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PREFACE TO
THE OHIO STATE UNIVERSITY PRESS EDITION

FEW WRITERS are fortunate enough to see one of their books
restored to print a full thirty-seven years after it first appeared.
Its new publishers are pleased to call it a minor classic, and it
unquestionably conforms to one definition of the genre, as a book
of a certain age that has been read and remembered by many and
bought (if one’s old royalty statements are any indication) by
remarkably few. Perhaps this reissue will redress the balance.
Across the years, a gratifying number of professional students
of English and American literature have told me that reading The
Scholar Adventurers for the first time was a memorable and ¢ven
influential event in their education, revealing to them the pleasures
and rewards, even the occasional thrills, that literary research
involves. Nonacademic book lovers, people who simply like to
read books about books and their fortunes in the world, have
couched their appreciation somewhat differently. Both kinds of
readers have now and then asked me when they might expect
a sequel. But the fact is that in the intervening years not many
stories of adventurous literary investigations or lucky finds have
come to my attention. Several that I did happen to hear about,
including the discovery of thirty-six sermons by the New England
poet Edward Taylor in a Nebraska bookstore, the surfacing of the
manuscripts of no fewer than seventeen Restoration plays in an
English country house, and the use of modern scientific tech-
niques to shed fresh light on the place of the Winchester man-
uscript in the textual tradition of Malory's Morte d’Arthur, are
briefly told in the third edition of my Art of Literary Research
(W. W.Norton, 1981). The *'For Further Reading” list at the end
of that volume, as well as certain of the practical exercises, sup-
plement the bibliographical notes appended to the present one.
Still, somehow, finds continue to come to light. Ten or so years
ago, a stamp dealer in Carlisle, England, sorting through a bundle
of old letters he had bought for five pounds from someonc he did
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viii PREFACE

not publicly identify, found a large hoard of letters to and from
members of the Wordsworth family, the most precious of which
were thirty-one love letters exchanged between the poet and his
wife in 1810-12. No one knows how these were separated from
the main body of Wordsworth papers, or where they had been
all those years, or how they came finally to be sold as scrap. The
lot was bought by Cornell University to add to its rich Words-
worthian collection, but the British government withheld the
requisite export license and so the papers went instead to the
Wordsworth library at Grasmere.

Almost at the same moment (1976), a battered old traveling
trunk was opened in a private vault in an old London bank which
by that time had been acquired by Barclays. It had belonged to
Byron’s rakish friend Scrope Davies, who left it there in 1820
when, pursued by importunate creditors, he fled to the continent,
never to return. The trunk proved to be laden with papers relating
to Byron and his circle —a mass of invitations, receipts, visiting
cards and other miscellaneous debris such as many people then
accumulated in the course of everyday life, and more important,
a fair copy of the original manuscript of Childe Harold, canto
three, early manuscripts of Shelley’s “Hymn to Intellectual
Beauty’’ and ‘‘Mont Blanc,”” and a fine assortment of letters ex-
changed by Byron and a number of his friends. The full story of
the discovery and subsequent events, including the delivery of
the treasure to the British Library in a horse-drawn coach, has been
told by Bevis Hillier, who reported it for the London Times, in
the introduction to T. A. J. Burnett’s The Rise and Fall of a Re-
gency Dandy: The Life and Times of Scrope Berdmore Davies
(Little, Brown, 1981).

More recently, the international media headlined the discovery,
in the Bodleian Library at Oxford University, of a poem supposedly
by Shakespeare. Its presence in a manuscript anthology of poetry
dating from the 1630s, along with a note in an unknown hand



PREFACE ix

attributing it to Shakespeare, had been recorded in a printed
catalogue almost a century ago, but nobody had previously taken
the attribution seriously enough to look into the matter. An-
nouncement of the find touched off a feverish debate among
scholars, the progress of which can be conveniently traced
through three issues of the Shakespeare Newsletter (Winter
1985 -Summer 1986). To at least one disinterested observer, the
quality of the lines Shakespeare allegedly wrote recalls Robert
Browning’s response, in a different context, ‘‘Did Shakespeare?
If so, the less Shakespeare he!”’

After this book was first published there were startling new
developments in the long-running drama called here **The Case
of the Curious Bibliographers,” Thomas J. Wise’s criminous
bibliographical activities proving to have been considerably more
complicated and ramified than his original accusers had known
or even imagined. The whole story has recently been laid out with
authority and in exhaustive detail—a masterpiece of forensic
bibliographical analysis — in Nicolas Barker and John Collins’s A
Sequel to “‘An Enquiry into the Nature of Certain XIXth Century
Pampblets’ by Jobn Carter and Grabam Pollard: The Forgeries
of H. Buxton Forman & T. J. Wise (Scolar Press, 1983). The
sccond edition of the 1934 Enquiry, which had long been out
of print, was issued as a companion volume with an epilogue by
Carter and Pollard themselves.

The first chapter in the present book, ‘“The Secret of the Ebony
Cabinet,” also turned out to be only the prologue to a lengthy
and equally absorbing course of events involving a series of further
discoveries of Boswell papers and protracted behind-the-scenes
whecling and dealing on the part of sellers, buyers, libraries, and
publishers. The complete inside story has now been told twice,
from the quite different perspectives of a Scottish lawyer (David
Buchanan’s The Treasure of Auchinleck, McGraw-Hill, 1974) and
the former head of Yale's “‘Boswell factory’” (Frederick A. Pottle’s
Pride and Negligence, McGraw-Hill, 1984).
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Finally, the long-desired full-dress life of the scholar-forger John
Payne Collier was written by Dewey Ganzel under the title For-
tune and Men’s Eyes (Oxford University Press, 1982). It is evi-
dently not everything that specialists would have wished it to be,
but for the ordinary reader it is an adequate and lively narrative
set in the Victorian book world, where enthusiasm and credulity
were as yet uncurbed by the rigorous standards of modern bib-
liographical study.

I have allowed my introduction, ‘*The Unsung Scholar,”’ to
stand as it was first printed. In a number of particulars it is obsolete
or, to put the best face on it, has become a period piece. My re-
marks on the low pay scholars in the humanities received in 1950
are, happily, no longer applicable. If | were rewriting my para-
graphs on the Modern Language Association meetings today, my
comments would take a different tack and would perhaps be less
amiable. But more than one comic novelist, bemused by the busy
spectacle of thousands of professional literary and linguistic stu-
dents gathered for their annual saturnalia, paper-readings, gossip
fest, and employment market, has taken care of that topic for me.

Whatever promise these chapters implicitly contain of impor-
tant discoveries still awaiting the doughty researcher must be
modified in the light of new conditions. There is simply less
material waiting to be found. The steady flow of manuscripts and
printed rarities into the permanency of public-access collections
during the past half century means that the reservoir of literary
documents in private hands is, to that extent, diminished. And
it is less likely nowadays that researchers will come upon valuable
items that arrived at libraries long ago but somehow fell through
the cracks during the cataloguing or shelving procedure.

The primary message of the introduction, however, remains
unchanged. Since [ wrote about other people’s adventures in such
places as English country houses, the Public Record Office, and
the Folger Shakespeare Library I have had adventures of my own
which fully validate my exposition of the pleasures of research.
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None of my finds have been as dramatic or worth recording as
those in this book (though I did contribute a piece called *‘An
Uncommon Curiosity: In Search of the Shows of London’’ to the
Quarterly Journal of the Library of Congress in 1981). Instead
of seeking rare individual documents, my research has been con-
centrated on gathering together masses of hitherto discrete and
scattered data and discovering the patterns into which they fall
as significant literary or historical themes. Such inquiries have
taken me into several relatively unexplored fields on the periphery
of literary studies, especially certain aspects of the history of
nineteenth-century English social life and popular culture. Accord-
ingly, I have taken my rudimentary apparatus of notepads and
ballpoint pens to institutions more or less off the strictly literary
scholar’s beat. Although none of these provides, perhaps, the
special ambience that is associated with the Huntington Library
at San Marino, California, where honey-dew and the milk of
paradise are served every day at lunch, or the rather more austere
amenities of the British Library and the old Public Record Office
in Chancery Lane, each has yielded up ample quantities of its own
kind of richness. Following endlessly winding paper trails in set-
tings as different as those of the Yale Center for British Art, Lon-
don’s Guildhall Library, the library of the Victoria and Albert
Museum, the British Library’s newspaper library in a London
suburb, and the John Johnson Collection of Printed Ephemera has
always paid off in some fashion. Everywhere I have delved, I have
found out many things I wanted to know and more things I didn’t
know I wanted to know but was glad to find out about just the
samc. And that, in the long run, is the present-day scholar ad-
venturer's measure of success. I stand by ¢very word [ wrote in
the last paragraph of my introduction.

R.D.A.






I N T R O D U C T 1 O N

THE UNSUNG SCHOLAR

MANY of the men and women who teach English in our colleges and
universities lead double lives. They earn their living in the classroom,
doling out facts and opinions about English and American literary
classics to students who are, to say the least, suspicious of art in any
form. Despite the frustrations and disappointments which are the
bitter but inevitable lot of their calling, they are not unhappy in their
teaching. But their consuming passions lie elsewhere. For outside the
classroom they are scholars: patient delvers into history and biography
whose great design is to add to the world’s store of literary knowledge,
to provide the raw materials of fact by which they, and eventually
the public, may clearly understand and evaluate a work of literary
art. And in that scholarly role they have adventures which are as
exciting as any that have ever been told of their better publicized col-
leagues, the research scientists.

The bacteriologists have had their Homer in Paul de Kruif, the
chemists have had theirs in Bernard Jaffe, and, most recently, the
nuclear physicists have heard their exploits sung by a whole chorus
of celebrators (which, according to many theories, is what “Homer”
really was). But the teacher whose alter ego is the literary scholar,
whose excitements are found not among penicillin cultures and cyclo-
trons but in great research libraries and the mouse-chewed papers of
an old family in a dormant English hamlet, has never been much
written about. It is time, I think, for someone to atone for that neglect.

To some tastes, indeed, the literary researcher has the most colorful

)



2 THE SCHOLAR ADVENTURERS

and dramatic of all the tasks of modern scholarship. He deals not with
the inanimate or the subhuman phenomena of the world, but with
human material; and he differs from the social scientist and the psy-
chologist in that he is not primarily concerned with the mass behavior
of men or the individual man as a scientific phenomenon, but with
man as creator—the creator of one kind of art, the literary. Of course,
his interest may nevertheless often overlap that of the social scientist
and the psychologist. More and more, in recent years, the literary re-
searcher has invaded the field of history itself in his desire to under-
stand as fully as may be the various intellectual, social, and artistic
milieus that furnished the raw materials of experience from which,
by the mysterious catalysis we call the imagination, a work of liter-
ature was created. Similarly, the immense increase in psychological
knowledge has afforded the literary scholar techniques hitherto un-
available to him for probing into the private temperament, the moti-
vations, and the prejudices of a poet, no matter how long ago he may
have lived. And so, borrowing knowledge and techniques on the one
hand from the psychologist and on the other from the historian, the
literary scholar goes forth to explore both the inner soul of a man and
the outer envelope of contemporary circumstance which combined to
make a poem or a drama what it is. He is, therefore, a historian of man
in his imaginative-intellectual capacity.

But it is not this alone which lends literary scholarship its par-
ticular fascination. In addition, the literary researcher is confronted
with a vast and tangled puzzle—the contradictions, the obscurities,
the very silences which the passage of time leaves behind in the form
of history. To repair the damage done by those who in past ages have
falsified, distorted, or destroyed the written record, even in the dustiest
corner of literary history or biography, requires detective talents—
and staying power—of the highest order. The scholar’s path may be
barred at every turn by a result of one or another of the accidents
of fate and human error. He must face the fact that a great deal more
of the materials of literary history, including the very works of
literature themselves, have been destroyed than have been preserved.
He sustains the hope nevertheless that somehow the particular docu-
ments he needs have been spared from the bonfire of the moment and



THE UNSUNG SCHOLAR 3

the damp of the centuries, and that somewhere, if only he can find
where by the use of the Geiger counters of historical sleuthing, they
are safe and await his coming. He must solve knotty mysteries by
cryptography, scientific analysis of ink and paper, and the cunning
use of, say, old railroad timetables and army muster rolls. He must
acquaint himself with the methods and the motives of the forgers and
liars who have contaminated historical records. In the hope of finding
the solution to a literary mystery he may travel to Italy or the Dutch
East Indies. At the end of his trail may lie the imposing criminal
record of the man who wrote the Morte Darthur, the truth about the
last days of Christopher Marlowe or of the wretched prostitute who
had been Shelley’s child-wife, the proof that certain “facts” about
Shakespeare were the invention of a Victorian scholar’s twisted mind,
the forgotten diary of an American Pepys, or the revelation that the
spiritual agony of a great romantic poet was due in part to his having
begotten an illegitimate child.

Literary research is frequently dull and laborious beyond descrip-
tion, and even the most devoted scholar will admit as much. Much of
it ends in despair, because history, however briskly prodded, simply
refuses to talk. A great deal of it, furthermore, gives the world noth-
ing but a heap of uninteresting and unusable facts dredged up from the
silt where they might just as well have remained to the end of time;
and here again those scholars who retain perspective along with their
professional convictions would agree.* But that same research has
nevertheless provided us with an understanding of the books we
treasure which was impossible fifty or a hundred years ago. There is
not a major author in English or American letters who has not emerged
a clearer, more meaningful figure because of the work of the profes-
sional literary fact-finders, whether they have been breathing the
choking dust of six hundred years in a grimy structure in London’s

* In the last fifty years a great deal of ink has been spilt in the debate over the
utility of literary research; but in this book 1 shall be happy to let the reader
draw his own conclusions. 1t is worth remarking, though, that during the Second
World War the highly refined techniques developed in such research were put to
important use in fields remote from literature. Many peacetime literary scholars
were quickly and profitably converted into intelligence officers, cryptographers,
propagandists, historians, and so forth.
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Chancery Lane, the air-conditioned immaculacy of the lovely Georgian
building at Harvard where rest some of the finest of Keats’s manu-
scripts, or the languorous breezes of Melville’s South Pacific.

I

WHO, then, are these scholar adventurers?

Obviously there is no such person as a “typical” literary scholar,
and there never has been. But it is remarkable that the greatest scholars
two generations ago were, seemingly without exception, “characters”:
some in the mold of Sylvestre Bonnard, some a deal saltier. The pioneer
medieval scholar and simplified spelling enthusiast F. J. Furnivall
liked to scull on the Thames, while his long white whiskers streamed
out behind him. The most famous of American scholars, George Lyman
Kittredge, who was reputed to dip his beard in laundry bluing, strode
across Harvard Square against the lights in defiance of trucks and
streetcars (“Look out there, Santy Claus,” cried the drivers and motor-
men), had a marvelous knack of timing his lecture and making his exit
from the classroom so that his last word and his students’ last glimpse
of him chimed with the bell, held midnight conferences over cigars at
his home which are fondly remembered by hundreds of his one-time
graduate students, and had habits of leisure reading that resulted in
the Harvard Library’s acquiring over the years one of the world’s fin-
est collections of detective fiction. An Anglo-Saxon specialist almost
killed the graduate study of English in one of our great universities
because he insisted on teaching all the courses himself; and another
great American medievalist lost his hat at a meeting of the Modern
Language Association many years ago, when he was rosily under the
influence, and thereby started a famous legend—

But the great “characters” belong now to history, and to the affec-
tions or at least the esteem of the men and women, now themselves
in middle age, who sat at their feet. In their place has come a gen-
eration of comparatively conventional, unspectacular men in business
suits who may have their individual eccentricities, but who in the mass
look like a squadron of insurance salesmen. But even if these do not
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conform, externally at least, to the popular image of the unworldly
academician, few of them, | suspect, are really at home with a group
of prosperous businessmen. As John Livingston Lowes of Harvard, a
prince among scholarly detectives, once observed, the college professor
riding in a crowded Pullman smoking room at midnight tries his best
to be unacademic, but the damnéd spot will not out.

It is my impression that in politics most scholars whose lives were
at some point affected by the Great Depression—and that includes
everyone who was struggling to make ends meet while in graduate
school, or while holding his first job in a desperately impoverished col-
lege—are liberals of some sort, ranging from militant activity in the
appropriate movements to a quiet attachment, sentimental or philo-
sophical, to the principles of Franklin D. Roosevelt. Despite the wholly
libelous legend that professional scholars take pride in having read
nothing published since 1900, most of them, including some of the
oldest, are deeply interested in contemporary literary trends, and can
discuss Faulkner, Sartre, Kafka, Cyril Connolly, Ezra Pound, and all
the splinter groups of poets and critics, with intelligence and heat of
one sort or another. Most of them read the New Yorker, and not a few
are Li'l Abner fans. Many of them collect records which they play, if
they can afford to do so, on a custom-built phonograph with all the
latest refinements of sound engineering. Their musical tastes are fairly
sophisticated. | have a feeling that, if a poll were taken, the most
favored of all composers would be Mozart; but Bach, Haydn, Bee-
thoven, and Brahms are also strongly represented on the record
shelves, and in many collections such moderns as Hindemith, Schén-
berg, Bartdk, and Shostakovich find hospitality. Although a Johns
Hopkins scholar, in an apologia for his colleagues written in 1938,
maintained that most members of the profession have “a possessive
attitude toward at least one Hollywood star,’” the times have changed,
and today the profession as a whole seems to reserve its enthusiasm
for such classics as The Informer and the vintage pleasantries of the
Marx Brothers, and for the excellent foreign movies which have been
increasingly popular in America since the war. It need hardly be
added that a picture like Olivier's Hamlet is good for an hour’s con-
troversy any time two or more scholars get together.
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A few scholars, like Wilmarth S. Lewis, the twentieth-century apos-
tle of Horace Walpole, have comfortable private incomes, and the ad-
vantages inherent in their personal lives carry over into their scholarly
pursuits. They may wear English tweeds, go abroad in state every
summer, and mingle socially with rich book-collectors. Like Chauncey
Brewster Tinker of Yale, they may build up their own personal col-
lections of rare books and manuscripts, which they house in suitable
comfort in a city apartment or a place in the country.

By no means all scholars are professional teachers. A great deal
of valuable research, especially in the field of bibliography, has been
accomplished by men and women attached to great libraries. Ever
since the day of Sir Frederic Madden, a hundred years ago, the British
Museum has had on its staff learned bookmen who have combined
independent research with their official duties, to the great enrichment
of scholarly knowledge. One of the best contemporary authorities on
the older English printed books is William A. Jackson, of the Hough-
ton Library at Harvard. Curt Biihler of the Pierpont Morgan Library
in New York is another top expert in the field of early printing.
Giles Dawson and E. E. Willoughby, Elizabethan bibliographical
specialists, are on the staff of the Folger Library. Such men enjoy
the advantage of the incomparable resources of their respective li-
braries almost within arm’s reach, and in addition their daily business
enables them constantly to profit from the knowledge of the specialists
who work for the great rare-book dealers. The “curious bibliographers”
who, as we shall soon discover, exposed the monumental fraud of
Thomas J. Wise, were neither academic persons nor members of library
staffs, but employees of rare-book firms.

Some distinguished scholars have done much of their work in what
leisure they could find after completing their daily tasks in other
professions. Two of the leading English experts on Elizabethan litera-
ture, Sir Edmund Chambers and John Dover Wilson, were for many
years officials of the national Board of Education. Dr. Samuel A.
Tannenbaum, whom we shall meet when we examine the case of John
Payne Collier, was a Hungarian-born New Yorker who held an M.D.
from the Columbia University medical school and had a busy practice
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in psychotherapy. Occasionally an important contribution to scholarly
knowledge is made by a stranger to all the learned professions. Twenty
years ago a New England textile manufacturer named Walter Oliver
wandered into the office of the Modern Language Association to an-
nounce that he held the key to a riddle which had long baffled students
of the medieval romance—the geography involved in the story of
King Horn. Once he had identified the “Suddene” of the romance with
Southdean, on the Borders of Scotland, where he had spent his boy-
hood, most of the other geographical details fell into place.

Nevertheless, most scholars earn their living in the classroom or
the administrative offices of a university, even if they got there, so to
speak, by the back door. A few dedicated spirits entered literary re-
search only after having practiced and abandoned a career in some
other field. John Livingston Lowes first was a professor of mathematics
at Washington and Jefferson College. Carleton Brown of New York
University was a railroader and a Unitarian minister before he began
his great work as a specialist in the medieval lyric. A leading present-
day Johnson expert holds a degree from the Massachusetts Institute
of Technology. And a surprising number of our American scholars, if
confronted with the record, would have to confess that they misspent
their undergraduate years majoring in such subjects as business ad-
ministration.

The sacrifices involved in deserting a prospective career as stock-
broker or advertising executive for the life of scholarship are the more
impressive when we consider what scholars were paid in the late
1940’s, when academic salaries in the United States were the highest
in history. An instructor, the occupant of the lowest rung on the ladder,
whose professional training had been as long and as expensive as that
of a surgeon, might receive up to $3,500 for a nine-month year. A man
who had reached the dizzy eminence of a full professorship might re-
ceive $6,000 or even as much as $10,000. (Salaries were higher at a
few institutions, such as Harvard, but to anyone not at Harvard the
fact was only a curiosity to be noted wistfully in passing.) Such an
income is not conducive to high living. [t means limiting onesclf to a
Ford or a Plymouth, buying the bulk of one’s groceries at the A. & P.,
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serving an inexpensive brand of whisky at all parties except the ones
celebrating a promotion or the publication of a book, and practicing
all sorts of petty economies.

Among scholars there is a pleasant camaraderie which links a man
at Columbia with one at the University of California and another
at Oxford, in the same way in which, say, surgeons have almost a world-
wide fraternity. Some friendships begin in graduate school, when the
necessity of posing temporarily as a lover of the Anglo-Saxon tongue
and of brazening through the grueling three-day qualifying exam-
ination for the Ph.D. makes all men brothers over the two a.m. coffee.
They are augmented when the young scholar is striking out for the
first time on his own, with a summer of research at the Harvard Li-
brary or the British Museum in London, and he meets other aspiring re-
searchers in the reading rooms or at the inexpensive restaurants he
patronizes. And they grow still more a little later, when, having pub-
lished two or three articles, he becomes known as a budding specialist
in the metaphysical poets or the Pre-Raphaelites or Jonathan Edwards.
and workers in the same and adjoining vineyards begin to exchange
information and discuss their problems with him.

The spirit of cooperation that exists in modern literary scholarship
is unsurpassed, perhaps, in any of the other learned professions. [ can
speak with some authority on the subject, because in the course of
gathering material for this book ! have had occasion to ask the help
of scores of busy scholars personally unknown to me, and seldom have |
been turned away unsatisfied. That is not to say that relations among
scholars are always sweetness and light. There are specialists who like
to hold exclusive dominion over their particular area of research, and
who go to unseemly lengths to try to keep out poachers. Some, having
found valuable new documents, persuade the owners to forbid any-
one else to use them. Often this exaggerated sense of possessiveness has
its comic side. Forty years ago two indefatigable Shakespeare scholars,
Professor Charles Wallace of the University of Nebraska and Mrs.
Charlotte Stopes of Scotland, found themselves, to their mutual irrita-
tion, working side by side in the Public Record Office in London. Each
knew that the other had the same design—to find hitherto undiscovered
documents relating to Shakespeare. It is said that Mrs. Stopes was so
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much on Wallace’s mind that, even when walking along the street
with a companion, he would lower his voice and glance over his
shoulder, fearful that she was trailing him in the hope of overhearing
some valuable clue to the progress of his research. When he discovered
a document, he would try (unsuccessfully) to have the Record Office
authorities hide it away so that she would not know about it.

Once in a while, at the annual meeting of American literary scholars,
two archrivals may be seen avoiding each other with desperate zeal.
But the pervading atmosphere of these gatherings is decidedly frater-
nal. The Modern Language Association—"“MILA" as it is always called
by its members—is the professional organization for teachers and
scholars in all the modern languages and literatures which are taught
in American higher institutions. It is the counterpart, in the field of
literary studies, of the American Association for the Advancement of
Science, which regularly steals the headlines from it if their conventions
happen to be held at the same time.

Every year for three days between Christmas and New Year’s, the
MLA holds a meeting in a hotel in one or another of the large eastern
or midwestern cities. The lobbies and corridors are jammed by a
polyglot mob, numbering as many as three thousand. In addition
to scholars in English and American literature, the crowd includes
bearded professors of French or Slavonic, smoking cigarettes down
to the last half-inch; lonely graduate students who are there because
they have already been told it is “the thing to do,” and who gaze
with awe—mingled with distaste—at the celebrities of scholarship
whose books they have been required to read; and beaten-down
middle-aged men and women hoping against hope to persuade some-
body to rescue them from a living death, at $3,000 a year, at Dismal
Seepage State Normal College.

The official reason for the MLA annual conclave is an elaborate
system of small meetings in which some fifty groups of specialists in
the various fields of research gather while three or four of their
number read papers. To “read a paper at MLA,” thereby getting one’s
name in the printed record, is one of the prescribed ways of advancing
in the profession. It is generally agreed that nine-tenths of the papers
read at these group meetings should have remained unread, if not
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actually unwritten; but since no one is obliged to listen to the papers
and everybody in the room except the reader is spending his time look-
ing for familiar faces or trying to catch the attention of his fellow
Dryden expert from Michigan, no real harm is done. The formal
purposes of the MLA convention, indeed, are held in humorous scorn
by a substantial proportion of the membership. In reality most
seasoned MLA-ers travel long distances each Christmas season for
the sake of renewing old friendships, trading scholarly and academic
gossip, and checking up on the progress of one another’s research.

These vital functions are accomplished partly at bars in the hotel
and the surrounding neighborhood, and in the hotel suites rented by
textbook publishers, whose representatives play the genial host while
inwardly worrying about what the front office will say when they turn
in the liquor bill. But the most uninhibited and most valuable gather-
ings at MLA are those in the bedrooms of the members themselves.
At two a.M., three ice pails and an empty soda bottle or two outside
a door mark a smoke-choked room where a medieval scholar is playing
host to a Whitman specialist, a Shakespearean, and a Miltonist (all
sprawled on the single bed), a Meredithian (in the armchair), a Henry
James specialist (in the other chair), a worker in eighteenth-century
periodicals and a student of Franco-American literary relations (on
the floor). In the morning it will be hard to get up in time for the nine
o’clock section meetings, at which two or three of them are scheduled to
read papers; but these bedroom convivialities have their place in the
scholarly plan of things. In the course of the conversation, the Mil-
tonist may accidentally suggest to the Whitman specialist some ex-
citing ideas about the origins of Walt’'s metrical habits; and the
Meredithian, listening to the worker in eighteenth-century periodicals
discussing his present research, may suddenly remember that in his
college library in the Midwest is a file of the obscure magazine for
which his acquaintance has long been looking.

The Publications of the Modern Lanmguage Association, a thick
quarterly periodical dressed in a bright blue cover, is, at least when
measured by both bulk and total circulation, the leading American
publication in the field of literary research. Besides PMLA, as it is al-
ways called (the scholarly profession was far in advance of the New
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Deal in adopting time- and space-saving abbreviations), there are in
America a handful of other quarterly and monthly publications, all
circulating fewer than a thousand copies, in which the scholar pub-
lishes the results of his research with no other reward than a sheaf
of off-prints to hand round to his colleagues and to people who may
some day offer him a better academic post. Known to the learned by
their initials rather than their formal titles—MLN, ELH, PQ, SP,
JEGP, and so forth—these periodicals struggle along from year to
year on the subsidies granted them by the universities where they are
edited. The British have two comparable journals, the Review of
English Studies at Oxford and the Modern Language Review at the
University of London. In addition to these periodicals of general
scholarly interest, there are also a number devoted to special slices of
literature, ranging from Speculum (medieval studies) to the Journal
of Nineteenth Century Fiction.

