri­umphs were be­gin­ning to pen­et­rate even into the trop­ical re­gions of Equat­oria; the tribes were rising, and Emir Pasha was pre­par­ing to re­treat to­wards the Great Lakes. On the East, Os­man Digna pushed the in­sur­rec­tion right up to the shores of the Red Sea and laid siege to Suakin. Be­fore the year was over, with the ex­cep­tion of a few isol­ated and sur­roun­ded gar­ris­ons, the Mahdi was ab­so­lute lord of a ter­rit­ory equal to the com­bined area of Spain, France, and Ger­many; and his vic­tori­ous armies were rap­idly clos­ing round Khar­toum.

When the news of the Hicks dis­aster reached Cairo, the Pashas calmly an­nounced that they would col­lect an­other army of 10,000 men, and again at­tack the Mahdi; but the Eng­lish Govern­ment un­der­stood at last the grav­ity of the case. They saw that a crisis was upon them, and that they could no longer es­cape the im­plic­a­tions of their po­s­i­tion in Egypt. What were they to do? Were they to al­low the Egyp­tians to be­come more and more deeply in­volved in a ru­in­ous, per­haps ul­ti­mately a fatal, war with the Mahdi? And, if not, what steps were they to take?

A small minor­ity of the party then in power in Eng­land—the Lib­eral Party—were anxious to with­draw from Egypt al­to­gether and at once. On the other hand, an­other and a more in­flu­en­tial minor­ity, with rep­res­ent­at­ives in the Cabinet, were in fa­vour of a more act­ive in­ter­ven­tion in Egyp­tian af­fairs—of the de­lib­er­ate use of the power of Eng­land to give to Egypt in­ternal sta­bil­ity and ex­ternal se­cur­ity; they were ready, if ne­ces­sary, to take the field against the Mahdi with Eng­lish troops. But the great bulk of the party, and the Cabinet, with Mr. Glad­stone at their head, pre­ferred a middle course. Real­ising the im­prac­tic­al­ity of an im­me­di­ate with­drawal, they were nev­er­the­less de­term­ined to re­main in Egypt not a mo­ment longer than was ne­ces­sary, and, in the mean­time, to in­ter­fere as little as pos­sible in Egyp­tian af­fairs.

From a cam­paign in the Sudan con­duc­ted by an Eng­lish army they were al­to­gether averse. If, there­fore, the Eng­lish army was not to be used, and the Egyp­tian army was not fit to be used against the Mahdi, it fol­lowed that any at­tempt to re­con­quer the Sudan must be aban­doned; the re­main­ing Egyp­tian troops must be with­drawn, and in fu­ture mil­it­ary op­er­a­tions must be lim­ited to those of a strictly de­fens­ive kind. Such was the de­cision of the Eng­lish Govern­ment. Their de­term­in­a­tion was strengthened by two con­sid­er­a­tions: in the first place, they saw that the Mahdi’s re­bel­lion was largely a na­tion­al­ist move­ment, dir­ec­ted against an alien power, and, in the second place, the policy of with­drawal from the Sudan was the policy of their own rep­res­ent­at­ive in Egypt, Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, who had lately been ap­poin­ted Con­sul-Gen­eral at Cairo. There was only one ser­i­ous obstacle in the way—the at­ti­tude of the Pashas at the head of the Egyp­tian Govern­ment. The in­fatu­ated old men were con­vinced that they would have bet­ter luck next time, that an­other army and an­other Hicks would cer­tainly des­troy the Mahdi, and that, even if the Mahdi were again vic­tori­ous, yet an­other army and yet an­other Hicks would no doubt be forth­com­ing, and that they would do the trick, or, fail­ing that … but they re­fused to con­sider even­tu­al­it­ies any fur­ther. In the face of such op­pos­i­tion, the Eng­lish Govern­ment, un­will­ing as they were to in­ter­fere, saw that there was no choice open to them but to ex­er­cise pres­sure. They there­fore in­struc­ted Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, in the event of the Egyp­tian Govern­ment re­fus­ing to with­draw from the Sudan, to in­sist upon the Khedive’s ap­point­ing other Min­is­ters who would be will­ing to do so.

Mean­while, not only the gov­ern­ment, but the pub­lic in Eng­land were be­gin­ning to real­ise the alarm­ing nature of the Egyp­tian situ­ation. It was some time be­fore the de­tails of the Hicks ex­ped­i­tion were fully known, but when they were, and when the ap­palling char­ac­ter of the dis­aster was un­der­stood, a thrill of hor­ror ran through the coun­try. The news­pa­pers be­came full of art­icles on the Sudan, of per­sonal de­scrip­tions of the Mahdi, of agit­ated let­ters from col­on­els and cler­gy­men de­mand­ing ven­geance, and of ser­i­ous dis­cus­sions of fu­ture policy in Egypt. Then, at the be­gin­ning of the new year, alarm­ing mes­sages began to ar­rive from Khar­toum. Co­l­onel Co­et­lo­gon, who was in com­mand of the Egyp­tian troops, re­por­ted a men­acing con­cen­tra­tion of the en­emy. Day by day, hour by hour, af­fairs grew worse. The Egyp­tians were ob­vi­ously out­numbered: they could not main­tain them­selves in the field; Khar­toum was in danger; at any mo­ment, its in­vest­ment might be com­plete. And, with Khar­toum once cut off from com­mu­nic­a­tion with Egypt, what might not hap­pen? Co­l­onel Co­et­lo­gon began to cal­cu­late how long the city would hold out. Per­haps it could not res­ist the Mahdi for a month, per­haps for more than a month; but he began to talk of the ne­ces­sity of a speedy re­treat. It was clear that a cli­max was ap­proach­ing, and that meas­ures must be taken to fore­stall it at once. Ac­cord­ingly, Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, on re­ceipt of fi­nal or­ders from Eng­land, presen­ted an ul­ti­matum to the Egyp­tian Govern­ment: the Min­istry must either sanc­tion the evac­u­ation of the Sudan, or it must resign. The Min­istry was ob­stin­ate, and, on Janu­ary 7th, 1884, it resigned, to be re­placed by a more pli­able body of Pashas. On the same day, Gen­eral Gor­don ar­rived at Southamp­ton. He was over fifty, and he was still, by the world’s meas­ure­ments, an un­im­port­ant man. In spite of his achieve­ments, in spite of a cer­tain celebrity—for “Chinese Gor­don” was still oc­ca­sion­ally spoken of—he was un­re­cog­nised and al­most un­em­ployed.

He had spent a life­time in the du­bi­ous ser­vices of for­eign gov­ern­ments, punc­tu­ated by fu­tile drudger­ies at home; and now, after a long idle­ness, he had been sent for—to do what?—to look after the Congo for the King of the Bel­gians. At his age, even if he sur­vived the work and the cli­mate, he could hardly look for­ward to any sub­sequent ap­point­ment; he would re­turn from the Congo, old and worn out, to a red­brick villa and ex­tinc­tion. Such were Gen­eral Gor­don’s pro­spects on Janu­ary 7th, 1884. By Janu­ary 18th, his name was on every tongue, he was the fa­vour­ite of the na­tion, he had been de­clared to be the one liv­ing man cap­able of cop­ing with the per­ils of the hour; he had been chosen, with un­an­im­ous ap­proval, to per­form a great task; and he had left Eng­land on a mis­sion which was to bring him not only a bound­less pop­ular­ity, but an im­mor­tal fame. The cir­cum­stances which led to a change so sud­den and so re­mark­able are less eas­ily ex­plained than might have been wished. An am­bi­gu­ity hangs over them—an am­bi­gu­ity which the dis­cre­tion of em­in­ent per­sons has cer­tainly not di­min­ished. But some of the facts are clear enough.

The de­cision to with­draw from the Sudan had no sooner been taken than it had be­come evid­ent that the op­er­a­tion would be a dif­fi­cult and haz­ard­ous one, and that it would be ne­ces­sary to send to Khar­toum an emis­sary armed with spe­cial powers and pos­sessed of spe­cial abil­ity, to carry it out. Towards the end of Novem­ber, some­body at the War Of­fice—it is not clear who—had sug­ges­ted that this emis­sary should be Gen­eral Gor­don. Lord Gran­ville, the For­eign Sec­ret­ary, had thereupon tele­graphed to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing ask­ing whether, in his opin­ion, the pres­ence of Gen­eral Gor­don would be use­ful in Egypt; Sir Evelyn Bar­ing had replied that the Egyp­tian Govern­ment was averse to this pro­posal, and the mat­ter had dropped.

There was no fur­ther ref­er­ence to Gor­don in the of­fi­cial dis­patches un­til after his re­turn to Eng­land. Nor, be­fore that date, was any al­lu­sion made to him as a pos­sible un­rav­el­ler of the Sudan dif­fi­culty, in the Press. In all the dis­cus­sions which fol­lowed the news of the Hicks dis­aster, his name is only to be found in oc­ca­sional and in­cid­ental ref­er­ences to his work In the Sudan. The Pall Mall Gaz­ette, which, more than any other news­pa­per, in­ter­ested it­self in Egyp­tian af­fairs, al­luded to Gor­don once or twice as a geo­graph­ical ex­pert; but, in an enu­mer­a­tion of the lead­ing au­thor­it­ies on the Sudan, left him out of ac­count al­to­gether. Yet it was from the Pall Mall Gaz­ette that the im­pul­sion which pro­jec­ted him into a blaze of pub­li­city fi­nally came. Mr. Stead, its en­ter­pris­ing ed­itor, went down to Southamp­ton the day after Gor­don’s ar­rival there, and ob­tained an in­ter­view. Now when he was in the mood—after a little b. and s., es­pe­cially—no one was more cap­able than Gor­don, with his fa­cile speech and his free-and-easy man­ners, of fur­nish­ing good copy for a journ­al­ist; and Mr. Stead made the most of his op­por­tun­ity. The in­ter­view, co­pi­ous and poin­ted, was pub­lished next day in the most prom­in­ent part of the pa­per, to­gether with a lead­ing art­icle, de­mand­ing that the Gen­eral should be im­me­di­ately dis­patched to Khar­toum with the widest powers. The rest of the Press, both in Lon­don and in the provinces, at once took up the cry: Gen­eral Gor­don was a cap­able and en­er­getic of­ficer, he was a noble and God-fear­ing man, he was a na­tional as­set, he was a states­man in the highest sense of the word; the oc­ca­sion was press­ing and per­il­ous; Gen­eral Gor­don had been for years Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan; Gen­eral Gor­don alone had the know­ledge, the cour­age, the vir­tue, which would save the situ­ation; Gen­eral Gor­don must go to Khar­toum. So, for a week, the pa­pers sang in chorus. But already those in high places had taken a step. Mr. Stead’s in­ter­view ap­peared on the af­ter­noon of Janu­ary 9th, and on the morn­ing of Janu­ary 10th Lord Gran­ville tele­graphed to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, pro­pos­ing, for a second time, that Gor­don’s ser­vices should be util­ised in Egypt. But Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, for the second time, re­jec­ted the pro­posal.

While these mes­sages were flash­ing to and fro, Gor­don him­self was pay­ing a visit to the Rev. Mr. Barnes at the Vi­car­age of Heav­it­ree, near Exeter. The con­ver­sa­tion ran chiefly on Bib­lical and spir­itual mat­ters—on the light thrown by the Old Testa­ment upon the geo­graphy of Palestine, and on the re­la­tions between man and his Maker; but, there were mo­ments when top­ics of a more worldly in­terest arose. It happened that Sir Samuel Baker, Gor­don’s pre­de­cessor in Equat­oria, lived in the neigh­bour­hood. A meet­ing was ar­ranged, and the two ex-Governors, with Mr. Barnes in at­tend­ance, went for a drive to­gether. In the car­riage, Sir Samuel Baker, tak­ing up the tale of the Pall Mall Gaz­ette, dilated upon the ne­ces­sity of his friend’s re­turn­ing to the Sudan as Governor-Gen­eral. Gor­don was si­lent; but Mr. Barnes no­ticed that his blue eyes flashed, while an eager ex­pres­sion passed over his face. Late that night, after the Vi­car had re­tired to bed, he was sur­prised by the door sud­denly open­ing, and by the ap­pear­ance of his guest swiftly trip­ping into the room. “You saw me today?” the low voice ab­ruptly ques­tioned. “You mean in the car­riage?” replied the startled Mr. Barnes. “Yes,” came the reply; “you saw me—that was my­self—the self I want to get rid of.” There was a slid­ing move­ment, the door swung to, and the Vi­car found him­self alone again.

It was clear that a dis­turb­ing in­flu­ence had found its way into Gor­don’s mind. His thoughts, wan­der­ing through Africa, flit­ted to the Sudan; they did not linger at the Congo. Dur­ing the same visit, he took the op­por­tun­ity of call­ing upon Dr. Temple, the Bishop of Exeter, and ask­ing him, merely as a hy­po­thet­ical ques­tion, whether, in his opin­ion, Sudanese con­verts to Chris­tian­ity might be per­mit­ted to keep three wives. His Lord­ship answered that this would be un­ca­non­ical.

A few days later, it ap­peared that the con­ver­sa­tion in the car­riage at Heav­it­ree had borne fruit. Gor­don wrote a let­ter to Sir Samuel Baker, fur­ther elab­or­at­ing the opin­ions on the Sudan which he had already ex­pressed in his in­ter­view with Mr. Stead; the let­ter was clearly in­ten­ded for pub­lic­a­tion, and pub­lished it was in the Times of Janu­ary 14th. On the same day, Gor­don’s name began once more to buzz along the wires in secret ques­tions and an­swers to and from the highest quar­ters.

“Might it not be ad­vis­able,” tele­graphed Lord Gran­ville to Mr. Glad­stone, to put a little pres­sure on Bar­ing, to in­duce him to ac­cept the as­sist­ance of Gen­eral Gor­don?” Mr. Glad­stone replied, also by a tele­gram, in the af­firm­at­ive; and on the 15th, Lord Wolse­ley tele­graphed to Gor­don beg­ging him to come to Lon­don im­me­di­ately. Lord Wolse­ley, who was one of Gor­don’s old­est friends, was at that time Ad­jut­ant-Gen­eral of the Forces; there was a long in­ter­view; and, though the de­tails of the con­ver­sa­tion have never tran­spired, it is known that, in the course of it, Lord Wolse­ley asked Gor­don if he would be will­ing to go to the Sudan, to which Gor­don replied that there was only one ob­jec­tion—his prior en­gage­ment to the King of the Bel­gians. Be­fore night­fall, Lord Gran­ville, by private tele­gram, had “put a little pres­sure on Bar­ing.” “He had,” he said, “heard in­dir­ectly that Gor­don was ready to go at once to the Sudan on the fol­low­ing rather vague terms: His mis­sion to be to re­port to Her Majesty’s Govern­ment on the mil­it­ary situ­ation, and to re­turn without any fur­ther en­gage­ment. He would be un­der you for in­struc­tions and will send let­ters through you un­der fly­ing seal … He might be of use,” Lord Gran­ville ad­ded, “in in­form­ing you and us of the situ­ation. It would be pop­u­lar at home, but there may be coun­ter­vail­ing ob­jec­tions. Tell me,” such was Lord Gran­ville’s con­clud­ing in­junc­tion, “your real opin­ion.” It was the third time of ask­ing, and Sir Evelyn Bar­ing res­isted no longer.


“Gor­don,” he tele­graphed on the 16th, “would be the best man if he will pledge him­self to carry out the policy of with­draw­ing from the Sudan as quickly as is pos­sible, con­sist­ently with sav­ing life. He must also un­der­stand that he must take his in­struc­tions from the Brit­ish rep­res­ent­at­ive in Egypt … I would rather have him than any­one else, provided there is a per­fectly clear un­der­stand­ing with him as to what his po­s­i­tion is to be and what line of policy he is to carry out. Other­wise, not … Who­ever goes should be dis­tinctly warned that he will un­der­take a ser­vice of great dif­fi­culty and danger.”



In the mean­time, Gor­don, with the Sudan upon his lips, with the Sudan in his ima­gin­a­tion, had hur­ried to Brus­sels, to ob­tain from the King of the Bel­gians a re­luct­ant con­sent to the post­pone­ment of his Congo mis­sion. On the 17th he was re­called to Lon­don by a tele­gram from Lord Wolse­ley. On the 18th the fi­nal de­cision was made. “At noon,” Gor­don told the Rev. Mr. Barnes, Wolse­ley came to me and took me to the Min­is­ters. He went in and talked to the Min­is­ters, and came back and said: ‘Her Majesty’s Govern­ment wants you to un­der­take this. Govern­ment is de­term­ined to evac­u­ate the Sudan, for they will not guar­an­tee fu­ture gov­ern­ment. Will you go and do it?’ I said: ‘Yes.’ He said: ‘Go in.’ I went in and saw them. They said: ‘Did Wolse­ley tell you your or­ders?’ I said: ‘Yes.’ I said: ‘You will not guar­an­tee fu­ture gov­ern­ment of the Sudan, and you wish me to go up and evac­u­ate now.’ They said: ‘Yes’, and it was over.”

