














the might of colour; who, with him, standing on his nail-pierced
foot in the carpet slipper, which was all he had brought to foot
the dusty Norman roads in, had received the chrism of that won-
derful Sunday morning’s Mass in the cathedral at Beauvais. Both
the young cfergymen—elect vowed themselves to Art that day.

The gentle Ned had, perhaps, something to get over; the ban-
ning of music at The Grange whenever Top came; the coarsish
food talk; the rumbusticalness and all. Yet, “The things that n
thought are most dear and necessary to me are dear and neces-
sary to no one except Morris only’, was Ned’s moan when Top
died.

Colour, and again colour, and always colour — colour, pagan
or religious, holy or bloody, but always fervid and splendid,
whether seen on the bright sleeves of Guenevere that ‘Launcelot
dared not come within a yard of’ or the red foam and spatter of
blood on Norsemen’s shields. I should say that, at the end of
his life, he saw, as Guendolen saw, ‘high up in the dustiness of
the apse’, the glory and the gold, and dying, felt that he had
cause to say, ‘I have had a beautiful life and I am glad of it'.
Can’t one hear the eternal schoolboy that he was, saying, as the
schoolbox is hoisted on the fly; ‘It’s the end of the “hols” and
I have had a topping time!’

EpITOR's NOTE. Lady Mander writes: ‘I put this article together from three
typewritten versions which I found among Violet Hunt’s papers before
they were handed over to Newnham College, Cambridge under the terms
of her Will. Mr R. C. H. Briggs located a published version in The
London Mercury, January 1955; it is reprinted here with some additions
from the typescripts, reproduced by kindp permission of Cornell University
which recently acquired the papers from Newnham College. One passage,
however, could not be fitted in and is therefore given here separately. It
occurred in what appears to be the earliest draft and after the paragraph
on Morris reproaching Violet for “breaking prison” (p. 10).’

A deep, simple, unsophisticated nature sealed, I think, to all but Ned Jones.
B-]. broke his heart, nearly, on the morning ‘Topsy’ died and came no
more to Sunday breakfasts. “The things that are in thought to me most
dear and necessary, are dear and necessary to no one now, except Morris
only.” It was very touching. For William Morris was not of the empty
day which bored him, nor did he desire to be, but lived, as it has always
secemed to me, in a state of wilful mental abeyance from some antago-
nistic passions and modern ideas, I forgave him the luncheon speech.
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His mental reservation did not in any way preclude his facing of the
burdens of our common humanity, and enjoying them in such innocently
Rabelaisian fashion. He just allowed himself the plain, blunt speech of a
knight of Arthur’s Court or a Captain of the Black Prince - for his England
was surely the little, pretty England with its London, small and white
and clean, and its shining Thamesside wharves, hardly crowded with bales
and hogs-heads and jars of wine, while:

... Geoffrey Chaucer’s pen
Moved over bills of lading. ...

And William Morris, like his master, and the troubadours and minne-
singers, from whom he inherited, divorced, in his rhyme at least, knightly
love from sexuality, and, in life, the manifestations of the spirit from those
of the body. In his case and that of one other, I am tempted to believe
in the doctrine of the transmigration of souls: he was never all there,
that is to say, with both feet in the same century, but continually moving
in thought between them, trailing clouds of memory from one to the other.
There 1s a novelist of whom it has been said that, when he is writing of
medieval times, he merely writes down what he has actually seen and
remembers, like the ex-galley slave in Kipling’s story.

Certainly in reading Morris or Hueffer (Ford Madox Ford), we find
ourselves transferred back with the utmost sangfroid and convincingness
to a world where, like wood and water, pleasures and pains, comfort and
risks, are almost equally apportioned, where far beeves move complacently
over white roads or are hurried into the safety of little walled towns, out-
side whose limits wild beasts and armed marauders rove, where knights
are sometimes bold and ladies always in distress. I fancy the buttercup
meadows of Walthamstow represented for Morris. . .. (etc.)
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