III

THE practice of literary scholarship, while it does not require ex-
pensive equipment such as is indispensable to scientific research, takes
more money than the average professor can afford to spend. Scholars
must own many expensive books important to their research; they
need microfilms and photostats of their materials; they have to travel
to the distant places where their quarry lies. The sums required are
infinitesimal compared with those which are daily allotted to cancer
researchers or to workers, for example, on Atomic Energy Commission
projects; but they are much harder to get. Although some universities
have relatively liberal provisions for aiding literary research—to
the extent of a few hundred dollars per project—in others the scholar
must pay his own way. He can escape doing so only by winning a grant
or fellowship from one of the large libraries or foundations. A few
of the great research libraries, such as the Folger, the Huntington,
and the Newberry, award fellowships to scholars who have special
programs of work they wish to pursue in those libraries. The Rocke-
feller Foundation has subsidized individual research in certain areas
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of American literature, as well as contributed heavily to projects, like
the Union Catalog at the Library of Congress, which are of use to all
scholars. Every year a fair number of Guggenheim Fellowships, which
allow each winner $2,500 to $3,000 for a year’s uninterrupted study,
are allotted to literary investigators. The Fulbright Fellowships for
foreign study, recently instituted by the United States Department of
State, are a most welcome addition to this lamentably small list.

When the magnum opus is finished, the product of ten years of hard
work and rigorous self-denial, the scholar need not dread having to
fight off publishers frantic to have his manuscript. It never was too
easy to find a publisher for a scholarly book, and in the past few years
it has become much harder to do so, when production costs have
virtually prohibited the publication of books with strictly limited ap-
peal. The American scholar’s only recourse is to one of the university
presses, which fortunately are increasing both in number and in pres-
tige. But even if his manuscript is accepted by one of these academic
publishing houses, he may have to subsidize the venture himself to the
extent of thousands of dollars, with little hope of getting any of the
money back in profits.

Why, then, considering these handicaps—the constant uphill strug-
gle to accomplish their research and then to publish its results—do
so many scholars persist in their occupation? Early in these pages
I suggested part of the answer; the rest will be clear when we reflect
how literary scholars are made. For they are made—not born. No
adolescent boy in history, unless there is a case somewhere in the
clinical records, ever asserted that his passionate ambition was to be
a literary researcher. It is normal to aspire to be a doctor or a lawyer
or even a clergyman, and plenty of today’s top scientists were busy
with Chemcraft sets when they were eight; but any tender youth who
expressed a desire to spend his life working in libraries and writing
learned articles he could be sure that no more than a handful of
people would ever read, could well be thought to be more than a trifle
peculiar.

Most scholars are the product of that harsh but presumably neces-
sary weeding-out process by which nature, or society, reduces the
number of creative writers in every generation. The famous remark-—
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was it Sainte-Beuve’sP—to the effect that every man over forty carries
a dead poet in his breast might have been made specifically of scholars.
When a boy who likes to read books is in high school and college, he
is going to be a writer—a journalist if he isn’t aiming his sights too
high, otherwise a critic like Edmund Wilson, a poet like T. S. Eliot, or
a novelist like Thomas Wolfe. He probably gets some of his early
efforts into print, in his school magazines and even in commercial
publications. (An enterprising blackmailer, by the way, could do
worse than dig up the novels and books of verse which today’s eminent
scholars published before they were thirty.) But somewhere along the
line the aspiring artist realizes that the belly’s crass demands take
precedence over the fine frenzy of the spirit, and he must find some
way of making a steady living. The obvious answer, since he can’t live
away from books, is to teach literature in what are somewhat dreamily
called institutions of higher learning. To do so with any prospect of
security and advancement he must have his Ph.D. So he goes to
graduate school; and there he hears about scholarship, rubs elbows
with practicing scholars, is even encouraged to take a trial flight him-
self. Despite the agonies he suffers when he is writing his doctoral
dissertation, scholarship gets into his blood. Slowly, and in most cases
painlessly (as the new fascination of historical inquiry fastens itself
upon him) the dream of becoming a littérateur fades away. What had
been, at least to this point, a third-rate writer dies, and what may pos-
sibly become a first-rate scholar is born. In very rare cases—two that
immediately come to mind are those of Douglas Bush and the late
John Livingston Lowes—the writer does not die, but is gloriously
assimilated in the scholar, the result being books of scholarly weight
and precision which are also joys to read. In some cases, the writer
lives on under an alias. It is a curious coincidence that both England
and America today have well known specialists in the Elizabethan
drama who turn out successful detective novels in their spare time.

A devotion to books, then, is the primary requisite of a scholar.
Such devotion extends not merely to their contents but to the sheer
physical sensations of handling them, taking pleasure in their binding
and typography and paper. There is a certain temperament, evident
to a degree, probably, in every reader of this book, to which the dry
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odor of the stacks of a large library is heady perfume. A few years ago
a humble employee of a federal mint grew tired of hauling new pennies
around all day and got a job, at a much lower salary, as a page in a
big university library—simply, as he expressed it, to be close to books.
He had at least some of the makings of the genuine scholar.

But that is not enough. Although the attempts which were made a
generation or two ago to place literary research on the same footing as
the natural sciences were absurd, it is true that the literary scholar must
have the scientist’s deep concern for exactness, for objectivity, for
thoroughness, for getting every detail just right. He will not be con-
tented unless he feels the kind of satisfaction that comes from the
mastery of specialized techniques, things which he realizes he can do
well and few other people can do at all. He must have an extensive and
precise knowledge of, among many other things, the ways to use the
vast array of bibliographical tools which have been produced to
guide him through the twenty or thirty million different books printed
since Gutenberg. As his command of method increases, as he moves
with more and more confidence through the complexities of libraries
and archives and solves his problems with neatness and dispatch, his
pleasure grows, just as does that of the scientist who solves a for-
midable problem by the sheer exercise of intricate technique. The more
practice he has in the tricks of his trade, the more successfully can he
urge the past to give up its secrets; and that is what he is a scholar for.

Put the two together—a lively imagination focused in the art of
literature, and a scientific devotion to truth in its minutest detail—
and you have the literary scholar. The demands which research makes
upon both of these faculties are no less than those which the act of
artistic creation makes upon the poet or the novelist, or the attempt to
verify a hypothesis makes upon the experimental scientist. They are
simply of another kind.

The scholar is confronted with a vast jigsaw puzzle made up of
countless fragments of truth; but many pieces are missing, and others
are fitted into the wrong places. His first task is to tidy up the tiny
sector of the puzzle which he has chosen for his own province, finding
some new pieces that fit neatly into place and properly rearranging
some old ones. To do so, he must re-create in his imagination the
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circumstances under which the missing pieces were lost and the ill-
fitting ones misplaced, and then, by a similar act of reconstruction,
develop a plan for remedying the situation. This task calls for a high
degree of ingenuity, patience, logic, and sheer imaginative talent. And
in the process of assembling his materials, as well as in the synthesis
that follows, the scholar must make even greater demands upon his
imagination. To interpret the significance of this material in terms of
literary art, he must re-create in his mind, in as minute and faithful
detail as possible, the social, intellectual, and literary conditions of a
past age, and make himself, as well, an intimate spectator of the inner
life of a great artist. A Chaucerian must train himself to think ac-
cording to medieval patterns of thought; a specialist in Hawthorne
must recapture Hawthorne’s special mood and outlook upon life.
This is historical detective work, rooted in scientific command of
numberless small facts but raised to the plane of the creative imagina-
tion, and it explains why literary scholarship has a peculiar fascina-
tion to perpetually inquisitive minds. In the chapters that follow, we
shall get some idea of what a seventeenth-century Marquis of Halifax
had in mind when he wrote of scholarly curiosity that it is “the direct
incontinency of the Spirit,” which “hath a pleasure in it like that of
Wrestling with a fine Woman.”



THE SECRET OF THE EBONY
CABINET

WHAT James Boswell, Esq., of Auchinleck, Scotland, wanted most
in life—apart from such immediate consolations as wine and com-
plaisant ladies, both of which were always plentiful in his life—was
fame. Probably his lifelong hunger for public notice was the result
of a gnawing conviction of personal inadequacy and, as time went on,
of failure. In any event, it led him (to mention only the most famous
instances) to compete with Shakespeare for public attention during
the Stratford Shakespeare jubilee of 1769, by parading the streets
with a placard in his hat reading “Corsica Boswell”; to edify the au-
dience at Drury Lane Theatre one night by giving spirited imitations
of a cow’s moo, followed by somewhat less successful imitations of
other animals; to appear at a public execution atop a hearse; and to
indulge a peculiar whim by returning to London, after a walk in the
suburbs, perched conspicuously on a dung cart.

Such exhibitions as these earned Boswell, if not fame, at least
notoriety ; and notoriety, after all, was something; for the moment, at
least, he was in the public eye. But Boswell still had his heart set on
being remembered by uncounted ages to come. And that is one reason
why he so industriously cultivated the company of Dr. Samuel John-
son. If Boswell were not to be remembered as a lawyer (he was an
undistinguished one), or as an essayist and occasional poet (roles in
which he displayed only the most mediocre gifts), perhaps he could

16
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cheat oblivion as the friend, and eventually the biographer, of Dr.
Johnson.

And he did. His Life of Jobnson, from the day it appeared, assured
that the name of James Boswell would never be forgotten. But one
can cheat oblivion in a number of ways, and the way in which Boswell
did it was not the one that most of us would prefer. How much it
cost him was summed up neatly, far too neatly, as we now realize, in
Macaulay’s famous paradox about the greatest English biographer
being the greatest fool in history.

To any reader of the Life of Jobnsom, however, it is clear that
Boswell yearned for a purer fame, a fame that comes not from making
oneself appear a vain, stupid ass in order that the subject of one’s
biography should seem all the more imposing a figure, but from the
sheer interest of one’s own character. Boswell, above all, wanted to be
remembered as James Boswell, Esq., a man worthy of permanent
fame—not notoriety—for his own sake; who, even if every copy of
the Life of Jobnson were somehow wiped out, would still have an
unchallenged place in the annals of eighteenth-century England.

Macaulay showed the world exactly how to view Boswell, and for
nearly a century few readers doubted the justice of his estimate. But
we can imagine the biographer shouting from his assigned seat in
purgatory (where his sins of the flesh undoubtedly sent him), “The
ebony cabinet! Look in the ebony cabinet!” For it was there that the
real James Boswell, the Boswell who would count for something if
anybody ever troubled to look him up, resided; at least, he had been
placed there, lovingly and carefully, by the mortal James Boswell be-
fore he died.

In Boswell’s will, when he died in 1795, was found a provision re-
lating to a certain *“ebony cabinet,” a family heirloom which had
come down to him from his great-grandmother, and which still re-
mained in the ancestral home at Auchinleck, near Edinburgh. In his
concern that the cabinet never leave the family, he provided in his
will that any heir who "alienated” it was to forfeit a thousand pounds.

Why this anxiety for a piece of furniture? Partly, of course, because
it was an heirloom, and the Boswells were very proud of their ancient
line. But more importantly, because it contained the most valuable of
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James Boswell’s papers: the papers which, if the world ever saw them,
would amply justify his faith that he would not be forgotten. For
years Boswell had preserved the written records of his daily life with
the assiduity of a Scottish magpie. The precise extent and nature of
these records were known to no one but himself, but in the Life of
Jobnson he dropped teasing references to his “archives,” which sounded
pretentious enough. It was plain, at any rate, that those “archives” at
Auchinleck contained many letters to and from Dr. Johnson, because
they were often quoted in the Life, and was it not probable that they
included also the great mass of notes from which Boswell had re-
constructed the details of the Johnson story, of those wonderful days
and nights of talk at Bolt Court and Streatham, and on the wind-
swept highlands of Scotland?

His canny eye still fixed on posterity, Boswell in his will gave specific
directions for the use to which the accumulated papers in the ebony
cabinet were to be put. He directed that three of his friends—the
Reverend William Johnson Temple, Sir William Forbes, and Ed-
mond Malone—in their capacity as literary executors, should go
through the archives and publish all such parts of it as they saw fit.
What more could a man do to insure that he would be remembered
after death?

But the public desire to read Boswell’s personal papers, a desire
which in any case Boswell certainly overestimated in respect to his
own generation, was not gratified. As we now know, the appointed
literary executors did go through the contents of the ebony cabinet
very carefully; but then one of them died, and the two remaining ex-
ecutors decided to delay any further action in the matter until Boswell’s
second son, one of the younger children who Boswell had directed
should share the proceeds of publication, was of age. No further at-
tempt was made to edit or print the archives, and the only three men
who knew what they contained died without revealing the secret.

And, as things were going, it was a secret which no one especially
cared to disturb. For who, after all, was this strange being Boswell,
who had written so inexhaustibly fascinating a book? Mr. Macaulay
told the readers of the Edinburgh Review, and his words echoed down
through the century: “He was . . a man of the meanest and feeblest
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intellect servile and impertinent, shallow and pedantic, a bigot
and a sot, bloated with family pride, and eternally blustering about
the dignity of a born gentleman, yet stooping to be a tale-bearer, an
eaves-dropper, a common butt in the taverns of London.” Thus, while
the subjects of Queen Victoria were endlessly grateful to Boswell for
having managed somehow, despite his intellectual vacuity and dis-
gusting personality, to write a great book, they were not sorry to
be deprived of any further knowledge of the author.

Only a few persistently curious bookmen, members of the clan
who must know as much as can be found out about any literary
figure, regardless of his manners or his morals, were bothered about
Boswell. Agreed that he was all that he portrayed himself to be, with
incredible ingenuousness, in the Life of [obmson—an impertinent,
petty, vain, weak-willed, toadying, hypochondriac, superstitious, of-
ficious, inquisitive, shameless creature—was he nothing more? Did
these self-revelations, seemingly so comprehensive, actually give us a
complete picture of the man? Or might there not be another side
to Boswell, a side which was revealed only in the private papers he
had locked up for posterity in the ebony cabinet?

At the same time, of course, the riddle of the ebony cabinet was also
on the minds of those who, much more in the tendency of their age,
wished to know more about Dr. Johnson. But to all men, the cabinet
at Auchinleck was adamantly denied by the Boswell family, which
now consisted of ladies in the sternest Victorian mold who knew that
the whole world shared Macaulay’s opinion of their embarrassing
ancestor. James Boswell, Esq., was a closed chapter in the family
history, Dr. Johnson or no Dr. Johnson. And anyway, the cabinet was
empty—for the Boswell ladies never contradicted the rumors which
had spread through the literary world, early in the century, that Bos-
well’s papers had been burned.

Apparently, then, Boswell’s papers, whatever they contained, were
gone. James Boswell would have to be content with being remembered
as a conceited devotee of the fleshpots who had somehow blundered
into writing a great book; the increasing fold of Johnsonians would
have to remain deprived of the important knowledge of their idol which
was contained in his biographer’s files but not used in the Life; and



20 THE SCHOLAR ADVENTURERS

the few Boswellians, a strange sect who could not help entertaining an
inexplicable love for the man who could on occasion be so candid
about his weaknesses, would know nothing more of him. And that was
the situation in the middle of the nineteenth century.

But if ever coming events cast their shadows before, they did on a
certain day in 1850 in the French town of Boulogne-sur-Mer, when one
Major Stone of the East India Company, a gentleman otherwise un-
known to history, happened into a little shop to make some casual
purchases. When, upon his return to his lodgings, he unwrapped his
parcel, he discovered that the wrapping paper was a fragment of an old
letter—written in English. With idle curiosity he looked at the sig-
nature on the letter, and identified it immediately as that of a man
known to every Englishman with a smattering of literary culture. It
was “‘James Boswell”’!

To the everlasting credit of the major, he immediately traced the
source of the wrapping paper: an itinerant vender who was in the
habit of passing through Boulogne once or twice a year, supplying the
shops with their needs. And by good luck, the Boulogne shopkeeper
had not yet used that portion of his newly purchased stock which con-
tained the major’s quarry. Money changed hands, and Major Stone
found himself the owner of a large number of letters which Boswell
had written to his most intimate friend, the Reverend William John-
son Temple.

How the Boswell-Temple letters got to the counter of a small shop
in Boulogne can easily be explained. Temple’s daughter Anne had
married Charles Powlett, a clergyman who for some reason had
moved from England, about 1825, to a little town only a few miles
from Boulogne. So much is certain; for the rest, one need only postu-
late the death of the surviving member of the couple, or simply a gen-
eral housecleaning, the two circumstances under which most masses of
privately held documentary material emerge from hiding. The peddler
happened by, bought masses of scrap paper, and began to resell it not
long afterward in Boulogne.

The Boswell-Temple letters, published late in 1856, were the first
important addition to public knowledge of Boswell since his death.
Naturally there was some skepticism; forgers were at large in England,
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and only four years earlier there had been the notortous case of twenty-
five forged Shelley letters, for a proposed edition of which Browning
had written an introduction. But all doubts of the authenticity of these
Boswell letters were answered by their unquestionably genuine Bos-
wellian flavor and the agreement of much internal evidence with the
already established facts of his life. The contents of many of the
letters, however, were not such as to invite public laments that the rest
of his papers had perished. Even though they were severely expur-
gated before printing, they proved beyond question that Macaulay had
been largely right in his condemnation of Boswell. In particular, Bos-
well’s frequent confessions to Temple revealed him to be a rake of
unusual persistence and not too fastidious tastes. He was not quite the
man whom the Victorians wished to admit to their parlors. And so,
after this brief flourish of interest, Boswell’s fame remained just about
what it had been before: highly dubious. The chief effect of the pub-
lication of the Temple letters was the still more resolute strengthening
of the bars at Auchinleck against any impertinent inquirer. When,
some twenty years later, George Birkbeck Hill, the editor of the great
critical edition of the Life of Jobnson, went in person to the Boswell
seat, the door was virtually slammed in his face.

II

IN 1905 few people heard the news, and fewer gave any thought to
it, that the last member of the family at Auchinleck had died, and
that her estate had passed to the only remaining male descendant
of James Boswell: his great-great-grandson, Lord Talbot de Malahide.
In due time the Boswell heirlooms were transferred to the new
owner’s home at Malahide Castle, near Dublin. Presumably the ebony
cabinet was among them. But it was a transaction of which the world
of bookmen was told nothing.

Seventeen years later, an American scholar made the first great step
toward rehabilitating Boswell as a man deserving of independent
literary—and psychological—study. In his book Young Boswell,
Professor Chauncey Brewster Tinker of Yale University, arguing that
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Macaulay’s influential verdict on Boswell’s character was not neces-
sarily the right one, approached Boswell with sympathy instead of
disgust. And by concentrating attention on the younger Boswell, be-
fore his momentous friendship with Johnson really developed, Tinker
demonstrated that Boswell was worth attention for reasons apart
from his relationship with the more famous man.

The demonstration was continued, with greatly broadened scope,
when, in 1924, Professor Tinker brought out his two-volume collec-
tion, the first ever made, of Boswell’s private letters. Perhaps the
most sensational aspect of this edition was the publication for the
first time of those sections of Boswell’s letters to Temple which had
justly been thought unfit for Victorian eyes. But the Boswell letters
had a deeper significance. It was not only that they displayed in
more detail the impressive scale of Boswell’s physical excesses. More
relevantly, by the publication of a mass of Boswell’s private letters to
his_friends, they threw light on facets of his personality which, for
obvious reasons, are not prominent in the Life of Jobnson: the often
torturous self-reproaches and religious doubts, the frequent attacks of
“the spleen,” the honest resolves and high-minded aspirations which
made Boswell’s life a moral chiaroscuro. Now at long last 1t was plain
that Boswell was infinitely more than Johnson’s zany: he was a man
who took himself with passionate seriousness, a man of almost patho-
logically introspective nature.

The evidence which Professor Tinker was able to set forth in the
form of the then available letters of Boswell was sufficient to place
the man in an entirely new light. But the real drama of Boswell and
modern literary scholarship was only beginning. If so much of a
hitherto unsuspected Boswell had been revealed by the careful col-
lection and study of the letters known to be available, how much more
could be learned if his extensive private archives were still in exist-
ence! 1f Boswell had displayed so much of himself in his private letters,
what might he not have confessed in other, perhaps even more con-
fidential, letters, or (was it not easily conceivable?) in diaries! The
tradition persisted, of course, that the contents of the ebony cabinet
had been destroyed. But while Professor Tinker was working in the
manuscript collection of the Pierpont Morgan Library in New York,
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he came across a letter from Malone, one of Boswell’s literary ex-
ecutors, to a daughter of Boswell, telling of the presence at Auchinleck
at that time of a great mass of Boswell papers which he had gone
through before the decision was reached to postpone the fulfilment of
Boswell’s will. This letter was dated 1809—and the rumor of the
destruction of the papers had been abroad, and in print, at least two
years earlier!

This at least was a clue: certainly not conclusive, but suggestive.
At least, it proved that the now hoary rumor had not beeri correct
during the first years of its circulation. But there was still the chance,
a strong chance considering the way in which the Boswell descendants
regarded their indiscreet forebear, that the papers had been destroyed
at some subsequent time during the long century—perhaps after
Macaulay’s devastating attack, or after the publication of the letters
to Temple. Anything to preserve what was left of the ancient Boswell
family pride! In any event, there was the tradition—and nothing
more. Could not the question whether the contents of the ebony cabinet
still existed be settled, once for all?

By an incident proper to detective fiction, it was. During his sys-
tematic search for Boswell letters, Professor Tinker had advertised
in Irish newspapers. Among the replies he had received had been a
mysterious, unsigned note advising him to consider Malahide Castle.
Tinker of course knew that the Boswell possessions had been trans-
ferred there in 1905; and so he wrote a letter of inquiry-—a master-
piece of diplomacy, it must have been—to the present Lord Talbot.
Lord Talbot replied in a brief and ambiguous note. And that was the
end of that approach.

But for some time certain literary circles in England had been
whispering that somebody—somebody—had actually gone to Mala-
hide Castle and seen the precious contents of the ebony cabinet! One
of these rumors eventually reached the ears of Wilmarth S. Lewis,
now the editor of the great Yale edition of Horace Walpole’s letters,
who had been a student of Tinker’s. Lewis passed the word to Tinker,
and the latter decided that the only thing to do was to make a trip to
Ireland.

In the summer of 1925, therefore, he presented himself at Malahide
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Castle, one of the most ancient buildings in the British Isles still in-
habited—a perfect setting for the romantic drama soon to be enacted
there. He was admitted to the sacred precincts, and Lord Talbot readily
admitted his possession of large quantities of Boswelliana. In fact, he
showed Tinker the famed ebony cabinet itself, still full of papers.
When Tinker asked about particular manuscripts which he knew had
been in the Boswell archives, Talbot obligingly drew them forth and
let him examine them.

Tinker, then, had discovered that the story of the destruction of
Boswell’s papers was false, that those papers were in existence, in
obviously greater quantity than anyone had suspected. He suggested
to Lord Talbot that some arrangement should be made for the
scholarly study and arrangement of the hoard, but Talbot demurred.
Tinker therefore returned to America for the academic year of
1925-26. He had had a dazzling glimpse of unimaginable riches, but
his hands were empty.

And then, into the impasse, came a new figure, Lieutenant-Colonel
Ralph Heyward Isham, a New York financier whose heart was firmly
set in Johnsonian locales. Colonel Isham heard Tinker’s story and
made up his mind to lay siege to Malahide Castle. He had a powerful
ally in the economic situation of the middle 1920’s: the ancient British
families were generally in a bad way because of the stiff income-tax
rates, and at the same moment there were flush times in Wall Street.
Doubly armed with Boswellian fervor and excellent financial cre-
dentials, he visited Malahide in July, 1926, and left bearing in his
hand as a souvenir an important letter from Goldsmith to Boswell
and in his head the knowledge that Lord Talbot was open to persua-
sion. The persuasion occupied a year and a half, at the end of which
Colonel Isham returned to Malahide and brought away with him the
greater part of the Boswell papers; the rest followed him to New York
within the next eight months.

Colonel Isham had succeeded in buying from Lord Talbot over
one million words of completely unexplored Boswelliana. Although,
as I have said, Boswell had prided himself upon being an archivist,
no one had ever suspected just how diligent a preserver of papers he
really was. He had faithfully kept copies of a great many of his own
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letters. He had kept the letters sent him by the many notable figures
of the time whom he “‘collected” in his own long career of tuft-hunting,
as well as those he met in the Johnson circle. But most startling of
all, it was now revealed that he had kept an intimate personal journal
over a period of thirty-three years, a daily record filled not only with
his reports of meetings with Johnson and other members of the
famous company, but with ruthlessly frank accounts of his own com-
plicated inner existence. Here was James Boswell, Esq., at length and
in three dimensions.

But ironically enough, the opening of the cabinet, far from ending
the long mystery, had simply substituted one riddle for another. The
cabinet had proved to contain much that, in the light of previous
knowledge of Boswell’s archive-keeping habits, it had been expected
to contain—and much, much more besides, such as the journal, an
undreamed-of windfall. On the other hand, it did not contain a great
mass of other material which should have been there. There were, for
example, no letters from Dr. Johnson himself, and none from Wilkes
or Garrick, two of the most important figures in the Life of Jobnson.
Why had they disappeared—and where were they now, if indeed they
still existed?

And another precious relic of the Johnson-Boswell friendship was
missing, although the reason for its absence seemed, unhappily, all
too clear. One box, when it was opened, proved to contain little more
than dust. The fragments of sixteen leaves, which were all that sur-
vived of the contents of the box, were identified as pages of the
manuscript of the Life of Jobnson. Evidently the large bundle of
manuscript which had been shipped in this box from Auchinleck to
Malahide had lain exposed to the damp for many decades and thus
had become extremely fragile. At some point between Auchinleck and
Malahide the box had received a jolt, and the paper had simply dis-
integrated into dust. If the surviving scraps were a sure indication
of what the whole bundle had been composed of (and there was no
reason to doubt it), the manuscript of the Life of Jobhnson was gone
forever.

Severe though this loss was, the richness of Isham’s treasure-trove
made it seem, in comparison, almost trifling. He immediately arranged
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to have his acquisitions scrupulously edited and printed. They ap-
peared in a sumptuous eighteen-volume limited edition, printed on
antique paper with eighteenth-century type at the press of William
Edwin Rudge in Mount Vernon, New York. In their bright red
bindings, replete with inserted facsimiles of many of the most sig-
nificant documents, they are an inexhaustible joy to the reader who
has access to one of the 570 sets that were printed. One of the most
interesting passages in the whole great work is a comment by Geoffrey
Scott, the British scholar who saw the initial volumes through the
press. Having enumerated the principal classes of missing documents,
he wrote: “That the missing elements now exist is improbable. . . .
Further discoveries . . . even in this realm of miracles, can hardly be
looked for.”

The words, written in 1928, represented the considered judgment
of a hard-headed scholar not given to day-dreaming. What he failed to
recognize was that this was no ordinary realm of miracles. For before
the last volume of the edition came from the press in 1934, two more
unanticipated events had occurred, each in its own way as dramatic
as the revelation to the outside world ‘of the contents of the ebony
cabinet.

In April, 1930, members of the Talbot household happened to open
a long disused croquet box stowed away in a closet. Instead of wickets
and mallets, it proved to contain a whole new cache of Boswell papers,
including the original manuscript of Boswell’s second most famous
work, the Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides with Samuel Jobnson,
LLD.!

For the common reader the Tour is in many respects a better in-
troduction than the Life to Johnson and Boswell. It is livelier, more
continuously anecdotal; and it contains in essence all the qualities
which make the Life so eminently readable, without the many slack
passages of that work. The discovery of the manuscript of this book
was a substantial consolation for the loss of the manuscript of the
Life.

For the Tour, as published in 1785, was a decidedly indiscreet
book. Boswell’s “naiveté” never was more conspicuous than in his forth-
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right comments on the decidedly rudimentary hospitality shown to
Dr. Johnson and himself during their sightseeing jaunt in the High-
lands in 1773. He was so forthright, indeed, that one offended Scottish
laird challenged him to a duel, which was only narrowly averted.
But the original manuscript from the croquet box proved to be in-
finitely more indiscreet than the published version. Boswell, under
advice, had gone through it and done a wholesale job of cutting,
paraphrasing, and otherwise censoring his own remarks. Some of his
alterations were due to the presence in the England of his time of the
first faint blushes of prudery; others obviously sprang from his an-
ticipation, however incomplete, of the personal offense which many
living persons would take, with justice, from his mention of them.

Colonel Isham acquired the contents of the croquet box, and the
new purchase joined the other materials being edited by Professor
Frederick A. Pottle of Yale as successor to Geoffrey Scott, who had
died in 1929. Pottle and his assistants discovered that Boswell had
been so eager to cancel certain passages in the manuscript that he had
inked them out seemingly beyond possibility of recovery. Boswell,
however, had not foreseen the tenacious devotion of twentieth-century
scholars, who patiently read the deleted sentences, letter by letter,
through the ink. The deletions were, one might add, well worth re-
storing, for they reveal Boswell at his most uninhibited and most
entertaining,.