Such was the se­quence of events which ended in Gen­eral Gor­don’s last ap­point­ment. The pre­cise motives of those re­spons­ible for these trans­ac­tions are less easy to dis­cern. It is dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand what the reas­ons could have been which in­duced the gov­ern­ment, not only to over­ride the hes­it­a­tions of Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, but to over­look the grave and ob­vi­ous dangers in­volved in send­ing such a man as Gor­don to the Sudan. The whole his­tory of his life, the whole bent of his char­ac­ter, seemed to dis­qual­ify him for the task for which he had been chosen. He was be­fore all things a fighter, an en­thu­si­ast, a bold ad­ven­turer; and he was now to be en­trus­ted with the con­duct of an in­glori­ous re­treat. He was alien to the sub­tleties of civ­il­ised states­man­ship, he was un­amen­able to of­fi­cial con­trol, he was in­cap­able of the skil­ful man­age­ment of del­ic­ate situ­ations; and he was now to be placed in a po­s­i­tion of great com­plex­ity, re­quir­ing at once a cool judg­ment, a clear per­cep­tion of fact, and a fixed de­term­in­a­tion to carry out a line of policy laid down from above. He had, it is true, been Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan; but he was now to re­turn to the scene of his great­ness as the emis­sary of a de­feated and humbled power; he was to be a fu­git­ive where he had once been a ruler; the very suc­cess of his mis­sion was to con­sist in es­tab­lish­ing the tri­umph of those forces which he had spent years in tramp­ling un­der­foot. All this should have been clear to those in au­thor­ity, after a very little re­flec­tion. It was clear enough to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, though, with char­ac­ter­istic reti­cence, he had ab­stained from giv­ing ex­pres­sion to his thoughts. But, even if a gen­eral ac­quaint­ance with Gor­don’s life and char­ac­ter were not suf­fi­cient to lead to these con­clu­sions, he him­self had taken care to put their valid­ity bey­ond reas­on­able doubt. Both in his in­ter­view with Mr. Stead and in his let­ter to Sir Samuel Baker, he had in­dic­ated un­mis­tak­ably his own at­ti­tude to­wards the Sudan situ­ation. The policy which he ad­voc­ated, the state of feel­ing in which he showed him­self to be, was dia­met­ric­ally op­posed to the de­clared in­ten­tions of the gov­ern­ment. He was by no means in fa­vour of with­draw­ing from the Sudan; he was in fa­vour, as might have been sup­posed, of vig­or­ous mil­it­ary ac­tion. It might be ne­ces­sary to aban­don, for the time be­ing, the more re­mote gar­ris­ons in Dar­fur and Equat­oria; but Khar­toum must be held at all costs. To al­low the Mahdi to enter Khar­toum would not merely mean the re­turn of the whole of the Sudan to bar­bar­ism; it would be a men­ace to the safety of Egypt her­self. To at­tempt to pro­tect Egypt against the Mahdi by for­ti­fy­ing her south­ern fron­tier was pre­pos­ter­ous. “You might as well for­tify against a fever.” Ar­a­bia, Syria, the whole Mo­hammedan world, would be shaken by the Mahdi’s ad­vance. “In self-de­fence,” Gor­don de­clared to Mr. Stead, “the policy of evac­u­ation can­not pos­sibly be jus­ti­fied.” The true policy was ob­vi­ous. A strong man—Sir Samuel Baker, per­haps—must be sent to Khar­toum, with a large con­tin­gent of In­dian and Turk­ish troops and with two mil­lions of money. He would very soon over­power the Mahdi, whose forces would “fall to pieces of them­selves.” For in Gor­don’s opin­ion it was “an en­tire mis­take to re­gard the Mahdi as in any sense a re­li­gious leader”; he would col­lapse as soon as he was face to face with an Eng­lish gen­eral. Then the dis­tant re­gions of Dar­fur and Equat­oria could once more be oc­cu­pied; their ori­ginal sul­tans could be re­in­stated; the whole coun­try would be placed un­der civ­il­ised rule; and the slave-trade would be fi­nally ab­ol­ished. These were the views which Gor­don pub­licly ex­pressed on Janu­ary 9th and on Janu­ary 14th; and it cer­tainly seems strange that on Janu­ary 10th and on Janu­ary 14th, Lord Gran­ville should have pro­posed, without a word of con­sulta­tion with Gor­don him­self, to send him on a mis­sion which in­volved, not the re­con­quest, but the aban­don­ment of the Sudan; Gor­don, in­deed, when he was ac­tu­ally ap­proached by Lord Wolse­ley, had ap­par­ently agreed to be­come the agent of a policy which was ex­actly the re­verse of his own. No doubt, too, it is pos­sible for a sub­or­din­ate to sup­press his private con­vic­tions and to carry out loy­ally, in spite of them, the or­ders of his su­per­i­ors. But how rare are the qual­it­ies of self-con­trol and wis­dom which such a sub­or­din­ate must pos­sess! And how little reason there was to think that Gen­eral Gor­don pos­sessed them!

In fact, the con­duct of the gov­ern­ment wears so sin­gu­lar an ap­pear­ance that it has seemed ne­ces­sary to ac­count for it by some ul­terior ex­plan­a­tion. It has of­ten been as­ser­ted that the true cause of Gor­don’s ap­point­ment was the clam­our in the Press. It is said—among oth­ers, by Sir Evelyn Bar­ing him­self, who has given some­thing like an of­fi­cial sanc­tion to this view of the case—that the gov­ern­ment could not res­ist the pres­sure of the news­pa­pers and the feel­ing in the coun­try which it in­dic­ated; that Min­is­ters, car­ried off their feet by a wave of “Gor­don cultus,” were ob­liged to give way to the in­ev­it­able. But this sug­ges­tion is hardly sup­por­ted by an ex­am­in­a­tion of the facts. Already, early in Decem­ber, and many weeks be­fore Gor­don’s name had be­gun to fig­ure in the news­pa­pers, Lord Gran­ville had made his first ef­fort to in­duce Sir Evelyn Bar­ing to ac­cept Gor­don’s ser­vices. The first news­pa­per de­mand for a Gor­don mis­sion ap­peared in the Pall Mall Gaz­ette on the af­ter­noon of Janu­ary 9th; and the very next morn­ing, Lord Gran­ville was mak­ing his second tele­graphic at­tack upon Sir Evelyn Bar­ing. The feel­ing in the Press did not be­come gen­eral un­til the 11th, and on the 14th Lord Gran­ville, in his tele­gram to Mr. Glad­stone, for the third time pro­posed the ap­point­ment of Gor­don. Clearly, on the part of Lord Gran­ville at any rate, there was no ex­treme de­sire to res­ist the wishes of the Press. Nor was the gov­ern­ment as a whole by any means in­cap­able of ig­nor­ing pub­lic opin­ion; a few months were to show that, plainly enough. It is dif­fi­cult to avoid the con­clu­sion that if Min­is­ters had been op­posed to the ap­point­ment of Gor­don, he would never have been ap­poin­ted. As it was, the news­pa­pers were in fact fore­stalled, rather than fol­lowed, by the gov­ern­ment.

How, then, are we to ex­plain the gov­ern­ment’s ac­tion? Are we to sup­pose that its mem­bers, like the mem­bers of the pub­lic at large, were them­selves car­ried away by a sud­den en­thu­si­asm, a sud­den con­vic­tion that they had found their sa­viour; that Gen­eral Gor­don was the man—they did not quite know why, but that was of no con­sequence—the one man to get them out of the whole Sudan dif­fi­culty—they did not quite know how, but that was of no con­sequence either if only he were sent to Khar­toum? Doubt­less even Cabinet Min­is­ters are li­able to such im­pulses; doubt­less it is pos­sible that the Cabinet of that day al­lowed it­self to drift, out of mere lack of con­sid­er­a­tion, and judg­ment, and foresight, along the rapid stream of pop­u­lar feel­ing to­wards the in­ev­it­able catar­act. That may be so; yet there are in­dic­a­tions that a more def­in­ite in­flu­ence was at work. There was a sec­tion of the gov­ern­ment which had never be­come quite re­con­ciled to the policy of with­draw­ing from the Sudan. To this sec­tion—we may call it the im­per­i­al­ist sec­tion—which was led, in­side the Cabinet, by Lord Hart­ing­ton, and out­side by Lord Wolse­ley, the policy which really com­men­ded it­self was the very policy which had been out­lined by Gen­eral Gor­don in his in­ter­view with Mr. Stead and his let­ter to Sir Samuel Baker. They saw that it might be ne­ces­sary to aban­don some of the outly­ing parts of the Sudan to the Mahdi; but the pro­spect of leav­ing the whole province in his hands was highly dis­taste­ful to them; above all, they dreaded the loss of Khar­toum. Now, sup­pos­ing that Gen­eral Gor­don, in re­sponse to a pop­u­lar agit­a­tion in the Press, were sent to Khar­toum, what would fol­low? Was it not at least pos­sible that, once there, with his views and his char­ac­ter, he would, for some reason or other, re­frain from car­ry­ing out a policy of pa­cific re­treat? Was it not pos­sible that in that case he might so in­volve the Eng­lish Govern­ment that it would find it­self ob­liged, al­most im­per­cept­ibly per­haps, to sub­sti­tute for its policy of with­drawal a policy of ad­vance? Was it not pos­sible that Gen­eral Gor­don might get into dif­fi­culties, that he might be sur­roun­ded and cut off from Egypt? If that were to hap­pen, how could the Eng­lish Govern­ment avoid the ne­ces­sity of send­ing an ex­ped­i­tion to res­cue him? And, if an Eng­lish ex­ped­i­tion went to the Sudan, was it con­ceiv­able that it would leave the Mahdi as it found him? In short, would not the dis­patch of Gen­eral Gor­don to Khar­toum in­volve, al­most in­ev­it­ably, the con­quest of the Sudan by Brit­ish troops, fol­lowed by a Brit­ish oc­cu­pa­tion? And, be­hind all these ques­tions, a still lar­ger ques­tion loomed. The po­s­i­tion of the Eng­lish in Egypt it­self was still am­bigu­ous; the fu­ture was ob­scure; how long, in real­ity, would an Eng­lish army re­main in Egypt? Was not one thing, at least, ob­vi­ous—that if the Eng­lish were to con­quer and oc­cupy the Sudan, their evac­u­ation of Egypt would be­come im­possible?

With our present in­form­a­tion, it would be rash to af­firm that all, or any, of these con­sid­er­a­tions were present to the minds of the im­per­i­al­ist sec­tion of the gov­ern­ment. Yet it is dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that a man such as Lord Wolse­ley, for in­stance, with his know­ledge of af­fairs and his know­ledge of Gor­don, could have al­to­gether over­looked them. Lord Hart­ing­ton, in­deed, may well have failed to real­ise at once the im­plic­a­tions of Gen­eral Gor­don’s ap­point­ment—for it took Lord Hart­ing­ton some time to real­ise the im­plic­a­tions of any­thing; but Lord Hart­ing­ton was very far from be­ing a fool; and we may well sup­pose that he in­stinct­ively, per­haps sub­con­sciously, ap­pre­hen­ded the ele­ments of a situ­ation which he never for­mu­lated to him­self. However that may be, cer­tain cir­cum­stances are sig­ni­fic­ant. It is sig­ni­fic­ant that the go-between who ac­ted as the gov­ern­ment’s agent in its ne­go­ti­ations with Gor­don was an im­per­i­al­ist—Lord Wolse­ley. It is sig­ni­fic­ant that the “Min­is­ters” whom Gor­don fi­nally in­ter­viewed, and who ac­tu­ally de­term­ined his ap­point­ment were by no means the whole of the Cabinet, but a small sec­tion of it, presided over by Lord Hart­ing­ton. It is sig­ni­fic­ant, too, that Gor­don’s mis­sion was rep­res­en­ted both to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, who was op­posed to his ap­point­ment, and to Mr. Glad­stone, who was op­posed to an act­ive policy in the Sudan, as a mis­sion merely “to re­port”; while, no sooner was the mis­sion ac­tu­ally de­cided upon, than it began to as­sume a very dif­fer­ent com­plex­ion. In his fi­nal in­ter­view with the “Min­is­ters,” Gor­don we know (though he said noth­ing about it to the Rev. Mr. Barnes) threw out the sug­ges­tion that it might be as well to make him the Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan. The sug­ges­tion, for the mo­ment, was not taken up; but it is ob­vi­ous that a man does not pro­pose to be­come a Governor-Gen­eral in or­der to make a re­port.

We are in the re­gion of spec­u­la­tions; one other presents it­self. Was the move­ment in the Press dur­ing that second week of Janu­ary a genu­ine move­ment, ex­press­ing a spon­tan­eous wave of pop­u­lar feel­ing? Or was it a cause of that feel­ing, rather than an ef­fect? The en­gin­eer­ing of a news­pa­per agit­a­tion may not have been an im­possib­il­ity—even so long ago as 1884. One would like to know more than one is ever likely to know of the re­la­tions of the im­per­i­al­ist sec­tion of the gov­ern­ment with Mr. Stead.

But it is time to re­turn to the solid­ity of fact. Within a few hours of his in­ter­view with the Min­is­ters, Gor­don had left Eng­land forever. At eight o’clock in the even­ing, there was a little gath­er­ing of eld­erly gen­tle­men at Vict­oria Sta­tion. Gor­don, ac­com­pan­ied by Co­l­onel Ste­w­art, who was to act as his second-in-com­mand, tripped on to the plat­form. Lord Gran­ville bought the ne­ces­sary tick­ets; the Duke of Cam­bridge opened the rail­way-car­riage door. The Gen­eral jumped into the train; and then Lord Wolse­ley ap­peared, car­ry­ing a leather bag, in which was £200 in gold, col­lec­ted from friends at the last mo­ment for the con­tin­gen­cies of the jour­ney. The bag was handed through the win­dow. The train star­ted. As it did so, Gor­don leaned out and ad­dressed a last whispered ques­tion to Lord Wolse­ley. Yes, it had been done. Lord Wolse­ley had seen to it him­self; next morn­ing, every mem­ber of the Cabinet would re­ceive a copy of Dr. Samuel Clarke’s Scrip­ture Prom­ises. That was all. The train rolled out of the sta­tion.

Be­fore the trav­el­lers reached Cairo, steps had been taken which fi­nally put an end to the the­ory—if it had ever been ser­i­ously held—that the pur­pose of the mis­sion was simply the mak­ing of a re­port. On the very day of Gor­don’s de­par­ture, Lord Gran­ville tele­graphed to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing as fol­lows: “Gor­don sug­gests that it may be an­nounced in Egypt that he is on his way to Khar­toum to ar­range for the fu­ture set­tle­ment of the Sudan for the best ad­vant­age of the people.” Noth­ing was said of re­port­ing. A few days later, Gor­don him­self tele­graphed to Lord Gran­ville sug­gest­ing that he should be made Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan, in or­der to “ac­com­plish the evac­u­ation,” and to “re­store to the vari­ous sul­tans of the Sudan their in­de­pend­ence.” Lord Gran­ville at once au­thor­ised Sir Evelyn Bar­ing to is­sue, if he thought fit, a pro­clam­a­tion to this ef­fect in the name of the Khedive. Thus the mis­sion “to re­port” had already swollen into a Governor-Gen­er­al­ship, with the ob­ject, not merely of ef­fect­ing the evac­u­ation of the Sudan, but also of set­ting up “vari­ous sul­tans’ to take the place of the Egyp­tian Govern­ment.

In Cairo, in spite of the hos­til­it­ies of the past, Gor­don was re­ceived with every po­lite­ness. He was at once pro­claimed Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan, with the widest powers. He was on the point of start­ing off again on his jour­ney south­wards, when a sin­gu­lar and im­port­ant in­cid­ent oc­curred. Zobeir, the rebel chief­tain of Dar­fur, against whose forces Gor­don had struggled for years, and whose son, Sulei­man, had been cap­tured and ex­ecuted by Gessi, Gor­don’s lieu­ten­ant, was still de­tained at Cairo. It so fell out that he went to pay a visit to one of the Min­is­ters at the same time as the new Governor-Gen­eral. The two men met face to face, and, as he looked into the sav­age coun­ten­ance of his old en­emy, an ex­traordin­ary shock of in­spir­a­tion ran through Gor­don’s brain. He was seized, as he ex­plained in a State pa­per, which he drew up im­me­di­ately after the meet­ing, with a “mys­tic feel­ing” that he could trust Zobeir. It was true that Zobeir was “the greatest slave-hunter who ever ex­is­ted”; it was true that he had a per­sonal hatred of Gor­don, ow­ing to the ex­e­cu­tion of Sulei­man—“and one can­not won­der at it, if one is a father”; it was true that, only a few days pre­vi­ously, on his way to Egypt, Gor­don him­self had been so con­vinced of the dan­ger­ous char­ac­ter of Zobeir that he had re­com­men­ded by tele­gram his re­moval to Cyprus. But such con­sid­er­a­tions were ut­terly ob­lit­er­ated by that one mo­ment of elec­tric im­pact of per­sonal vis­ion; hence­for­ward, there was a rooted con­vic­tion in Gor­don’s mind that Zobeir was to be trus­ted, that Zobeir must join him at Khar­toum, that Zobeir’s pres­ence would para­lyse the Mahdi, that Zobeir must suc­ceed him in the gov­ern­ment of the coun­try after the evac­u­ation. Did not Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, too, have the mys­tic feel­ing? Sir Evelyn Bar­ing con­fessed that he had not. He dis­trus­ted mys­tic feel­ings. Zobeir, no doubt, might pos­sibly be use­ful; but, be­fore de­cid­ing upon so im­port­ant a mat­ter, it was ne­ces­sary to re­flect and to con­sult.