III

AND so the neglected croquet box had provided a totally unsuspected
treasure. What more was to be found? The longer Pottle and his as-
sociates worked among the papers from Malahide Castle, the more
profoundly they realized their possession of a mass of manuscripts
absolutely unique in its revelation of the life of a man. Yet they could
not forget that the ebony cabinet had not yielded up all that had been
expected, and Pottle wrote in the Preface to his catalogue of Isham’s
ollection:
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The Malahide Papers contain no letters of Johnson, no letters of
‘Wilkes, no letters of Garrick. Documents which Boswell refers to in
the Life, and copies which we know from the Journal he made of his
own letters, are as often missing as not. The letters from more or less
obscure correspondents, though large in number, can by no means
include the entire contents of Boswell’s files.*

The only portion of Boswell’s papers in the Malahide purchases which
Pottle regarded as virtually complete was the journals. Of these, only
one section was missing; but it was one of the most serious gaps of all,
because it covered the period of Boswell’s first acquaintance with
Johnson and thus probably contained his detailed account of his initial
impressions of his idol.

Pottle wrote the passage | have quoted in 1930. So far as he knew,
the materials whose absence he regretted were lost forever; in fact,
he offered the theory that Boswell’s younger son, James, might have
removed from the cabinet *“various dossiers of correspondence in
which he was particularly interested,” and that in the confusion fol-
lowing his death and that of Alexander, the eldest son, they might
have been lost.

But here is the most astounding irony of all. Almost at the very
moment when Professor Pottle was writing, a scholar three thousand
miles away was bringing to light many of the very items which had
disappeared “forever”!

In 1930, Claude Colleer Abbott, a lecturer in English literature at
the University of Aberdeen, went seeking the papers of Sir William
Forbes, Scottish banker and author of the official life of his friend,
the eighteenth-century philosopher James Beattie. Another of Forbes’s
friends was Boswell, of whose literary estate he was an executor and
of whose children he was the guardian. It was reasonable, Abbott
thought, to expect that among Forbes’s papers might be found some
letters from Boswell. But his immediate interest was only in Forbes.

Forbes's papers were at Fettercairmm House, the Scottish country
place of Lord Clinton. With the permission of the owner, Abbott be-
gan to make a systematic search of the vast, rambling mansion.

* From Frederick A. and Marion S. Pottle, The Private Papers of James
Boswell from Malabide Castle . . . New York: Oxford University Press, 1931.
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Evidently Sir William and his son had been as conscientious archivists
as Boswell himself. Abbott found himself waist-deep in eighteenth-
century documents; there were papers everywhere—crammed into
large wooden and metal boxes, piled on tables and floors. There was
ample material on Beattie, and on Forbes’s other acquaintances, many
of them of some note in the latter part of the eighteenth century. But
almost immediately Abbott realized that in this house of unsuspected
treasures Beattie and Forbes were minor quarry indeed. At the bottom
of one of the first piles he explored, he came upon a stout bundle of
old manuscript which turned out to be, of all things, the missing
section of Boswell’s journal—the one for the first months of his
acquaintance with Johnson! “At the moment,” he writes, “my chief
thought was: ‘If this is here, well, anything not in the Ebony Cabinet
may be here, too.” "

Perhaps it is just as well that few scholars ever find themselves in
the situation in which Abbott was placed: the strain upon one’s mind
and will is so severe as to be almost unbearable. Surrounded by huge
masses of entirely unsorted papers, knowing that at the top of the old
mansion was a great attic crammed with the debris of generations,
convinced now that unsuspected treasures lay everywhere around
him—how was he to proceed? His own narrative of his successive
short stays at Fettercairn House in the fall and winter of 1930-31
offers a vivid instance of how, on occasion, a researcher must draw
upon every ounce of will-power in his constitution to keep from dash-
ing off in all directions at once. He forced himself to proceed system-
atically, taking each bundle and box as it presented itself, moving from
cupboard to cupboard—and trying not to think about the still unex-
plored attic. This stern self-control had its rewards; the discoveries
were more evenly distributed through the whole term of his search.

In the bottom of a great wooden chest, mercifully in a corner which
had not been attacked by the damp that had eaten away some of the
other contents, Abbott discovered the letters written by Boswell to
Forbes: a series as revealing in its own manner as that series to Temple
which had been discovered so many years before in the little shop
at Boulogne. And near by, wrapped in a tattered page of the London
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Times for 1874, were wads of letters, over a hundred in all, from Dr.
Johnson to various correspondents who appear prominently in the
Life. Valuable though these were in themselves, they gave promise
of still more precious revelations. Was it not within the realm of
possibility that somewhere in this bewildering storehouse Abbott might
find the lost letters of Johnson to Boswell himself?

Such ever present possibilities sustained Abbott’s spirit as he
worked through almost literally tons of material, much of it dealing
with routine estate and business matters of the Forbes family, but
interlarded time and again by papers directly concerned with Boswell
and his circle: letters from Forbes to Boswell; a draft of a “Criminal
Opera” by Boswell; miscellany relating to the Life of Jobnson. And
still the attic was to come!

At last, having surveyed the contents of every parcel and chest down-
stairs (more careful examination had, of course, to be postponed),
Abbott was ready to invade the attic. That dark continent, as if to
welcome him, yielded up one of its treasures almost immediately; for
among the broken chairs, discarded ornaments, baskets, and other
debris of an old family he found a large collection of letters to Boswell
from other correspondents. Then his luck departed, and several days
passed in hacking his way through the jungle, with dust in the lungs
and aching muscles as his only tangible rewards. Large wooden boxes,
pried with difficulty from the surrounding lumber, proved to hold only
yellowed rolls of wallpaper. But, he writes,
when 1 removed the next up-sided table 1 saw, wedged in between other
furniture, a small sack, rather like a small mail-bag, with rents here
and there from which letters were ready to drop. Quickly | dragged it
out. A loose letter fell. 1t was written to Boswell. Down the winding
stairs | hurried the sack, wondering whether all the contents could
possibly concern Boswell. Before emptying the papers | drew out an-
other loose letter. The omen was favourable. Soon [ knew the truth.
The sack was stuffed tight with Boswell’s papers, most of them ar-
ranged in stout wads, torn here and there, and dirty, but for the most

part in excellent order. Neither damp nor worm nor mouse had gnawed
at them. My luck held.*

* From Claude C. Abbott, A Catalogue of Papers Relating to Boswell, Jobnson,
and Sir William Forbes Found at Fettercairn House, 1930-31. Oxford : Clarendon
Press, 1936. Quoted by permission of the publishers.
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It was probably the richest find of all; for the bag, measuring twenty-
five inches by nineteen and once used for seed beans, was crammed with
such long-lost treasures as the correspondence between Boswell and
the Corsican patriot General Paoli, letters from Wilkes and Burke to
Boswell, and the letters of William Johnson Temple to Boswell which
provided the other side of the correspondence found in Boulogne.

Abbott had not been disappointed, then: by a sure instinct, he had
saved the icing of the cake until the last.

The discoveries at Fettercairn House accounted for much of the
Boswell material which had been missing from Malahide Castle—
except for items like the supremely desirable Johnson-Boswell cor-
respondence, which Abbott was forced to report he could not find,
and whose whereabouts remains a mystery today. How all these
Boswelliana had found their way to Fettercairn was easily explained.
Sir William Forbes, as one of Boswell’s literary executors, had re-
ceived the mass of documents for examination and ultimate editing
and publication; but the death of Temple, another of the executors,
had interrupted the project, as we have seen. Forbes never returned
his share of the papers to the Boswell family; and upon his death, in
1806, all his effects, including the Boswell hoard, had been transferred
to Fettercairn House, the seat of his son, who had married the only
daughter of Fettercairn’s owner, Sir John Stuart. And here they had
remained, untouched except by damp and mice, until Professor Ab-
bott, seeking information on Forbes, had stumbled upon them.

After the drama of [Fettercairn House had been announced to the
world, a nice question of ownership was raised and had to be settled
before the papers themselves could be made available for scholarly
research. Obviously the papers legally were the property of Boswell’s
heirs; but Colonel Isham had purchased from Lord Talbot the copy-
right of all of the Boswell papers in his possession. And was it not
true that the newly found papers, though not physically in Talbot’s
possession, belonged to him—since he was the heir to the Auchinleck
estate? Eventually litigation was instituted in the Scottish courts; and
the resultant decision in 1939 involved as fine a Gordian knot as a
Scottish judge ever contrived to tie. Lord Talbot, it was decreed,
was entitled to a half-interest in the new treasure—which meant,
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actually, that Colonel Isham was entitled to it, as Talbot’s assignee;
but the other half-interest resided with the Cumberland Infirmary, the
residuary legatee under the will of the last of the Auchinleck Bos-
wells, who had died in 1905. Neither party, however, was prepared
to buy out the other. And so matters stood when the war began. The
Fettercairn papers were kept under lock and key, and the only infor-
mation on their nature was that to be found in Abbott’s printed
catalogue, which listed over sixteen hundred items of choice Boswel-
liana in such economical terms as merely to intensify the impatience
of scholars to see the documents themselves.

But even during the Second World War, indeed because of the
war, the romance of Boswellian discovery went on. The scarcity of
space for storing grain made it necessary that every disused building
in Ireland be utilized for the purpose; and in 1940 the authorities
requisitioned a ramshackle old cow barn on the estate at Malahide.
Considering the record of that incredible estate, it would have been
surprising indeed if something dramatic had not happened when the
barn was examined. The barn was faithful to the tradition of its
environment. [n its loft was found one more cache of eighteenth-
century papers—including some of the most valuable Boswell-
Johnson treasures yet unearthed.

Lady Talbot notified Colonel Isham of the discovery, and after
long negotiations Isham bought these newly found documents, which
arrived in New York in the fall of 1946. Meanwhile he had also been
negotiating for the purchase of the Fettercairn House papers, and at
last these too fell into his possession. Thus he had made a clean
sweep of the field. The original treasure from Malahide Castle, the
windfall from the croquet. box, the papers from Fettercairn House,
the cache from the cow barn—all finally were brought together, after
a century and a half of separation.

In November, 1948, Colonel [sham exhibited the newly arrived
materials to some of America’s leading eighteenth-century scholars.
Despite the tense international situation, the aftermath of a memor-
able national election, and the supposed lack of popular interest in
literary matters, Isham'’s formal unveiling of his treasures occasioned
an extraordinary burst of journalistic discussion. The New York
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Times devoted the better part of a page in its regular news section to
excited articles on the dramatic episodes by which the papers had been
discovered and on the superlative literary and biographical importance
of the material. Newspapers all over America carried long press dis-
patches on their front pages, and popular columnists, in a totally
unprecedented display of literary erudition, wrote dissertations on
Boswell and Johnson.

Colonel Isham revealed that he was in possession of three times as
many letters to and from Boswell as he had received in his original
purchase: 2,200 letters to Boswell from such men as Edmond Malone,
Sir Joshua Reynolds, and David Garrick, and 600 letters from him.
There were 100 hitherto unknown letters from Dr. Johnson to cor-
respondents other than Boswell; some equally unknown juvenile
poems by Johnson, and copies of books by him of which no other
copies are known to exist. There were important manuscripts by
Reynolds, including a twenty-eight-page character sketch of Oliver
Goldsmith whose existence had been unsuspected. And—possibly the
most gratifying of all revelations—it was shown that the regret over
the supposed disintegration of the manuscript of the Life of Jobnson
was premature. The manuscript had not, after all, been in the box
which had proved to contain a heap of dust. Instead, here it was in
Isham’s possession: 1,300 pages of it, mainly pages torn from Boswell’s
ordinary journal, heavily edited by Boswell and then sent as copy to
the printer.

One enthusiastic scholar said of Isham’s incredible assemblage of
documents that there was enough material to keep fifty scholars busy
for fifty years. He was not exaggerating. Because Boswell knew so
many of the leading literary and intellectual figures of his age, not only
in Britain but on the Continent, and because he treasured up seem-
ingly every scrap of information about them that he could obtain,
the mass of papers originally housed in the ebony cabinet will throw
new light on the personalities and careers of a score of men and
women whose names are found in every history of English literature.

In the midst of the excitement over Isham’s unveiling of his com-
pleted collection, a serious question haunted the scholars. 1t was known
that he wished to sell the entire collection. The ideal place for it to go,
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of course, would be a large university library or other semipublic in-
stitution, where it could be efficiently classified and zealously preserved,
and at the same time be available for scholarly examination. But the
price of the collection, it was rumored, ran well into seven figures,
seeming to bar that happy solution. The other alternative, of course,
would be for the collection to be sold piecemeal—which would cancel
out the fortunate developments of the past few years by scattering the
various parcels again and, conceivably, making some of them as in-
accessible as before. But scholars’ fears have now been quieted. In
1949 a gift to Yale University from the Old Dominion Foundation,
established by Paul Mellon, and a publishing arrangement with the
McGraw-Hill Book Company, made it possible for the whole [sham
collection to be acquired for the Yale University Library. Perhaps
no more appropriate final disposition could have been made of the
Boswell papers, because Isham once was a Yale student and two of
the most prominent figures in the whole saga of the discoveries,
Chauncey Brewster Tinker and Frederick A. Pottle, are members of
the Yale faculty. The sheer bulk of the material to be studied, and
the highly specialized scholarly knowledge necessary to interpret its
full significance, have required the setting up of an elaborate system
of advisers and editors, all distinguished specialists in eighteenth-
century English literature, who will supervise the classifying, editing,
and eventually the publishing of most of the papers.

No matter how radically the Malahide-Fettercairn documents may
change our notions of Dr. Johnson or Goldsmith or Garrick or Reyn-
olds, their deepest importance will reside in the amazingly detailed
and vivid portrait they offer of James Boswell, Esq., whom, as Pro-
fessor Pottle said some time before the new quota of discoveries was
examined, “we are in a position to know more thoroughly than any
other human being.” The long journal now recovered from oblivion
is, Pottle continued, “as frank as Pepys, and, like Pepys, is a trust-
worthy contemporary record, not remolded by the interests of a later
stage of development. And it covers the whole of Boswell’s adult life.”
Boswell seems to have had the instinctive conviction, not uncommon
among neurotics, that a minute record of the ebb and flow of his daily
sensibilities would be of general interest. The revelations of the
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journal do not essentially alter the impression he gives of himself in
the Life, so far as superficial appearance is concerned; and, far from
absolving him of any of Macaulay’s specific charges, they provide
extravagant documentation for virtually every one. But the journal
does require a completely new interpretation of the facts. Macaulay
viewed Boswell as a simple fool; and, as Professor Pottle pointed out,
neither word applies. Actually, he was “one of the most complex
literary characters on record, combining in uneasy equilibrium a host
of contradictory traits.” Far from being a fool, he could and did
penetrate deep into men’s souls, his own as well as others’. He had
a special kind of sophistication, and was a man of keen intellectual
and analytical powers.

It was such a man, then, and not an alternately exhibitionistic
and maudlin buffoon, that wrote the Life of Jobnson. And the newly
discovered journal, together with the actual printer’s copy for the
Life, shows us exactly how he did it. The long entertained belief that
Boswell scribbled down Johnson’s words as they fell from his lips
was mistaken. What he actually did was to jot down notes, in a chaotic
sort of shorthand, as soon as possible after the event. From them he
formed, days or months or years afterward, a smoothly written ac-
count, an imaginative re-creation. On the suggestions of these rough
notes in his journal, supplemented by many materials he painstakingly
collected, Boswell eventually based the Life. To trace the development
of a famous Johnsonian scene from Boswell’s first crude jottings to
their final appearance in print is to realize, as one could never realize
without the aid of the manuscript, how fine an artist, and how little a
reporter, Boswell was.

And these, | am sure, are the things which Boswell must have in-
tended us to learn when he gave such explicit directions for the editing
and publication of his intimate papers. He knew all too well how he
was regarded by many of his contemporaries, especially by those who
envied him his closeness to Dr. Johnson. In a sense he spent his whole
adult life preparing his vindication; for I do not think that it is
oversentimentalizing Boswell to suggest that what he desired, most of
all, was not simply fame but a just fame—understanding of the
temperament which had been the subject of so many ribald jokes in
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eighteenth-century London. By an accident which he did not foresee,
his vindication was withheld for a century and a half. But the ebony
cabinet, the croquet box, and the cow barn at Malahide Castle, and
the miscellaneous containers at Fettercairn House, preserved it well.
Boswell, wherever he is, must be content at last; for now—as he so
much desired—we can know him, not as the self-effacing artist of the
Life of Jobnson, nor as Macaulay saw fit to present him, but “in his
habit as he lived.”



THE CASE OF THE CURIOUS
BIBLIOGRAPHERS

TECHNICAL bibliography, as distinct from bibliography in its more
familiar sense of the simple listing of books by or about a certain
author, is a field of literary study which seldom touches the interests
of the general reader, or, for that matter, those of many specialized
literary researchers. Its concern is with the physical minutiae of books
and their history in the printing house, and its most practical use-
fulness is found not in literary history but in the rare-book trade.
If one is an American millionaire intent upon possessing every issue
of every pamphlet or book bearing the name of Tennyson, the highly
specialized knowledge and techniques of the bibliographer are indis-
pensable; for he, and he alone, can detect tiny differences in typog-
raphy and format and text. By reconstructing from these differences
the exact order in which the various issues of a given work appeared,
he can establish the priority, and thus in general the rarity, of each
issue. It is a specialty that has its own peculiar charms and rewards,
even for the amateur, but many would say that it lacks human interest.
The protagonist in the drama of technical bibliography as a rule is
nothing more lively than a certain kind of type face, a peculiarity of
the title page, or a printer’s error on page 19 which distinguishes the
rare first issue from the entirely common second. Yet it was in this
superficially unlikely environment that the most sensational literary

scandal of our time was unfolded.
37
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[t all began in 1932, when two young men in the London rare-book
trade, John Carter and Graham Pollard, exchanging notes on separate
investigations they were conducting, suddenly realized that their re-
searches were in fact intimately related and that, if they joined forces,
they might come to some startling conclusions. 1 shall speak in a
moment of what Carter had been up to; but let us begin with Pollard.
In the course of preparing the section on Ruskin for the Cambridge
Bibliography of Ewnglish Literature, he had been having frequent
occasion to consult the bibliographical notes in the massive Cook and
Wedderburn edition of Ruskin. Among those notes, buried in small
type, Pollard had recognized clues that might help explain a mystery
then current in rare-book circles. Those clues had been in print for a
generation, but seemingly no one before him had suspected their true
significance.

The crucial small-type notes were assertions by one of the Ruskin
editors that certain issues of obscure pamphlets by Ruskin were un-
questionably forgeries. The reason for the accusation was simple.
Although the pamphlets purported to be first issues, their text was
that of a later, revised edition. If they had been genuine, their text
would have resembled most closely that of the next earliest edition.

Now, as Pollard reminded Carter, those same Ruskin pamphlets,
whose genuineness nobody but Ruskin’s editors seemed to have
doubted, had been commanding substantial prices in the collectors’
market. And they recalled that, in the years since 1890, many other
such booklets bearing the names of eminent Victorian authors—over
fifty different titles in all—had been much sought after by collectors,
who had been willing to pay prices running into hundreds of pounds
for a single item when it came on the market. Only, curiously enough,
these items seldom turned up singly; when they appeared they came,
like King Claudius’ sorrows, “not single spies, but in battalions!” This
is a phenomenon unusual in the rare-book trade. On the infrequent
occasions when well defined sets of rarities appear for sale without
explanation, wise bookmen are prone to suspect a cache from which
some mysterious collector or dealer is extracting hoarded wealth, per-
haps to silence clamorous creditors.

With this information in hand, Carter and Pollard pondered
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certain vague rumors which had lately been current—rumors that
implied, though seemingly never on any solid basis of fact, that at
least a few of these sought-after Victorian pamphlets were, in a
favorite Victorian phrase, no better than they should be. It was known
that certain reputable dealers were so suspicious that they refused to
handle them. And why the periodic appearance of whole groups of the
pamphlets in a single sale? Disliking this unsatisfactory state of
knowledge, the young scholars consulted their files of sales catalogues,
tracked down the sale records of as many actual copies of the pam-
phlets as they could, and emerged with several singular facts.

The pamphlets in question owed their rarity for the most part to
the fact that they were said to have been printed in tiny editions,
usually for the author—Browning, perhaps, or Tennyson or Swin-
burne or Ruskin or Kipling—to distribute to his friends in advance
of publication, or, sometimes, to secure copyright. This was, and to
some extent still is, a common practice. But for Carter and Pollard
it was instructive to discover that none of the known copies of the
fifty-odd pamphlets bore any inscription from the author, even though
many were ostensibly printed as gift copies. Nor was any copy known
which was in other than “mint” condition: none, that is, bore the
signature of the owner or even any signs of normal wear. Nor had a
single copy of any of the pamphlets appeared on the market before
1890. Nor was any pamphlet mentioned anywhere in the known letters,
journals, or other papers of its author. Nor was there a single reference
to the pamphlets in any bibliographies of their respective authors
published before the 1890’s, even though the oldest of the pamphlets
had supposedly been printed in the 1840’s. Nor was there any evi-
dence—except that coming from one source, of which I shall speak in
a moment—of the ownership of any of the pamphlets before the
1890’s. In a word, Carter and Pollard were confronted with the
strange circumstance that although on the title pages of the pamphlets
were dates ranging up to half a century earlier, there was not a scrap
of reliable evidence that they had actually existed before 1880! *

* In no case was there any question that the contents of the pamphlets were
genuine; the text of each pamphlet is authenticated by its appearance in the
authorized works of its writer.
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This was a more serious matter than one might at first think. It
was quite true that, if the pamphlets were not as represented, a con-
siderable group of important collectors had been defrauded. But the
case was even more disturbing from the point of view of literary
history and biography. Following their appearance on the market the
booklets had been included in the standard bibliographies, and biog-
raphers had taken due notice of them. The pamphlets had, indeed,
become an accepted, almost totally unquestioned part of the literary
histories of their respective authors.

Of those pamphlets, the one most prized by book collectors was
“Sonnets by E.B.B.”—Ilater to be known as Mrs. Browning’s Sonnets
from the Portuguese—which bore on its title page the assurance that
it had been printed at Reading in 1847, for private circulation only.
Copies of this little item had brought as much as $1,250 on the open
market, a figure which had caused raised eyebrows in the trade. Some
experts had had a vague feeling that all was not right with that pam-
phlet, but they could find no tangible grounds for their suspicion. It was
John Carter who had first subjected the item to critical scrutiny. What
he had been able to tell Pollard as the result of his preliminary in-
vestigation was fully as instructive as what Pollard told him about
the Ruskin pamphlets.

The high regard in which the “Reading 1847” sonnets was held was
due at least in some measure to the romantic story behind it. In 1894
Edmund Gosse, one of the most popular and widely read critics of the
time, had published an essay in which he told the story, thenceforth
so beloved of Browning enthusiasts, of Mrs. Browning’s shyly coming
to her husband at breakfast during the first year of their marriage,
thrusting a sheaf of manuscript into his pocket, and running back to
her room. The manuscript was that of the sonnets, which Browning
later declared to be the finest since Shakespeare’s. Gosse said that
Browning insisted that they be published. Mrs. Browning was loath to
publish “what had been the very notes and chronicle of her betrothal”
—they were too intimate, too sacred, to share with the world. But
Browning’s will prevailed, and his wife at length sent the manuscript to
her friend Mary Russell Mitford, who had a few copies struck off by a
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small printing establishment in Reading and sent them to Italy for the
Brownings to distribute among their close friends. It was these copies
in beautiful mint condition, looking as if they had been untouched
by human hands for seventy years, that were bringing up to $1,250
apiece in the 1920’s.

Now $1,250 was not an excessive price to pay for such an item, pro-
vided the purchaser’s zeal for an item associated with so touching an
episode in the Brownings’ idyll outweighed his regard for $1,250—and
provided, above all, that the story of the origin of the pamphlet was
true. There were, however, one or two irritating discrepancies in
Gosse’s account. He said that the breakfast-table scene occurred at
Pisa early in 1847—some six months, perhaps, after the Brownings’
elopement. But there also existed unimpeachable evidence, partly from
Browning himself and partly from friends who had had the story from
him, that the episode had happened not at Pisa but at Bagni di Lucca,
and not in 1847 at all, but in 1849—two years after the private edition
of the sonnets supposedly had been printed in Reading!

I should say at this point, to restore the serenity of such Browning
lovers as read these pages, that the incident of the breakfast table did
happen. The evidence we have, entirely apart from Gosse’s account,
makes so much clear. The only questionable element is the date, and
incidentally the place, of the occurrence. Gosse put it, on what he said
was Browning’s evidence, in 1847; other writers—including Browning
himself, in one of his letters—were equally sure that it was 1849. Who,
then, was right: Browning or Gosse? And if Browning’'s date, 1849,
was correct, how could one account for the 1847 pamphlet?

The obvious course for Carter and Pollard was to try to discover
under what circumstances the pamphlet had first appeared on the
market. The answer was not hard to find. Thomas J. Wise, the then
undisputed monarch among early twentieth-century English bibli-
ographers and collectors, had set it down partly in his exhaustive
Bibliography of the Writings in Prose and Verse of Elizabeth Barrett
Browning (1918) and more fully in A Browning Library (1929).
After repeating Gosse’s story of the breakfast table and of the subse-
quent printing of the sonnets at Reading, Wise told how Miss Mitford
had given a number of copies of the pamphlet to a friend, Dr. W. C,
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Bennett. “Somewhere about 1885,” Wise recounted, he had become
acquainted with Dr. Bennett, who had sold him a copy of the little
book for £25 and later sold his remaining copies, ten or twelve in
number, to other Browning enthusiasts, some of whom had later resold
their copies. This was how they had come upon the market.

On its face, the whole Gosse-Wise story was plausible enough, and
it gained added authority from Wise’s immense prestige. But Carter
and Pollard were satisfied with none of it. To begin with, Gosse, whom
Wise quoted, had been vague about the source of some of his infor-
mation. While the breakfast-table part of the story, wrong date and
all, was assigned to Browning, the part relating to the Reading print-
ing was said to have come to Gosse from an unidentified friend. Un-
identified friends are the plague of conscientious scholars who require
chapter and verse for every fact; but if their story is supported by
independent evidence it may be tentatively accepted. In this case,
there was no supporting evidence, and to make matters worse there
were other inconvenient, and unanswered, problems. Why had Mrs.
Browning sent the manuscript all the way back to England when she
could have had it printed so much more easily in [taly? Why did
Miss Mitford never refer in her published letters to her part in the
printing? Why had she kept back ten or twelve copies instead of
sending them all to Mrs. Browning? Why did she give them to Dr.
Bennett? Why did the Brownings never mention this prepublication
issue in their letters or conversations? Why was there no copy in
Browning’s library when it was sold in 1913? Why had no one ever
seen a copy bearing any inscription from Mrs. Browning or, lacking
that, some association with any of the intimate friends to whom she
would have sent a copy? The reported history of the pamphlet went
back to 1885 or thereabouts, and there, with the exception of Gosse’s
story, it stopped—obstinately and tantalizingly. Wise’s story of the
Bennett cache accounted for only a dozen copies; but at least seventeen
others were known to exist in 1932, and their history before the 1890’s
was completely blank. Before the middle nineties, when copies of the
1847 printing first appeared in collections, bibliographers and biog-
raphers had agreed that the Sonnets from the Portuguese had first
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appeared in the 1850 trade edition of Mrs. Browning’s collected poems.

There remained only one thing for Carter and Pollard to do: put
the 1847 pamphlet to every possible test, in order to establish or
definitely disprove its genuineness. In so doing, they developed new
scientific techniques of bibliographical detection which now form an
almost insuperable obstacle in the path of bookmen with intent to
defraud.

For one thing, they found a new use for chemistry in bibliographical
analysis. Long before the nineteenth-century pamphlets had come to
the attention of investigators, it had been common practice to analyze
the ink used in suspected documents in order to establish their ap-
proximate age. But Carter and Pollard now used chemistry to establish
the age not of the ink but of the paper in the “Reading 1847" pamphlet.
With the aid of expert technologists, they found that that paper was
made of chemical wood pulp. This ingredient had been introduced in
the paper-making industry only after the successful development of a
method of sulphite bleaching in the early 1830's. Yet the Reading
pamphlet of Mrs. Browning, made of such paper, was dated 1847!

The second test required a minute and complex inquiry into the type
used in the pamphlet. One of the typographical peculiarities of the
booklet was the use of a so-called “kernless” font—that is, a font in
which no part of any letter, notably f and j, projects beyond the rec-
tangular body of the type. Research in books on type founding re-
vealed that kernless f’'s and j’s had been introduced into the font from
which the “1847” pamphlet was printed no earlier than 1880. Another
peculiarity was the use of an unusual kind of question mark, narrower
than the ordinary sort and with the dot set noticeably off center,

The earliest possible date of the so-called 1847 pamphlet was now
ascertained beyond question, on the twin counts of anachronistic paper
and anachronistic type. But now that Carter and Pollard had tri-
umphed in their first inquiry they were faced with an even more
challenging problem. If the “Reading 1847” pamphlet was a forgery,
as it certainly was, who had printed it? It bore no printer’s mark.
Blessing the kind Fate which had restricted the number of type
founders in nineteenth-century England, they gathered specimens of
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as many late nineteenth-century fonts as they could locate and ex-
amined them for the kernless j and f. They found that no fewer than
twenty-seven kernless fonts had been produced before 1895. Carter and
Pollard might at this point have begun to track down every firm known
to have made such a font, found out the printers to whom each firm
sold kernless fonts, and then combed the resultant list for possible
suspects.

But—as if matters were not sufficiently complicated—none of the
twenty-seven kernless fonts contained the eccentric question-mark.
The only conclusion possible was that the printer of the forged
pamphlet had used a hybrid font, part of which had been supplied
by one type founder, the rest by another. But how could that printer
be discovered? 1t meant putting virtually every printer, large or small,
from Land’s End to John o’ Groat’s, to the test. “Any comprehensive
search of this kind,” Carter and Pollard reluctantly decided, “was
an obvious impossibility.” And there the chase seemed to drag to a
halt.

But luck intervened, as it has a pretty habit of doing when biblio-
graphical detectives have labored faithfully and well. Carter and Pol-
lard were examining—by no means accidentally, as we shall see—a copy
of a type-facsimile reprint of Matthew Arnold’s Rugby prize poem,
Alaric at Rome. This was an item which Thomas J. Wise, whom we
have already met, had had printed in London, for private circulation
among collectors, in 1893. In it Carter and Pollard found exactly the
same type font—Kkernless letters, unorthodox question mark, and all—
which had been used in the printing of the spurious “Reading 1847”
pamphlet. And at the end of the book, to their great joy, appeared
what they had been seeking—a printer’s mark. It was that of Richard
Clay & Sons, an old-established, well known and completely respec-
table London firm.

The chase thus suddenly was renewed. Carter and Pollard made
inquiries of the Clay firm, who replied that the hybrid font in question
was first used in their printing work in the early 1880’s; but their
records for the period before 1911 had been destroyed, so that they
could furnish no information as to the man or men responsible for
printing the “Reading 1847 pamphlet.
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And there the pursuit of tangible facts really did end, as far as the
production of the pamphlet was concerned. Carter and Pollard had
proved beyond question that the “Sonnets by E. B. B.” purporting to
have been issued at Reading in 1847 had actually been printed by
Richard Clay & Sons in London, sometime between the early eighties
and the middle nineties.

II

BUT this was merely a single exhibit in the amazing array of bib-
liographical inconsistencies that Carter and Pollard had discovered in
the process. For the sake of simplicity | have followed their method as
applied to one pamphlet alone, the most famous and most prized of
the group of more than fifty rare items | mentioned at the beginning
of this chapter. Actually, they had known from the beginning that
whatever they found out about the “Reading 1847” booklet would
probably affect the standing of many of the other items which had
accompanied it, almost habitually, into the market. They had there-
fore subjected each of the suspected items to the exhaustive tests which
had revealed such interesting things about the alleged first issue of
Mrs. Browning’s sonnets. The results amply repaid their pains. In the
group were copies of no fewer than fifty-one different pamphlets. Of
the twenty-seven issues which were printed on paper containing esparto,
an ingredient derived from a long, coarse grass grown in Spain and
northern Africa, ten bore imprint dates before 1861, the year in which
esparto had begun to be used in papermaking, and thus were proved
to be out-and-out forgeries, and some others were gravely suspect be-
cause they antedated the period when esparto came into general use.
There were also thirteen cases in which the paper contained chemical
wood pulp. All thirteen bore imprint dates before the year in which
chemical pulp was used in papermaking.

Turning to the typographical test, Carter and Pollard found that
sixteen of the pampbhlets (including some which had already been con-
demned by the paper test) contained the telltale kernless letters, which
meant that all sixteen had been printed from seven to thirty-eight



46 THE SCHOLAR ADVENTURERS

years after their imprint date. The remaining pamphlets, however,
provided something of a difficulty, because they were printed in a
variety of types unlike the “kernless” font which had been already
traced to Clay’s. Even though most of the remaining pamphlets had
already been exposed by the paper test, the possibility remained that,
however fraudulent they were, they were not the work of the forger
who had been using Clay’s facilities. But this possibility vanished when
Carter and Pollard delved further into the history of Clay’s and found
that the firm had used every one of the fonts represented in the pam-
phlets under scrutiny. Quite evidently, then, since it was unthinkable
that two or more independent operators had had entrée to Clay’s, they
were dealing with the handiwork of a single forger or ring of forgers.

The tests completed—along with some new applications of the textual
test used long ago by Ruskin’s editors, which had proved that several
“prepublication” pamphlets actually contained the text of a later edi-
tion—Carter and Pollard were able to sum up the strictly bibliographi-
cal part of their investigation. The record was impressive. Twenty-
seven pamphlets had been proved, by one, two, or even three con-
clusive tests, to be forgeries. Some thirteen more were labelled as
“highly suspicious,” which meant merely that the cases against them
were not quite as damning as those against the rest. There were also
several unauthorized and unacknowledged facsimiles of existing rari-
ties. In all, nearly half a hundred different “rare” items—"‘first edi-
tions” of poems and essays by such Victorian worthies as the Brown-
ings, George Eliot, Ruskin, Tennyson, Matthew Arnold, Swinburne,
and Thackeray—were unmasked. When you remember that scores
of copies of each item were known to have gone through the market,
and that in some cases a single copy brought more than £100, you see
that the wholesale fraud which our curious bibliographers exposed was
not of merely academic interest.

Who, then, was the forger?

Reviewing all the evidence they had gathered (and it was far more
extensive and diversified than I have space to indicate), Carter and
Pollard were able to construct a good hypothetical portrait of the
criminal. His methods, his particular talents, his interests, even his very
infrequent lapses of knowledge were faithfully mirrored in his work.
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That he was a truly admirable bibliographical craftsman, there was
no doubt. Taking a poem or an article from the collected works of
Tennyson or Kipling or William Morris or from an old periodical, he
would have it printed as a pamphlet, with the title page explaining
the circumstances under which it was (allegedly) issued, always at a
date prior to the generally accepted “first edition.” These circum-
stances, the item'’s raison d’étre, always fitted in beautifully with the
known facts of its author’s life and literary career. Each “first edition”
thus manufactured came into the world, therefore, with every evidence
of legitimacy. Again, the forgcr had shown his wiliness by almost never
imitating a known edition. He thus eliminated the danger of a buyer’s
comparing his prize with another, authentic, copy. There were no
authentic copies, because until he got to work there had never been such
an edition! *

The man that Carter and Pollard were seeking was one extremely
well versed in nineteenth-century bibliography. So much was argued
by his genius for camouflaging his fake against a background of ut-
terly truthful detail with which only a scholar could have been
acquainted. Ile was equally well versed in the state of the rare-book
market; he had a seventh sense that seemed always to tell him what
sort of “first edition” would most appeal to the collectors of his day.
Finally, he seemed to be in touch with current literary gossip. In select-
ing works by living authors for his attentions, he was careful to choose
the works of those who, for one reason or another, would not be in a
position to be asked, or would be temperamentally disinclined to an-
swer, embarrassing questions about these putative first editions. His
choice of Ruskin, for instance, seemed to have been dictated no more
by the prevalent fashion for collecting Ruskiniana than by the fact
that Ruskin, having lapsed permanently into insanity, was comforta-
bly immune from the questions of inquisitive bibliographers.

Carter and Pollard then considered who might have perpetrated

* One danger, however, the forger had not eliminated—that of competition.
After he had launched his fakes upon the book-collecting world, having taken
care that they would be regarded as precious rarities, he had the chagrin of seeing
them imitated in turn by some unknown forger eager for a share of the profits.
I find something positively sublime in the idea of forgeries giving rise to forgeries
of themselves. And what confusion in book-sale records the presence of these
second generation forgeries has caused!
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this wholesale deception. Years earlier, one or two similar pamphlets
had been called into doubt, and suspicion had fallen upon Richard
Herne Shepherd and John Camden Hotten, both late Victorian book-
men of qualified integrity. The suspicion rested, it is true, upon the
word of only one man, but it was that of a man whose authority in
such matters could scarcely be questioned. He was Thomas James
Wise, sometime president of the Bibliographical Society, honorary
Master of Arts of Oxford, member of the exclusive Roxburghe Club
of book collectors, and one of the most learned bibliographers in Eng-
land. Yet, after weighing the possibility that Shepherd or Hotten, or
both, had been the culprits in these new cases, Carter and Pollard ab-
solved them completely. Whatever his other sins, neither man, it was
clear, had been mixed up in this particular business; for every bit of
evidence Carter and Pollard had accumulated pointed obstinately in
a different direction. At every turn in their inquiry, their clues led
them back to the somewhat pontifical gentleman who was the avowed
enemy of all sorts of chicanery in book-dealing and -collecting:
Thomas James Wise himself.

For forty years—ever since he had made himself prominent in the
affairs of the Shelley and Browning societies in the late 1880’s—T. J.
Wise had been the final court of appeal on matters bibliographical.
Though by trade a member of a firm dealing in nothing more bookish
than essential oils (used in the making of perfume and scented soap),
he was by passionate avocation a rare-book man—one might almost
say, a collectors’ collector. He moved in the choicest circles of book
dealers and bibliophiles; in his home he possessed the matchless
“Ashley Library,” the finest collection of rare modern books and manu-
scripts then in private hands in England; his word was law on any-
thing concerning the priority of one Meredith issue over another, or the
almost microscopic differences which made one Shelley pamphlet
worth a thousand pounds and another, seemingly its twin, dear at five.
As his friend Gosse is said to have remarked, “l am sure that on the
Day of Judgment Wise will tell the good Lord that Genesis is not the
true first edition.” His library was a principal port of call for spe-
cialists in nineteenth-century literature. In hundreds of scholarly
books, bibliographical and biographical alike, one finds warm mention
of Wise’s generosity in placing his wide technical knowledge, as well as



THE CASE OF THE CURIOUS BIBLIOGRAPHERS 49

the unmatched resources of his library, at the disposal of the writers.
He was a virtually indispensable adjunct to literary learning; and not
the least imposing part of his role as the Grand Mogul of book collect-
ing was his frequently and vehemently expressed hatred of bibliograph-
ical carelessness and falsehood, such as attempts to sell or authenticate
bogus copies of rare books.

Nevertheless, it was this man, rather than one of palpably unsavory
character, that Carter and Pollard suspected. It took an effort of
imagination for them even to conceive of Wise as being not above sus-
picion. They knew as well as any other rare-book specialist the almost
completely unquestioned prestige which he had enjoyed for four dec-
ades.* But youth is traditionally irreverent, and our bibliographers
were young. Furthermore, they were scholars, and with scholars the
first article of faith is skepticism.

In retrospect, Wise’s connection with the forged nineteenth-century
pamphlets had been amazingly diverse—far more so than would have
been the case had he had only a normal book collector’s interest in
them. We have already seen that he had given the only known explana-
tion of how the “Reading 1847” pamphlets had first come on the
market. His account took on added interest when Carter and Pollard
realized that it represented one of the very few attempts ever made
to explain the pedigrees of any of the fifty-odd spurious pamphlets.
It became even more curious when they looked into the history of the
Dr. Bennett who had received “ten or twelve” mint copies of the “Read-
ing 1847” pamphlet from Miss Mitford. Wise had published his story
in 1918; Dr. Bennett (LL.D., University of Tusculum, 1869!) had died
twenty-three years before. Although Bennett undoubtedly had known
Miss Mitford, it was highly unlikely that he knew her well enough
for her to entrust him before her death in 1855 with a dozen copies of
a pamphlet whose printing she had undertaken for Mrs. Browning

* In 1922, however, John W. Draper, an American scholar, had printed some
caustic remarks about Wise’s bibliographical carelessness in a long review of the
catalogue of the Wrenn Library. Draper remarked that some of the many
blunders in that catalogue, for which Wise said he was responsible, “suggest an
intentional desire to mislead.” When he hastily added that “to accuse Mr. Wise
of such a thing is unthinkable” he was anticipating almost the very phraseology
that Carter and Pollard were to use twelve years later; one wonders if his in-
tention, like theirs was ironical.
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under conditions of sacred secrecy. And apart from Wise’s own state-
ment there was no proof that Wise had ever known him.

While Wise’s story of his buying a “Reading 1847 copy from Ben-
nett had its suspicious aspects, it was actually the least important of his
associations with the history of the forgeries, for it connected him
with but one of the spurious items. But Carter and Pollard’s further
evidence entangled him with the pamphlets en masse, and not once, but
time after time over a period of at least forty years. Taking the chief
strands one by one, they found:

(1) Since there was no evidence that the Clay officials knew to what
nefarious use their type and their presses were being put, the forger
must have been well known to them and trusted by them. For some
years the Clay firm were the printers for the Browning and Shelley
societies, both of which specialized in reprinting in facsimile, in very
limited editions, rare issues of books by their patron poets. This in-
volved, of course, expert imitation of typography and format, which
is perfectly legitimate printing routine if the resulting facsimiles are
clearly labeled as such. It was singular, however, that a number of
Browning and Shelley Society facsimile reprints bore an obvious family
resemblance to the forgeries; they had in fact been made from the
same paper and type. And a leading figure in these printing societies,
who was known to have seen some of the reprints through Clay’s press,
was Thomas J. Wise.

(2) In addition to being experienced in the fine art of imitation
through his connection with the Browning and Shelley societies, Wise
was himself an acknowledged manufacturer of bibliographical rarities.
There is a class of book collectors who are willing to pay high prices
for minutely accurate facsimile reprints of originals which are too rare
or expensive for any but the wealthiest, or the luckiest, collector ever
to hope to own. Wise catered to this demand by issuing such reprints as
that of Arnold’s Alaric in Rome, which gave Carter and Pollard the clue
that sent them to Clay’s. As the owner of the superb Ashley Library of
rarities, reproductions of which were in great demand simply because
they were so rare, Wise was in an extremely favorable position to turn
an honest pound or two. Thus there could be no possible question of his
lifelong devotion to the profitable hobby of facsimile reprinting; actu-
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ally he issued more than several scores of printed works and of
manuscripts in his possession, in extremely limited editions.

(3) Ever since copies of the fifty-odd spurious pamphlets had be-
gun to wander into collectors’ hands in the 1890’s, Wise had distin-
guished himself by his readiness to put in a good word for them on
every occasion—and occasions presented themselves with gratifying
frequency when a man had as many bibliographical irons in the fire as
he had. As a pioneer devotee of the then new sport of collecting first
editions rather than Elzevirs, and trial issues rather than Caxtons, he
was in an extraordinarily good position to influence the thinking of
every man who followed him in the sport. In retrospect, it seemed to
have been almost the invariable rule that when a new bibliography
of a nineteenth-century author appeared, the compiler, gratefully ac-
knowledging the unstinted help of Thomas J. Wise, included certain
pampbhlets which earlier bibliographers of the same author had some-
how overlooked. But Wise’s influence was even more powerful when
it was exerted directly through his own publications. In 1895-96 he and
William Robertson Nicoll, the editor of the London Bookman, had
published two volumes called Literary Anecdotes of the Nineteenth
Century, which contained bibliographical essays in which the forged
pamphlets played prominent roles. And from then until his death Wise
was the tireless compiler of author-bibliographies intended primarily
for his fellow collectors, a series climaxed by the monumental catalogue
of his own Ashley Library. Although these highly specialized bib-
liographies are still almost indispensable handbooks for the study of
the authors with whom they deal, their reputation has been reduced
considerably by Carter and Pollard’s demonstration that many of
them were used to insinuate the forged pampbhlets into the respectable
company of genuine items. Since the work of Carter and Pollard
opened the sluice gates of suspicion, scholars have shown over and
over again that Wise’s statements in the bibliographies, even on matters
far removed from the proved forgeries, cannot be trusted.

(4) But Wise’s interest in the prosperity of this large group of
forged rarities was by no means confined to his placing the full weight
of his immense bibliographical prestige behind them in bibliographies
and catalogues. Carter and Pollard found that, with the grand gesture
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beloved in bibliophiles, he had given copies of many of the forgeries
to the libraries of both the British Museum and Cambridge Univer-
sity, thus making them, so to speak, official. But Wise was not always
so philanthropic when—according to his own story—he was so lucky
as to come across an occasional duplicate of a pamphlet he already
owned. Although the rare-book trade is notorious for its reticence,
Carter and Pollard managed to find out that Wise had supplied several
friends with copies as he “found” them and presumably had been well
paid. Indeed, luck had been so constantly with him that over a period
of years he had managed to find for the American millionaire, John
Henry Wrenn, an absolutely complete set of the forgeries—the only
complete one in the world except his own, unless somewhere there
exists another whose possessor, a decade and a half after Carter and
Pollard’s disclosures, is still too embarrassed to confess.*

(5) All this evidence of Wise’s deep, almost paternal concern for
the pamphlets did not, of course, prove that he was responsible for
the marketing of any but the few copies he was known to have sold as
“duplicates” from his own collection. Carter and Pollard still were
faced by the mystery of how so many recorded copies had come to
sale. Indeed, one of the first peculiarities they had noticed as they
combed the sales records at the beginning of their adventure was the
fact that a remarkably large number of pamphlets had been offered
for sale through the regular rare-book channels with no indication of
their former owner; and, as we have already noticed, they had a
peculiar habit of turning up in well defined clusters, as if someone were
systematically feeding them to the market. It was not impossible to
trace the source of supply. He was one Herbert Gorfin, since 1912 an
antiquarian bookseller in the south of London. Carter and Pollard had
to consider the possibility that Gorfin himself was the forger; but
their suspicion veered away from him when they learned that in his
youth Gorfin had been Wise’s own office boy and had, in that capacity,
occasionally sold on commission copies of the forged pamphlets which
Wise had given him for the purpose! Whatever lingering doubt they

* The Huntington Library in California has a set complete but for one item.
The lack of this single item is perhaps atoned for by the presence at the Hunting-
ton of two additional Wise forgeries which Carter and Pollard missed.
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had of Gorfin’s honesty was dispelled when they interviewed him. His
shocked manner convinced them beyond question that they brought
him the first intimation he had ever had of his role in a gigantic fraud.
Immediately Gorfin put his business records at the disposal of the in-
quirers; and from those files he himself drew out papers showing that
between 1909 and 1912 he had bought literally hundreds of copies of
the forgeries—all from Thomas J. Wise. And thus the mystery of how
the pamphlets had got into the market was solved. Gorfin had been
judiciously sending them up for sale as conditions warranted, taking
care to space the lots so far apart as to preserve the appearance of
rarity. But the real importance of Carter and Pollard’s visit to Gorfin
was that it laid the guilt squarely at the doorstep of the celebrated
owner of the Ashley Library.

In October of 1933 Pollard visited Wise, an ailing man of seventy-
four, and quietly laid most of his cards on the table. Wise professed
complete surprise; he had never imagined such a thing; there must be
some terrible mistake. . What did Carter and Pollard plan to do
with this amazing evidence? Publish it, Pollard said; but naturally
they wanted Wise’s side of the story. After all, he had been prom-
inently identified with the pamphlets from the beginning. His ex-
planation of how he had acquired his copies would surely be most
valuable, Wise promised to review his memory and such rec-
ords as he possessed, and then to send Carter and Pollard an account
of what he knew of the forgeries. But they heard nothing from him,
and on July 2, 1934, their own report issued from the press, which was
—of all possible presses—that of Richard Clay & Sons.

In exposing the fraud, Carter and Pollard had to choose one of two
courses: they could tax Wise, on the basis of their mass of circum-
stantial evidence, with the actual forgery of some fifty rare nineteenth-
century pamphlets; or they could profess complete ignorance of the
forger’s identity and at the same time pillory Wise, the titan of mod-
ern bibliography, as an incredibly gullible fool, the pliant victim—for
more than forty years!—of an unidentified master criminal. They
chose the second course because, while the circumstantial evidence
they possessed was to them utterly convincing, they still lacked the
absolutely airtight case which was necessary to protect them in the
event of legal action.
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Their book, called with deliberate modesty An Enquiry into the Na-
ture of Certain Nineteenth Century Pampbhlets, is now a classic, not
only because of its exciting step-by-step exposure of the crime, but
because of its superb use of unrelenting, icily polite irony. The con-
sistent understatement of the case, even to the confession, so deceptive
in its humility, that “we have no conclusive evidence of the forger’s
identity,” enabled Carter and Pollard to indict Wise more effectively
in the amazed eyes of the world than any forthright “]’accuse!” could
have done.

Before the Enquiry was published Wise, forewarned by Pollard’s
visit to him six months earlier and by the dreadful rumors which had
reached his ears, began desperately to manufacture an alibi. Not know-
ing that his former office boy and commission agent had told what he
knew, he summoned Gorfin posthaste to his home and offered him
£400 for his remaining stock of the pamphlets. The only condition
he imposed was that Gorfin support the proposed explanation that Wise
had received the pamphlets in quantity from the late Harry Buxton
Forman, a distinguished bibliographer and collector of Wise’s own
generation. On Carter and Pollard’s advice, Gorfin accepted the offer
for the pamphlets but at the same time specifically repudiated the
Forman myth. Wise paid the £400, and the pamphlets were burned in
the presence of his lawyers.

When, on the publication of the book, the London papers sent re-
porters to interview Wise he defended himself in general terms but
added nothing to the known facts in the case. His full defense, such
as it was, was offered in two letters to the Times Literary Supplement.
In them he committed the incredibly stupid blunder of attempting to
pass off the Buxton Forman story which Gorfin had already repudiated
in private. Although his story received a kind of support from For-
man’s son, himself a distinguished scholar, it called forth a biting pub-
lic letter from Gorfin which flatly denied that Wise had ever men-
tioned the elder Forman’s name in connection with the pamphlets until
he tried to buy back the remaining copies late in 1933.

Behind the scenes, meanwhile, there was a lively exchange, through
a third party, between Wise on the one hand and Carter and Pollard,
whom Wise was calling “sewer rats” in his private correspondence,
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on the other. The bibliographers warned Wise that, unless he dropped
his attempt to pin the guilt on Forman without substantiating his
charges, they would be forced to play a few cards they retained in
their hand, such as the story of Wise's foolish attempt to suborn the
witness Gorfin. The intermediary, impressed by the cards they still
held, refused to serve further as Wise’s agent in an evidently hopeless
case.

There the affair rested for the time. After the first flurry of head-
lines and interviews, the readers of the daily press soon forgot all
about it; but the morocco-leather world of booksellers, collectors, and
scholars never ceased talking. To hundreds of bookmen on both sides
of the Atlantic, the Carter-Pollard revelations came as a stunning
shock. Tom Wise unmasked as a master criminal! It was about as
credible as a discovery, some fine morning, that the whistling milkman
who had served your neighborhood for twenty years was in the habit
of dosing every hundredth bottle of milk with strychnine. Some of his
old friends and associates still went to see him; but Mrs. Wise or the
younger Buxton Forman was always present to intervene in case the
visitor or Wise himself happened to bring up the forgeries. After the
pathetically ineffectual defense in his letters to the Times Literary Sup-
plement and his interviews with the press during that fateful summer,
Wise lapsed into silence. In 1937 he carried his secret into the grave.

I1I

IN 1918 the University of Texas had received for its library the rare-
book collection of the late Chicago millionaire, Wrenn. Now this col-
lection had been built largely with the assistance of Wise himself, who
for many years had been Wrenn’s London agent and adviser. When
the scandal broke in 1934 people’s thoughts turned at once to the
Wrenn Library, because it contained not only a resplendently com-
plete file of the forgeries but also Wise’s letters to Wrenn over a long
period of years. Knowing that the letters might conceivably throw
valuable light on Wise’s guilt, the Wrenn librarian, Fannie Ratchford,
began to examine them. They proved so interesting that they were
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eventually published by Alfred A. Knopf, with a long introductory
essay by Miss Ratchford.

The book provides a fascinating narrative of Wise’s relations with
one of his dupes. The letters Wise and Wrenn exchanged were full of
cordiality, which steadily increased as the years went by. As Wrenn’s
trusted representative, Wise acted in his behalf at all the London book
auctions and private sales that contained items in the scope of Wrenn's
collecting interest.

But the appalling aspect of Wise’s role in the building of his Ameri-
can friend’s library is the manner in which he used his genuine services
as a blind for the sale of the forged pamphlets. The Wise-Wrenn letters
are as instructive a handbook for confidence men—and as useful a
warning for prospective victims—as Greene's coney-catching tracts
were for their Elizabethan ancestors. Wise’s standard method, as
revealed in Miss Ratchford’s volume, was a masterpiece of calculated
craft. He was in no hurry. In a business letter to Wrenn, complacently
reporting that he had been able to buy certain desired books at much
less than the expected price, he would allude casually to a copy of an
exceedingly rare nineteenth-century pamphlet which he had just heard
was in the possession of, say, an elderly descendant of a friend of the
author. Knowing that Wrenn lacked the item, Wise would promise to
keep an ear to the ground. For several months or even years there-
after his letters would contain no reference to the booklet. Then, again
slipped into a letter on current dealings, would occur a brief announce-
ment that the elderly gentleman had just died: Wise would make in-
quiries as to the disposition of his books. Several months would elapse,
then more news: after some trouble Wise had been allowed to see the
books of the deceased; the much desired pamphlet was there, in mint
condition, a magnificent buy! He would keep Wrenn informed. And
finally, after another plausible lapse of time, a triumphant cry from
“the prince of bibliographers”: he had won the treasure, and because
he already possessed a copy, as Wrenn was aware, the new find was
on its way to Chicago! Time after time the process was repeated, and
the guileless American sent checks to Wise for pamphlets which, as we
now know, were fresh from Wise’s own hoard.

The Wise-Wrenn letters, then, admirably supplemented the case of
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Carter and Pollard by illustrating the way in which Wise disposed of
his pamphlets, piece by piece. The general pattern of his operations
as manufacturer of rarities is now clear. Exploiting his close associa-
tion with the firm of Richard Clay, he had, for a period of at least ten
years before 1900, superintended the manufacture of a stock repre-
senting over fifty separate titles, each in a quantity far in excess of the
ten or twenty copies to which the edition supposedly had been limited.
He then began to plant allusions to the various items in the standard
works of reference on their respective authors, in a few cases, such as
that of the “Reading 1847” item, providing accounts of the circum-
stances under which they allegedly were issued. At the same time, capi-
talizing upon his unblemished reputation as a bibliographer and col-
lector, he presented or sold copies to a few of his fellow collectors,
thereby giving them a personal interest in expanding and substantiat-
ing the general reliance upon the booklets’ authenticity. When the bib-
liographical reputation of each pamphlet was thus established beyond
reasonable doubt, he began to filter copies upon the market, either
through his own personal connections with collectors or through Gorfin.
Although he disposed of quantities of the forgeries as “remainders” to
Gorfin in 1912, he seems to have retained a sufficient stock for his own
occasional use. After the Carter-Pollard sensation in 1934, one Ameri-
can bookseller recalled a visit he had paid to Wise’s library some time
before. Wise, wishing to find a certain volume which had come up in the
course of their conversation, asked his visitor to open a drawer in a
secretary. The American by mistake opened another drawer—and
there, to his profound shock, he glimpsed a whole pile of unbound
sheets of the “Reading 1847" forgery!