In the mean­time, fail­ing Zobeir, some­thing might per­haps be done with the Emir Ab­dul Shakur, the heir of the Dar­fur Sultans. The Emir, who had been liv­ing in do­mestic re­tire­ment in Cairo, was with some dif­fi­culty dis­covered, given £2,000, an em­broidered uni­form, to­gether with the largest dec­or­a­tion that could be found, and in­formed that he was to start at once with Gen­eral Gor­don for the Sudan, where it would be his duty to oc­cupy the province of Dar­fur, after driv­ing out the forces of the Mahdi. The poor man begged for a little delay; but no delay could be gran­ted. He hur­ried to the rail­way sta­tion in his frock coat and fez, and rather the worse for li­quor. Several ex­tra car­riages for his twenty-three wives and a large quant­ity of lug­gage had then to be hitched on to the Governor-Gen­eral’s train; and at the last mo­ment some com­mo­tion was caused by the un­ac­count­able dis­ap­pear­ance of his em­broidered uni­form. It was found, but his troubles were not over. On the steamer, Gen­eral Gor­don was very rude to him, and he drowned his chag­rin in hot rum and wa­ter. At As­suan he dis­em­barked, de­clar­ing that he would go no farther. Even­tu­ally, how­ever, he got as far as Don­gola, whence, after a stay of a few months, he re­turned with his fam­ily to Cairo.

In spite of this little contretemps, Gor­don was in the highest spir­its. At last his ca­pa­cit­ies had been re­cog­nised by his coun­try­men; at last he had been en­trus­ted with a task great enough to sat­isfy even his de­sires. He was already fam­ous; he would soon be glor­i­ous. Look­ing out once more over the fa­mil­iar desert, he felt the search­ings of his con­science stilled by the mani­fest cer­tainty that it was for this that Provid­ence had been re­serving him through all these years of la­bour and of sor­row for this! What was the Mahdi to stand up against him! A thou­sand schemes, a thou­sand pos­sib­il­it­ies sprang to life in his pul­lu­lat­ing brain. A new in­tox­ic­a­tion car­ried him away. “Il faut être tou­jours ivre. Tout est là: c’est l’unique ques­tion.” Little though he knew it, Gor­don was a dis­ciple of Baudelaire. “Pour ne pas sen­tir l’hor­rible fardeau du Temps qui brise vos epaules et vous penche vers la terre, il faut vous enivrer sans trêve.” Yes—but how feeble were those gross re­sources of the miser­able Ab­dul-Shakur! Rum? Brandy? Oh, he knew all about them; they were noth­ing. He tossed off a glass. They were noth­ing at all. The true drunk­en­ness lay else­where. He seized a pa­per and pen­cil, and dashed down a tele­gram to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing. Another thought struck him, and an­other tele­gram fol­lowed. And an­other, and yet an­other. He had made up his mind; he would visit the Mahdi in per­son, and alone. He might do that; or he might re­tire to the Equator. He would de­cidedly re­tire to the Equator, and hand over the Bahr-el-Ghazal province to the King of the Bel­gians. A whole flock of tele­grams flew to Cairo from every stop­ping-place. Sir Evelyn Bar­ing was pa­tient and dis­crete; he could be trus­ted with such con­fid­ences; but un­for­tu­nately Gor­don’s strange ex­hil­ar­a­tion found other out­lets. At Ber­ber, in the course of a speech to the as­sembled chiefs, he re­vealed the in­ten­tion of the Egyp­tian Govern­ment to with­draw from the Sudan. The news was every­where in a mo­ment, and the res­ults were dis­astrous. The tribes­men, whom fear and in­terest had still kept loyal, per­ceived that they need look no more for help or pun­ish­ment from Egypt, and began to turn their eyes to­wards the rising sun.

Never­the­less, for the mo­ment, the pro­spect wore a fa­vour­able ap­pear­ance. The Governor-Gen­eral was wel­comed at every stage of his jour­ney, and on Febru­ary 18th he made a tri­umphal entry into Khar­toum. The feeble gar­rison, the panic-stricken in­hab­it­ants, hailed him as a de­liverer. Surely they need fear no more, now that the great Eng­lish Pasha had come among them. His first acts seemed to show that a new and happy era had be­gun. Taxes were re­mit­ted, the bonds of the usurers were des­troyed, the vic­tims of Egyp­tian in­justice were set free from the pris­ons; the im­me­morial in­stru­ments of tor­ture—the stocks and the whips and the brand­ing-irons were broken to pieces in the pub­lic square. A bolder meas­ure had been already taken. A pro­clam­a­tion had been is­sued sanc­tion­ing slavery in the Sudan. Gor­don, ar­guing that he was power­less to do away with the odi­ous in­sti­tu­tion, which, as soon as the with­drawal was car­ried out, would in­ev­it­ably be­come uni­ver­sal, had de­cided to reap what be­ne­fit he could from the pub­lic aban­don­ment of an un­pop­u­lar policy. At Khar­toum the an­nounce­ment was re­ceived with en­thu­si­asm, but it caused con­sid­er­able per­turb­a­tion in Eng­land. The Chris­tian hero, who had spent so many years of his life in sup­press­ing slavery, was now sud­denly found to be us­ing his high powers to set it up again. The Anti-Slavery So­ci­ety made a men­acing move­ment, but the gov­ern­ment showed a bold front, and the pop­u­lar be­lief in Gor­don’s in­fal­lib­il­ity car­ried the day.

He him­self was still ra­di­ant. Nor, amid the ju­bil­a­tion and the de­vo­tion which sur­roun­ded him, did he for­get higher things. In all this tur­moil, he told his sis­ter, he was “sup­por­ted.” He gave in­junc­tions that his Egyp­tian troops should have reg­u­lar morn­ing and even­ing pray­ers; “they wor­ship one God,” he said, “Je­hovah.” And he ordered an Ar­abic text, “God rules the hearts of all men,” to be put up over the chair of state in his audi­ence cham­ber. As the days went by, he began to feel at home again in the huge palace which he knew so well. The glare and the heat of that south­ern at­mo­sphere, the move­ment of the crowded city, the dark-faced popu­lace, the sol­diers and the sup­pli­ants, the reawakened con­scious­ness of power, the glam­our and the mys­tery of the whole strange scene—these things seized upon him, en­gulfed him, and worked a new trans­form­a­tion on his in­tox­ic­ated heart. Eng­land, with its com­plic­a­tions and its policies, be­came an empty vis­ion to him; Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, with his cau­tions and saga­cit­ies, hardly more than a tire­some name. He was Gor­don Pasha, he was the Governor-Gen­eral, he was the ruler of the Sudan. He was among his people—his own people, and it was to them only that he was re­spons­ible—to them, and to God. Was he to let them fall without a blow into the clutches of a san­guin­ary im­postor? Never! He was there to pre­vent that. The dis­tant gov­ern­ments might mut­ter some­thing about “evac­u­ation”; his thoughts were else­where. He poured them into his tele­grams, and Sir Evelyn Bar­ing sat aghast. The man who had left Lon­don a month be­fore, with in­struc­tions to “re­port upon the best means of ef­fect­ing the evac­u­ation of the Sudan,” was now openly talk­ing of “smash­ing up the Mahdi” with the aid of Brit­ish and In­dian troops. Sir Evelyn Bar­ing coun­ted upon his fin­gers the vari­ous stages of this ex­traordin­ary de­vel­op­ment in Gen­eral Gor­don’s opin­ions. But he might have saved him­self the trouble, for, in fact, it was less a de­vel­op­ment than a re­ver­sion. Under the stress of the ex­cite­ments and the real­it­ies of his situ­ation at Khar­toum, the policy which Gor­don was now pro­pos­ing to carry out had come to tally, in every par­tic­u­lar, with the policy which he had ori­gin­ally ad­voc­ated with such vig­or­ous con­vic­tion in the pages of the Pall Mall Gaz­ette.

Nor was the ad­op­tion of that policy by the Eng­lish Govern­ment by any means out of the ques­tion. For, in the mean­time, events had been tak­ing place in the Eastern Sudan, in the neigh­bour­hood of the Red Sea port of Suakin, which were to have a de­cis­ive ef­fect upon the pro­spects of Khar­toum. Gen­eral Baker, the brother of Sir Samuel Baker, at­tempt­ing to re­lieve the be­lea­guered gar­ris­ons of Sinkat and Tokar, had rashly at­tacked the forces of Os­man Digna, had been de­feated, and ob­liged to re­tire. Sinkat and Tokar had then fallen into the hands of the Mahdi’s gen­eral. There was a great out­cry in Eng­land, and a wave of war­like feel­ing passed over the coun­try. Lord Wolse­ley at once drew up a memor­andum ad­voc­at­ing the an­nex­a­tion of the Sudan. In the House of Com­mons even Lib­er­als began to de­mand ven­geance and mil­it­ary ac­tion, whereupon the gov­ern­ment dis­patched Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham with a con­sid­er­able Brit­ish force to Suakin. Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham ad­vanced, and in the battles of El Teb and Tamai in­flic­ted two bloody de­feats upon the Mahdi’s forces. It al­most seemed as if the gov­ern­ment was now com­mit­ted to a policy of in­ter­fer­ence and con­quest; as if the im­per­i­al­ist sec­tion of the Cabinet were at last to have their way. The dis­patch of Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham co­in­cided with Gor­don’s sud­den de­mand for Brit­ish and In­dian troops with which to “smash up the Mahdi.” The busi­ness, he as­sured Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, in a stream of tele­grams, could very eas­ily be done. It made him sick, he said, to see him­self held in check and the people of the Sudan tyr­an­nised over by “a feeble lot of stink­ing Der­vishes.” Let Zobeir at once be sent down to him, and all would be well.

The ori­ginal sul­tans of the coun­try had un­for­tu­nately proved dis­ap­point­ing. Their place should be taken by Zobeir. After the Mahdi had been smashed up, Zobeir should rule the Sudan as a sub­sid­ised vas­sal of Eng­land, on a sim­ilar foot­ing to that of the Amir of Afgh­anistan. The plan was per­haps feas­ible; but it was clearly in­com­pat­ible with the policy of evac­u­ation, as it had been hitherto laid down by the Eng­lish Govern­ment. Should they re­verse that policy? Should they ap­point Zobeir, re­in­force Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham, and smash up the Mahdi? They could not make up their minds. So far as Zobeir was con­cerned, there were two coun­ter­bal­an­cing con­sid­er­a­tions; on the one hand, Evelyn Bar­ing now de­clared that he was in fa­vour of the ap­point­ment; but, on the other hand, would Eng­lish pub­lic opin­ion con­sent to a man, de­scribed by Gor­don him­self as “the greatest slave-hunter who ever ex­is­ted,” be­ing given an Eng­lish sub­sidy and the con­trol of the Sudan? While the Cabinet was waver­ing, Gor­don took a fatal step. The delay was in­tol­er­able, and one even­ing, in a rage, he re­vealed his de­sire for Zobeir—which had hitherto been kept a pro­found of­fi­cial secret—to Mr. Power, the Eng­lish Con­sul at Khar­toum, and the spe­cial cor­res­pond­ent of the Times. Per­haps he cal­cu­lated that the pub­lic an­nounce­ment of his wishes would ob­lige the gov­ern­ment to yield to them; if so, he was com­pletely mis­taken, for the res­ult was the very re­verse. The coun­try, already startled by the pro­clam­a­tion in fa­vour of slavery, could not swal­low Zobeir. The Anti-Slavery So­ci­ety set on foot a vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion, opin­ion in the House of Com­mons sud­denly stiffened, and the Cabinet, by a sub­stan­tial ma­jor­ity, de­cided that Zobeir should re­main in Cairo. The im­per­i­al­ist wave had risen high, but it had not risen high enough; and now it was rap­idly sub­sid­ing. The gov­ern­ment’s next ac­tion was de­cis­ive. Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham and his Brit­ish Army were with­drawn from the Sudan.

The crit­ical fort­night dur­ing which these events took place was the first fort­night of March. By the close of it, Gor­don’s po­s­i­tion had un­der­gone a rapid and ter­rible change. Not only did he find him­self de­prived, by the de­cision of the gov­ern­ment, both of the hope of Zobeir’s as­sist­ance and of the pro­spect of smash­ing up the Mahdi with the aid of Brit­ish troops; the mil­it­ary move­ments in the Eastern Sudan pro­duced, at the very same mo­ment, a yet more fatal con­sequence. The ad­her­ents of the Mahdi had been maddened, they had not been crushed, by Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham’s vic­tor­ies. When, im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards, the Eng­lish with­drew to Suakin, from which they never again emerged, the in­fer­ence seemed ob­vi­ous; they had been de­feated, and their power was at an end. The war­like tribes to the north and the north­east of Khar­toum had long been waver­ing. They now hes­it­ated no longer, and joined the Mahdi. From that mo­ment—it was less than a month from Gor­don’s ar­rival at Khar­toum—the situ­ation of the town was des­per­ate. The line of com­mu­nic­a­tions was cut. Though it still might be pos­sible for oc­ca­sional nat­ive mes­sen­gers, or for a few in­di­vidu­als on an armed steamer, to win their way down the river into Egypt, the re­moval of a large num­ber of per­sons—the loyal in­hab­it­ants or the Egyp­tian gar­rison—was hence­for­ward an im­possib­il­ity. The whole scheme of the Gor­don mis­sion had ir­re­medi­ably col­lapsed; worse still, Gor­don him­self, so far from hav­ing ef­fected the evac­u­ation of the Sudan, was sur­roun­ded by the en­emy. “The ques­tion now is,” Sir Evelyn Bar­ing told Lord Gran­ville, on March 24th, “how to get Gen­eral Gor­don and Co­l­onel Ste­w­art away from Khar­toum.”

The ac­tual con­di­tion of the town, how­ever, was not, from a mil­it­ary point of view, so ser­i­ous as Co­l­onel Co­et­lo­gon, in the first mo­ments of panic after the Hicks dis­aster, had sup­posed. Gor­don was of opin­ion that it was cap­able of sus­tain­ing a siege of many months. With his usual vigour, he had already be­gun to pre­pare an elab­or­ate sys­tem of earth­works, mines, and wire en­tan­gle­ments. There was a five or six months’ sup­ply of food, there was a great quant­ity of am­muni­tion, the gar­rison numbered about 8,000 men. There were, be­sides, nine small paddle-wheel steam­ers, hitherto used for pur­poses of com­mu­nic­a­tion along the Nile, which, fit­ted with guns and pro­tec­ted by metal plates, were of con­sid­er­able mil­it­ary value. “We are all right,” Gor­don told his sis­ter on March 15th. “We shall, DV, go on for months.” So far, at any rate, there was no cause for des­pair. But the ef­fer­ves­cent hap­pi­ness of three weeks since had van­ished. Gloom, doubt, dis­il­lu­sion­ment, self-ques­tion­ing, had swooped down again upon their vic­tim.


“Either I must be­lieve He does all things in mercy and love, or else I dis­be­lieve His ex­ist­ence; there is no half way in the mat­ter. What holes do I not put my­self into! And for what? So mixed are my ideas. I be­lieve am­bi­tion put me here in this ruin.”



Was not that the ex­plan­a­tion of it all? “Our Lord’s prom­ise is not for the ful­fil­ment of earthly wishes; there­fore, if things come to ruin here He is still faith­ful, and is car­ry­ing out His great work of di­vine wis­dom.” How could he have for­got­ten that? But he would not trans­gress again. “I owe all to God, and noth­ing to my­self, for, hu­manly speak­ing, I have done very fool­ish things. However, if I am humbled, the bet­ter for me.”

News of the changed cir­cum­stances at Khar­toum was not slow in reach­ing Eng­land, and a feel­ing of anxi­ety began to spread. Among the first to real­ise the grav­ity of the situ­ation was Queen Vict­oria. “It is alarm­ing,” she tele­graphed to Lord Hart­ing­ton on March 25th. “Gen­eral Gor­don is in danger; you are bound to try to save him … You have in­curred a fear­ful re­spons­ib­il­ity.” With an un­err­ing in­stinct, Her Majesty fore­stalled and ex­pressed the pop­u­lar sen­ti­ment. Dur­ing April, when it had be­come clear that the wire between Khar­toum and Cairo had been severed; when, as time passed, no word came north­ward, save vague ru­mours of dis­aster; when at last a cur­tain of im­pen­et­rable mys­tery closed over Khar­toum, the grow­ing un­eas­i­ness mani­fes­ted it­self in let­ters to the news­pa­pers, in lead­ing art­icles, and in a flood of sub­scrip­tions to­wards a re­lief fund. At the be­gin­ning of May, the pub­lic alarm reached a cli­max. It now ap­peared to be cer­tain, not only that Gen­eral Gor­don was in im­min­ent danger, but that no steps had yet been taken by the gov­ern­ment to save him.