Wise’s guilt today is proved seemingly beyond doubt. But one ques-
tion—and an important one—remains unanswered. Are we to believe
that he worked entirely singlehanded? Did none of the expert collectors
with whom he was in constant personal association, and who prized
copies of his various forgeries in their own rich libraries, ever suspect
what he was up to? Was his maneuvering so clever, and his personal
plausibility so hypnotizing, as to quiet any small stirring of doubt? Or,
to take the other extreme possibility, is it conceivable that some of these
gentlemen were in active connivance with him?
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One or two passages in Carter and Pollard’s book excited suspicions
against two eminent contemporaries of Wise’s: Sir Edmund Gosse and
Harry Buxton Forman. The debate over their innocence or guilt, begun
in 1934, was fanned to new flame by the publication of the Wise-Wrenn
letters in 1944.

To take Sir Edmund first. We have already seen that he was the
first to tell the story of the printing of the “Reading 1847” sonnets,
which he said had been told him by an unnamed friend. The Carter-
Pollard revelations point almost certainly to Wise as the friend. Wise’s
motive was, of course, to obtain printed authority for the genuineness
of his forged Browning item at the time when he was beginning to cir-
culate it. But was Gosse innocent of Wise’s intent? If he was, why did
he silently set the date of the famous breakfast table episode back the
two years necessary to give credibility to the forged pamphlet?

Before Gosse’s death in 1928, the discrepancy between his story of the
breakfast table and that provided by other, unimpeachable, sources
had been called to his attention. On that occasion he had reaffirmed that
he had had the story, including the date and place, from Browning’s
own lips at a time when Browning knew that Gosse was taking notes.
But, significantly, Gosse was vague about the exact year in which the
conversation had occurred. | say “significantly’ because the element
in Gosse’s make-up which has been fatal to his reputation as a scholar
may be the salvation of his character as a man. He has long been
known, on grounds far removed from the Wise affair, to have been
not the most meticulous of scholars. His literary histories and biog-
raphies, with all their charm of manner and frequent flashes of critical
acuteness, are thoroughly careless as to fact. If it were not for its fate-
ful connection with Wise’s most notorious forgery, his slip in the
dating and placing of the breakfast table story would simply have
taken its place among hundreds of similar inaccuracies in his books. It
has been shown, furthermore, that this particular error was present in
at least one book on the Brownings several years before Gosse recited
it and before the forgery which it “authenticated” is thought to have
been committed. There remains, then, the saving possibility that Gosse
was simply repeating an older error, and that its connection with the
“Reading 1847” pamphlet was entirely fortuitous—or that, as has
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recently been suggested, Wise seized upon his friend’s innocent blun-
der as a gift from heaven, designed to serve his own rather uncelestial
purpose.

Otherwise the case against Gosse, which has been prosecuted with
tireless vigor by Miss Ratchford, rests on evidence offered by a writ-
ten correction on a proof sheet of one of the forgeries, Mrs. Browning’s
The Runaway Slave, which Wise had “procured” for Wrenn. It is the
single word “mangoes” written in the margin as a correction for a mis-
print. Miss Ratchford is convinced that the word is in Gosse’s hand-
writing. In the hope of obtaining expert corroboration, she sent the
proof sheet, along with authentic specimens of Gosse’s handwriting,
to the ldentification Division of the Texas Department of Public
Safety. These gentlemen, however, reported that the single word was
insufficient evidence on which to base an opinion; a decision which
reflects favorably upon the condition of justice in Texas. Few authori-
ties, it may be said, share Miss Ratchford’s certainty that Gosse fig-
ured in the Wise crime, unless as an innocent accessory.

Students of the Wise forgeries are more inclined to share Miss Ratch-
ford’s suspicions of Harry Buxton Forman. For one thing, it was
noticed by Carter and Pollard that Forman, two years after Gosse
had first put into print the story of the “Reading 1847 sonnets, deli-
cately expressed his doubts of that story. “In three charming pages of
picturesque writing,” he wrote, “we get brought together the floating
traditions of the episode, and over them is thrown the glamour of the
personal acquaintance between Browning and his bright chronicler.
Of course Mr. Gosse does not expect all this to be taken too seriously
or literally.” Forman, who must have selected the word “traditions”
with malice aforethought, concluded by expressing the hope that
Gosse would divulge the name of the “mysterious friend” to whom
he said he owed the story of Miss Mitford and the Reading printer.

This is a puzzling passage. If Forman had his suspicions, why did he
not pursue the truth of the matter? In his subsequent published writ-
ings there is no further reference to the ““1847” sonnets. But he is known
to have possessed not only a copy of this pamphlet but copies of over
thirty of its sister forgeries. As we have seen, when in 1934 Wise found
that Carter and Pollard had exploded his tale of Dr. Bennett’s cache
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of the Browning sonnets, he hurriedly built a new story around Bux-
ton Forman and feebly buttressed it by a statement supplied for the
occasion by Forman’s son. Why did Wise, in his frantic attempt to
cover up, try to shift the blame to the elder Forman? Because For-
man had died in 1917 and therefore could be depended upon not to
reply? Or because he knew that Forman’s hands were themselves not
clean, and that he could therefore put pressure on his son? The pe-
culiarly ironic, taunting tone of the passage in which Forman referred
to the forged “'1847” sonnets suggested that at least he knew much
more about Wise’s clandestine activities than Wise could have
wished.

In their anxiety not to allow Wise to draw a red herring across their
trail, Carter and Pollard probably underestimated the chances of For-
man’s involvement. At any rate, by a small and entirely forgivable
mistake, they overlooked one avenue of investigation which paid off
handsomely not long ago. In their Enquiry they referred to an article
in Nicoll and Wise's Literary Anecdotes of the Nineteenth Century
on “The Building of the /dylls,” some statements in which added
credibility to several of the forged Tennyson items. Carter and Pol-
lard assumed that the unsigned article was by Wise, who was one of
the editors of the work, and thus provided one link between him and
the forgeries which has not stood the test of later investigation.

In the wake of the great disclosure of 1934 came a brief pamphlet
written by Dr. Gabriel Wells, the New York rare-book dealer, in a
futile attempt to defend Wise. Wells pointed out that the article on
Tennyson’s Idylls had been written not by Wise but by Forman. He
knew, because he had bought the manuscript, along with the proof
and revises, at the sale of Forman’s books in 1920.

At this point the clue was picked up by Carl H. Pforzheimer, one
of the most celebrated of contemporary American book collectors.
Mr. Pforzheimer recalled that the manuscript and proofs to which
Wells referred were at that moment in his own library. After going
through them, he showed them to Miss Ratchford and Mr. Carter,
both of whom were duly impressed. Both of them, however, were
committed to secrecy as to the actual contents of the packet. It took ten
years for Miss Ratchford and other interested scholars to persuade
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Mr. Pforzheimer to consent to the publication of his evidence. The
result was the appearance, late in 1945, of a small volume entitled
Between the Lines, published at the University of Texas under the
editorship of Miss Ratchford. Now the cat was out of the bag, for this
elegant little brochure contained proof that the eminent Harry Bux-
ton Forman, collector, bibliographer, and editor, had at the very least
been privy to Wise’s adventure in crime.

When Forman’s essay on “The Building of the Idylls” was being
prepared for the press in 1896, the proof sheets passed back and forth
between him and Wise. Both wrote frequent comments between the
lines, on the margins, and even on separate slips of paper, so that in
effect we have preserved for us in Mr. Pforzheimer’s packet—and re-
produced in facsimile in Miss Ratchford’s book—a written dialogue,
often ill humored, between Wise and Forman. The crowning interest
of the Pforzheimer packet lies in a sentence occurring during a heated
interlinear controversy between the two. T he point at issue was the mor-
ality of Wise’s studiedly ambiguous use of the term a few copies” in
connection with the issue of one of his artificial rarities—in this instance
not a forgery, but a facsimile edition openly avowed by him. Forman,
taking the side of the angels, protested against Wise’s letting people
think he had printed only, say, ten copies of the item when in actuality
he had printed thirty. “Quite so,” replied Wise. “And we print ‘Last
Tournament’ * in 1896, and want ‘some one to think’ it was printed in
18711

There we have Wise’s own confession of his guilt—the only scrap
of direct evidence we possess, but a damning one. In two short sentences
it gives away the secret which Carter and Pollard labored many months
to uncover. More than that, it establishes that Buxton Forman knew
what Wise was up to: not only issuing “rare” facsimiles in editions
that were not so limited as he wished people to think, but above all,
manufacturing outright forgeries. What the pronoun “we” implies—
whether Forman was actually a coforger, whether his role was limited
to that of an accessory after the fact, and whether the pronoun em-
braces other persons—is still undecided. Miss Ratchford, who has no
confidence in anyone associated with the Wise circle, would, I think,

* One of Carter and Pollard’s proved forgeries.
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make Forman a defendant coequal with Wise, with all the honors and
privileges thereunto appertaining.

That is the story of the Wise forgeries down to date. Sordid though
it may sometimes appear, revealing an unexpectedly seamy side of a
generally respectable science, it has certain features that would, |
think, have delighted Aristotle if that gentleman had been of a bib-
liographical turn of mind. If the essence of tragedy consists in the fall
of a hero from the heights of reputation to utter ruin, the saga of
Thomas J. Wise is a tragedy. 1t would be possible to make an anthology
of the praises that were sung of his name before the calamity of 1934
In his special field he reigned supreme; his word was law to all of his
subjects, just as his library was the envy and despair of them all. But
the day that Carter and Pollard revealed the fruits of their investiga-
tion, he shrank to the stature of a common.criminal.

What, we may well inquire, was the tragic flaw that brought about
the catastrophe? Up to 1934, Wise’s reputation had been virtually un-
blemished for the sufficient reason that there was nothing to be alleged
against him. Although casual acquaintances found him blunt and
somewhat magisterial, his scholarship, despite a tendency toward dog-
matism, was generally regarded as sound, exact, and exhaustive; his
business credit was unquestioned; and his personal life, while some-
what dull, was beyond reproach. The reasons why he embarked on his
career of fraud, printing substantial stocks of fifty different forgeries
within little more than a decade and then marketing them for three
decades more, may always remain obscure. Perhaps the most acceptable
explanation is that, as is attested by the numbers of otherwise virtuous
men who have a persistent compulsion to steal books from libraries,
the disease of bibliomania is sometimes attended by moral complica-
tions. In his youth, when the disease first struck, Wise was poor—a
condition that is never comfortable at best, but that is a really in-
tolerable nuisance when one is obsessed with the ambition to build up
a library of rare books. So long as he had only his meager salary as
clerk in an essential-oils house, Wise could not hope to buy the books
he craved. But when he began to have a hand in the facsimile-printing
activities of the Browning and Shelley societies, a new vista of possi-
bility opened before him. Perhaps he began by selling copies of the
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legitimate facsimiles, which, when they were relieved of the title-pages
proclaiming them to be facsimiles, he could easily pass off as original
issues. His experiment meeting with success, he then struck out for
himself, creating his own special brand of imitations which were
actually fictitious first editions. With the pocket money thus acquired,
he was able to build the foundations of the great Ashley Library.

Later, when he had succeeded in the essential-oils business, Wise
had less need of this extra source of income. By shrewd dealing both
in oils and in books—the classic example of his talents in the latter
field being his cornering of Swinburne’s library and papers before the
poet was cold in the grave—he managed to put sufficient change in his
purse to indulge his collector’s mania. A less imaginative man might
then have decided to let well enough alone: he had succeeded in foist-
ing his fabrications upon the finest judges in the kingdom, and thereby
obtained the money he needed—what more could he ask? But Wise by
this time had become fascinated by his clandestine hobby. He had had
an immense amount of sheer intellectual satisfaction in slipping his
books into the market one by one, each scrupulously harmonized
with the known facts of its author’s life. The unquestioning accept-
ance of his authority by all the experts had been exquisitely sweet to a
man of his vanity. And so, when the pamphlets had outlasted the need
to which they owed their existence, Wise kept playing with them sim-
ply for the sardonic pleasure of gulling men who, in their absurd
arrogance, prided themselves on knowing their way around the world
of books.*

It may be that Thomas James Wise, the deposed prince of bib-
liographers, is now stewing in a region ruled by another fallen prince,
who is also not unknown to the students of literature. If theie is any
justice at all in hell, his assigned place of abode is a luxuriously fur-
nished alcove called, perhaps, the Ghastly Library, In it are a hundred
thousand rare volumes, half of them genuine and half of them the most
diabolically ingenious forgeries that the devil’s bibliographical dis-
ciples could devise; and Wise's eternal task is to try to tell the true

* George Bernard Shaw recently expressed the opinion that Wise conducted
the whole gigantic, forty-year fraud simply for the sake of hoaxing—as a genial
practical joke. The view has been accepted no more seriously than Mr. Shaw
perhaps meant it to be.



64 THE SCHOLAR ADVENTURERS

issues from the false. As he works at it day after day, his eyes often
wander to an inscription carved for his encouragement above the
asbestos-rock fireplace. It is a sentence he himself once wrote, when
success had puffed him up and blinded him to its possible prophetic
import. And what agony it had caused the author when it mocked him
from the malicious motto-page of Carter and Pollard’s book!

THE WHOLE THING PROVES ONCE MORE THAT, EASY AS IT APPEARS TO
BE TO FABRICATE REPRINTS OF RARE BOOKS, IT 1S IN ACTUAL PRACTICE
ABSOLUTELY IMPOSSIBLE TO DO SO IN SUCH A MANNER THAT DETECTION
CANNOT FOLLOW THE RESULT.



T H R E E

THE QUEST OF THE
KNIGHT-PRISONER

IN the year 1485 there issued from the press of England’s first printer,
William Caxton, a volume he called the Morte Dartbur. Although
only one perfect copy of the original edition now exists, the influence
of the work was destined to be tremendous. Henceforth the multi-
farious stories of King Arthur and his knights of the Round Table,
which, in their long-winded French and Middle English texts, had been
for centuries the favorite fireside reading of lords and ladies through-
out western Europe, would be preserved in colloquial English. The
work was, indeed, a late fifteenth-century Portable King Arthur, into
which the English author had distilled the very essence of the wonder-
ful Arthurian legend. A classic of literature in its own right, because
of the author’s narrative genius and his sense of racy, realistic prose,
it is one of the few books (the Bible being, of course, another) which
have had an almost continuous influence both on English literary style
and on the subject matter of later literature.

In his notable Preface, Caxton said that he had printed the Morte
Darthur “after a copye unto me delyverd, whyche copye syr Thomas
Malorye dyd take oute of certeyn bookes of Frensshe and reduced
it into Englysshe.” And at the very end of the book, having seen Lance-
lot’s body borne to the Joyous Gard for burial and having, Dickens-
like, tied up numerous loose ends of narrative, the author himself
wrote:

I praye you all lentyl men and lentyl wymmen that redeth this
book of Arthur and hys knyghtes praye for me whyle | am on
lyue that god sende me good delyueraunce & whan | am deed 1 praye

65
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you all praye for my soule for this book was ended the ix yere of the
reygne of kyng edward the fourth by syr Thomas Maleore knyght as
Thesu helpe hym for hys grete myght as he is the seruaunt of lhesu
bothe day and nyght.

This passage is largely conventional. Medieval writers almost auto-
matically concluded their poem or prose piece with the same sort of
explicit, or pious coda, saying in effect, whether it was strictly true or
not, “I am a devoted servant of my God. And may all grateful readers
of what | have here written pray for my well-being in life and my
salvation after death.” Since the phrase about good deliverance was a
familiar formula, no one ever seems to have been struck by the possi-
bility that it might have special significance in Malory's case. If any-
one had had such an idea, and then tried to discover by research just
what it was from which Malory so earnestly prayed good deliverance,
the great mystery of his identity might have been solved earlier than
it was.

For it was a mystery, which lasted more than four centuries. Despite
the fame of his book, and the natural desire of many generations of
readers and critics and historians to know something of the back-
ground and character of the man who was responsible for it, absolutely
nothing was known of Sir Thomas Malory until the last sixty years.
The restoration of the man as a figure in history has been one of the
most exciting achievements of modern scholarship, the more exciting
because the figure that has been rescued from the mists of oblivion is
one that nobody bargained for.

Late in the nineteenth century several scholars made ineffectual
attempts to identify Malory. I1aving found records of various families
bearing the name, they assumed that Sir Thomas belonged to one or an-
other of them, and let it go at that. But it was not until George Lyman
Kittredge of Harvard, early in his illustrious career as scholar, at-
tacked the problem systematically and with his usual amazing thor-
oughness that any progress was made. Whereas previous investigators
had found but a few Malorys in history, Kittredge began by unearth-
ing the names and habitations of hundreds of persons who lived in
England before 1485 and were named Malory, Mallore, Maulore,
Mallere, Malure, Mallery, Maleore, and so forth. Since medieval
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spelling was always flexible, especially in family names, these records
were all possible clues at least to the writer’s family. But to qualify as
the author of the Morte Darthur, any Malory found in the historical
records would, according to the evidence deduced from the book itself,
have had not only to be named Thomas, but to be a knight, alive in the
ninth year of Edward [V’s reign (March 4, 1469, to March 3, 1470),
and old enough at that time to write the book. Any Sir Thomas
Malorys aged, say, eleven in 1470 need not apply.

From his large collection of Malorys, Kittredge isolated the sole fig-
ure who fitted all these requirements. He was the Sir Thomas Malory of
Newbold Revel, Warwickshire, whose life (or the more seemly part of
it, at any rate) had been outlined in print as long ago as 1656, in Sir
William Dugdale’s Antiquities of Warwickshire, one of the many
great old-fashioned tomes of local history and genealogy that are the
despair and sometimes the joy of modern researchers. Although Dug-
dale’s work was standard'for Warwickshire, and was in constant use
by Shakespeare students, looking for ancestors or neighbors of the
poet, nobody before Kittredge seems ever to have paused over the lines
devoted to Sir Thomas Malory.

This Malory, Kittredge found in Dugdale, had been member of
Parliament for his county in 1445 and had died on March 14, 1471.
If he had a talent for English prose, he could have written the Morte
Dartbur. Whether he did or not, Kittredge had no way of knowing; but
the possibility of his having done so, there being no other Malory in
sight who suited the requirements, was enough to give interest to such
meager further facts as Dugdale offered. Malory, Dugdale recorded,
came of a family long settled in Warwickshire, and his father had held
high local offices and had sat in Parliament. [t was conceivable, then,
that Sir Thomas had had a gentleman’s education, the advantages of
which were by no means universally enjoyed by men even of his
superior station in the fifteenth century. But most suggestive of all was
the fact that Malory early in life had been in the retinue of Richard de
Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick, during the French wars. Beauchamp,
as Kittredge pointed out, was recognized by all Europe “as embodying
the knightly ideal of the age. The Emperor Sigismund . said to
Henry V ‘that no prince Christen for wisdom, norture, and manhode,
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hadde such another knyght as he had of therle [the Earl] Warrewyk;
addyng therto that if al curtesye were lost, yet myght hit be founde
ageyn in hym; and so ever after by the emperours auctorite he was
called the Fadre of Curteisy.’” The very events of Warwick’s life, in-
deed, were like pages out of the Morte Dartbur. There could be no
doubt, therefore, that even if this Malory had not written the Morte
Darthur, his early association with a liege lord who behaved like a star
member of the Round Table had admirably equipped him to do so.

Kittredge first printed his identification of Malory in an encyclo-
pedia article published in 1894. Without having seen that article, an
Englishman named Williams two years later announced his independ-
ent discovery of another record concerning a Sir Thomas Malory who
could have been the author of the Morte Darthur. In an ancient manu-
script at Wells Cathedral in England, Williams found that “Thomas
Malorie, miles,” along with several others, was specifically excluded
from a general pardon issued by Edward 1V in 1468. The record gave
no hint as to why Malory was in need of a pardon, or why the King
took pains to deny it to him. ln any. case, Kittredge immediately
assumed (rightly, as later discoveries were to prove) that this man
and the one he had found mentioned in Dugdale were identical.

There the whole matter rested for twenty-five years, and in the in-
terim the books that had occasion to speak of the Morte Darthur
simply said that it might have been written by the gentleman from
Newbold Revel who served with Richard de Beauchamp at Calais and
died in 1471. This information was more than books published before
Kittredge’s announcement had contained; but it served only to sharpen
the appetite for more relevant data.

In the early 1920’s, several additional bits of data on a man (or
separate men) named Thomas Malory were found. One was a brief
mention, in a document from 1443, that one Thomas Smythe accused a
man of that name of stealing goods and chattels. Another was an
equally curt and tantalizing record that in 1451 Henry VI had had
to intervene in some sort of dispute between a Malory and the Carthu-
sian monks of the Priory of Axholme, Lincolnshire. A third document
revealed that in the following year a warrant was out for Malory’s
arrest “to answer certain charges,” unspecified. Finally, E. K. Cham-
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bers, who had discovered two of the preceding records, also found that
Malory had been excluded from the terms of a second royal pardon in
1468, five months after the one earlier discovered by Williams. There
was nothing specifically to connect the men named in these records
with each other, or with the man discovered by Kittredge and Wil-
liams. There might, of course, have been more than one Sir Thomas
Malory in the fifteenth century. But if there had been, it was remarka-
ble that all of them seemed to share the same weakness for getting
into trouble. However, the next discovery settled the question.

A device frequently used by historians to distinguish between two
men of the same name who lived at the same time and in the same
place is to assemble the available evidence into a presumptive pattern
of conduct for at least one of them. If one John Smith can be proved
to have been a rake and the other an ascetic, and if subsequently the
record of a paternity suit is found naming an otherwise unidentified
John Smith, the probability will be that the culprit was the former
and not the latter. In the case of Malory, what clinched the matter was
the neatness with which the evidence found by our next researcher fitted
into the pattern already established.

This is what happened. In the mid-1920’s, a former student of Kit-
tredge’s named Edward Hicks went to the Public Record Office in
London determined to find, in that vast haystack of government
documents, a needle or two pertaining to the career of the man who
wrote the Morte Darthur. If anyone found anything he wanted in the
first few weeks of his labors at the Public Record Office, his case would
probably be seized upon by a society for psychical research. Hicks’s
experience followed the usual course. He looked through the obvious
files, those of criminal cases tried in Warwickshire, without success.
Like every worker in the P.R.O., he then had occasion to curse the dis-
position of arrangers of public records to relegate documents difficult
to classify to the “Miscellaneous” file—thus saving themselves infinite
labor and guaranteeing it to posterity. In this instance some old over-
worked clerk turned out to have lumped great masses of papers relating
to fifteenth-century criminal cases under the capacious title “Divers
Counties”—meaning, presumably, all the counties of England. Hicks
took a long breath and plunged in. “After a prolonged turning over of
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parchment strips,” he writes, “—some long, some short, and all more or
less faded—and noting how in the fifteenth century the counties of
‘Myddx’ and Essex appeared to be responsible for most of the crime
of England, the welcome words ‘In Com. Warr.” attracted attention.”
Good: having gone through Middlesex and Essex, Hicks had come to a
felony in the county of Warwick, and Malory was a Warwickshire
man. He unrolled the parchment so labeled and found that it related to
a stabbing affray in the streets of Warwick. Interesting enough, but no
Malory was mentioned. More old parchments to turn over, no luck.
Then another roll marked “In Com. Warr.” Hicks opened it. “The
document, of course, was in Latin, and a portion of the right-hand
edge of it had been somewhat damaged; but, halfway down, the eye
was caught and held by two words—Thomas Malory’—written with
almost copper-plate clearness. The hunt was over, the quarry se-
cured!”

What Hicks held in his hands was the record of an inquisition (simi-
lar to a modern grand-jury hearing) held at Nuneaton, Warwickshire,
on August 23, 1451]. It recited an eight-count indictment drawn up
against Sir Thomas Malory and presented to a commission composed
of officials whose prominence in the county suggested that this was no
ordinary occasion. Sir Thomas Malory, knight, was in trouble.

In fact, the future author of the Morte Darthur had been the ring-
leader in a Warwickshire crime wave. In chronological order (not
the oraer given in the actual indictment) these had been his alleged
offenses in the past year and a half:

January 4, 1450.% He and “26 other malefactors and breakers of
the King’s Peace, armed and arrayed in a warlike manner,” had tried
to ambush Humphrey, Duke of Buckingham. (They missed him, and
Humphrey was now sitting, in defiance of what we would today con-
sider the delicacies of legal procedure, on the bench at the hearing.)

May 23, 1450. Malory broke into the house of Hugh Smyth “and
feloniously raped Joan, the wife of the said Hugh.”

May 31, 1450. He extorted “by threats and oppression” from Mar-

* The authorities who have studied the records of Malory’s career do not
always agree on the exact dates of the various episodes. | have followed Vina-
ver’s dating wherever a choice had to be made.
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garet Kyng and William Hales, at Monks Kirby, his own parish, the
sum of 100 shillings.

August 6, 1450. He made a return visit to Hugh Smyth’s domicile,
“feloniously raped Joan” (again!), and stole forty pounds’ worth of
Hugh'’s property.

August 31, 1450. He extorted twenty shillings from John Mylner,
also of Monks Kirby.

June 4, 1451. Malory went across the border into Leicestershire and
there took “seven cows, two calves, a cart worth £4, and 335 sheep worth
£22.” driving the whole lot back to his home at Newbold Revel.

(July 23, 1451. At this point the law caught up with Sir Thomas
Malory. Astonishingly, the offense that finally delivered him into the
King’s custody was none of the foregoing but rather one which is not
even mentioned in the Nuneaton indictment, although Hicks found it
recorded in another document. That was the unpleasantness, not fur-
ther specified, between Malory and the Carthusian monks at Axholme
Priory, which, as Chambers had earlier discovered, had already forced
the King to intervene in the interests of the peace. Malory might have
gone on blithely committing his larcenies, rapes, and extortions, and
the law might have gazed the other way—but this dispute with the
monks evidently was too serious to be ignored. The result was, at long
last, that he.was clapped into Coventry jail.)

July 25, 1451. Stone walls do not a prison make, at least not one
that could hold Sir Thomas. No sooner was he thrown into a cell than
he broke jail, swam the deep, wide, sewage-filled moat, and escaped
into the night.

July 28, 1451. Sir Thomas acted swiftly. He and several other men
of various social stations were at the head of a large band of “male-
factors and breakers of the King's peace in the manner of an insur-
rection’” who assembled before the Cistercian Abbey of Blessed Mary
at Coombe, near the knight’s ancestral home of Newbold Revel, stove in
its doors with great wooden battering rams, and ransacked the ab-
bot’s coffers over his vigorous protests and those of his monks and
servants. When the invaders departed, they bore loot consisting of a
substantial sum of money, together with jewels and ornaments be-
longing to the abbey church.
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July 29, 1451. Incredible though it may seem, Malory allegedly
led a return visit to the abbey the very next day, breaking down
eighteen doors, insulting the abbot to his face, forcing open three
iron chests, and escaping with more money and jewels and two bows
and three sheaves of arrows.*

At that point Malory was rearrested, and Warwickshire and its
surrounding counties breathed easier. In due time, the fifteen members
of the grand jury, good and true, returned a true bill on all counts
of the indictment.

It will now be convenient, as we proceed with our story, to merge
the facts Hicks unearthed relating to Malory’s subsequent career with
the further ones discovered several years later by Professor Albert C.
Baugh of the University of Pennsylvania. Baugh was working at the
Public Record Office on a quest unrelated to Malory when he stumbled
upon certain hitherto unknown fifteenth-century legal documents in
which the errant knight’s name figured. These provided him with
clues which led him to a sheaf of about twenty additional documents,
all of them helping to fill in the gaps in Malory’s record. The follow-
ing brief narrative is based on the combined data found by Hicks
and Baugh, with the addition of one or two details found earlier and
already mentioned in these pages.