On the 5th, there was a meet­ing of protest and in­dig­na­tion at St. James’s Hall; on the 9th there was a mass meet­ing in Hyde Park; on the 11th there was a meet­ing at Manchester. The Baron­ess Bur­dett-Coutts wrote an agit­ated let­ter to the Times beg­ging for fur­ther sub­scrip­tions. Some­body else pro­posed that a spe­cial fund should be star­ted with which “to bribe the tribes to se­cure the Gen­eral’s per­sonal safety.” A coun­try vicar made an­other sug­ges­tion. Why should not pub­lic pray­ers be offered up for Gen­eral Gor­don in every church in the king­dom? He him­self had ad­op­ted that course last Sunday. “Is not this,” he con­cluded, “what the godly man, the true hero, him­self would wish to be done?” It was all of no avail. Gen­eral Gor­don re­mained in peril; the gov­ern­ment re­mained in­act­ive. Fin­ally, a vote of cen­sure was moved in the House of Com­mons; but that too proved use­less. It was strange; the same ex­ec­ut­ive which, two months be­fore, had trimmed its sails so eagerly to the shift­ing gusts of pop­u­lar opin­ion, now, in spite of a rising hur­ricane, held on its course. A new spirit, it was clear—a de­term­ined, an in­tract­able spirit—had taken con­trol of the Sudan situ­ation. What was it? The ex­plan­a­tion was simple, and it was omin­ous. Mr. Glad­stone had in­ter­vened.

The old states­man was now en­ter­ing upon the pen­ul­tim­ate period of his enorm­ous ca­reer. He who had once been the rising hope of the stern and un­bend­ing Tor­ies, had at length emerged, after a life­time of trans­mu­ta­tions, as the cham­pion of mil­it­ant demo­cracy. He was at the apex of his power. His great rival was dead; he stood pree­m­in­ent in the eye of the na­tion; he en­joyed the ap­plause, the con­fid­ence, the ad­mir­a­tion, the ad­or­a­tion, even, of mul­ti­tudes. Yet—such was the pe­cu­liar char­ac­ter of the man, and such was the in­tens­ity of the feel­ings which he called forth—at this very mo­ment, at the height of his pop­ular­ity, he was dis­trus­ted and loathed; already an un­par­alleled an­im­os­ity was gath­er­ing its forces against him. For, in­deed, there was some­thing in his nature which in­vited—which de­man­ded—the clash­ing re­ac­tions of pas­sion­ate ex­tremes. It was easy to wor­ship Mr. Glad­stone; to see in him the per­fect model of the up­right man—the man of vir­tue and of re­li­gion—the man whose whole life had been de­voted to the ap­plic­a­tion of high prin­ciples to af­fairs of State; the man, too, whose sense of right and justice was in­vig­or­ated and en­nobled by an en­thu­si­astic heart. It was also easy to de­test him as a hy­po­crite, to des­pise him as a dem­agogue, and to dread him as a crafty ma­nip­u­lator of men and things for the pur­poses of his own am­bi­tion.

It might have been sup­posed that one or other of these con­flict­ing judg­ments must have been palp­ably ab­surd, that noth­ing short of gross pre­ju­dice or wil­ful blind­ness, on one side or the other, could re­con­cile such con­tra­dict­ory con­cep­tions of a single hu­man be­ing. But it was not so; “the ele­ments” were “so mixed” in Mr. Glad­stone that his bitterest en­emies (and his en­emies were never mild) and his warmest friends (and his friends were never tepid) could jus­tify, with equal plaus­ib­il­ity, their de­nun­ci­ations or their praises. What, then, was the truth? In the phys­ical uni­verse there are no chi­meras. But man is more vari­ous than nature; was Mr. Glad­stone, per­haps, a chi­mera of the spirit? Did his very es­sence lie in the con­fu­sion of in­com­pat­ibles? His very es­sence? It eludes the hand that seems to grasp it. One is baffled, as his polit­ical op­pon­ents were baffled fifty years ago. The soft ser­pent coils harden into quick strength that has van­ished, leav­ing only empti­ness and per­plex­ity be­hind. Speech was the fibre of his be­ing; and, when he spoke, the am­bi­gu­ity of am­bi­gu­ity was re­vealed. The long, wind­ing, in­tric­ate sen­tences, with their vast bur­den of subtle and com­plic­ated qual­i­fic­a­tions, be­fogged the mind like clouds, and like clouds, too, dropped thun­der bolts. Could it not then at least be said of him with cer­tainty that his was a com­plex char­ac­ter? But here also there was a con­tra­dic­tion.

In spite of the in­vol­u­tions of his in­tel­lect and the con­tor­tions of his spirit, it is im­possible not to per­ceive a strain of na­iv­ete in Mr. Glad­stone. He ad­hered to some of his prin­ciples that of the value of rep­res­ent­at­ive in­sti­tu­tions, for in­stance with a faith which was sin­gu­larly lit­eral; his views upon re­li­gion were un­crit­ical to crude­ness; he had no sense of hu­mour. Com­pared with Dis­raeli’s, his at­ti­tude to­wards life strikes one as that of an in­genu­ous child. His very ego­ism was simple-minded; through all the labyrinth of his pas­sions there ran a single thread. But the centre of the labyrinth? Ah! the thread might lead there, through those wan­der­ing mazes, at last. Only, with the last corner turned, the last step taken, the ex­plorer might find that he was look­ing down into the gulf of a crater. The flame shot out on every side, scorch­ing and bril­liant; but in the midst, there was a dark­ness.

That Mr. Glad­stone’s motives and am­bi­tions were not merely those of a hunter after pop­ular­ity was never shown more clearly than in that part of his ca­reer which, more than any other, has been em­phas­ised by his en­emies—his con­duct to­wards Gen­eral Gor­don. He had been ori­gin­ally op­posed to Gor­don’s ap­point­ment, but he had con­sen­ted to it partly, per­haps, ow­ing to the per­sua­sion that its pur­pose did not ex­tend bey­ond the mak­ing of a “re­port.” Gor­don once gone, events had taken their own course; the policy of the gov­ern­ment began to slide, auto­mat­ic­ally, down a slope at the bot­tom of which lay the con­quest of the Sudan and the an­nex­a­tion of Egypt. Sir Ger­ald Gra­ham’s bloody vic­tor­ies awoke Mr. Glad­stone to the true con­di­tion of af­fairs; he re­cog­nised the road he was on and its des­tin­a­tion; but there was still time to turn back.

It was he who had in­sisted upon the with­drawal of the Eng­lish army from the Eastern Sudan. The im­per­i­al­ists were sadly dis­ap­poin­ted. They had sup­posed that the old lion had gone to sleep, and sud­denly he had come out of his lair, and was roar­ing. All their hopes now centred upon Khar­toum. Gen­eral Gor­don was cut off; he was sur­roun­ded, he was in danger; he must be re­lieved. A Brit­ish force must be sent to save him. But Mr. Glad­stone was not to be caught nap­ping a second time. When the agit­a­tion rose, when pop­u­lar sen­ti­ment was deeply stirred, when the coun­try, the Press, the Sover­eign her­self, de­clared that the na­tional hon­our was in­volved with the fate of Gen­eral Gor­don, Mr. Glad­stone re­mained im­mov­able. Oth­ers might pic­ture the tri­umphant res­cue of a Chris­tian hero from the clutches of hea­then sav­ages; be­fore his eyes was the vis­ion of battle, murder, and sud­den death, the hor­rors of de­feat and vic­tory, the slaughter and the an­guish of thou­sands, the vi­ol­ence of mil­it­ary dom­in­a­tion, the en­slave­ment of a people.

The in­va­sion of the Sudan, he had flashed out in the House of Com­mons, would be a war of con­quest against a people strug­gling to be free. “Yes, those people are strug­gling to be free, and they are rightly strug­gling to be free.” Mr. Glad­stone—it was one of his old-fash­ioned sim­pli­cit­ies—be­lieved in liberty. If, in­deed, it should turn out to be the fact that Gen­eral Gor­don was in ser­i­ous danger, then, no doubt, it would be ne­ces­sary to send a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion to Khar­toum. But, he could see no suf­fi­cient reason to be­lieve that it was the fact. Com­mu­nic­a­tions, it was true, had been in­ter­rup­ted between Khar­toum and Cairo, but no news was not ne­ces­sar­ily bad news, and the little in­form­a­tion that had come through from Gen­eral Gor­don seemed to in­dic­ate that he could hold out for months. So his agile mind worked, spin­ning its fa­mil­iar web of pos­sib­il­it­ies and con­tin­gen­cies and fine dis­tinc­tions. Gen­eral Gor­don, he was con­vinced, might be hemmed in, but he was not sur­roun­ded. Surely, it was the duty of the gov­ern­ment to take no rash step, but to con­sider and to in­quire, and, when it ac­ted, to act upon reas­on­able con­vic­tion. And then, there was an­other ques­tion. If it was true—and he be­lieved it was true—that Gen­eral Gor­don’s line of re­treat was open, why did not Gen­eral Gor­don use it?

Per­haps he might be un­able to with­draw the Egyp­tian gar­rison, but it was not for the sake of the Egyp­tian gar­rison that the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion was pro­posed; it was simply and solely to se­cure the per­sonal safety of Gen­eral Gor­don. And Gen­eral Gor­don had it in his power to se­cure his per­sonal safety him­self; and he re­fused to do so; he lingered on in Khar­toum, de­lib­er­ately, wil­fully, in de­fi­ance of the ob­vi­ous wishes of his su­per­i­ors. Oh! it was per­fectly clear what Gen­eral Gor­don was do­ing: he was try­ing to force the hand of the Eng­lish Govern­ment. He was hop­ing that if he only re­mained long enough at Khar­toum, he would ob­lige the Eng­lish Govern­ment to send an army into the Sudan which should smash up the Mahdi. That, then, was Gen­eral Gor­don’s cal­cu­la­tion! Well, Gen­eral Gor­don would learn that he had made a mis­take. Who was he that he should dare to ima­gine that he could im­pose his will upon Mr. Glad­stone? The old man’s eyes glared. If it came to a struggle between them—well, they should see! As the weeks passed, the strange situ­ation grew tenser. It was like some si­lent deadly game of bluff. And who knows what was passing in the ob­scure depths of that ter­ri­fy­ing spirit? What mys­ter­i­ous mix­ture of re­morse, rage, and jeal­ousy? Who was it that was ul­ti­mately re­spons­ible for send­ing Gen­eral Gor­don to Khar­toum? But then, what did that mat­ter? Why did not the man come back? He was a Chris­tian hero, wasn’t he? Were there no other Chris­tian her­oes in the world? A Chris­tian hero! Let him wait un­til the Mahdi’s ring was really round him, un­til the Mahdi’s spear was really about to fall! That would be the test of hero­ism! If he slipped back then, with his tail between his legs—! The world would judge.

One of the last tele­grams sent by Gor­don be­fore the wire was cut seemed to sup­port ex­actly Mr. Glad­stone’s dia­gnosis of the case. He told Sir Evelyn Bar­ing that, since the gov­ern­ment re­fused to send either an ex­ped­i­tion or Zobeir, he would “con­sider him­self free to act ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances.” “Even­tu­ally,” he said, “you will be forced to smash up the Mahdi,” and he de­clared that if the gov­ern­ment per­sisted in its present line of con­duct, it would be branded with an “in­delible dis­grace.” The mes­sage was made pub­lic, and it happened that Mr. Glad­stone saw it for the first time in a news­pa­per, dur­ing a coun­try visit. Another of the guests, who was in the room at the mo­ment, thus de­scribes the scene: “He took up the pa­per, his eye in­stantly fell on the tele­gram, and he read it through. As he read, his face hardened and whitened, the eyes burned as I have seen them once or twice in the House of Com­mons when he was angered—burned with a deep fire, as if they would have con­sumed the sheet on which Gor­don’s mes­sage was prin­ted, or as if Gor­don’s words had burned into his soul, which was look­ing out in wrath and flame. He said not a word. For per­haps two or three minutes he sat still, his face all the while like the face you may read of in Milton—like none other I ever saw. Then he rose, still without a word, and was seen no more that morn­ing.”

It is curi­ous that Gor­don him­self never un­der­stood the part that Mr. Glad­stone was play­ing in his des­tiny. His Khar­toum Journ­als put this bey­ond a doubt. Ex­cept for one or two slight and joc­u­lar ref­er­ences to Mr. Glad­stone’s minor idio­syn­crasies—the shape of his col­lars, and his pas­sion for felling trees, Gor­don leaves him un­noticed while he lav­ishes his sar­donic hu­mour upon Lord Gran­ville. But in truth Lord Gran­ville was a non­entity. The er­ror shows how dim the real­it­ies of Eng­land had grown to the watcher in Khar­toum. When he looked to­wards home, the fig­ure that loomed largest upon his vis­ion was—it was only nat­ural that it should have been so the nearest—it was upon Sir Evelyn Bar­ing that he fixed his gaze. For him, Sir Evelyn Bar­ing was the em­bod­i­ment of Eng­land—or rather the em­bod­i­ment of the Eng­lish of­fi­cial classes, of Eng­lish dip­lomacy, of the Eng­lish Govern­ment with its hes­it­a­tions, its in­sin­cer­it­ies, its double-faced schemes. Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, he al­most came to think at mo­ments, was the prime mover, the sole con­triver, of the whole Sudan im­broglio.

In this he was wrong; for Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, of course, was an in­ter­me­di­ary, without fi­nal re­spons­ib­il­ity or fi­nal power; but Gor­don’s pro­found an­ti­pathy, his in­stinct­ive dis­trust, were not without their jus­ti­fic­a­tion. He could never for­get that first meet­ing in Cairo, six years earlier, when the fun­da­mental hos­til­ity between the two men had leapt to the sur­face. “When oil mixes with wa­ter,” he said, “we will mix to­gether.” Sir Evelyn Bar­ing thought so too; but he did not say so; it was not his way. When he spoke, he felt no tempta­tion to ex­press everything that was in his mind. In all he did, he was cau­tious, meas­ured, un­im­peach­ably cor­rect. It would be dif­fi­cult to think of a man more com­pletely the an­ti­thesis of Gor­don. His tem­pera­ment, all in mono­chrome, touched in with cold blues and in­de­cis­ive greys, was em­in­ently un­ro­mantic. He had a steely col­our­less­ness, and a steely pli­ab­il­ity, and a steely strength. En­dowed bey­ond most men with the ca­pa­city of foresight, he was en­dowed as very few men have ever been with that stay­ing-power which makes the fruit of foresight at­tain­able. His views were long, and his pa­tience was even longer. He pro­gressed im­per­cept­ibly; he con­stantly with­drew; the art of giv­ing way he prac­tised with the re­fine­ment of a vir­tu­oso. But, though the steel re­coiled and re­coiled, in the end it would spring for­ward. His life’s work had in it an ele­ment of para­dox. It was passed en­tirely in the East; and the East meant very little to him; he took no in­terest in it. It was some­thing to be looked after. It was also a con­veni­ent field for the tal­ents of Sir Evelyn Bar­ing. Yet it must not be sup­posed that he was cyn­ical; per­haps he was not quite great enough for that. He looked for­ward to a pleas­ant re­tire­ment—a coun­try place—some lit­er­ary re­cre­ations. He had been care­ful to keep up his clas­sics. His am­bi­tion can be stated in a single phrase—it was to be­come an in­sti­tu­tion; and he achieved it. No doubt, too, he de­served it. The greatest of po­ets, in a bit­ter mood, has de­scribed the char­ac­ter­ist­ics of a cer­tain class of per­sons, whom he did not like. “They,” he says,



“that have power to hurt and will do none,


That do not do the things they most do show,


Who, mov­ing oth­ers, are them­selves as stone,


Un­moved, cold, and to tempta­tion slow,


They rightly do in­herit heaven’s graces,


And hus­band nature’s riches from ex­pense;


They are the lords and own­ers of their faces …”




The words might have been writ­ten for Sir Evelyn Bar­ing.