Malory, then, stood indicted of the crimes alleged in the Nuneaton
indictment. Within the next year all his accomplices had received sen-
tences, most of them being outlawed. Malory, however, was taken
before the King’s court at Westminster and pleaded not guilty. Evi-
dently he did not come to trial (indeed, there is no record of his ever
having actually been tried by a jury, although he was on the verge of
it several times), and within a year, or at the most two, he was again
at liberty. From the contemporary records we may infer that it had
been virtually a habit with the authorities to arrest Sir Thomas Malory

* Hicks suggests that this count of the indictment referred, like the preceding
one, to the raid of July 28, and that there was in fact only one attack on the
abbey. Although every student of the life of Malory since Hicks has assumed
that there were two separate raids, the similarity of the charges contained in the
two counts, especially the virtually duplicate estimates of the monetary value
of the loot, gives credibility to his suggestion. The charges growing out of the
July 28 affair may have been repeated simply to emphasize the heinousness of
the crime.
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every time he went free, whether lawfully or otherwise. So it was in
1453. Malory was brought to the Marshalsea Prison, and early in the
next year, for reasons we may be allowed to guess, the government
thought it advisable to issue a reminder to his custodian, the Knight
Marshal, that he was to take care not to let Malory go free. No
doubt the Marshal was relieved when Malory found bail a few months
later (May, 1454) and could legally be released. This was the third time
Malory had left prison, but it was not to be the last.

What did Malory do with his new-found freedom? What had he
done a few years earlier, when he had emerged, dripping, on the far
side of the moat outside Coventry jail? He had led the raid on Coombe
Abbey. If it is permissible sometimes to reconstruct biography on the
basis of the known proclivities of one’s hero, one would surmise that
on this new occasion he reverted to form. And so, apparently, he did.
Baugh found that some time between 1452 and 1456—the record is not
clear as to the precise date—Malory was accused by Katherine, wife
of Sir William Peyto, of having stolen from her manor in Northamp-
tonshire four oxen belonging to her bailiff, and driving them to his
estate at Newbold Revel, which seems to have been a major depot for
stolen goods. (Charmingly enough, Malory’s memories of this incident
were revived when Katherine’s husband, Sir William, was sent up for
assault and joined Malory in the Marshalsea Prison in 1456.) Was the
ox-stealing episode the first fruit of Malory’s liberation? We cannot
be sure, but dating it at this time delights one’s sense of fitness.

The terms under which he had been released in May, 1454, re-
quired that he appear before the court on the following October 29
for further action on his long pending case. But when that date rolled
round, his sureties appeared in court without Malory. “Where is Sir
Thomas?”” inquired the court. “In jail;” replied his bondsmen, bitterly.

Yes, he was in again. At least he was enjoying a measure of variety:
he had never before had an opportunity to sample the food provided
in the jail at Colchester, Essex, where he was detained “under
suspicion of felony.” This time it was the company he had been keep-
ing. Although perhaps not a direct participant in John Aleyn’s felo-
nious enterprises, he was known to have given aid and comfort to
that gentleman as he conducted a series of horse thefts in Essex vil-
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lages during May and June. Furthermore, while enjoying Malory’s
hospitality and, no doubt, benefiting by his advice, Aleyn had plotted
a housebreaking, which unfortunately had been interrupted at an
awkward moment. It was as a result of these activities, which would
sadden the heart of any parole officer, that Malory was now entered on
the rolls of Colchester jail.

The court in London, upon hearing that Malory was detained in
the provinces, immediately issued a writ to the Essex jailer, command-
ing him to send his prisoner to London. But the writ arrived too late:
for the second time in his career, Malory, armed with daggers and
syords, had broken jail. He had less than three weeks this time in
&hich to carry out any plans, larcenous or otherwise, he may have had
in mind, because the law caught up with him, and on November 18 he
was delivered to the court in London, which forthwith ordered him
back to his old domicile in the Marshalsea.

It was at this juncture that Malory became the hapless battledore
in a game of shuttlecock played by the keepers of no fewer than four
London jails. For reasons still unknown to us, the government kept
transferring him from one prison to another. From the Marshalsea
he was sent to the Tower. In February, 1456, he made a bid for
freedom by flourishing in the faces of the court a pardon he had re-
ceived from the Duke of York (the King being incapacitated at the
time) for all felonies, transgressions, and so on committed before the
preceding July. This was a potent argument for liberation; but bail
was still required, and Malory could not raise it. For fairly obvious
reasons, his former sureties had decided that they could put their
money to better use than in guaranteeing the peaceable behavior of a
man who might be depended upon to land back in jail within a few
weeks. So Malory was sent, this time, to the Marshalsea. Within a
year his place of residence became the Newgate, and in the course
of nine months in 1457 his custody shifted from the Newgate to the
Ludgate, to the Marshalsea, to the Sheriffs of London, and back to the
Marshalsea. By this time he probably was dizzy, and welcomed the
few months of liberty which were his at the end of the year, when he
finally succeeded in raising bail. But before the year was out, he was
back in the Marshalsea. It was now six years since his raid on Coombe
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Abbey (which seems to have been his most serious offense in the eyes
of the law); and, so far as we know, he had not yet come to trial.

But Malory still was not reconciled to the life of a chronic prisoner;
his prayer, in the Morte Dartbur, for “good deliverance™ plainly came
from the heart. Somehow in 1458 or 1459 he got out of the Marshalsea
once more, because a document dated from the Easter season of
1459 records that he was at large in Warwickshire, and curtly directs
the Knight Marshal to bring him back and keep him in jail. The order
has a familiar ring.

The next year (1460) Malory was transferred once more, this time
to Newgate, the prison which was fifteenth-century England’s nearest
approach to the Bastille—a place where dangerous or politically incon-
venient characters could be detained indefinitely at the King’s pleasure.
But in 1462-63 he was free again; so much we know from records
noting that he was with the Earl of Warwick on a military expedition.
Five years later (1468), as we have seen, he was specifically excluded
from the two general pardons issued to the Lancastrians by the
Yorkist King, Edward 1V. That fact, however, does not necessarily
mean that he was in jail at the time. Apart from these meager data,
Malory’s whereabouts between 1460 and his death in March, 1471
is unknown, except for clues lately given us, as I shall show, in his
own writings.

Although we know that Malory was out of jail for a period in
146263, it is tempting to assume that he was in Newgate at least most
of the time between 1460 and 1471, simply because to hypothesize his
presence there, rather than in another jail or even at liberty, provides
a convenient explanation of how he obtained the books from which he
made his own. For lawbreakers whose tastes were literary and whose
suits were forlorn, the Newgate was most happily situated. Just across
the road was the monastery of the order of the Gray Friars; and
within the monastery was an excellent library, to the establishment of
which no less a personage than the former Lord Mayor of London,
the almost legendary Dick Whittington, had contributed a substantial
sum. Perhaps Malory heard from the older inhabitants of the Newgate
that a former illustrious captive, the bibliophile Charles, Duke of
Orléans, had improved his years of captivity by borrowing manuscript
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books from across the way. However that may be, it seems fairly
certain that it was from the Gray Friars Library that Malory, by
buying such privileges from his keepers, got the ‘‘certain books of
French” (and others in English which Caxton failed to mention)
upon which he based his own English synthesis of the Arthurian
legend.

If, that is, the Malory who seems to have been the very personifica-
tion of the habitual criminal was the Malory who wrote the Morte
Darthur! But so far we have not seen a shred of evidence, apart from
the identity of the names, to connect the two. On the one side we have
the numerous records, found in the past half-century or so, of a cattle-
stealing, abbey-raiding, raping, extorting, jail-breaking Malory, and
on the other the two pieces of evidence in the Morte Darthur itself that
its author was named.Sir Thomas Malory. Until only a few years
ago, Malory was in precisely the state, historically speaking, in which
Chaucer remains today. Diligent research has dug up a fairly large
assortment of evidence relating to the official positions, the business
and legal transactions, and the personal relationships of a fourteenth-
century Geoffrey Chaucer; but there is still no positive proof that
this man was the author of the Canterbury Tales, although no one
today doubts that he was. In Malory’s case the link has been found,
through a dramatic discovery which has thrown a flood of light on the
composition of the Morte Darthur. To show how that proof came into
the open, we must take temporary leave of criminology and turn to
the purer air of literature.

As was mentioned at the very opening of this chapter, only one
perfect copy of Caxton’s original edition of the Morte Darthur is
known to exist. For it the late J. Pierpont Morgan paid in 1911 the
then amazing price of $42,800, and it is now in the Morgan Library
in New York. Only one other copy, lacking eleven leaves, exists; it is
owned by the John Rylands Library in Manchester.

Early in the summer of 1934, W. F. Oakeshott, then the librarian
of the Fellows’ Library in Winchester College, the ancient English
public school, was examining the contents of that collection in search
of some item he needed. By accident he came upon a manuscript
volume which had lost eight leaves at both the beginning and the end.



THE QUEST OF THE KNIGHT-PRISONER 77

A cursory examination was enough to show that it was a manuscript
of the Morte Darthur, dating from the time of Malory himself. Where
it came from, no one knows; it had been in the Winchester library as
early as 1839, but when it was catalogued in that year its identity was
not discovered because it lacked beginning and end, and nobody had
taken the trouble to look at it further.

At the time of its discovery, the greatest authority on Malory,
Professor Eugéne Vinaver of the University of Manchester, was about
to complete a new edition of the Morte Darthur, based on the two
extant printed copies. As soon as he examined the Winchester manu-
script, he realized that a great deal of his text would have to be re-
vised, because the manuscript evidently was closer to what Malory
had actually written than that which Caxton had used for his printed
book. By a technical process too complicated to explain here, but
based on a close comparison of the printed and manuscript texts, he
concluded that the Caxton and the Winchester versions each came
from a separate older version, and that these older versions were both
descended in turn from a single ancestor, which derived, finally, from
Malory’s own manuscript. The essential point is that the Winchester
manuscript supplies what we might call a “control” text, relatively
unaltered by an editor, while Caxton’s printed volume, it is now clear,
represented a great deal of blue-penciling and scissors-and-paste work
on the part of Caxton himself.

The manuscript shows us what we could not have known before:
that far from being an organic whole, unified in tone and structure,
when it left its author’s hands, the Morte Darthur was extremely un-
even in workmanship. It grew and improved as Malory’s command of
his art grew and improved. Originally it was intended as a series of
separate narratives, each dealing with some particular episode or set
of episodes in Arthurian narrative, The first ones that Malory wrote
are plainly trial runs; they are marked at every turn by inexpertness
of style and narrative technique. But there is a steady improvement,
until in the last books we find Malory's genius at its peak. Confronted
with this unevenness of execution, Caxton, the first “‘creative pub-
lisher,” rearranged the narratives as they had come from Malory’s
pen and rewrote them with sufficient cleverness to persuade most
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critics through the centuries that Malory had performed his whole
task with a clear view of his whole design. The credit for much of
Malory’s grasp of structure, therefore, is rightly Caxton’s.

It is not too much to say that the discovery of the Winchester manu-
script, and the publication in 1947 of Vinaver’s three-volume text
based on both it and the printed edition, with his detailed comparison
of the two, have revolutionized our view of Sir Thomas Malory, the
first master of English prose narrative. Thanks to Oakeshott’s lucky
find at Winchester, we are admitted in effect to Malory’s prison-house
study, and can watch his art mature through the years. To only one
other early English writer’s development could we more eagerly desire
such insight, and that is Chaucer’s.

“Malory’s prison-house study”? We return to our vital question: was
there but one Sir Thomas Malory? To that riddle the Winchester
manuscript gives us as nearly conclusive an answer as we shall ever
have. Far from writing a long and unified book, Malory was simply
writing short stories, one after another, to pass the time. This is proved
by the fact that in the manuscript each separate narrative is con-
cluded with an explicit. The explicit, a medieval literary convention,
consists of variations of the same formula which, as we saw, served
as a conclusion to the Caxton Morte Darthur. Two of these explicits
in the manuscript, not adopted by Caxton in his revision, clinch the
case. In one of them, at the end of the “Tale of Sir Gareth,” Malory
wrote: “And I pray you all that redyth this tale to pray for hym that
this wrote, that God sende hym good delyveraunce sone and hastely.
Amen.” Which is to say: | am writing this in jail, and for heaven’s
sake, let me be set free. And at the end of another self-contained
narrative he wrote: “And this book endyth whereas sir Launcelot and
sir Trystrams com to courts. Who that woll make ony more lette
hym seke other bookis of kynge Arthure or of sir Launcelot or sir
Trystrams; for this was drawyn by a knyght presoner sir Thomas
Malleorré, that God sende hym good recover. Amen . . .”

“For this was drawyn by a knyght presoner sir Thomas Malleorré”:
there it is. By almost incredibly good fortune, we have the proof that
was needed. Whether or not Malory was in Newgate continuously
from the date of his last recorded imprisonment, 1460, we cannot tell;
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but we do know that he was in prison at the times he concluded two
separate portions of his work, and that (from the evidence given
at the very end of Caxton’s book) he was there when the whole was
finished. The Sir Thomas Malory of the criminal dossier and the
Sir Thomas Malory of the Morte Darthur, dreaming perhaps hope-
lessly of release, were the same.

But now a final problem arises. Here we have the bare facts, wrung
from old official documents. On the face of it, Malory was a remark-
ably persistent felon. May we then close our book and assume that a
common criminal wrote the great English narrative of Arthur? [t is
not nearly so simple as that. For we have failed to consider the com-
plex background of the times, the deeper implications of the charges
made against Malory and of the way in which the government seemed
dedicated to keeping him in its clutches. Just as today we are disin-
clined to dismiss a man with a protracted criminal record as being
inherently and irreparably evil, and instead bring all our sociological
and psychological knowledge to bear on the problem of why he be-
haves as he does, so it is necessary, in Malory’s case, to try to recon-
struct as best we can what his recorded career meant in fifteenth-
century terms.

Thus the scholar must not merely be a discoverer of new facts; he
must equip himself with an intimate knowledge of the historical back-
ground of those facts, which otherwise may be wholly misunderstood.
Such knowledge is not easy to come by, especially for a period as
remote and as chaotic as the fifteenth century. But by studying the
histories of the men who appear with Malory in the records, either
as his accusers or as his accomplices, by learning as much as possible
of the position of the Church at the time and the swirling eddies of
political struggle, and by shrewd application of facts learned from an
analysis of parallel cases in Malory’s age, it may be possible to under-
stand, if not to palliate, his misdeeds.

The fifteenth century was a time of great confusion and insecurity
throughout England. As one of the correspondents of the Paston family
wrote without exaggeration, “the world is right wild.” The Hundred
Years’ War drew to a weary end in 1453, The feudal order, which had
kept society fairly well settled during the Middle Ages, was crumbling;
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the supreme authority was passing, by no means painlessly, from the
Church to the secular government, and from the feudal lords to the
slowly emerging monarchy. During this long period of tortured tran-
sition, the forces of law and order had broken down, and men often
felt that they had no alternative to asserting what they considered as
their rights by direct and unlawful action.

Take, as an instance of how a wide historical knowledge may clarify
the brief testimony of the records, the important matter of Malory’s
obvious antipathy toward the religious establishments. There was a
rising tide of popular resentment in his time against the bloodsucking
privileges of the religious houses, which had enjoyed for centuries
the right to exact tithes and other payments from the laity. One
manifestation of this antagonism—a noteworthy by-product of the
shift from a corporate to an individualistic economy—was seen in
the Lollard movement as early as Chaucer’s time. What, then, caused
the dispute between Malory and the Carthusians of Axholme, Lincoln-
shire? The answer may perhaps be conjectured from the fact that these
monks owned in absentia, so to speak, the priory at Monks Kirby,
only a mile or two from Malory’s ancestral estate. Although the priory
itself had declined into insignificance, the Carthusians still had the
right to demand the traditional payments from landholders in its
vicinity. Might not Malory then have taken some drastic steps to
resist these levies or, having already paid them, to get them
back?

Similarly, what of the raid on Coombe Abbey? Hicks was able
to find in the early records several cases in which residents of the
vicinity sought legal redress for the high-handed actions of the abbot,
who had come to their properties and taken, “without reason or course
of law,” horses, cloth, and other chattels. He found, too, that in the
very year before the Coombe Abbey affair, there had been a strikingly
similar assault, by ninety men, on a Benedictine monastery in Hunt-
ingdonshire, and that that monastery had been pictured by a visiting
bishop, a few years earlier, as everything that a religious house should
not be:

The divine office, by night and likewise by day, is neglected; obedi-
ence is violated; the alms are wasted; hospitality is not kept. There is
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nothing else here but drunkenness and surfeit, disobedience and con-
tempt, p[et]tie aggrandise[men]t & apostasy, drowsiness—we do not
say incontinence—but sloth & every other thing which is on the down-
ward path to evil & drags men to hell.

If it was true, as seems not unlikely, that the monks at Coombe Abbey
had been similarly indifferent to the requirements of their calling, one
can understand why their stubborn insistence on the payment of tithes
was intolerable to men like Malory. The attack on the abbey there-
fore may have been simply one more event in the continuous struggle
between the economically ambitious laity and a Church that had
grown corrupt and indolent (except where the collection of tithes was
concerned) from centuries of rich living at the expense of everyone
else.

It is possible, likewise, that the several accusations that Malory
“extorted” money, cattle, and other property from his neighbors, and
was in league with other thieves, may be laid to the absence of ef-
ficient law enforcement and means for obtaining justice. Hugh Smyth,
John Mylner, Margaret Peyto, and the other complainants, including
the Duke and Duchess of Norfolk, who alleged that Malory had
relieved their deer park of six does during his spree in that memorable
summer of 1451, may have been his debtors, and he may have con-
sidered that what he took back with him to Newbold Revel was right-
fully his property.

Such explanations are, of course, completely conjectural. They gain
a certain plausibility from what we know of conditions in Malory’s
age, but there is no way of telling whether they really provide us with
a justification of his high-handed actions. Malory students have not
been immune to the quite human temptation to find extenuating cir-
cumstances for a man’s sins, especially if he has attained some status
in the history of literature. This is true especially of the most sensa-
tional charge made against him, that of twice raping Joan, the wife
of Hugh Smyth. Here the apologist for Malory shows his true colors.
Kittredge maintained that the charge of “raptus” was nothing but a
legal formula. He wrote:

On May 23, 1450, Malory and his servants searched Smyth’s house
in vain, Smyth’s wife, who objected to the search, may have been
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roughly treated; perhaps she was forcibly removed from the dwelling
while it was ransacked. That would have been raptus. Then, on the first
of August, the search was repeated with similar violence and with com-
plete success, for goods and chattels valued (by Smyth!) at £40 were
taken. On neither occasion is there any likelihood that Goodwife
Smyth was actually ravished. The duplication of this particular charge
is reason enough for rejecting such an idea; it is ridiculous to suppose
that Malory actually ravished the woman twice. Anything, to be sure,
is possible in what Sir Peter Teazle calls this “damned wicked world,”
but we are in pursuit of what is reasonable—and we are reading an in-
dictment, not a verdict or the sentence of a judge.

Although one of the incidental purposes of this book is to suggest
that literary scholars have a certain amount of worldly sophistication,
Kittredge here, I am afraid, goes far to undermine my thesis. He was
one of the greatest scholars of our time, but his refusal to believe that
a man could rape the same woman twice reflects (to put it mildly!)
a certain naiveté. The language of the indictment is so specific that
the charge cannot possibly be dismissed as a mere legal formula.
Malory, it was alleged, on the first occasion “Johannam uxorem dicti
Hugonis ibidem adtunc felonice rapuit & cum ea carnaliter concubuit,”
and again, six weeks later, “Johannam . apud Coventre felonice
rapuit & cum ea carnaliter concubuit.” That seems plain enough. If
only we knew what Humphrey, Duke of Buckingham, and his com-
panions on the bench read into such language! Since we do not know,
the most convenient verdict no doubt is that of “Not Proven”—to be
handed down with the incredulous words of Sir Lancelot, in Malory’s
own version, haunting our ears: “What,” said Sir Lancelot, “is he a
thief and a knight and a ravyssher of women?”

Some apologists for Malory take the view that most, if not all, of
the accusations against him were frame-ups, probably arising from
the concern of his political enemies to keep him hors de combat. If
this is true, it is a rare tribute to Malory’s character as a dangerous
opponent, because, despite his demonstrated slipperiness, for at least
ten years his enemies found it worth their while to keep clapping him
back into jail. But such a theory is only speculative, because we have
no real evidence as to his political affiliations, which probably shifted
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with the extraordinary rapidity that was characteristic of the turbulent
century in which he lived.

The most perplexing anomaly, however, appears only when we
reflect on the incongruity between the book and the man. The Morte
Darthur was sold to the public with the understanding that it was a
work of uniformly edifying tendencies. According to his Preface,
Caxton printed it

to the entente that noble men may see and lerne the noble actes of
chyvalrye, the jentyl and vertuous dedes that somme knyghtes used
in tho[se] days, by whyche they came to honour, and how they that
were vycious were punysshed and ofte put to shame and rebuke;
humbly bysechyng al noble lordes and ladyes . . that they take the
good and honest actes in their remembraunce, and to folowe the same;

. Doo after the good and leve the evyl, and it shal brynge you to
good fame and renommee.

This pious assertion by a man anxious to sell his books stands in
strange contrast to the judgment of Roger Ascham, less than a century
later, that

the whole pleasure of [this] book standeth in two special points, in
open manslaughter and bold bawdry. In which book those be counted
the noblest knights that do kill most men without any quarrel, and
commit the foulest adulteries by subtlest shifts . . This [he adds,
ironically] is good stuff for wise men to laugh at, or honest men to
take pleasure at.

Actually both Caxton and Ascham are right. The Morte Darthur is
replete with “‘open manslaughter and bold bawdry,” but there is no
question that Malory was also sincerely concerned to exalt the virtues
of the Christian chivalric code.

What manner of man was he, with his flamboyant criminal record,
that he could write a book celebrating the many articles of knightly
behavior which he himself had honored far more in the breach than
in the observance? We cannot, at this distance of time, answer the
question with assurance; but it seems unlikely that Malory was a
hypocrite, and so it is possible to view the writing of his book not
quite as an act of contrition, but as a slow awakening to the realization
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of what chivalry could mean. Through circumstances at which we can
only guess, Malory’s life at every point of which there is record found
him betraying the ideals he had learned at the side of Beauchamp.
When at last he began to write, a certain moral indifference was still
in him. No modern reader of the opening stories of the Morte Darthur
can help feeling that Malory’s sole interest lay in telling the story and
that he was quite unaware of—or uninterested in—the implications of
the acts of even his heroes. ““Open manslaughter and bold bawdry” are
pale charges beside the actuality of deceit, rape, wanton cruelty, and
even slaughter of the innocents that bloody these opening tales. The
same reader, if he will follow the Morte Darthur to the end, will be
deeply moved by the author’s profound awareness of sin, of error, and
of human responsibility—even more by Malory’s compassion for the
retribution which an errant humanity brings upon itself. The Malory
who finally traced his tale through to its tragic end was not the Malory
who started to while away boredom with the story of the begetting of
Arthur or the taking of his kingdom.

How much time he had spent in prison reflecting on his own sins,
we shall never know. Did he undertake deliberately to reaffirm the
chivalry which he had been taught in his youth and from which he
had departed so far? Perhaps. It would not have been the first time,
nor the last, that a work of literature has sprung from a sensitive man’s
recognizing how tragically at variance his conduct had been from his
ideals. But we can not doubt that under the spell of the books he read
and the tales he found coming to life again under his hand he was
deeply stirred by the meaning of the ideals he had violated. He was
great enough to know them as impossible in a frail and tempting world,
but he also knew—who better than the man who could not follow
them?—how truly the fact that we cannot follow them is the stuff of
human tragedy. Lancelot caught to the very end in his unhappy tangle
of divided loves, Guenevere afraid to accept a final kiss, Bedivere
fumbling between love for Arthur and greed for Excalibur—these are
the final pictures of a man whose vision of reality simply transcended
the vulgar counsel of Caxton. Thanks to our new understanding of
the misspent life which preceded the writing of the Morte Darthur, we
need no longer accept Caxton’s explanation of the purposes that



THE QUEST OF THE KNIGHT-PRISONER 85’

underlay its compositicn. Might not Malory, had he lived in another-
century, have wished instead to borrow for the epigraph to his book
the simple words of another repentant knight—Shakespeare’s Prince:
Hal?

For my part, I may speak it to my shame.
I have a truant been to chivalry.



F O U R

HUNTING FOR MANUSCRIPTS

THERE is not a single figure in the history of English or American
literature whose biography may be sealed up and labeled “Com-
pleted.” Year after year we learn more about the personal lives, the
characters, and the literary careers of scores of great writers—and are
forced to unlearn much that we had previously believed true. In the
past thirty years thousands of letters written by Swift, Addison, Steele,
Boswell, Johnson, Walpole, Scott, La'mb, Wordsworth, Coleridge,
Byron, Shelley, the Brownings, Dickens, Emerson, and Thackeray
have been published for the first time, with thousands more still to
come. Our view of these men naturally must be revised in the light
of the new information contained in their letters. Similarly, new
scholarly editions of the works of the great English and American
men of letters are revealing a great deal about the methods of com-
position and revision that lay behind the text of the earlier editions.
Not until 1926, for instance, were we able to read Wordsworth’s great
philosophical poem, The Prelude, in the form in which the poet had
first written it in 1805-06; until that time we knew the poem only
in the much altered version which was published in 1850. A comparison
of the original text with one that was the result of forty years of
tinkering enables us to view with fresh insight the great changes
Wordsworth’s philosophical attitudes underwent as he grew older.
In other cases a famous literary work was drastically expurgated when
it was first published, and only now in these less squeamish times are
we allowed to read what the author wrote. Boswell's Tour to the
86
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Hebrides turns out to be even more entertaining in manuscript form
than in its traditional printed version, and the full notes he made
for his Life of Jobnson may, when they are eventually printed, exceed
our fondest expectations. The manuscripts of Nathaniel Hawthorne’s
English and American Notebooks tell us much more about England
and America—and about Hawthorne—than his widow felt it proper
to reveal in 1870. It is scarcely an exaggeration to say that our present
methods of scholarship are turning up so much new material that if
the present rate of discovery continues, every generation will find it
necessary to rewrite the history of English literature and the biogra-
phies of many of its principal ornaments.

All sorts of specialized scholars have, of course, contributed to this
steady increase of literary information. But no one has more ad-
ventures in the course of his work than the manuscript hunter, the
man who tracks down the raw materials of literary biography. He
may not always travel in distant countries, as hundreds of scholars
have done in an attempt to overtake the ghost of a footloose author
or his equally nomadic descendants. But he is guaranteed his moments
of suspense and frustration and profound perplexity and occasional
exultation. He meets all sorts of people; he finds himself in all sorts
of interesting situations; and with all of them he must be equipped
to deal.

The quarry is Literary Documents—a generic term which includes
all kinds of written records that throw light on some aspect of a
literary figure’s life and work: the successive drafts and revisions of
his writings; his diaries, letters, and autobiographical fragments; the
letters and reminiscences of members of his family and his friends;
legal records such as affidavits, deeds, and wills. The ultimate aim is
twofold: first, to discover facts which previously have been unknown;
second, to check the statements and quotations of earlier biographers
and editors by going back to the original sources. This latter aim
is more important than, on first thought, it might seem. There is no
major literary figure whose biography has been innocent of falsehoods
and half-truths, placed there by an early memoirist and then un-
critically repeated from writer to writer—and usually embroidered
in the transmission—until at last they are disproved by the researcher.
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Every student who is seasoned in tracking down the myths that have
been assimilated in biography admires canny old Dr, Johnson’s state-
ment of the case:

Nothing but experience could evince the frequency of false informa-
tion, or enable any man to conceive that so many groundless reports
should be propagated, as every man of eminence may hear of himself,
Some men relate what they think, as what they know; some men of
confused memories and habitual inaccuracy, ascribe to one man what
belongs to another; and some talk on, without thought or care. A few
men are sufficient to broach falsehoods, which are afterwards innocently
diffused by successive relaters.

As James R. Sutherland, a British scholar, remarked at the close of an
instructive article in which he exposed “the progress of error” that
attended the successive biographies of Mrs. Susanna Centlivre, the
eighteenth-century dramatist: “The price of biographical truth ap-
pears, indeed, to be eternal vigilance, and eternal skepticism.” And to
the vigilant and skeptical scholar whom long and bitter experience
has accustomed to doubting a great deal of what he finds in print, only
original manuscripts are adequate to prove the truth or falsity of an
alleged “fact.”

If, that is, they can be found!