Though, as a rule, he found it easy to des­pise those with whom he came into con­tact, he could not al­to­gether des­pise Gen­eral Gor­don. If he could have, he would have dis­liked him less. He had gone as far as his cau­tion had al­lowed him in try­ing to pre­vent the fatal ap­point­ment; and then, when it had be­come clear that the gov­ern­ment was in­sist­ent, he had yiel­ded with a good grace. For a mo­ment, he had ima­gined that all might yet be well; that he could im­pose him­self, by the weight of his po­s­i­tion and the force of his saga­city, upon his self-willed sub­or­din­ate; that he could hold him in a leash at the end of the tele­graph wire to Khar­toum. Very soon he per­ceived that this was a mis­cal­cu­la­tion. To his dis­gust, he found that the tele­graph wire, far from be­ing an in­stru­ment of of­fi­cial dis­cip­line, had been con­ver­ted by the agile strategist at the other end of it into a means of ex­tend­ing his own per­son­al­ity into the de­lib­er­a­tions at Cairo. Every morn­ing Sir Evelyn Bar­ing would find upon his table a great pile of tele­grams from Khar­toum—twenty or thirty at least; and as the day went on, the pile would grow. When a suf­fi­cient num­ber had ac­cu­mu­lated he would read them all through, with the greatest care. There upon the table, the whole soul of Gor­don lay be­fore him—in its in­co­her­ence, its ec­cent­ri­city, its im­puls­ive­ness, its ro­mance; the jokes, the slang, the ap­peals to the prophet Isaiah, the whirl of con­tra­dict­ory policies—Sir Evelyn Bar­ing did not know which ex­as­per­ated him most. He would not con­sider whether, or to what de­gree, the man was a ma­niac; no, he would not. A subacid smile was the only com­ment he al­lowed him­self. His po­s­i­tion, in­deed, was an ex­tremely dif­fi­cult one, and all his dex­ter­ity would be needed if he was to emerge from it with credit.

On one side of him was a veer­ing and va­cil­lat­ing gov­ern­ment; on the other, a fren­zied en­thu­si­ast. It was his busi­ness to in­ter­pret to the first the wishes, or rather the in­spir­a­tions, of the second, and to con­vey to the second the de­cisions, or rather the in­de­cisions, of the first. A weaker man would have floated help­lessly on the ebb and flow of the Cabinet’s waver­ing policies; a rasher man would have plunged head­long into Gor­don’s schemes. He did neither; with a sin­gu­lar cour­age and a sin­gu­lar cau­tion he pro­gressed along a razor-edge. He de­voted all his en­er­gies to the double task of evolving a reas­on­able policy out of Gor­don’s in­tox­ic­ated tele­grams, and of in­du­cing the di­vided Min­is­ters at home to give their sanc­tion to what he had evolved. He might have suc­ceeded, if he had not had to reckon with yet an­other ir­re­con­cil­able; Time was a vi­tal ele­ment in the situ­ation, and Time was against him. When the tribes round Khar­toum rose, the last hope of a sat­is­fact­ory solu­tion van­ished. He was the first to per­ceive the altered con­di­tion of af­fairs; long be­fore the gov­ern­ment, long be­fore Gor­don him­self, he un­der­stood that the only re­main­ing ques­tion was that of the ex­tric­a­tion of the Eng­lish­men from Khar­toum. He pro­posed that a small force should be dis­patched at once across the desert from Suakin to Barber, the point on the Nile nearest to the Red Sea, and thence up the river to Gor­don; but, after con­sid­er­able hes­it­a­tion, the mil­it­ary au­thor­it­ies de­cided that this was not a prac­tic­able plan. Upon that, he foresaw, with per­fect lu­cid­ity, the in­ev­it­able de­vel­op­ment of events. Sooner or later, it would be ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to send a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion to Khar­toum; and, from that premise, it fol­lowed, without a pos­sib­il­ity of doubt, that it was the duty of the gov­ern­ment to do so at once. This he saw quite clearly; but he also saw that the po­s­i­tion in the Cabinet had now altered, that Mr. Glad­stone had taken the reins into his own hands. And Mr. Glad­stone did not wish to send a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion. What was Sir Evelyn Bar­ing to do? Was he to pit his strength against Mr. Glad­stone’s? To threaten resig­na­tion? To stake his whole fu­ture upon Gen­eral Gor­don’s fate? For a mo­ment he wavered; he seemed to hint that un­less the gov­ern­ment sent a mes­sage to Khar­toum prom­ising a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion be­fore the end of the year, he would be un­able to be a party to their acts. The gov­ern­ment re­fused to send any such mes­sage; and he per­ceived, as he tells us, that “it was evid­ently use­less to con­tinue the cor­res­pond­ence any fur­ther.” After all, what could he do? He was still only a sec­ond­ary fig­ure; his resig­na­tion would be ac­cep­ted; he would be given a co­lo­nial gov­ernor­ship and Gor­don would be no nearer safety. But then, could he sit by and wit­ness a hor­rible cata­strophe, without lift­ing a hand? Of all the odi­ous di­lem­mas which that man had put him into this, he re­flec­ted, was the most odi­ous. He slightly shrugged his shoulders. No; he might have “power to hurt,” but he would “do none.” He wrote a dis­patch—a long, bal­anced, guarded, grey dis­patch, in­form­ing the gov­ern­ment that he “ven­tured to think” that it was “a ques­tion worthy of con­sid­er­a­tion whether the naval and mil­it­ary au­thor­it­ies should not take some pre­lim­in­ary steps in the way of pre­par­ing boats, etc., so as to be able to move, should the ne­ces­sity arise.” Then, within a week, be­fore the re­ceipt of the gov­ern­ment’s an­swer, he left Egypt. From the end of April un­til the be­gin­ning of Septem­ber—dur­ing the most mo­ment­ous period of the whole crisis, he was en­gaged in Lon­don upon a fin­an­cial con­fer­ence, while his place was taken in Cairo by a sub­sti­tute. With a char­ac­ter­ist­ic­ally con­veni­ent un­ob­trus­ive­ness, Sir Evelyn Bar­ing had van­ished from the scene.

Mean­while, far to the south­ward, over the wide-spread­ing lands watered by the Up­per Nile and its trib­u­tar­ies, the power and the glory of him who had once been Mo­hammed Ahmed were grow­ing still. In the Bahr-el-Ghazal, the last em­bers of res­ist­ance were stamped out with the cap­ture of Lupton Bey, and through the whole of that vast province three times the size of Eng­land—every trace of the Egyp­tian Govern­ment was ob­lit­er­ated. Still farther south the same fate was rap­idly over­tak­ing Equat­oria, where Emir Pasha, with­draw­ing into the un­ex­plored depths of Cen­t­ral Africa, car­ried with him the last vestiges of the old or­der. The Mahdi him­self still lingered in his headquar­ters at El Obeid; but, on the rising of the tribes round Khar­toum, he had de­cided that the time for an of­fens­ive move­ment had come, and had dis­patched an arm of 30,000 men to lay siege to the city. At the same time, in a long and elab­or­ate pro­clam­a­tion, in which he as­ser­ted, with all the el­eg­ance of ori­ental rhet­oric, both the sanc­tity of his mis­sion and the in­vin­cib­il­ity of his troops, he called upon the in­hab­it­ants to sur­render. Gor­don read aloud the sum­mons to the as­sembled townspeople; with one voice they de­clared that they were ready to res­ist. This was a false Mahdi, they said; God would de­fend the right; they put their trust in the Governor-Gen­eral. The most learned Sheikh in the town drew up a theo­lo­gical reply, point­ing out that the Mahdi did not ful­fil the re­quire­ments of the an­cient proph­ets. At his ap­pear­ance, had the Eu­phrates dried up and re­vealed a hill of gold? Had con­tra­dic­tion and dif­fer­ence ceased upon the earth? And, moreover, did not the faith­ful know that the true Mahdi was born in the year of the Prophet 255, from which it surely fol­lowed that he must be now 1,046 years old? And was it not clear to all men that this pre­tender was not a tenth of that age?

These ar­gu­ments were cer­tainly for­cible; but the Mahdi’s army was more for­cible still. The be­sieged sal­lied out to the at­tack; they were de­feated; and the rout that fol­lowed was so dis­grace­ful that two of the com­mand­ing of­ficers were, by Gor­don’s or­ders, ex­ecuted as trait­ors. From that mo­ment the reg­u­lar in­vest­ment of Khar­toum began. The Arab gen­er­als de­cided to starve the town into sub­mis­sion. When, after a few weeks of doubt, it be­came cer­tain that no Brit­ish force was on its way from Suakin to smash up the Mahdi, and when, at the end of May, Ber­ber, the last con­nect­ing link between Khar­toum and the out­side world, fell into the hands of the en­emy, Gor­don set his teeth, and sat down to wait and to hope, as best he might. With un­ceas­ing en­ergy he de­voted him­self to the strength­en­ing of his de­fences and the or­gan­isa­tion of his re­sources—to the dig­ging of earth­works, the man­u­fac­ture of am­muni­tion, the col­lec­tion and the dis­tri­bu­tion of food. Every day there were sal­lies and skir­mishes; every day his little ar­moured steam­boats paddled up and down the river, scat­ter­ing death and ter­ror as they went. Whatever the emer­gency, he was ready with devices and ex­pedi­ents. When the earth­works were still un­com­pleted he pro­cured hun­dreds of yards of cot­ton, which he dyed the col­our of earth, and spread out in long, slop­ing lines, so as to de­ceive the Arabs, while the real works were be­ing pre­pared farther back. When a lack of money began to make it­self felt, he prin­ted and cir­cu­lated a pa­per coin­age of his own. To com­bat the grow­ing dis­con­tent and dis­af­fec­tion of the townspeople, he in­sti­tuted a sys­tem of or­ders and medals; the wo­men were not for­got­ten; and his pop­ular­ity re­doubled. There was ter­ror in the thought that harm might come to the Governor-Gen­eral. Awe and rev­er­ence fol­lowed him; wherever he went he was sur­roun­ded by a vi­gil­ant and jeal­ous guard, like some pre­cious idol, some mas­cot of vic­tory. How could he go away? How could he desert his people? It was im­possible. It would be, as he him­self ex­claimed in one of his latest tele­grams to Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, “the cli­max of mean­ness,” even to con­tem­plate such an act. Sir Evelyn Bar­ing thought dif­fer­ently. In his opin­ion it was Gen­eral Gor­don’s plain duty to have come away from Khar­toum. To stay in­volved in­ev­it­ably a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion—a great ex­pense of treas­ure and the loss of valu­able lives; to come away would merely mean that the in­hab­it­ants of Khar­toum would be “taken pris­oner by the Mahdi.” So Sir Evelyn Bar­ing put it; but the case was not quite so simple as that. When Ber­ber fell, there had been a mas­sacre last­ing for days—an ap­palling orgy of loot and lust and slaughter; when Khar­toum it­self was cap­tured, what fol­lowed was still more ter­rible. De­cidedly, it was no child’s play to be “taken pris­oner by the Mahdi.” And Gor­don was ac­tu­ally there, among those people, in closest in­ter­course with them, re­spons­ible, be­loved. Yes; no doubt. But was that in truth, his only motive? Did he not wish in real­ity, by linger­ing in Khar­toum, to force the hand of the gov­ern­ment? To ob­lige them, whether they would or no, to send an army to smash up the Mahdi? And was that fair? Was that his duty? He might protest, with his last breath, that he had “tried to do his duty”; Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, at any rate, would not agree.

But Sir Evelyn Bar­ing was in­aud­ible, and Gor­don now cared very little for his opin­ions. Is it pos­sible that, if only for a mo­ment, in his ex­traordin­ary pre­dic­a­ment, he may have listened to an­other and a very dif­fer­ent voice—a voice of sin­gu­lar qual­ity, a voice which—for so one would fain ima­gine—may well have wakened some fa­mil­iar echoes in his heart? One day, he re­ceived a private let­ter from the Mahdi. The let­ter was ac­com­pan­ied by a small bundle of clothes.


“In the name of God!” wrote the Mahdi, “here­with a suit of clothes, con­sist­ing of a coat (jib­beh), an over­coat, a turban, a cap, a girdle, and beads. This is the cloth­ing of those who have given up this world and its van­it­ies, and who look for the world to come, for ever­last­ing hap­pi­ness in Paradise. If you truly de­sire to come to God and seek to live a godly life, you must at once wear this suit, and come out to ac­cept your ever­last­ing good for­tune.”



Did the words bear no mean­ing to the mys­tic of Gravesend? But he was an Eng­lish gen­tle­man, an Eng­lish of­ficer. He flung the clothes to the ground, and trampled on them in the sight of all. Then, alone, he went up to the roof of his high palace, and turned the tele­scope once more, al­most mech­an­ic­ally, to­wards the north.

But noth­ing broke the im­mov­ab­il­ity of that hard ho­ri­zon; and, in­deed, how was it pos­sible that help should come to him now? He seemed to be ut­terly aban­doned. Sir Evelyn Bar­ing had dis­ap­peared into his fin­an­cial con­fer­ence. In Eng­land, Mr. Glad­stone had held firm, had out­faced the House of Com­mons, had ig­nored the Press. He ap­peared to have tri­umphed. Though it was clear that no pre­par­a­tions of any kind were be­ing made for the re­lief of Gor­don, the anxi­ety and agit­a­tion of the pub­lic, which had risen so sud­denly to such a height of vehe­mence, had died down. The dan­ger­ous beast had been quelled by the stern eye of its mas­ter. Other ques­tions be­came more in­ter­est­ing—the Re­form Bill, the Rus­si­ans, the House of Lords. Gor­don, si­lent in Khar­toum, had al­most dropped out of re­mem­brance. And yet, help did come after all. And it came from an un­ex­pec­ted quarter. Lord Hart­ing­ton had been for some time con­vinced that he was re­spons­ible for Gor­don’s ap­point­ment; and his con­science was be­gin­ning to grow un­com­fort­able.

Lord Hart­ing­ton’s con­science was of a piece with the rest of him. It was not, like Mr. Glad­stone’s, a sala­man­der-con­science—an in­tan­gible, dan­ger­ous creature, that loved to live in the fire; nor was it, like Gor­don’s, a rest­less con­science; nor, like Sir Evelyn Bar­ing’s, a dip­lo­matic con­science; it was a com­mon­place af­fair. Lord Hart­ing­ton him­self would have been dis­gus­ted by any men­tion of it. If he had been ob­liged, he would have al­luded to it dis­tantly; he would have muttered that it was a bore not to do the proper thing. He was usu­ally bored—for one reason or an­other; but this par­tic­u­lar form of bore­dom he found more in­tense than all the rest. He would take end­less pains to avoid it. Of course, the whole thing was a nuis­ance—an ob­vi­ous nuis­ance; and every­one else must feel just as he did about it. And yet people seemed to have got it into their heads that he had some kind of spe­cial fac­ulty in such mat­ters—that there was some pe­cu­liar value in his judg­ment on a ques­tion of right and wrong. He could not un­der­stand why it was; but whenever there was a dis­pute about cards in a club, it was brought to him to settle. It was most odd. But it was trite. In pub­lic af­fairs, no less than in private, Lord Hart­ing­ton’s de­cisions car­ried an ex­traordin­ary weight. The feel­ing of his idle friends in high so­ci­ety was shared by the great mass of the Eng­lish people; here was a man they could trust. For in­deed he was built upon a pat­tern which was very dear to his coun­try­men. It was not simply that he was hon­est: it was that his hon­esty was an Eng­lish hon­esty—an hon­est which nat­ur­ally be­longed to one who, so it seemed to them, was the liv­ing im­age of what an Eng­lish­man should be.

In Lord Hart­ing­ton they saw, em­bod­ied and glor­i­fied, the very qual­it­ies which were nearest to their hearts—im­par­ti­al­ity, solid­ity, com­mon sense—the qual­it­ies by which they them­selves longed to be dis­tin­guished, and by which, in their hap­pier mo­ments, they be­lieved they were. If ever they began to have mis­giv­ings, there, at any rate, was the ex­ample of Lord Hart­ing­ton to en­cour­age them and guide them—Lord Hart­ing­ton who was never self-seek­ing, who was never ex­cited, and who had no ima­gin­a­tion at all. Everything they knew about him fit­ted into the pic­ture, adding to their ad­mir­a­tion and re­spect. His fond­ness for field sports gave them a feel­ing of se­cur­ity; and cer­tainly there could be no non­sense about a man who con­fessed to two am­bi­tions—to be­come Prime Min­is­ter and to win the Derby—and who put the second above the first. They loved him for his cas­u­al­ness—for his in­ex­act­ness—for re­fus­ing to make life a cut-and-dried busi­ness—for ram­ming an of­fi­cial dis­patch of high im­port­ance into his coat-pocket, and find­ing it there, still un­opened, at New­mar­ket, sev­eral days later. They loved him for his hatred of fine sen­ti­ments; they were de­lighted when they heard that at some func­tion, on a florid speaker’s avow­ing that “this was the proudest mo­ment of his life,” Lord Hart­ing­ton had growled in an un­der­tone “the proudest mo­ment of my life was when my pig won the prize at Skipton Fair.” Above all, they loved him for be­ing dull. It was the greatest com­fort—with Lord Hart­ing­ton they could al­ways be ab­so­lutely cer­tain that he would never, in any cir­cum­stances, be either bril­liant, or subtle, or sur­pris­ing, or im­pas­sioned, or pro­found. As they sat, listen­ing to his speeches, in which con­sid­er­a­tions of stolid plain­ness suc­ceeded one an­other with com­plete flat­ness, they felt, in­volved and sup­por­ted by the co­lossal te­dium, that their con­fid­ence was fi­nally as­sured. They looked up, and took their fill of the sturdy, ob­vi­ous pres­ence. The in­her­itor of a splen­did duke­dom might al­most have passed for a farm hand. Al­most, but not quite. For an air that was dif­fi­cult to ex­plain, of pre­pon­der­at­ing au­thor­ity, lurked in the solid fig­ure; and the lordly breed­ing of the House of Cav­endish was vis­ible in the large, long, bearded, un­im­pres­sion­able face.