At the outset, the routine of the manuscript hunter is fairly well
established. He goes to the most obvious places first. He consults a
great array of scholarly reference books, such as the catalogues of
manuscripts owned by the British Museum and the various librarier
at Oxford and Cambridge. He writes to, or visits, all the large librariet
that have manuscript collections. If he is lucky, he may discover that
the papers of the author in whom he is interested have been preservec
intact by his family and have eventually found their way to a library
or a museum. The late Gordon Wordsworth, a direct descendant of
the poet, some years ago gave his family archives to the Wordsworth
Museum at Grasmere, in the Lake District. Scott’s journal, a grea!
mass of his correspondence, and many of his other papers are pre-
served at his famous home, Abbotsford. The main bulk of the papers
of Longfellow is to be found at his old home, Craigie House, in
Cambridge, Mass. The papers of Henry James and Emerson are now
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in the Harvard Library; those of Sherwood Anderson are in the
Newberry Library, Chicago; and so on.

Or our scholar may find that though his author’s papers once were
widely scattered, some collector has devoted his life and fortune to re-
assembling them. This was the case with the Bronté material that was
collected by a wealthy Philadelphian, Henry H. Bonnell, who gener-
ously returned it to the town of Haworth in Yorkshire; and with many
of the papers of Leigh Hunt, which were amassed by Luther A. Brewer
of Cedar Rapids, lowa, and presented upon his death to the University
of lowa. Baylor University in Texas is world-famous for its rich
Browning collection, the fruit of many years of devoted work by
Professor A. J. Armstrong. One of the finest Keats collections in the
world was amassed by the poet Amy Lowell, who bequeathed it to the
Harvard University Library, where it was joined not long ago by the
equally rich one of the Marquis of Crewe. The great manuscript col-
lection of Dickens’s friend and biographer John Forster, now in the
Victoria and Albert Museum in London, is a starting-point for scholars
wishing to do research on figures so diverse as Samuel Richardson and
Dickens himself.

But there is no such thing as an even “reasonably” complete manu-
script collection relating to a single author. A scholar working on
Scott, for example, though he may find much to detain him at Abbots-
ford, must supplement what he learns there by examining the quan-
tities of Scott manuscripts held by the British Museum, the University
of Edinburgh, the National Library of Scotland, and a host of private
collectors.

When, as happens more often than not, a scholar establishes with
virtual certainty that there is no major concentration of the papers
associated with his author, he must abandon his lazy man’s dream of
having his materials borne to him upon a silver platter, to the sound
of trumpets, and get down to real work. He must comb every library,
large and small, every archive, every institution where manuscripts
may conceivably be kept; he must go through innumerable catalogues.
of book dealers and auctioneers to find out what manuscripts have
turned up for sale in the last hundred years or so, and then try to
trace them as they passed from collector to collector; he must try to
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communicate with every single person or institution that would have
any reason for being interested in acquiring or preserving the manu-
script relics of his author. It takes years of steady work to exhaust
such possibilities. 1f you want an impressive illustration of the far-
sweeping methods of the manuscript searcher, look at the long
acknowledgment lists that preface such works as the monumental
twelve-volume edition of Scott’s letters collected by Sir Herbert
Grierson and his associates, Ernest de Selincourt’s six-volume edition
of the Wordsworth correspondence, or R. L. Rusk’s equally large
edition of Emerson’s letters.

As if it were not enough to have to write and visit hundreds of
libraries and private collectors in quest of the elusive document, the lot
of the manuscript hunter is made harder by a persistent suspicion that
librarians and collectors, however systematic their cataloguing
methods, often do not know what they actually possess. Such a
suspicion arises less from an innate cynicism on the part of the scholar
than from his own and his colleagues’ actual experiences. One thinks,
for instance, of the recent case of Dr. Campbell’s diary. In the year
1854 there was published, in Sydney, Australia, a little book called
A Diary of a Visit to England in 1775, by an Irishman (The Reverend
Doctor Thomas Campbell). Its principal interest lay in its descriptions
of meetings with Dr. Johnson, to whom Boswell introduced Campbell.
The reviewers were skeptical about the book. For one thing, the history
of the manuscript was disturbingly vague. The sponsor of the 1854
edition, an official of the Supreme Court of New South Wales, said
that the manuscript had been found behind an old cupboard in one
of the offices of his court. Without impugning the sincerity of the
sponsor, it was pointed out that any common forgery could be “dis-
covered” in the same way. Again, the diary, as published, contained
little that was not already known about Johnson. But after consider-
able debate the English Johnsonians of mid-Victorian days decided,
without having seen the manuscript, to accept the diary as genuine.

In the early 1930’s, Professor James L. Clifford, who is now on the
graduate faculty at Columbia University, decided to look into the
question afresh. He faced difficulties at the very outset, for he could
not find a copy of the 1854 volume anywhere in the United States; and
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only after extensive advertising in Australian papers was he able to
locate a copy for sale. The next step was to try to discover the manu-
script diary itself, in order to learn whether it contained material,
omitted from the printed version, which would establish its authen-
ticity beyond question. By diligent inquiry, Clifford found that the
manuscript had long ago been given to the Mitchell Library in
Sydney. But after making a thorough search the librarians reported
that they could find no trace of it. Clifford then resigned himself to
another advertising campagn in Australia; if the Mitchell Library did
not have the diary, presumably someone did, and he was out to find
who it was. But just as his campaign was getting under way he received
an excited and somewhat apologetic letter from the officials of the
Mitchell Library. The manuscript diary (genuine beyond doubt) had
been discovered, quite by accident, in a long neglected drawer in the
library!

Neglected drawers are, indeed, the despair of manuscript hunters—
the more so because, as in Clifford’s case, it is not easy to persuade
one’s correspondents, who may be halfway round the earth, that they
have not looked everywhere that they should. Fortunate is the man
who can examine drawers and closets and cupboards for himself.
Mason Wade, when he was working on his biography of Francis
Parkman, was puzzled to be unable to find any trace of the journals
the historian wrote during his far-reaching travels in the great West. He
knew that such journals had once existed, because two earlier writers
on Parkman had drawn upon them. Parkman’s historical papers had
gone to the Massachusetts Historical Society, and his books to Har-
vard, while his descendants retained his personal papers; but none
of the owners could locate the journals. Finally Wade, taking a long
chance, went to the old house at 50 Chestnut Street, Boston, where
Parkman had spent his later years. The attic study the historian
had used, a romantic room decorated with Indian trophies and lined
with books by Scott and Byron and Cooper, had not been disturbed
since his death in 1893. In the center of the dusty, silent room stood
Parkman’s desk. Wade pulled out one row of drawers. All that they
contained was the wire grid which the nearly blind Parkman had
used to guide his handwriting. But when he pulled out the drawers on
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the other side of the desk the long-lost journals, together with a mass
of other papers, lay revealed. Presumably Parkman’s family, when
they had gone through his effects to gather the material he had
willed to the Historical Society and to Harvard, had overlooked those
laden drawers.

But to return to the matter of hunting manuscripts in libraries.
Americans especially, accustomed to the staggeringly efficient cata-
loguing systems of their great public and university libraries, find it
hard to believe that hidden treasures still turn up in institutions
specifically devoted to the care of books. Yet just at the moment that
| am revising this chapter, the newspapers relate the story of a young
library-school student who discovered a copy of the extremely rare
first edition of Handel's Messiab blushing unseen on the shelves of
the public library at Johnstown, Pennsylvania. An even greater find
occurred recently at the public library in Sheffield, England. For
centuries there had accumulated, in the muniment rooms of the
mansion at Wentworth Woodhouse, papers of the utmost value to
literary and political history; for the Straffords, Rockinghams, and
Fitzwilliams, whose seat it has been, were prominent in public affairs
from the time of the English Civil War. Some of the papers had been
examined in the past by scholars working on particular phases of
history; but they had never been generally available, let alone cata-
logued.

In the summer of 1949 the whole collection was transferred to the
Sheffield library in three furniture vans, and scholars immediately
flocked to the feast. Among them was Professor Thomas W. Copeland
of the University of Chicago, who knew that it included many papers
relating to Edmund Burke, whose patron, the second Marquis of
Rockingham, had once owned Wentworth Woodhouse. While Cope-
Jand was at work on the Burke manuscripts that had already been
sorted out, an assistant of his arrived from America. In order to
familiarize him with the state of the papers, Professor Potter, a his-
torian from the University of Sheffield who was supervising the open-
ing of the collection, took him into the basement strong room where
various boxes of materials were lying about. But let Copeland himself
tell the story:
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“This is the way these things looked when we first opened them up,”
Potter said, lighting on a box which had not yet been opened and was
covered with a century’s dust. “You see, the contents are tied up in
dozens of little packets thrown in in no kind of order.” He picked out
a packet, wiped the dust off it, and undid the ribbon around it. By
chance it was a packet of letters to Burke. He took out another packet—
and then it turned out that the entire box was filled with packets just
like it: about seven or eight hundred letters that had been overlooked
in all previous hunts for Burke materials, some of them by Johnsun,
Boswell, Garrick, Reynolds, and other notables!

That story, of course, implies no reflection on the Sheffield cata-
loguing system, because it is a task of years to classify so enormous
an aggregation of manuscripts, and rather than bar access to them
until the job was finished (as some librarians would) the Sheffield
authorities generously threw open the collection to impatient scholars
who could therefore have their extra thrill of discovery. Even when
manuscripts have been properly catalogued, however, it sometimes
happens that scholars overlook them. Professor Leslie Marchand,
during his “Byron pilgrimage” described elsewhere in this book,
dropped into the library of Trinity College, Cambridge, where young
Byron had lived the life of a lord from 1805 to 1808. He scarcely
expected to find anything there, because he assumed that every
Byron scholar would have examined the manuscripts as a matter of
course. But when he took down the catalogue of the library’s manu-
script collection, he found that Trinity College owned half a dozen
Byron letters of whose existence no previous student seemed ever to
have been aware. And then there was the embarrassing experience of the
scholars who produced the great edition of Milton published by
Columbia University. During their comprehensive search for every bit
of material Milton had ever written, they ran across a reference, in an
old catalogue of a London bookseller, to a manuscript that contained
some unprinted Milton writings. Try as they would, they could not
learn where the manuscript had gone after it was sold. Finally they
wrote the bookseller, begging him to reveal who had bought it from
him. Dealers often decline to give out such information, for some
collectors of rare literary material, partly to avoid being bothered
by curious scholars, do not like to have news of their purchases get
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abroad. But in this case there was no difficulty; the bookseller, hard
pressed to conceal his unholy glee, was happy to inform them that the
Milton manuscript had been bought years ago by the Columbia Uni-
versity Library!

After ruefully telling me this story Professor Thomas O. Mabbott
pointed the moral that they had learned the hard way: “If you are
searching for something, the first place to look is where it should be.”
The Columbia University Library may not have been the most obvious
place, but there is no denying that it was the nearest. He hastened to
add: “If it isn’t there, the next place to look is somewhere it shouldn’t
be. Guessing the ‘shouldn’t’ of course is pure luck or something like
telepathy.”

But before telepathy or extrasensory perception is brought into
play, there is one more course of action, intellectually the most chal-
lenging of all. The manuscript hunter who has failed to attain his goal
through a systematic canvassing of libraries and private collections—
the places where his quarry should be—does, in effect, what Sherlock
Holmes was wont to do when he faced a blank wall. He may not re-
cline the whole night long upon a pile of cushions, choking the room
with clouds of strong tobacco smoke and sawing upon the fiddle that
he has thrown across his knees; but his mental processes are the same.
In a word, our scholar now employs the Science of Deduction.

I

HE may be looking for particular items, such as a journal or one side
of an extended correspondence, or an unpublished essay, or an earlier
version of a famous poem, which he knows once existed but has now
dropped completely from view. Or he may not be looking for anything
in particular; his search may be motivated simply by the circumstance
that fewer papers of his author are known to exist than is quite reasorn-
able, and that therefore more are awaiting rescue. In either case, once
he is satisfied that whatever he is seeking is not to be found in any
of the more or less logical places, he abandons the present and goes
back to the past—to the time when his author died. What happened
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to the man’s papers then? Who inherited them? What did he do with
them? Or did the author somehow dispose of his manuscripts during
his own lifetime? If so, where did they go?

The possibilities are as diverse as life itself. By the use of a great
variety of tools—genealogical works, voluminous histories of small
British and American localities, church records, post-office directories,
alumni rolls of schools and universities, records of the probate courts,
newspaper and magazine obituaries, the printed memoirs of everyone
who had some association with the author or his family—the scholar
begins the long, tortuous search for clues. If his author died, let us
say, in 1750, he is sometimes obliged to completely reconstruct the
history of the man’s family, and often of the families of all his cor-
respondents and publishers and biographers, for two centuries. In the
history of the families involved he must take note of every occasion
on which property may conceivably have changed hands—events such
as marriages, removals, bankruptcies, financial settlements, and deaths.
As he works out the early history of the family and its manuscript
vossessions, our scholar may be dismayed to see the original archives
partitioned before his very eyes, one parcel of letters going to a
biographer in 1840, a manuscript diary given to a souvenir collector in
1850, an unpublished autobiography disappearing during a family
moving in 1860. . . Having begun with one slender clue, he is likely
to end up with fifty, each requiring a separate course of minute re-
search. His problem is not unlike that of an observer who tries to
follow the progress of fifty or a hundred selected ants through a
swarming anthill. Here are only a few of the fates a certain lot of
manuscripts may have met:

(1) The family which inherited them from the author preserved
them, say through the next two generations. But then the family dis-
appeared into the mists of time. Perhaps it died out. If so, did the last
survivor still possess the manuscripts? Then what happened to them?
The researcher must find his will, ascertain the testator’s heirs, and
begin to trace them and their heirs and assigns in turn. Or perhaps only
the family name died out, through the childlessness of the sons and
the marriage of the daughters. The daughters’ families must be traced
down through the years. Perhaps they in turn died out, and their
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property went to a distant cousin. The cousin’s family must be traced
and so on, almost ad infinitum.

(2) But suppose the author’s immediate descendants had some rea-
son, real or imaginary, to regret bearing his name—perhaps he had em-
braced an unpopular political cause, or had committed some moral
indiscretions. They would not have been so careful to preserve his
papers. Indeed, they might have chosen to destroy them-—a deed
which was long but unjustly imputed to Boswell’s embarrassed Vic-
torian descendants. Or at best they would have let the papers fall
into dust, or casually given them away to anyone so eccentric as to
want to possess the relics of a misspent life.

(3) Or perhaps the family needed money and was forced to sell its
hero’s papers. Who bought them? Heaven grant that they were sold
en bloc rather than auctioned in parcels, like the papers of Garrick and
Walpole! Even if they were bought as a whole, what happened to them
on the death of the original purchaser?

(4) If some later generation left the family house, what happened
to the papers? Scholars have found that it always pays to visit every
house known to have been occupied by the family of a man of letters;
there is always the chance that they left some papers behind that later
occupants have never discovered or have failed to recognize at their
true value.

(5) There is always the possibility that the appalled scholar will
find that the family who owned the papers migrated to one of the
outposts of the British Empire—taking the papers with them. Then
what? The weary manuscript hunter faces some really first-class com-
plications. Yet potentially there may be riches in store for him. It is
an endlessly tantalizing thought that in obscure towns in Australia
and Canada, even in the remote hills of India, today may rest docu-
ments of untold value for English literary history. Perhaps one of
the most dramatic scholarly discoveries of the next few years will
occur there—it is not at all impossible.

(6) The family may have held the papers until they were borrowed
for use by an early biographer of the author. The biographer, in the
casy-going way of Victorian gentlemen-scholars, may have failed to
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return them. What became of them? Did they pass down through his
own family?

(7) The author in question may have left his papers to a friend,
perhaps his literary executor. Who were his friend’s heirs? What did
they do with the papers? (It was the strange failure of Boswell and
Johnson scholars to ask this question that delayed until 1930 the dis-
covery of the great cache of papers at Fettercairn House—the home
of the son of one of Boswell’s executors.)

This by no means exhausts the possibilities which the scholar must
canvass for clues to the present location of his author’s manuscripts.
He must, indeed, follow the same process in the case of everyone who
had some connection with the author. He must try to find the little
notebook filled with personal reminiscences which was said to have
been written late in life by the author’s school friend. He must look
up the family of every man with whom the author carried on a cor-
respondence. He must try to discover whether the papers of our
author’s publishers are still extant; if so, they may contain not merely
important letters but actual manuscripts and proof sheets. 1f the
author contributed to periodicals, the scholar must explore the cor-
respondence files of the publishers of the periodicals. But, as the lead-
ing authority on American author-publisher relations has discovered
to his sorrow, nineteenth-century editors often regarded such cor-
respondence as their personal property, and when they resigned their
posts took along the files to add to their personal archives. Which
means that the scholar must then proceed to trace down the editors’
heirs.

Nor should lawyers’ offices be neglected. Here is a good case in point.
Everyone knows that in the eighteenth-century British theater Shakes-
peare’s plays underwent all sorts of radical changes. None of these
changes were for the better, and some of them were as dreadful as
Nahum Tate’s “improvement” of King Lear, which managed to pro-
vide a romantic love-affair between Edgar and Cordelia as well as
a beatifically happy ending.

Now one of the most ruthless “improvers” of Shakespeare in the
middle of the eighteenth century was the great actor David Garrick.
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From his own time down to 1933, the list of Garrick’s sins against the
integrity of Shakespeare was headed by his revision of Hamlet. The
actual text of that version was supposed to be destroyed, but all evi-
dence pointed to its having been a perfectly dastardly offense, with
the single aim of fattening still further the part of Hamlet, which
was played by Garrick himself. Since Hamlet’s role, as Shakespeare
originally wrote it, is probably the fattest in dramatic literature, one
may guess that Garrick was either a megalomaniac or a glutton for
punishment. At any rate, the tradition of the outrageous liberties which
Garrick had taken with Hamlet began with his first biographer and
was repeated down through the whole of the nineteenth century and
the first third of the twentieth.

Meanwhile the manuscript which would have proved the truth or
error of the whole tradition was, unknown to everyone, still in exist-
ence. After Garrick’s death in 1779 his rich dramatic library had
passed down through his family until it was dispersed at public auction
in 1823. In this sale, however, certain of the actor’s manuscripts,
among them that of his Hamlet, were not included, either through
an oversight or because those in charge of the sale considered them
too trivial to bother about. These neglected items were put into the
hands of solicitors to be sold at some future date.

But the profession of law in England at this time was in the leisurely
mood in which Dickens’s Bleak House depicts it, and nothing was done.
Instead, the manuscript was stored in a box along with the other un-
sold relics; and there it slumbered in perfect peace for seventy-five
years, until, in 1900, the building which contained the firm’s offices
was marked for demolition. When, in the ensuing housecleaning, the
box was examined, an alert partner recognized the value of its contents,
which were sent to a dealer for rather belated auction. There H. C.
Folger’s agent bought the Garrick Hamlet manuscript, and it went
across the sea to Brooklyn, where, evidently without having been even
cursorily examined, it promptly went back to sleep in one of Folger’s
fabulous warehouses of literary treasure-trove. Only after his death,
when the accumulations of his warehouses were taken to the new
Folger Shakespeare Library at Washington and there revealed, did
anyone have an opportunity to examine the manuscript. Professor
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G. W. Stone of George Washington University promptly seized the
opportunity, and discovered that tradition had been all wrong. Gar-
rick’s contemporaries, and following them his biographers, had done
him an injustice. Compared with the other versions of Hamlet that
were current in the eighteenth century, Garrick’s is good Shakespeare.

Speaking of lawyers’ offices and the unsuspected literary informa-
tion they may contain, it is exciting to recall that a few years ago the
office of a well known legal firm in New York turned out to hold what
may be an essential clue to a famous real-life mystery which Edgar
Allan Poe “solved” in one of his classic stories.

In 1841 a young tobacconist named John Anderson operated at 319
Broadway, New York City, one of the most prosperous cigar stores of
the time. The merchandise it stocked no doubt was excellent, but.
until the previous year, its success had been chiefly due to the presence
behind the counter of an unusually beautiful girl. Her name was Mary
Rogers.

On Sunday, July 25, 1841, Mary left her mother’s house on what she
said was a visit to her aunt. Not long afterward she was seen in the
company of a tall, dark, well dressed young man aboard a ferry bound
for Hoboken. Later in the same day the two stopped at a Hoboken
tavern operated by one Mrs. Loss. Thereafter nothing was seen of
Mary until the following Wednesday, when her body, bearing signs
of violence, was found floating in the Hudson. Her clothing subse-
quently was discovered in a thicket near Mrs. Loss’s tavern.

The mysterious death of Mary Rogers soon became one of the
causes célébres of the century. The New York newspapers rivaled one
another in the fullness of their reports and the enterprise with which
their reporters tried to dig up new information. The air was full of
theories and rumors; but no positive solution was ever forthcoming.
Some held to the belief that she had been raped and murdered by one
or another of the gangs of ruffians who then frequented Hoboken.
Others—probably the majority—maintained that she had died as the
result of an abortion performed in the tavern. This latter view was
based primarily upon a reported statement by Mrs. Loss as she lay
dying not long afterward. It is doubtful that Mrs. Loss ever made any
such statement, although the district attorney himself seems to have
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been partial to the abortion theory, perhaps on the basis of other,
undisclosed evidence.

A year and a half later an American magazine, the Ladies’ Com-
panion, published “The Mystery of Marie Roget,” by the young
journalist Edgar Allan Poe. In this story, one of the first classics of
detective literature, Poe set forth his solution of the mystery. Partly
for prudential reasons, and partly because he had already created the
character of Dupin, the sedentary French detective, he transferred the
locale to Paris and made his characters French; but the disguise was
purely perfunctory. Everyone knew he was really telling the story
of Mary Rogers—and it is even clearer now that diligent investigators
have read the files of all the New York papers of the time and shown
that the lengthy excerpts from the “Paris” papers from which Dupin
derived his facts were almost completely based upon the actual
journalistic reports of the Rogers case. Poe himself was no mean
researcher.

Poe’s own solution, reached after a brilliant but not always cogent
exercise of what he loved to call “ratiocination,” was that Mary
Rogers died during or after an abortion performed at Mrs. Loss’s
tavern. The man on the ferry he identified as the mysterious young
naval man who had figured conspicuously in the newspaper specula-
tions at the time. Such a man was known to have been an admirer of
Mary’s, and the heaviest suspicion had fallen upon him, although no
prosecution was ever brought against him or anyone else.

Among those who were not suspected, at least so far as the news-
papers knew, was Mary’s former employer, John Anderson. Even
though deprived of her glamour behind the counter, his business con-
tinued to flourish. His tobacco was sold in enormous quantities to the
soldiers in the Mexican War, and later he branched out with equal
success into real estate speculation, eventually becoming a millionaire.
After his death in Paris in 1881, his heirs began a long drawn-out
litigation over his will. During the various trials it was revealed (and
reported in the newspapers) that Anderson often recalled that in
the years immediately following Mary’s death he “had had many,
very many unhappy days and nights in regard to her,” and had been
in frequent communication with her spirit.
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In December of 1891, the litigation entered the phase known to
the legal records as Laura V. Appleton v. The New York Life In-
surance Company and Frederick A. Hammond. In this action, brought
before the Supreme Court of New York County, Anderson’s daughter
sought to break her father’s will on the ground that when he had
signed it he was mentally incompetent.

Now students who were intrigued by the mystery of Mary Rogers
knew of this case, and suspected that in the course of the trial further
evidence might have been heard relating to Anderson’s preoccupation
with the fate of his unfortunate shopgirl. No actual record of the
testimony, however, was known to exist, because the case had been
settled out of court and the official record ordered destroyed. But
Samuel Copp Worthen, a lawyer closely associated with Mrs. Apple-
ton, had been a student of one of the first reliable biographers of
Poe, George Edward Woodberry of Columbia University, and had
never lost his interest in literature, and specifically in Poe. He knew
that in the testimony during the trial in 1891 there had been important
revelations—and he also knew that his firm had retained in its files
a copy of that testimony. Worthen kept his secret for almost fifty
years; but in 1948 he decided that the time had come to reveal it, and
he wrote an article for the scholarly periodical American Literature.
This is what he reported.

Mrs. Appleton’s lawyers had gone to much trouble to bring before
the court and jury testimony that would tend to prove Anderson’s
mental incompetence. Perhaps that part which related to Anderson’s
communion with Mary Rogers’s ghost did have such a tendency. But
why had Anderson been so disturbed over her death if he had merely
been her employer? The answer was provided in the testimony of
acquaintances to whom he had talked about his connection with the
case. To them he revealed that after Mary’s body was found he had
been arrested and examined, but released for want of evidence. This,
apparently, had never got into the papers; but the fact of his arrest
became known to several persons, including james Gordon Bennett,
the famous editor of the New York Herald, and the resultant damage
to his reputation preyed on his mind. Years later, after Anderson
became prominent, the reigning Tammany boss, Fernando Wood,
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asked him to be a candidate for mayor of New York; but, fearing what
might be said during the campaign about his connection with the
Rogers case, he refused to run.

And then the testimony in 1891 brought out the most startling fact of
all—one that previously had been completely unknown. Anderson, it
was deposed, had confessed to his friends that before Mary’s death
he had paid for an abortion she had had, and that he had got “in some
trouble over it.” But apart from that earlier episode, he had continued,
he had not had “anything, directly, bimself,” to do with Mary Rogers’s
difficulties. Note the significant qualifications.

Whether Anderson was reporting the actual truth in these state-
ments is, of course, open to question. If his mental balance was suf-
ficiently precarious to substantiate a lengthy attempt to break his will,
his credibility must not be accepted without reservation. Yet Worthen,
a man of long legal experience, felt that he was speaking the truth.
His reconstruction of Anderson’s part in the Mary Rogers mystery
was this. Anderson, according to his own statement, had already
financed one abortion for Mary. (Whether or not he was responsible
for her pregnancy on that occasion or the subsequent one is a matter
upon which scholarship feels itself incompetent to pronounce.)

When in 1841, after she had left his employ, she again found herself
in whas would then have been called “an interesting condition,” she
appealed to him for help; and, if only for the reason that the prosperity
of his cigar store owed a great deal to her bewitching presence, he again
came to the rescue. The tall, dark man on the ferryboat therefore would
have been the abortionist. After Mary’s death in Mrs. Loss’s tavern he,
or Mrs. Loss’s sons, disposed of her body in the river and arranged
her clothing in the thicket so as to give rise to the theory that a
felonious gang had done her to death.

If Worthen’s theory based on this newly revealed evidence is cor-
rect, then Poe hit upon the right solution in his story. His chief error
was in eliminating Anderson from suspicion of complicity; but it was
an error common to all who followed the case while it was unfolding
in the newspapers. Neither he nor anyone else, with the possible ex-
ception of the authorities who arrested Anderson for questioning,
knew that the young tobacconist had abetted the earlier abortion.
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But we have spent enough time in lawyers’ offices, which are, after
all, only one of the many places where documents of importance to
literary history lie.

There remain, for example, the unknown potentialities of official
archives—not only the best known ones like the vast collection at the
Public Record Office in London, but the multitude of local record
collections in England and America and every other country where
English-speaking men of letters have been. If our author was once a
soldier or a sailor, there are undoubtedly some records of him and, if
he had a responsible position, even detailed files of his reports in the
War and Admiralty offices in London and the corresponding depart-
ments in Washington. The records of the American Adjutant General,
for example, 'have yielded information on Poe’s brief and unhappy
career as a soldier; and in the archives of the Ministére de la Marine
in Paris Professor Charles R. Anderson found the logbook of the
French frigate whose cutter had quelled the South Sea island brawl
Melville describes in Omoo, and in whose brig Melville and his com-
panions were allowed to cool off. If the author worked for a govern-
mental or quasi-governmental agency—like Anthony Trollope as an
inspector for the British Post Office, or Charles Lamb as a clerk in
the East India Office, or Walt Whitman as an employee of the United
States Department of the Interior—the thorough scholar must not
neglect the chance that in those voluminous archives are hidden papers
which may by no means be restricted in their interest to the narrowly
workaday side of the author’s life. If he was an American diplomat,
like Washington Irving or Nathaniel Hawthorne or James Russell
Lowell or Bret Harte, the records of the State Department must be
searched. And even if he was a more or less common citizen, he may
have had financial dealings or legal complications whose trail can be
followed with profit by a diligent inquirer. A few years ago Professor
Dixon Wecter threw valuable new light on Edmund Burke by pursuing
such a superficially unpromising lead.