One other char­ac­ter­istic—the ne­ces­sary con­sequence, or, in­deed, it might al­most be said, the es­sen­tial ex­pres­sion, of all the rest—com­pletes the por­trait: Lord Hart­ing­ton was slow. He was slow in move­ment, slow in ap­pre­hen­sion, slow in thought and the com­mu­nic­a­tion of thought, slow to de­cide, and slow to act. More than once this dis­pos­i­tion ex­er­cised a pro­found ef­fect upon his ca­reer. A private in­di­vidual may, per­haps, be slow with im­pun­ity; but a states­man who is slow—whatever the force of his char­ac­ter and the strength of his judg­ment—can hardly es­cape un­hurt from the hur­ry­ing of Time’s winged chariot, can hardly hope to avoid some grave dis­aster or some ir­re­triev­able mis­take. The fate of Gen­eral Gor­don, so in­tric­ately in­ter­woven with such a mass of com­plic­ated cir­cum­stance with the policies of Eng­land and of Egypt, with the fan­at­icism of the Mahdi, with the ir­re­proach­ab­il­ity of Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, with Mr. Glad­stone’s mys­ter­i­ous pas­sions—was fi­nally de­term­ined by the fact that Lord Hart­ing­ton was slow. If he had been even a very little quicker—if he had been quicker by two days … but it could not be. The pon­der­ous ma­chinery took so long to set it­self in mo­tion; the great wheels and levers, once star­ted, re­volved with such a la­bor­i­ous, such a pain­ful de­lib­er­a­tion, that at last their work was ac­com­plished—surely, firmly, com­pletely, in the best Eng­lish man­ner, and too late.

Seven stages may be dis­cerned in the his­tory of Lord Hart­ing­ton’s in­flu­ence upon the fate of Gen­eral Gor­don. At the end of the first stage, he had be­come con­vinced that he was re­spons­ible for Gor­don’s ap­point­ment to Khar­toum. At the end of the second, he had per­ceived that his con­science would not al­low him to re­main in­act­ive in the face of Gor­don’s danger. At the end of the third, he had made an at­tempt to in­duce the Cabinet to send an ex­ped­i­tion to Gor­don’s re­lief. At the end of the fourth, he had real­ised that the Cabinet had de­cided to post­pone the re­lief of Gor­don in­def­in­itely. At the end of the fifth, he had come to the con­clu­sion that he must put pres­sure upon Mr. Glad­stone. At the end of the sixth, he had at­temp­ted to put pres­sure upon Mr. Glad­stone, and had not suc­ceeded. At the end of the sev­enth, he had suc­ceeded in put­ting pres­sure upon Mr. Glad­stone; the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion had been ordered; he could do no more.

The turn­ing-point in this long and ex­traordin­ary pro­cess oc­curred to­wards the end of April, when the Cabinet, after the re­ceipt of Sir Evelyn Bar­ing’s fi­nal dis­patch, de­cided to take no im­me­di­ate meas­ures for Gor­don’s re­lief. From that mo­ment it was clear that there was only one course open to Lord Hart­ing­ton—to tell Mr. Glad­stone that he would resign un­less a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion was sent. But it took him more than three months to come to this con­clu­sion. He al­ways found the pro­ceed­ings at Cabinet meet­ings par­tic­u­larly hard to fol­low. The in­ter­change of ques­tion and an­swer, of pro­posal and coun­ter­pro­posal, the crowded coun­sel­lors, Mr. Glad­stone’s sub­tleties, the ab­rupt and com­plic­ated res­ol­u­tions—these things in­vari­ably left him con­fused and per­plexed. After the cru­cial Cabinet at the end of April, he came away in a state of un­cer­tainty as to what had oc­curred; he had to write to Lord Gran­ville to find out; and by that time, of course, the gov­ern­ment’s de­cision had been tele­graphed to Egypt. Three weeks later, in the middle of May, he had grown so un­easy that he felt him­self ob­liged to ad­dress a cir­cu­lar let­ter to the Cabinet pro­pos­ing that pre­par­a­tions for a re­lief ex­ped­i­tion should be set on foot at once. And then he began to un­der­stand that noth­ing would ever be done un­til Mr. Glad­stone, by some means or other, had been forced to give his con­sent. A sin­gu­lar com­bat fol­lowed. The slip­pery old man per­petu­ally eluded the cum­brous grasp of his ant­ag­on­ist. He delayed, he post­poned, he raised in­ter­min­able dif­fi­culties, he pre­var­ic­ated, he was si­lent, he dis­ap­peared. Lord Hart­ing­ton was daunt­less. Gradu­ally, inch by inch, he drove the Prime Min­is­ter into a corner. But in the mean­time many weeks had passed. On July 1st, Lord Hart­ing­ton was still re­mark­ing that he “really did not feel that he knew the mind or in­ten­tion of the gov­ern­ment in re­spect of the re­lief of Gen­eral Gor­don.” The month was spent in a suc­ces­sion of stub­born ef­forts to wring from Mr. Glad­stone some def­in­ite state­ment upon the ques­tion. It was use­less. On July 31st, Lord Hart­ing­ton did the deed. He stated that, un­less an ex­ped­i­tion was sent, he would resign. It was, he said, “a ques­tion of per­sonal hon­our and good faith, and I don’t see how I can yield upon it.” His con­science had worked it­self to rest at last.

When Mr. Glad­stone read the words, he real­ised that the game was over. Lord Hart­ing­ton’s po­s­i­tion in the Lib­eral Party was second only to his own; he was the leader of the rich and power­ful Whig ar­is­to­cracy; his in­flu­ence with the coun­try was im­mense. Nor was he the man to make idle threats of resig­na­tion; he had said he would resign, and resign he would: the col­lapse of the gov­ern­ment would be the in­ev­it­able res­ult. On August 5th, there­fore, Parlia­ment was asked to make a grant of £300,000, in or­der “to en­able Her Majesty’s Govern­ment to un­der­take op­er­a­tions for the re­lief of Gen­eral Gor­don, should they be­come ne­ces­sary.” The money was voted; and even then, at that last hour, Mr. Glad­stone made an­other, fi­nal, des­per­ate twist. Try­ing to save him­self by the pro­viso which he had in­ser­ted into the res­ol­u­tion, he de­clared that he was still un­con­vinced of the ne­ces­sity of any op­er­a­tions at all. “I nearly,” he wrote to Lord Hart­ing­ton, “but not quite, ad­opt words re­ceived today from Gran­ville. ‘It is clear, I think, that Gor­don has our mes­sages, and does not choose to an­swer them.’ ” Nearly, but not quite! The qual­i­fic­a­tion was mas­terly; but it was of no avail. This time, the sinu­ous creature was held by too firm a grasp. On August 26th, Lord Wolse­ley was ap­poin­ted to com­mand the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion; and on Septem­ber 9th, he ar­rived in Egypt.

The re­lief ex­ped­i­tion had be­gun, and at the same mo­ment a new phase opened at Khar­toum. The an­nual rising of the Nile was now suf­fi­ciently ad­vanced to en­able one of Gor­don’s small steam­ers to pass over the catar­acts down to Egypt in safety. He de­term­ined to seize the op­por­tun­ity of lay­ing be­fore the au­thor­it­ies in Cairo and Lon­don, and the Eng­lish pub­lic at large, an ex­act ac­count of his po­s­i­tion. A cargo of doc­u­ments, in­clud­ing Co­l­onel Ste­w­art’s di­ary of the siege and a per­sonal ap­peal for as­sist­ance ad­dressed by Gor­don to all the European powers, was placed on board the Ab­bas; four other steam­ers were to ac­com­pany her un­til she was out of danger from at­tacks by the Mahdi’s troops; after which, she was to pro­ceed alone into Egypt. On the even­ing of Septem­ber 9th, just as she was about to start, the Eng­lish and French Con­suls asked for per­mis­sion to go with her—a per­mis­sion which Gor­don, who had long been anxious to provide for their safety, read­ily gran­ted. Then Co­l­onel Ste­w­art made the same re­quest; and Gor­don con­sen­ted with the same alac­rity.

Co­l­onel Ste­w­art was the second-in-com­mand at Khar­toum; and it seems strange that he should have made a pro­posal which would leave Gor­don in a po­s­i­tion of the gravest anxi­ety without a single European sub­or­din­ate. But his motives were to be veiled forever in a tra­gic ob­scur­ity. The Ab­bas and her con­voy set out. Hence­for­ward the Governor-Gen­eral was alone. He had now, def­in­itely and fi­nally, made his de­cision. Co­l­onel Ste­w­art and his com­pan­ions had gone, with every pro­spect of re­turn­ing un­harmed to civil­isa­tion. Mr. Glad­stone’s be­lief was jus­ti­fied; so far as Gor­don’s per­sonal safety was con­cerned, he might still, at this late hour, have se­cured it. But he had chosen—he stayed at Khar­toum.

No sooner were the steam­ers out of sight than he sat down at his writ­ing-table and began that daily re­cord of his cir­cum­stances, his re­flec­tions, and his feel­ings, which re­veals to us, with such an au­then­tic ex­actitude, the fi­nal period of his ex­traordin­ary des­tiny. His Journ­als, sent down the river in batches to await the com­ing of the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion, and ad­dressed, first to Co­l­onel Ste­w­art, and later to the “Chief of Staff, Sudan Ex­ped­i­tion­ary Force,” were of­fi­cial doc­u­ments, in­ten­ded for pub­lic­a­tion, though, as Gor­don him­self was care­ful to note on the outer cov­ers, they would “want prun­ing out” be­fore they were prin­ted. He also wrote, on the en­vel­ope of the first sec­tion, “No secrets as far as I am con­cerned.” A more sin­gu­lar set of state pa­pers was never com­piled. Sit­ting there, in the solitude of his palace, with ruin clos­ing round him, with anxi­et­ies on every hand, with doom hanging above his head, he let his pen rush on for hour after hour in an ec­stasy of com­mu­nic­a­tion, a tire­less un­bur­den­ing of the spirit, where the most trivial in­cid­ents of the passing day were mingled pell-mell with philo­soph­ical dis­quis­i­tions; where jests and an­ger, hopes and ter­rors, elab­or­ate jus­ti­fic­a­tions and cyn­ical con­fes­sions, jostled one an­other in reck­less con­fu­sion. The im­puls­ive, demon­strat­ive man had nobody to talk to any more, and so he talked in­stead to the pile of tele­graph forms, which, use­less now for per­plex­ing Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, served very well—for they were large and blank—as the re­pos­it­or­ies of his con­ver­sa­tion. His tone was not the in­tim­ate and re­li­gious tone which he would have used with the Rev. Mr. Barnes or his sis­ter Augusta; it was such as must have been ha­bitual with him in his in­ter­course with old friends or fel­low-of­ficers, whose re­li­gious views were of a more or­din­ary caste than his own, but with whom he was on con­fid­en­tial terms. He was anxious to put his case to a se­lect and sym­path­etic audi­ence—to con­vince such a man as Lord Wolse­ley that he was jus­ti­fied in what he had done; and he was spar­ing in his al­lu­sions to the hand of Provid­ence, while those mys­ter­i­ous doubts and pier­cing in­tro­spec­tions, which must have filled him, he al­most en­tirely con­cealed. He ex­pressed him­self, of course, with ec­cent­ric aban­don—it would have been im­possible for him to do oth­er­wise; but he was con­tent to in­dic­ate his deep­est feel­ings with a fleer. Yet some­times—as one can ima­gine hap­pen­ing with him in ac­tual con­ver­sa­tion—his ut­ter­ance took the form of a half-so­li­lo­quy, a co­pi­ous out­pour­ing ad­dressed to him­self more than to any­one else, for his own sat­is­fac­tion. There are pas­sages in the Khar­toum Journ­als which call up in a flash the light, glid­ing fig­ure, and the blue eyes with the cand­our of child­hood still shin­ing in them; one can al­most hear the low voice, the sin­gu­larly dis­tinct ar­tic­u­la­tion, the per­suas­ive—the self-per­suas­ive—sen­tences, fol­low­ing each other so un­as­sum­ingly between the puffs of a ci­gar­ette.

As he wrote, two pre­oc­cu­pa­tions prin­cip­ally filled his mind. His re­flec­tions re­volved around the im­me­di­ate past and the im­pend­ing fu­ture. With an un­err­ing per­sist­ency he ex­amined, he ex­cused, he ex­plained, his share in the com­plic­ated events which had led to his present situ­ation. He re­but­ted the charges of ima­gin­ary en­emies; he laid bare the in­eptitude and the faith­less­ness of the Eng­lish Govern­ment. He poured out his satire upon of­fi­cials and dip­lo­mat­ists. He drew ca­ri­ca­tures, in the mar­gin, of Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, with sen­tences of shocked pom­pos­ity com­ing out of his mouth. In some pas­sages, which the ed­itor of the Journ­als pre­ferred to sup­press, he covered Lord Gran­ville with his raillery, pic­tur­ing the For­eign Sec­ret­ary, loun­ging away his morn­ing at Walmer Castle, open­ing the Times and sud­denly dis­cov­er­ing, to his hor­ror, that Khar­toum was still hold­ing out. “Why, he said dis­tinctly he could only hold out six months, and that was in March (counts the months). August! why, he ought to have given in! What is to be done? They’ll be howl­ing for an ex­ped­i­tion. … It is no laugh­ing mat­ter; that ab­om­in­able Mahdi! Why on earth does he not guard his roads bet­ter? What is to be done?” Several times in his bit­ter­ness he re­peats the sug­ges­tion that the au­thor­it­ies at home were secretly hop­ing that the fall of Khar­toum would re­lieve them of their dif­fi­culties.


“What that Mahdi is about,” Lord Gran­ville is made to ex­claim in an­other de­leted para­graph, “I can­not make out. Why does he not put all his guns on the river and stop the route? Eh what? ‘We will have to go to Khar­toum!’ Why, it will cost mil­lions, what a wretched busi­ness! What! Send Zobeir? Our con­science re­coils from that; it is elastic, but not equal to that; it is a pact with the Devil. … Do you not think there is any way of get­ting hold of him, in a quiet way?”



If a boy at Eton or Har­row, he de­clared, had ac­ted as the gov­ern­ment had ac­ted, “I think he would be kicked, and I am sure he would de­serve it.” He was the vic­tim of hy­po­crites and hum­bugs. There was “no sort of par­al­lel to all this in his­tory—ex­cept David with Uriah the Hittite”; but then “there was an Eve in the case,” and he was not aware that the gov­ern­ment had even that ex­cuse.

From the past, he turned to the fu­ture, and sur­veyed, with a dis­turbed and pier­cing vis­ion, the pos­sib­il­it­ies be­fore him. Sup­pos­ing that the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion ar­rived, what would be his po­s­i­tion? Upon one thing he was de­term­ined: whatever happened, he would not play the part of “the res­cued lamb.” He vehe­mently as­ser­ted that the pur­pose of the ex­ped­i­tion could only be the re­lief of the Sudan gar­ris­ons; it was mon­strous to ima­gine that it had been un­der­taken merely to en­sure his per­sonal safety. He re­fused to be­lieve it. In any case,


“I de­clare pos­it­ively,” he wrote, with pas­sion­ate un­der­lin­ings. “and once for all, that i will not leave the Sudan un­til every­one who wants to go down is given the chance to do so, un­less a gov­ern­ment is es­tab­lished which re­lieves me of the charge; there­fore, if any emis­sary or let­ter comes up here or­der­ing me to comedown, I will not obey it, but will stay here and fall with the town, and run all risks.”



This was sheer in­sub­or­din­a­tion, no doubt; but he could not help that; it was not in his nature to be obed­i­ent. “I know if I was chief, I would never em­ploy my­self, for I am in­cor­ri­gible.” De­cidedly, he was not afraid to be “what club men call in­sub­or­din­ate, though, of all in­sub­or­din­ates, the club men are the worst.”

As for the gov­ern­ment which was to re­place him, there were sev­eral al­tern­at­ives: an Egyp­tian Pasha might suc­ceed him as Governor-Gen­eral, or Zobeir might be ap­poin­ted after all, or the whole coun­try might be handed over to the Sultan. His fer­tile ima­gin­a­tion evolved scheme after scheme; and his vis­ions of his own fu­ture were equally vari­ous. He would with­draw to the Equator; he would be de­lighted to spend Christ­mas in Brus­sels; he would … at any rate he would never go back to Eng­land. That was cer­tain.


“I dwell on the joy of never see­ing Great Bri­tain again, with its hor­rid, wear­i­some din­ner parties and miser­ies. How we can put up with those things, passes my ima­gin­a­tion! It is a per­fect bond­age … I would sooner live like a Der­vish with the Mahdi, than go out to din­ner every night in Lon­don. I hope, if any Eng­lish gen­eral comes to Khar­toum, he will not ask me to din­ner. Why men can­not be friends without bring­ing the wretched stom­achs in, is astound­ing.”



But would an Eng­lish gen­eral ever have the op­por­tun­ity of ask­ing him to din­ner in Khar­toum? There were mo­ments when ter­rible mis­giv­ings as­sailed him. He pieced to­gether his scraps of in­tel­li­gence with fe­ver­ish ex­actitude; he cal­cu­lated times, dis­tances, marches. “If,” he wrote on Octo­ber 24th, “they do not come be­fore 30th Novem­ber, the game is up, and Rule Brit­an­nia.” Curi­ous pre­mon­i­tions came into his mind. When he heard that the Mahdi was ap­proach­ing in per­son, it seemed to be the ful­fil­ment of a des­tiny, for he had “al­ways felt we were doomed to come face to face.” What would be the end of it all? “It is, of course, on the cards,” he noted, “that Khar­toum is taken un­der the nose of the Ex­ped­i­tion­ary Force, which will be just too late.” The splen­did hawks that swooped about the palace re­minded him of a text in the Bible: “The eye that mock­eth at his father and des­pis­eth to obey his mother, the ravens of the val­ley shall pick it out, and the young eagles shall eat it.” “I of­ten won­der,” he wrote, “whether they are destined to pick my eyes, for I fear I was not the best of sons.”

So, sit­ting late into the night, he filled the empty tele­graph forms with the agit­a­tions of his spirit, over­flow­ing ever more hur­riedly, more furi­ously, with lines of em­phasis, and cap­it­als, and ex­clam­a­tion-marks more and more thickly in­ter­spersed, so that the signs of his liv­ing pas­sion are still vis­ible to the in­quirer of today on those thin sheets of me­diocre pa­per and in the tor­rent of the ink. But he was a man of elastic tem­pera­ment; he could not re­main forever upon the stretch; he sought, and he found, re­lax­a­tion in ex­traneous mat­ters—in meta­phys­ical di­gres­sions, or in satir­ical out­bursts, or in the small de­tails of his daily life. It amused him to have the Sudanese sol­diers brought in and shown their “black pug faces” in the palace look­ing-glasses. He watched with a cyn­ical sym­pathy the im­per­tin­ence of a tur­key-cock that walked in his court­yard. He made friends with a mouse who, “judging from her swelled-out ap­pear­ance,” was a lady, and came and ate out of his plate. The cranes that flew over Khar­toum in their thou­sands, and with their curi­ous cry, put him in mind of the poems of Schiller, which few ever read, but which he ad­mired highly, though he only knew them in Bul­wer’s trans­la­tion. He wrote little dis­quis­i­tions on Plut­arch and pur­gat­ory, on the fear of death and on the six­teenth chapter of the Koran. Then the tur­key-cock, strut­ting with “every feather on end, and all the col­ours of the rain­bow on his neck,” at­trac­ted him once more, and he filled sev­eral pages with his opin­ions upon the im­mor­tal­ity of an­im­als, drift­ing on to a dis­cus­sion of man’s po­s­i­tion in the uni­verse, and the in­fin­ite know­ledge of God. It was all clear to him. And yet—“what a con­tra­dic­tion, is life! I hate Her Majesty’s Govern­ment for their leav­ing the Sudan after hav­ing caused all its troubles, yet I be­lieve our Lord rules heaven and earth, so I ought to hate Him, which I (sin­cerely) do not.”

One pain­ful thought ob­sessed him. He be­lieved that the two Egyp­tian of­ficers, who had been put to death after the de­feat in March, had been un­justly ex­ecuted. He had given way to “out­side in­flu­ences”; the two Pashas had been “ju­di­cially murdered.” Again and again he re­ferred to the in­cid­ent with a haunt­ing re­morse. The Times, per­haps, would con­sider that he had been jus­ti­fied; but what did that mat­ter? “If the Times saw this in print, it would say, ‘Why, then, did you act as you did?’ to which I fear I have no an­swer.” He de­term­ined to make what re­par­a­tion he could, and to send the fam­il­ies of the un­for­tu­nate Pashas £1,000 each.

On a sim­ilar, but a less ser­i­ous, oc­ca­sion, he put the same prin­ciple into ac­tion. He boxed the ears of a care­less tele­graph clerk—“and then, as my con­science pricked me, I gave him $5. He said he did not mind if I killed him—I was his father (a chocol­ate-col­oured youth of twenty).” His tem­per, in­deed, was grow­ing more and more un­cer­tain, as he him­self was well aware. He ob­served with hor­ror that men trembled when they came into his pres­ence—that their hands shook so that they could not hold a match to a ci­gar­ette.

He trus­ted no one. Look­ing into the faces of those who sur­roun­ded him, he saw only the ill-dis­sim­u­lated signs of treach­ery and dis­like. Of the 40,000 in­hab­it­ants of Khar­toum he cal­cu­lated that two-thirds were will­ing—were per­haps anxious—to be­come the sub­jects of the Mahdi. “These people are not worth any great sac­ri­fice,” he bit­terly ob­served. The Egyp­tian of­fi­cials were ut­terly in­com­pet­ent; the sol­diers were cow­ards. All his ad­mir­a­tion was re­served for his en­emies. The mean­est of the Mahdi’s fol­low­ers was, he real­ised, “a de­term­ined war­rior, who could un­dergo thirst and priva­tion, who no more cared for pain or death than if he were stone.” Those were the men whom, if the choice had lain with him, he would have wished to com­mand. And yet, strangely enough, he per­sist­ently un­der­rated the strength of the forces against him. A hand­ful of Eng­lish­men—a hand­ful of Turks would, he be­lieved, be enough to de­feat the Mahdi’s hosts and des­troy his domin­ion. He knew very little Ar­abic, and he de­pended for his in­form­a­tion upon a few ig­nor­ant Eng­lish-speak­ing sub­or­din­ates. The Mahdi him­self he viewed with am­bigu­ous feel­ings. He jibed at him as a vul­gar im­postor; but it is easy to per­ceive, un­der his scorn­ful joc­u­lar­it­ies, the traces of an un­easy re­spect.

He spent long hours upon the palace roof, gaz­ing north­wards; but the veil of mys­tery and si­lence was un­broken. In spite of the ef­forts of Ma­jor Kitchener, the of­ficer in com­mand of the Egyp­tian In­tel­li­gence Ser­vice, hardly any mes­sen­gers ever reached Khar­toum; and when they did, the in­form­a­tion they brought was tor­ment­ingly scanty. Ma­jor Kitchener did not es­cape the at­ten­tions of Gor­don’s pen. When news came at last, it was ter­rible: Co­l­onel Ste­w­art and his com­pan­ions had been killed. The Ab­bas, after hav­ing passed un­injured through the part of the river com­manded by the Mahdi’s troops, had struck upon a rock; Co­l­onel Ste­w­art had dis­em­barked in safety; and, while he was wait­ing for camels to con­vey the de­tach­ment across the desert into Egypt, had ac­cep­ted the hos­pit­al­ity of a local Sheikh. Hardly had the Europeans entered the Sheikh’s hut when they were set upon and murdered; their nat­ive fol­low­ers shared their fate. The treach­er­ous Sheikh was an ad­her­ent of the Mahdi, and to the Mahdi all Co­l­onel Ste­w­art’s pa­pers, filled with in­form­a­tion as to the con­di­tion of Khar­toum, were im­me­di­ately sent. When the first ru­mours of the dis­aster reached Gor­don, he pic­tured, in a flash of in­tu­ition, the ac­tual de­tails of the cata­strophe. “I feel some­how con­vinced,” he wrote, “they were cap­tured by treach­ery … Ste­w­art was not a bit sus­pi­cious (I am made up of it). I can see in ima­gin­a­tion the whole scene, the Sheikh in­vit­ing them to land … then a rush of wild Arabs, and all is over!” “It is very sad,” he ad­ded, “but be­ing or­dained, we must not mur­mur.” And yet he be­lieved that the true re­spons­ib­il­ity lay with him; it was the pun­ish­ment of his own sins. “I look on it,” was his un­ex­pec­ted con­clu­sion, “as be­ing a Nemesis on the death of the two Pashas.”

The work­ings of his con­science did in­deed take on sur­pris­ing shapes. Of the three ex-gov­ernors of Dar­fur, Bahr-el-Ghazal, and Equat­oria, Emin Pasha had dis­ap­peared, Lupton Bey had died, and Slatin Pasha was held in cap­tiv­ity by the Mahdi. By birth an Aus­trian and a Cath­olic, Slatin, in the last des­per­ate stages of his res­ist­ance, had ad­op­ted the ex­pedi­ent of an­noun­cing his con­ver­sion to Mo­hammedan­ism, in or­der to win the con­fid­ence of his nat­ive troops. On his cap­ture, the fact of his con­ver­sion pro­cured him some de­gree of con­sid­er­a­tion; and, though he oc­ca­sion­ally suffered from the caprices of his mas­ters, he had so far es­caped the ter­rible pun­ish­ment which had been meted out to some other of the Mahdi’s European pris­on­ers—that of close con­fine­ment in the com­mon gaol. He was now kept pris­oner in one of the camps in the neigh­bour­hood of Khar­toum. He man­aged to smuggle through a let­ter to Gor­don, ask­ing for as­sist­ance, in case he could make his es­cape. To this let­ter Gor­don did not reply. Slatin wrote again and again; his piteous ap­peals, couched in no less piteous French, made no ef­fect upon the heart of the Governor-Gen­eral.


“Ex­cel­lence!” he wrote, “J’ai en­voyé deux lettres, sans avoir recu une ré­ponse de votre ex­cel­lence. … Ex­cel­lence! j’ai me battu 27 fois pour le gouverne­ment contre l’en­nemi—on m’a feri deux fois, et j’ai rien fait contre l’hon­neur—rien de chose qui doit em­pêché votre ex­cel­lence de m’ecrir une ré­ponse que je sais quoi faire. Je vois prie, Ex­cel­lence, de m’hon­oré avec une ré­ponse. PS. Si votre Ex­cel­lence ont peutêtre en­tendu que j’ai fait quelque chose contre l’hon­neur d’un of­fi­cier et cela vous em­pêche de m’ecrir, je vous prie de me don­ner l’oc­ca­sion de me de­fendre, et jugez apres la ver­ité.”



The un­for­tu­nate Slatin un­der­stood well enough the cause of Gor­don’s si­lence. It was in vain that he ex­plained the motives of his con­ver­sion, in vain that he poin­ted out that it had been made easier for him since he had, “per­haps un­hap­pily, not re­ceived a strict re­li­gious edu­ca­tion at home.” Gor­don was adam­ant. Slatin had “denied his Lord,” and that was enough. His com­mu­nic­a­tions with Khar­toum were dis­covered and he was put in chains. When Gor­don heard of it, he noted the fact grimly in his di­ary, without a com­ment.

A more ghastly fate awaited an­other European who had fallen into the hands of the Mahdi. Olivier Pain, a French ad­ven­turer, who had taken part in the Com­mune, and who was now wan­der­ing, for reas­ons which have never been dis­covered, in the wastes of the Sudan, was seized by the Arabs, made pris­oner, and hur­ried from camp to camp. He was at­tacked by fever; but mercy was not among the vir­tues of the sav­age sol­diers who held him in their power. Hois­ted upon the back of a camel, he was be­ing car­ried across the desert, when, over­come by weak­ness, he lost his hold, and fell to the ground. Time or trouble were not to be wasted upon an in­fi­del. Orders were given that he should be im­me­di­ately bur­ied; the or­ders were car­ried out; and in a few mo­ments the caval­cade had left the little hil­lock far be­hind. But some of those who were present be­lieved that Olivier Pain had been still breath­ing when his body was covered with the sand.

Gor­don, on hear­ing that a French­man had been cap­tured by the Mahdi, be­came ex­tremely in­ter­ested. The idea oc­curred to him that this mys­ter­i­ous in­di­vidual was none other than Ern­est Renan, “who,” he wrote, in his last pub­lic­a­tion “takes leave of the world, and is said to have gone into Africa, not to re­appear again.” He had met Renan at the rooms of the Royal Geo­graph­ical So­ci­ety, had no­ticed that he looked bored—the res­ult, no doubt, of too much ad­mir­a­tion—and had felt an in­stinct that he would meet him again. The in­stinct now seemed to be jus­ti­fied. There could hardly be any doubt that it was Renan; who else could it be? “If he comes to the lines,” he de­cided, “and it is Renan, I shall go and see him, for whatever one may think of his un­be­lief in our Lord, he cer­tainly dared to say what he thought, and he has not changed his creed to save his life.” That the mel­li­flu­ous au­thor of the Vie de Jésus should have de­term­ined to end his days in the depths of Africa, and have come, in ac­cord­ance with an in­tu­ition, to re­new his ac­quaint­ance with Gen­eral Gor­don in the lines of Khar­toum, would in­deed have been a strange oc­cur­rence; but who shall limit the strange­ness of the pos­sib­il­it­ies that lie in wait for the sons of men? At that very mo­ment, in the south­east­ern corner of the Sudan, an­other French­man, of a pe­cu­liar em­in­ence, was ful­filling a des­tiny more ex­traordin­ary than the wild­est ro­mance. In the town of Har­rar, near the Red Sea, Ar­thur Rim­baud sur­veyed with splen­etic im­pa­tience the tragedy of Khar­toum.


“C’est justement les Anglais,” he wrote, “avec leur ab­surde poli­tique, qui min­ent désor­mais le com­merce de toutes ces côtes. Ils ont voulu tout re­manier et ils sont ar­rivés à faire pire que les Egyp­tiens et les Turcs, ru­inés par eux. Leur Gor­don est un idiot, leur Wolse­ley un âne, et toutes leurs en­tre­prises une suite in­sensée d’ab­surdités et de dé­préd­a­tions.”



So wrote the amaz­ing poet of the Saison d’En­fer amid those fu­tile tur­moils of petty com­merce, in which, with an in­ex­plic­able de­lib­er­a­tion, he had for­got­ten the en­chant­ments of an un­par­alleled ad­oles­cence, for­got­ten the fogs of Lon­don and the streets of Brus­sels, for­got­ten Paris, for­got­ten the sub­tleties and the fren­zies of in­spir­a­tion, for­got­ten the ag­on­ised em­braces of Ver­laine.

When the con­tents of Co­l­onel Ste­w­art’s pa­pers had been in­ter­preted to the Mahdi, he real­ised the ser­i­ous con­di­tion of Khar­toum, and de­cided that the time had come to press the siege to a fi­nal con­clu­sion. At the end of Octo­ber, he him­self, at the head of a fresh army, ap­peared out­side the town. From that mo­ment, the in­vest­ment as­sumed a more and more men­acing char­ac­ter. The lack of pro­vi­sions now for the first time began to make it­self felt. Novem­ber 30th—the date fixed by Gor­don as the last pos­sible mo­ment of his res­ist­ance—came and went; the Ex­ped­i­tion­ary Force had made no sign. The for­tu­nate dis­cov­ery of a large store of grain, con­cealed by some mer­chants for pur­poses of spec­u­la­tion, once more post­poned the cata­strophe. But the at­tack­ing army grew daily more act­ive; the skir­mishes around the lines and on the river more dam­aging to the be­sieged; and the Mahdi’s guns began an in­ter­mit­tent bom­bard­ment of the palace. By Decem­ber 10th it was cal­cu­lated that there was not fif­teen days’ food in the town; “truly I am worn to a shadow with the food ques­tion,” Gor­don wrote; “it is one con­tinu­ous de­mand.” At the same time he re­ceived the omin­ous news that five of his sol­diers had deser­ted to the Mahdi. His pre­dic­a­ment was ter­rible; but he cal­cu­lated, from a few du­bi­ous mes­sages that had reached him, that the re­liev­ing force could not be very far away. Ac­cord­ingly, on the 14th, he de­cided to send down one of his four re­main­ing steam­ers, the Bordeen, to meet it at Metemmah, in or­der to de­liver to the of­ficer in com­mand the latest in­form­a­tion as to the con­di­tion of the town. The Bordeen car­ried down the last por­tion of the Journ­als, and Gor­don’s fi­nal mes­sages to his friends. Owing to a mis­un­der­stand­ing, he be­lieved that Sir Evelyn Bar­ing was ac­com­pa­ny­ing the ex­ped­i­tion from Egypt, and some of his latest and most suc­cess­ful satir­ical fan­cies played around the vis­ion of the dis­tressed Con­sul-Gen­eral perched for days upon the pain­ful em­in­ence of a camel’s hump. “There was a slight laugh when Khar­toum heard Bar­ing was bump­ing his way up here—a reg­u­lar Nemesis.” But, when Sir Evelyn Bar­ing ac­tu­ally ar­rived—in whatever con­di­tion—what would hap­pen? Gor­don lost him­self in the mul­ti­tude of his spec­u­la­tions. His own ob­ject, he de­clared, was, “of course, to make tracks.” Then in one of his strange pre­mon­it­ory rhaps­od­ies, he threw out, half in jest and half in earn­est, that the best solu­tion of all the dif­fi­culties of the fu­ture would be the ap­point­ment of Ma­jor Kitchener as Governor-Gen­eral of the Sudan. The Journal ended upon a note of men­ace and dis­dain:


“Now mark this, if the Ex­ped­i­tion­ary Force, and I ask for no more than 200 men, does not come in ten days, the town may fall; and I have done my best for the hon­our of our coun­try. Good­bye.—C. G. Gor­don.

“You send me no in­form­a­tion, though you have lots of money.—C. G. G.”



To his sis­ter Augusta he was more ex­pli­cit.


“I de­cline to agree,” he told her, “that the ex­ped­i­tion comes for my re­lief; it comes for the re­lief of the gar­ris­ons, which I failed to ac­com­plish. I ex­pect Her Majesty’s Govern­ment are in a pre­cious rage with me for hold­ing out and for­cing their hand.”



The ad­mis­sion is sig­ni­fic­ant. And then came the fi­nal adieux.


“This may be the last let­ter you will re­ceive from me, for we are on our last legs, ow­ing to the delay of the ex­ped­i­tion. However, God rules all, and, as He will rule to His glory and our wel­fare, His will be done. I fear, ow­ing to cir­cum­stances, that my af­fairs are pe­cu­ni­ar­ily not over bright … your af­fec­tion­ate brother, C. G. Gor­don.

“PS. I am quite happy, thank God, and, like Lawrence, I have tried to do my duty.”



The delay of the ex­ped­i­tion was even more ser­i­ous than Gor­don had sup­posed. Lord Wolse­ley had made the most elab­or­ate pre­par­a­tions. He had col­lec­ted to­gether a picked army of 10,000 of the finest Brit­ish troops; he had ar­ranged a sys­tem of river trans­ports with in­fin­ite care. For it was his in­ten­tion to take no risks; he would ad­vance in force up the Nile; he had de­term­ined that the fate of Gor­don should not de­pend upon the dan­ger­ous haz­ards of a small and hasty ex­ploit. There is no doubt—in view of the op­pos­i­tion which the re­liev­ing force ac­tu­ally met with—that his de­cision was a wise one; but un­for­tu­nately, he had mis­cal­cu­lated some of the es­sen­tial ele­ments in the situ­ation. When his pre­par­a­tions were at last com­plete, it was found that the Nile had sunk so low that the flo­til­las, over which so much care had been lav­ished, and upon which de­pended the whole suc­cess of the cam­paign, would be un­able to sur­mount the catar­acts. At the same time—it was by then the middle of Novem­ber—a mes­sage ar­rived from Gor­don in­dic­at­ing that Khar­toum was in ser­i­ous straits. It was clear that an im­me­di­ate ad­vance was ne­ces­sary; the river route was out of the ques­tion; a swift dash across the desert was the only pos­sible ex­pedi­ent after all. But no pre­par­a­tions for land trans­port had been made; weeks elapsed be­fore a suf­fi­cient num­ber of camels could be col­lec­ted; and more weeks be­fore those col­lec­ted were trained for mil­it­ary march. It was not un­til Decem­ber 30th—more than a fort­night after the last entry in Gor­don’s Journal—that Sir Her­bert Ste­w­art, at the head of 1,100 Brit­ish troops, was able to leave Korti on his march to­wards Metemmah, 170 miles across the desert. His ad­vance was slow, and it was ten­a­ciously dis­puted by the Mahdi’s forces. There was a des­per­ate en­gage­ment on Janu­ary 17th at the wells of Abu Klea; the Brit­ish square was broken; for a mo­ment vic­tory hung in the bal­ance; but the Arabs were re­pulsed. On the 19th there was an­other furi­ously con­tested fight, in which Sir Her­bert Ste­w­art was killed. On the 21st, the force, now di­min­ished by over 250 cas­u­al­ties, reached Metemmah. Three days elapsed in re­con­noiter­ing the coun­try, and strength­en­ing the po­s­i­tion of the camp. On the 24th, Sir Charles Wilson, who had suc­ceeded to the com­mand, em­barked on the Bordeen, and star­ted up the river for Khar­toum. On the fol­low­ing even­ing, the ves­sel struck on a rock, caus­ing a fur­ther delay of twenty-four hours. It was not un­til Janu­ary 28th that Sir Charles Wilson, ar­riv­ing un­der a heavy fire within sight of Khar­toum, saw that the Egyp­tian flag was not fly­ing from the roof of the palace. The signs of ruin and de­struc­tion on every hand showed clearly enough that the town had fallen. The re­lief ex­ped­i­tion was two days late.

The de­tails of what passed within Khar­toum dur­ing the last weeks of the siege are un­known to us. In the di­ary of Bordeini Bey, a Levantine mer­chant, we catch a few glimpses of the fi­nal stages of the cata­strophe—of the starving popu­lace, the ex­hausted gar­rison, the fluc­tu­ations of des­pair and hope, the daunt­less en­ergy of the Governor-Gen­eral. Still he worked on, in­defatig­ably, ap­por­tion­ing pro­vi­sions, col­lect­ing am­muni­tion, con­sult­ing with the townspeople, en­cour­aging the sol­diers. His hair had sud­denly turned quite white. Late one even­ing, Bordeini Bey went to visit him in the palace, which was be­ing bom­barded by the Mahdi’s can­non. The high build­ing, bril­liantly lighted up, af­forded an ex­cel­lent mark. As the shot came whist­ling around the win­dows, the mer­chant sug­ges­ted that it would be ad­vis­able to stop them up with boxes full of sand. Upon this, Gor­don Pasha be­came en­raged.


“He called up the guard, and gave them or­ders to shoot me if I moved; he then brought a very large lan­tern which would hold twenty-four candles. He and I then put the candles into the sock­ets, placed the lan­tern on the table in front of the win­dow, lit the candles, and then we sat down at the table. The Pasha then said, ‘When God was por­tion­ing out fear to all the people in the world, at last it came to my turn, and there was no fear left to give me. Go, tell all the people in Khar­toum that Gor­don fears noth­ing, for God has cre­ated him without fear.’ ”



On Janu­ary 5th, Om­dur­man, a vil­lage on the op­pos­ite bank of the Nile, which had hitherto been oc­cu­pied by the be­sieged, was taken by the Arabs. The town was now closely sur­roun­ded, and every chance of ob­tain­ing fresh sup­plies was cut off. The fam­ine be­came ter­rible; dogs, don­keys, skins, gum, palm fibre, were de­voured by the des­per­ate in­hab­it­ants. The sol­diers stood on the for­ti­fic­a­tions like pieces of wood. Hun­dreds died of hun­ger daily: their corpses filled the streets; and the sur­viv­ors had not the strength to bury the dead. On the 20th, the news of the battle of Abu Klea reached Khar­toum. The Eng­lish were com­ing at last. Hope rose; every morn­ing the Governor-Gen­eral as­sured the townspeople that one day more would see the end of their suf­fer­ings; and night after night his words were proved un­true.

On the 23rd, a ru­mour spread that a spy had ar­rived with let­ters, and that the Eng­lish army was at hand. A mer­chant found a piece of news­pa­per ly­ing in the road, in which it was stated that the strength of the re­liev­ing forces was 15,000 men. For a mo­ment, hope flickered up again, only to re­lapse once more. The ru­mour, the let­ters, the prin­ted pa­per, all had been con­triv­ances of Gor­don to in­spire the gar­rison with the cour­age to hold out. On the 25th, it was ob­vi­ous that the Arabs were pre­par­ing an at­tack, and a depu­ta­tion of the prin­cipal in­hab­it­ants waited upon the Governor-Gen­eral. But he re­fused to see them; Bordeini Bey was alone ad­mit­ted to his pres­ence. He was sit­ting on a di­van, and, as Bordeini Bey came into the room, he snatched the fez from his head and flung it from him.


“What more can I say?” he ex­claimed, in a voice such as the mer­chant had never heard be­fore. “The people will no longer be­lieve me. I have told them over and over again that help would be here, but it has never come, and now they must see I tell them lies. I can do noth­ing more. Go, and col­lect all the people you can on the lines, and make a good stand. Now leave me to smoke these ci­gar­ettes.”



Bordeini Bey knew then, he tells us, that Gor­don Pasha was in des­pair. He left the room, hav­ing looked upon the Governor-Gen­eral for the last time.

When the Eng­lish force reached Metemmah, the Mahdi, who had ori­gin­ally in­ten­ded to re­duce Khar­toum to sur­render through star­va­tion, de­cided to at­tempt its cap­ture by as­sault. The re­ced­ing Nile had left one por­tion of the town’s cir­cum­fer­ence un­defen­ded; as the river with­drew, the ram­part had crumbled; a broad ex­panse of mud was left between the wall and the wa­ter, and the sol­diers, over­come by hun­ger and the las­sit­ude of hope­less­ness, had trus­ted to the mor­ass to pro­tect them, and neg­lected to re­pair the breach. Early on the morn­ing of the 26th, the Arabs crossed the river at this point. The mud, par­tially dried up, presen­ted no obstacle; nor did the ruined for­ti­fic­a­tion, feebly manned by some half-dy­ing troops. Resist­ance was fu­tile, and it was scarcely offered: the Mahdi’s army swarmed into Khar­toum. Gor­don had long de­bated with him­self what his ac­tion should be at the su­preme mo­ment. “I shall never (DV),” he had told Sir Evelyn Bar­ing, “be taken alive.” He had had gun­powder put into the cel­lars of the palace, so that the whole build­ing might, at a mo­ment’s no­tice, be blown into the air. But then mis­giv­ings had come upon him; was it not his duty “to main­tain the faith, and, if ne­ces­sary, to suf­fer for it”?—to re­main a tor­tured and hu­mi­li­ated wit­ness of his Lord in the Mahdi’s chains? The blow­ing up of the palace would have, he thought, “more or less the taint of sui­cide,” would be, “in a way, tak­ing things out of God’s hands.” He re­mained un­de­cided; and mean­while, to be ready for every con­tin­gency, he kept one of his little ar­moured ves­sels close at hand on the river, with steam up, day and night, to trans­port him, if so he should de­cide, south­ward, through the en­emy, to the re­cesses of Equat­oria. The sud­den ap­pear­ance of the Arabs, the com­plete col­lapse of the de­fence, saved him the ne­ces­sity of mak­ing up his mind. He had been on the roof, in his dress­ing-gown, when the at­tack began; and he had only time to hurry to his bed­room, to slip on a white uni­form, and to seize up a sword and a re­volver, be­fore the fore­most of the as­sail­ants were in the palace. The crowd was led by four of the fiercest of the Mahdi’s fol­low­ers—tall and swarthy Der­vishes, splen­did in their many-col­oured jib­behs, their great swords drawn from their scab­bards of brass and vel­vet, their spears flour­ish­ing above their heads. Gor­don met them at the top of the stair­case. For a mo­ment, there was a deathly pause, while he stood in si­lence, sur­vey­ing his ant­ag­on­ists. Then it is said that Taha Shahin, the Don­golawi, cried in a loud voice, “Mala’ oun el yom yomek!” (O cursed one, your time is come), and plunged his spear into the Eng­lish­man’s body. His only reply was a ges­ture of con­tempt. Another spear trans­fixed him; he fell, and the swords of the three other Der­vishes in­stantly hacked him to death. Thus, if we are to be­lieve the of­fi­cial chron­iclers, in the dig­nity of un­res­ist­ing dis­dain, Gen­eral Gor­don met his end. But it is only fit­ting that the last mo­ments of one whose whole life was passed in con­tra­dic­tion should be in­volved in mys­tery and doubt. Other wit­nesses told a very dif­fer­ent story. The man whom they saw die was not a saint but a war­rior. With in­trep­id­ity, with skill, with des­per­a­tion, he flew at his en­emies. When his pis­tol was ex­hausted, he fought on with his sword; he forced his way al­most to the bot­tom of the stair­case; and, among, a heap of corpses, only suc­cumbed at length to the sheer weight of the mul­ti­tudes against him.

That morn­ing, while Slatin Pasha was sit­ting in his chains in the camp at Om­dur­man, he saw a group of Arabs ap­proach­ing, one of whom was car­ry­ing some­thing wrapped up in a cloth. As the group passed him, they stopped for a mo­ment, and railed at him in sav­age mock­ery. Then the cloth was lif­ted, and he saw be­fore him Gor­don’s head. The trophy was taken to the Mahdi: at last the two fan­at­ics had in­deed met face to face. The Mahdi ordered the head to be fixed between the branches of a tree in the pub­lic high­way, and all who passed threw stones at it. The hawks of the desert swept and circled about it—those very hawks which the blue eyes had so of­ten watched.

The news of the cata­strophe reached Eng­land, and a great out­cry arose. The pub­lic grief vied with the pub­lic in­dig­na­tion. The Queen, in a let­ter to Miss Gor­don, im­me­di­ately gave vent both to her own sen­ti­ments and those of the na­tion.


“How shall I write to you,” she ex­claimed, “or how shall I at­tempt to ex­press what I feel! To think of your dear, noble, heroic Brother, who served his Coun­try and his Queen so truly, so hero­ic­ally, with a self-sac­ri­fice so edi­fy­ing to the World, not hav­ing been res­cued. That the prom­ises of sup­port were not ful­filled—which I so fre­quently and con­stantly pressed on those who asked him to go—is to me grief in­ex­press­ible! Indeed, it has made me ill … Would you ex­press to your other sis­ters and your elder Brother my true sym­pathy, and what I do so keenly feel, the stain left upon Eng­land, for your dear Brother’s cruel, though heroic, fate!”



In reply, Miss Gor­don presen­ted the Queen with her brother’s Bible, which was placed in one of the cor­ridors at Wind­sor, open, on a white satin cush­ion, and en­closed in a crys­tal case. In the mean­while, Gor­don was ac­claimed in every news­pa­per as a na­tional mar­tyr; State ser­vices were held in his hon­our at West­min­ster and St. Paul’s; £20,000 was voted to his fam­ily; and a great sum of money was raised by sub­scrip­tion to en­dow a char­ity in his memory. Wrath and ex­ec­ra­tion fell, in par­tic­u­lar, upon the head of Mr. Glad­stone. He was little bet­ter than a mur­derer; he was a traitor; he was a heart­less vil­lain, who had been seen at the play on the very night when Gor­don’s death was an­nounced. The storm passed; but Mr. Glad­stone had soon to cope with a still more ser­i­ous agit­a­tion. The cry was raised on every side that the na­tional hon­our would be ir­re­par­ably tar­nished if the Mahdi were left in the peace­ful pos­ses­sion of Khar­toum, and that the Ex­ped­i­tion­ary Force should be at once em­ployed to chas­tise the false prophet and to con­quer the Sudan. But it was in vain that the im­per­i­al­ists clam­oured; in vain that Lord Wolse­ley wrote sev­eral dis­patches, prov­ing over and over again that to leave the Mahdi un­conquered must in­volve the ruin of Egypt; in vain that Lord Hart­ing­ton at last dis­covered that he had come to the same con­clu­sion. The old man stood firm. Just then, a crisis with Rus­sia on the Afghan fron­tier su­per­vened; and Mr. Glad­stone, point­ing out that every avail­able sol­dier might be wanted at any mo­ment for a European war, with­drew Lord Wolse­ley and his army from Egypt. The Rus­sian crisis dis­ap­peared. The Mahdi re­mained su­preme lord of the Sudan.

And yet it was not with the Mahdi that the fu­ture lay. Be­fore six months were out, in the plen­it­ude of his power, he died, and the Khal­ifa Ab­dul­lahi reigned in his stead. The fu­ture lay with Ma­jor Kitchener and his Maxim-Norden­feldt guns. Thir­teen years later the Mahdi’s em­pire was ab­ol­ished forever in the gi­gantic hecatomb of Om­dur­man; after which it was thought proper that a re­li­gious ce­re­mony in hon­our of Gen­eral Gor­don should be held at the palace at Khar­toum. The ser­vice was con­duc­ted by four chap­lains—of the Cath­olic, Anglican, Pres­by­terian, and Meth­od­ist per­sua­sions—and con­cluded with a per­form­ance of “Abide with Me”—the Gen­eral’s fa­vour­ite hymn—by a se­lect com­pany of Sudanese bu­glers. Every­one agreed that Gen­eral Gor­don had been avenged at last. Who could doubt it? Gen­eral Gor­don him­self, pos­sibly, flut­ter­ing, in some re­mote Nir­vana, the pages of a phant­as­mal Bible, might have ven­tured on a satir­ical re­mark. But Gen­eral Gor­don had al­ways been a con­tra­dic­tious per­son—even a little off his head, per­haps, though a hero; and be­sides, he was no longer there to con­tra­dict … At any rate, it had all ended very hap­pily—in a glor­i­ous slaughter of 20,000 Arabs, a vast ad­di­tion to the Brit­ish Em­pire, and a step in the Peer­age for Sir Evelyn Bar­ing.
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Endnotes

1. “The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, and whither it goeth; so is every­one that is born of the Spirit.”

2. The au­then­ti­city of the di­ary con­tained in this book has been dis­puted, not­ably by Mr. J. O. P. Bland in his Li Hung Chang. (Con­stable, 1917.)
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