Even more recently, the late Professor Newman Ivey White made
one of the most provocative finds in the history of Shelley scholarship
by a search of public records. Among the perplexing mysteries of
Shelley’s life has always been the identity of the “Neapolitan ward”
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who is mentioned briefly and evasively in one or two of his letters 1n
1820. The child remained a vague wraith until White in 1936, through
the American consul-general at Naples, engaged an Italian professor,
Alberto Tortaglione, to search the records in Naples for documentary
evidence of the child’s birth and its parentage. Tortaglione discovered
a document certifying that on December 27, 1818, a daughter, Elena
Adelaide, was born to Shelley and “Maria Padurin, his legitimate
wife,” as well as a death certificate for the child, dated some fifteen
months later and repeating the same information except that the
Italian version of Mary Godwin’s name had become “Maria Gebuin.”
Since it is plain from Mrs. Shelley’s journal and other evidence that
she did not bear a child in December, 1818, Shelley obviously perpe-
trated a fraud upon the authorities.

Who was Elena Adelaide? Shelley’s daughter by someone else? The
illegitimate child of a maidservant in Shelley’s household? And why
did Shelley perjure himself in order to adopt her? In 1820, the
Shelley-Byron circle was thrown into an uproar by the maidservant’s
story that the baby was Shelley’s child by Jane Clairmont, who earlier
had been Byron’s mistress. Since one of the meager clues we possess
in the case is a statement in Mary Shelley’s journal that Jane was ill
on the day on which Elena is supposed to have been born, Professor
White examined Jane Clairmont’s unpublished diary, then in the
library of Thomas J. Wise. In the pages referring to the period when
the maidservant was accusing Jane of being Elena’s mother, White
found several passages carefully crossed out. Hoping for some clue
in the deletions, he placed the pages under the infrared lamp; but he
found no allusion to the “Neapolitan affair.” His discovery of the birth
and death records, far from solving the mystery, has served only to
muddy the swirling waters of controversy over Elena’s identity.
Shelley scholars still may be conveniently divided into those who think
that Shelley was the child’s father, and those who think he was not;
and those who think that Jane Clairmont was her mother, and those
who think not.

From what has been said thus far, it should be fairly obvious that
hunting for manuscripts is not a profession for a lazy man. The search
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for clues and the subsequent weary following down of each one—
the great majority of which are doomed to lead nowhere—occupy
countless hours of routine work punctuated only on rare occasions by
the thrill of discovery. Yet, as a wise amateur scholar once remarked,
“the test of a vocation is a love of the drudgery it involves.” At the
end of the trail, if one is lucky, may lie that precious new fragment
of information one has sought so long—some new sidelight on a great
author, or even an unknown example of his work; and if so much is
found there is always the possibility that unsuspected riches may be
somewhere in the immediate neighborhood.

It is this ever present chance that urges the scholar to keep working
away, despite constant disappointments. So long as he believes in what
Horace Walpole called “serendipity”—"the faculty of making happy
and unexpected discoveries by accident”—he does not worry unduly,
even when months and years have gone by without result. Some years
ago Professor Anna Kitchel went to London to gather material for a
life of George Eliot and her extra-legal husband, G. H. Lewes. Despite
all her efforts, she was unable to find much hitherto unknown material.
Near the end of her stay in London, Miss Kitchel, riding on a Lon-
don bus, remarked to her companion how disappointing her expedition
had been. The woman in the seat ahead turned and quietly asked,
“Would you care to see George Lewes’s diaries?” Through this dea ex
machina she received an introduction to Lewes’s granddaughters, Mrs.
Hopwood and Mrs. Quvry. Mrs. Ouvry invited her to the villa in
Kent which had once been the home of Lewes’s son, shared all her
reminiscences of George Lewes and his friends, and sent the American
scholar back to her hotel with a large bag full of Lewes’s diaries and
letters addressed to him.

Although 1 hesitate to mention it, for fear of putting dangerous
ideas into the heads of novices, the fact is that once in a while sheer
ignorance pays off handsomely. Professor Mabbott, who has long been
interested in recovering the fugitive writings of Poe, likes to tell this
story against himself. Students of Poe long had known that in 1844
he had contributed a series of New York news-letters to the Spy, a
paper published in Columbia, Pennsylvania; but no file of the Spy
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was known to exist. Twenty or more years ago Mabbott was in cor-
respondence on other matters with J. E. Spannuth, a book dealer in
Pottsville, Pennsylvania. Thinking that Columbia and Pottsville were
virtually adjacent, Mabbott asked him if he knew of any file of the
Spy in his vicinity. Spannuth replied that for years he had been trying
to find such a file, but without any success. However, he said he would
make one more attempt. Within a few weeks, he reported back to
Mabbott that he had located and bought the editor’s own file of the
Spy! Spurred on by Mabbott’s inquiry, he had found that the Spy’s
editor, when he retired from his post, had moved to Pottsville, taking
the file with him. Now despite Mabbott’s notion, Columbia and Potts-
ville are not adjacent; they are seventy or eighty miles apart. “Had |
known how far apart they were,” says Mabbott, “I don’t think I'd
have written Spannuth on the subject at all.” Thanks to his blithe
ignorance of Pennsylvania geography, and to a startling coinci-
dence, he had the pleasure of unearthing some new examples of Poe’s
prose.

The story of the discovery of several other Poe items may handily
be used to introduce the second major phase of the manuscript hunter’s
routine, even though the quarry in this case also happened not to be
documents in the strict sense, but the long lost file of a periodical. In
the winter of 1917-18, Professor John C. French was talking to a class
in American literature at Johns Hopkins University. “If you ever
come upon a small pampbhlet entitled ‘Tamerlane by a Bostonian,’”
he urged his students, “don’t toss it away. You could trade it for a
Pierce-Arrow car.* And if you find an old file of the Baltimore Satur-
day Visiter for 1833 you will have something that students of Poe
have not been able to examine.” He went on to explain that Poe’s
biographers had long known that his famous “MS. Found in a Bottle”
had won the fifty-dollar first prize in a contest conducted by that
periodical, which subsequently printed the story for the first time. No

* The first edition of Tamerlane is ameng the rarest of Poe's books. In 1925
Vincent Starrett published in the Saturdcy Lveming Post an article called “Have
You a Tamerlane in Your Attic?” in which he described the riches awaiting the
householder who happened to find this or other rare literary items among his
discarded family effects. A woman in Worcester, Mass., read the article and
wondered if she had a Tamerlane in ber attic. She went upstairs—and she did.
She sold the copy for $17,500, enough to buy several Pierce-Arrows.
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Poe scholar, however, as French said, had ever seen the Visiter itself.

After class one of the students, a teacher in the Baltimore public
schools, came up to French’s desk and startled him by saying, “1 know
where there is a file of the Saturday Visiter.” She knew two ladies who
were granddaughters of one of the original editors of the paper, and
was sure that they would be happy to let him see the file. But at the
next meeting of the class she had to report, in some embarrassment,
that when she called upon the ladies and told them of her teacher’s in-
terest in the file, they had been curiously evasive about it. However, she
gave him the name and address of the elder of the two ladies.

French now faced the problem familiar to so many scholars. He
knew where this long-lost material was. But how was he to persuade
the owners to let him see it? He recalls:

I wrote to this lady, explaining the great interest the Visiter had for
all students of Poe and begging for a chance to see it. 1 received no
reply. It seemed like a case in which good manners might yield to
literary interest: and on a chilly Sunday afternoon | went out into the
suburbs and rang the doorbell at her home. As I had hoped, her native
politeness was such that she could not turn me away, and | was per-
mitted to see the bound volume of the Visiter for 1833. | worked in an
unheated room and on a winter’s afternoon with the light soon begin-
ning to fade; but | never read a more interesting newspaper. Examina-
tion of it showed at once that the reminiscences of Latrobe and Hewitt *
were surprisingly inaccurate. After looking over the announcement of
the contest and the later printing of Poe’s story, | turned other pages
and found a short poem signed ‘“Tamerlane” and then one entitled
“Serenade” by E. A. Poe, and yet another very like Poe’s style.

All three were poems hitherto unknown! After French had proved to
the lady that he was not exaggerating when he said that her volume was
important to Poe study, she permitted other students to examine it.

And so, while luck does have a pleasant habit of rewarding the
diligent and ingenious searcher after new literary items, one other
talent, besides detective skill and industry, is required of the investi-
gator: the power to make friends. As we shall now see illustrated from
the annals of modern scholarship.

2 Two contemporaries of Poe who are the chief sources of information about
his winning the prize contest.
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THE Sherlock Holmesian part of research is virtually ended when the
literary detective, closing his last book, or reading the last answer to
his letters of inquiry (or receiving a clue from a breathless student!),
points to an obscure village on a map of England or America, or to
a name in Who's Who, and exclaims, “There lies the treasure!” Any
sense of elation at this juncture, however, would not only be distinctly
premature; it would sorely tempt the Fates which are specially dele-
gated to punish the proud. Up to now, the scholar has been in command
of the situation. By a cunning series of investigations he has wrested
his secret from the shadows of history; unless his calculations have
been very, very wrong, he now knows where the papers are, or at least
where they should be. But how can he manage to see them? Now
begins the second phase of his routine—the point at which Henry
James’s Aspern Papers, the classic fictional treatment of the search
for literary manuscripts, begins.

Lest a totally unfair generalization be made from some of the
tales | propose to tell, I hasten to recall the old saying that the more
attractive side of human nature seldom makes front-page news. The
same remark is certainly applicable to scholarly gossip. It is true that
many of the favorite stories that have grown up around the sport of
manuscript hunting throw no very favorable light upon the character
of that natural prey of the scholar, the manuscript owner. But the real
fact is that in most cases contemporary scholars meet with courtesy,
hospitality, and unreserved generosity when they approach the owners
of manuscripts they desire to study. The prefaces to the great majority
of scholarly biographies and editions of letters published nowadays
refer with unfeigned warmth to the cooperation of such persons;
indeed, what begins as a purely formal relationship may blossom in
time into a genuine personal friendship. Out of countless instances
one might select the cordiality that has existed for so long between
Earl Leslie Griggs, the distinguished Coleridge scholar, and the present
representatives of the Coleridge family; or the friendship between
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Horace Eaton of Syracuse University and the two Misses Bairdsmith,
the granddaughters of Thomas DeQuincey, who aided him immeasur-
ably in his writing of the standard life of the opium-eater.

If you were to take at its face value the gossip you sometimes hear
when manuscript hunters get together, you would think that God had
created a special race of men and women especially to plague them—
the men and women to whom He has given possession of precious lit-
erary materials. In the heat of their passion for the almighty document,
they sometimes forget that intelligent human beings may quite legiti-
mately value their family pride or their personal privacy more highly
than the increase of literary knowledge. Too, some scholars have
invited defeat by their signally undiplomatic methods of dealing with
those who were in a position to help them. And so their execrations
often are unjust. Nevertheless, to anyone who sympathizes with the
scholars’ ambition to bring new manuscripts to light, some of their
stories of encounters with the owners of such papers are, to say the
very least, depressing.

One hears, for instance, of the fictitious but not necessarily untypical
nobleman whose ancestral estate somewhere in the country contains a
magnificent library, complete with librarian; in that library is a great
and largely unexplored set of family archives dating from the time
when the head of the family was as complete a courtier as Sidney and
almost as complete a poet as Spenser. Scholars working on editions or
biographies of Queen Elizabeth’s Lord X have tried for generations to
insinuate themselves into that rich hoard of manuscript. But the pres-
ent Lord X comes down from London only for the hunting season; he
never bothers to answer the letters he gets from scholars; his librarian
has strict instructions to allow no one inside the library; in a word,
Lord X is entirely indifferent to the progress of learning. Why, he
wonders, should anyone want to get dirty poking about among old
parchments written in crabbed hands that no one can read?

Although a number of Lord X's are still extant in Britain—and
certainly in America there are just as many rich collectors who refuse
access to their treasures—the brand of indifference usually manifested
by manuscript owners, especially by those on a slightly less exalted so~
cial plane, is more annoying than formidable. In both England and
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America are many families in whom no trace survives of the literary
tastes that characterized their celebrated ancestor. Their philistinism
does not necessarily mean that they will bar the way to the inquiring
scholar. “Herman Melville?” they will say. “Oh, yes, he wrote a book
about a whale. We once heard that our great-aunt Thelma had some
papers of his. They can’t be of much value, though; mostly just per-
sonal letters. We never saw the papers. They must be in an old trunk
down at the storage warehouse. It would be pretty hard to get at
them . ” But if the scholar persists, in a tactful way, a member
of the family may eventually agree to drive down to the warehouse
with him.

Logan Pearsall Smith, the American-born essayist and amateur
scholar who spent his whole adult life in England, once was working
on a biography of the early seventeenth-century poet-diplomat Sir
Henry Wotton. In one of the many volumes of Reports of the Royal
Historical Manuscripts Commission, an indispensable aid to manu-
script searchers, he found that a generation earlier, in 1878, a manu-
script volume said to contain “‘copies of letters seemingly by and to
Sir Henry Wotton” was in the library at a great country mansion.
After some inquiry, Smith managed to find someone who gave him an
introduction to the elderly retired colonel who was then occupying the
house. The colonel wrote back a polite note, saying that he knew
nothing about such a volume, but that Mr. Smith was welcome to come
and look around if it would make him feel any better. Smith went,
and found the house to be one of the largest in England, a perfectly
immense structure with (according to his own account) a twenty-acre
courtyard and everything else on a similar scale. The colonel, who
bore a curious resemblance to the Duke of Wellington, greeted him
at the door with what Smith took to be “a somewhat malicious
chuckle” and ushered him into the vast library. Obviously it had not
been used for many years. Its farthest horizontal reaches were laden
with miscellaneous junk, while vertically the bookshelves seemed to
lose themselves in the clouds. He was appalled at the prospect of trying
to find his little riches in this infinite room, especially as it was a bleak
November day and there was no vestige of a fire. But he set to work,
and miraculously, within half an hour, he had in his hands the book
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he wanted. A quick glance through it revealed that it was far more
important than the hurried cataloguer in 1878 had suspected; for in
addition to copies of many of Wotton’s unpublished letters, it con-
tained a large collection of “table talk™ compiled by someone in
Wotton’s household while he was ambassador to Venice and including
many anecdotes of Queen Elizabeth, James 1, Bacon, Lord Essex,
and other celebrities of the age—to say nothing of a number of manu-
script poems and hitherto unknown letters from John Donne.

Clutching his treasure in his hands, Smith hurried from the dank
precincts of the library to his host’s living quarters, where a brisk
fire was burning. As he tremblingly turned over the leaves of this book,
he was conscious of the colonel staring at him curiously over the top of
that morning’s Times. What in the world would any sane man want
with such an old book filled with indecipherable writing? But the
colonel was willing enough to let Smith take the book to Oxford to
have it carefully transcribed. He probably would have cared not a
whit if Smith had succumbed to the dreadful temptation he says he felt
to insert into the “table talk™ section of the manuscript a sly reference
or two to Francis Bacon’s abilities as a playwright. In any event, it
was fortunate that he allowed Smith to have the book copied, because
soon after it was returned from Oxford it was lost in a fire that de-
stroyed the whole immense mansion.

It may be that the colonel was all the more skeptical because Smith
was a native of America. If so, he was merely sharing a prejudice
which remained common until quite recently among English possessors
of manuscripts. When American scholars first began to ransack the
English libraries and archives for literary materials, their dreadful
efficiency and thoroughness puzzled those who were accustomed to the
relatively easy-going research methods of British biographers. It is
said that the authorities at the Public Record Office took many years
to recover from their shock at the desperate zeal exhibited there by
Professor Charles W. Wallace of the University of Nebraska, whe
was determined to dig up documents concerning Shakespeare—and
did. Again, when the great millionaire collectors like Folger and
Huntington spirited untold numbers of rare books and manuscripts
from their ancient resting places to America, national pride, under-
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standably enough, was hurt, and the resentment was transferred, logi-
cally or not, to American scholars who merely wished to use, but
obviously could not dream of buying, the treasures that remained in
Britain. For such reasons as these, some British possessors of literary
material still cherish an animus against American scholars. Their
number, happily, grows smaller year by year.

But I doubt that the manuscript hunter’s lot is any happier in
America. In Britain it is usually accounted an honor and a privilege
for a family to be asked to help a member of one of the universities
in his research; in the United States, on the other hand, there are plenty
of famiiies who would be offended if “some college professor” asked
to.be allowed to examine the papers in their old trunks. There may
even be an element of completely irrelevant bigotry involved; during
the Presidency of Franklin D. Roosevelt the owners of an unpub-
lished notebook of Thoreau refused to let a Columbia University
professor study it on the ground that Columbia was a nest of New
Dealers.

Probably the strongest motive behind a family’s hostility to schol-
arly inquiry is a desire to keep absolute control over what the world
shall and shall not know about its forebear. Sometimes, indeed usually,
the family is motivated by shame: Great-Uncle Alfred, they reason, did
get into the most awful messes over women, and even though he un-
doubtedly was a great novelist we still bear his name . . . Today
some families refuse access to their papers, not because there is any-
thing shameful to conceal, but simply because they feel that the in-
timate life of their celebrated ancestor was his own affair, and not the
world’s. Who can say they are wrong?

Everyone knows the sorry story of the feud in Emily Dickinson’s
family which has kept at least some of the truth about her from being
known—the result being the growth of a whole series of romantic
myths about the recluse-poet and her alleged love affair.* It is not a

* Just as this book was going to the printers, it was announced that the papers
of Emily Dickinson, including the manuscripts of her poems, had been pur-
chased by Harvard University. They will be edited by Thomas H. Johnson and
published by the Harvard University Press. “Now at last, three quarters of a
century after Emily Dickinson’s death,” says Johnson, “scholars will be able to
determine with some accuracy the rank she may take among world poets.”
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unique instance by any means. There are scholars today who are stale-
mated by family squabbles reaching back a century or more. Some-
times, however, a family’s reluctance to deal with manuscript seekers
has a more reasonable basis. Nineteenth-century literary biographers
and editors had no such code of professional ethics as governs most of
their descendants. The Victorian descendants of a departed author,
happy to find that at last a biographer planned to bring him back into
the public eye, would lend some of their papers to the applicant for
the term of his study; and that would be the last they would see of
their precious manuscripts. Naturally, they did not welcome the next
applicant with a brass band. Professor Tremaine McDowell of the
University of Minnesota traced some fifty diaries of William Cullen
Bryant’s mother to members of the family living in the Midwest.
When his letters elicited decidedly frigid replies, he made a special
trip to their home. They then told him a story calculated to make any
scholar’s blood run cold. Some years earlier another college professor
had appeared on their doorstep on the same errand. They had will-
ingly displayed the diaries to him; but since the manuscripts were
extensive and required leisurely study, he asked permission to take
forty of them with him to his hotel. The family cheerfully agreed-—and
that was the last they saw of the diaries, or of the professor. Later they
consulted a fortune teller, whose crystal ball revealed a clear view of
the missing diaries. They had landed in a museum, whose name, un-
fortunately, was too faint to be deciphered. And to this day those
diaries of Bryant’s mother remain lost.

Then there are those humble citizens who, like an occasional library
or a millionaire collector, simply do not know what riches they pos-
sess. One writes to them, citing good and sufficient reasons why he
suspects they may have such-and-such a series of letters; and they
promptly reply that they are quite sure they have no papers of any
literary interest whatsoever. This is a knotty problem for the scholar
to solve, because the statutes of most states make no provision for the
use of a search-warrant in an attempt to extend the boundaries of
knowledge, and burglary is not one of the arts normally taught in our
graduate schools. His only recourse is to try by every means at his
command to persuade his correspondents to search their possessions, or
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better still, since he would be certain to make a more thorough job of
it, to let him look about on his own. There are a number of homes
in the United States and Great Britain where important literary docu-
ments are thought to be hidden, but no investigator has yet devised a
way of persuading the owners to hunt for them.

Indifference, hostility, ignorance, and finally avarice: the least pleas-
ant of all the human frailties the manuscript hunter must contend
with, but unfortunately not the least prevalent. In the past few years
the scholar searching for manuscripts in America has encountered
stiffening resistance among those who read in the newspapers how much
his university is spending every year for scientific research. If there is
so much money around, he is asked, why can’t some of it be spent for
my grandfather’s cousin’s papers? And then (this is almost inevita-
ble): Didn’t 1 read somewhere that a New York dealer paid $50,000
for the manuscript of Alice in Wonderland?

v

UNFORTUNATELY many owners of valuable manuscripts cannot
be approached directly: their life has no room for people who have
not been properly introduced. The scholar’s first problem in such cases
is to search for someone who knows someone else who can perhaps put
in a good word for him. Today’s scholar never knows when a casual
acquaintance may become the crucial link between him and the crusty
old Duke of Omnium, a neighbor of the aforementioned Lord X, whose
great Tudor place at Fourteen QOaks harbors hundreds of letters, full
of gossip about Restoration London, which Pepys and Evelyn and
Dryden and the Earl of Rochester addressed to an earlier noble tenant.
Scholars, British and American alike, have been trying for thirty years
to get inside the library at Fourteen Oaks. One man, however, is a
shade more resourceful than his predecessors. His tennis partner on
summer afternoons (a man who teaches biochemistry in the univer-
sity) has a favorite aunt in New York whose husband is an importer.
The importer’s correspondent in London, the head of a great export-
ing firm, is a veteran of the Boer War, in which he served with distinc-
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tion alongside the youth who was later to become seventeenth Duke of
Omnium. And since wide cracks appear in the Duke’s habitual armor
when he is reminded of happy days in the Regiment The word
passes along the chain—from the professor of biochemistry to the New
York importer to the London exporter; the Londoner encounters the
Duke of Omnium at the annual regimental dinner and begins to talk
about the fine young American scholar who is so deeply interested in
Pepys and Evelyn. His Grace is in one of his rare complaisant moods;
of course, he says, the boy is welcome to see the library at Fourteen
Oaks. The word passes back along the chain. The next summer, our
scholar is in London. He writes to the Duke, mentioning the name of
his fellow officer on the veldt. The Duke has completely forgotten the
conversation that occurred last winter over the regimental wine, but
he cannot welsh on what evidently was a kind of promise; so he sends a
polite little note to the American. . The walls of the citadel, at
long last, are breached—and our store of literary knowledge is en-
riched.

This hypothetical example is possibly a bit overcomplicated, but
stratagems similar to it actually are used. When Professor Gordon S.
Haight was collecting manuscript letters of George Eliot in preparation
for the Yale edition, he discovered that a large group of them were
in the hands of two old ladies in England who were distant relatives
of George Eliot’s family.

“] got into communication,” he tells me, “with a niece of theirs who
tried in vain to persuade them to let me have the letters copied. After
I had long given up hope of securing access to the material, | met an
English friend in this country who was about to return home. He
asked if there was anything he could do to help in my work. | said that
there was one group of letters | wanted very much to see, but that |
thought it was hopeless to try to get at them.

“‘Where are they?’ he asked.

“‘In .’ 1 replied, mentioning the name of the town.

*“‘Why, [ was born in .’ he said. ‘What is their family name?’

*1 mentioned the name.

“ “Why,” he said, ‘I went to school with Gwen.’

“Within a few weeks,” Haight concludes, “I was put in touch with
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the immediate family of the old ladies, who were persuaded to allow me
to use the letters.”

When we remember the bus-top experience of Anna Kitchel, related
earlier in this chapter, it seems likely that a special providence attends
the labors of George Eliot scholars.

Luckily, such circuitous methods do not have to be called into play
very often. But practically every scholar at some time or other has
found himself in a situation in which the owner of the papers he wants
to see is not hostile but simply hesitant about opening them to his gaze.
That is when the art of unobtrusive flattery comes in handy. The
scholar writes a masterly letter, glowing with enthusiasm about the
author in whom he is interested (a figure of first importance, really,
although the textbooks inexplicably dismiss him with a paragraph or
two), and reciting a few obscure but respectable facts about the man
which the family is not likely to know. Only a man or woman devoid
of the least tincture of common humanity can withstand that sort of
approach. If, they reflect, this professor knows so much already about
Great-great-uncle john, surely there will be no harm in letting him see
those old papers. And we hadn’t realized before that Uncle John was
so imposing a figure in literature. Perhaps it really is time that a full-
length biography of him be written from the original records!

But the two most requisite “personality traits” in a manuscript
hunter remain to be mentioned. One is the simple quality of patience
once the quarry seems to be in sight—patience that will prevent an
impetuous move that may undo in a minute the careful work of years,
patience that will maintain the outward composure when one is ready
to scream, patience that will help one to accept with equanimity the
prospect of waiting years to examine a treasure located after much
hard work.

The other most requisite trait, not specified thus far, has been im-
plied in all | have said. It can be described only by that highly unsatis-
factory and sadly abused word “charm.” Unless the inquiring scholar
can be urbane and reasonably sophisticated when he is dealing with
urbane and sophisticated owners of manuscripts, and simple and
respectful when he is dealing with old ladies; unless he can work up an
instant enthusiasm about a retired colonel’s experiences at Gallipoli, or
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a middle-aged businessman’s hatred of bureaucratic government, he is
lost. He must be all things to all kinds of people—and he never knows
what kind he will have to deal with next.

Some scholars, who are frustrated actors at heart, like to play the
role they feel is required by the circumstances. For example, they will
cram on an esoteric subject which they know is their quarry’s hobby,
so as to approach him from his weak side; and, after he has been
softened up, they will hasten to the kill. They sometimes succeed, if
their victim is not very penetrating, and then they have a wonderful
story to tell at the next meeting of the Modern Language Association.
But oftener the best, and certainly the least cynical, policy is to be
one’s self.

One of the most spectacular success stories in recent literary scholar-
ship involves no pose, no great luck, and no detective work at all. After
Thackeray’s death in 1863, his family—as represented by his two
daughters and then by their children—sedulously observed his com-
mand that no biography be written of him. They relaxed the observ-
ance sufficiently to permit publication of some of his letters, under
their immediate supervision. But they would not allow scholars access
to their family archives, and more than once, when they received word
of the impending publication of letters which had fallen into other
hands, they took legal action against the publishers. Down to 1939,
therefore, the Thackeray papers (like those of a few other great Vic-
torian men of letters) were terra incognita to scholars.

In the summer of that year Gordon N. Ray, then a graduate student
at Harvard, went to England to gather materials for his doctoral dis-
sertation on Thackeray. Through the American Universities Union he
obtained an introduction to Thackeray’s grandson, who invited him
to his home in the country. As a result of that visit, Ray was intro-
duced to the novelist’s granddaughter, Hester Thackeray Fuller, at
whose London home the Thackeray papers were stored. Although he
did not know it then, his meeting with Mrs. Fuller was perfectly timed.
The family had decided that any further withholding of Thackeray’s
papers would merely assist the growth of unjust legends about him.
They had not, however, chosen a scholar to superintend the publication
of the rich mass of material, which was so important and extensive that
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it seemed to call for the attention of a scholar of long experience; and
plenty of seasoned scholars, both British and American, would have
given their right arms for the privilege of editing it. Ray, still a novice
in scholarship, was only in his middle twenties. But Mrs. Fuller dis-
cerned in this tall, husky American the editor she felt her grandfather’s
letters and private papers deserved; and so, before the outbreak of
the war forced him to leave England, he was appointed the official
editor of the Thackeray letters. With the microfilms arranged for dur-
ing his visit, he devoted the time remaining before he entered the
United States Navy to preparing a four-volume edition of the letters.
After the war * he returned to Mrs. Fuller’s house in London and
occupied a suite of rooms set aside for his use while he made a com-
plete examination of the other Thackeray papers, which had been im-
possible in 1939. At the same time he scoured English collections for
additional letters. During this leisurely and systematic research he
collected material enough for at least one supplementary volume of
letters, which he plans to follow with the first biography of Thackeray
to be authorized by the family.

The peroration of this chapter may well be devoted to a single anec-
dote of research which sums up more of the points made here than any
other 1 know. It comes to me from Professor Clifford, whom we have
already met. When he was a graduate student at Columbia University
he selected as his dissertation topic the life of Mrs. Hester Lynch Salus-
bury Thrale Piozzi, the bluestocking who figures so prominently in the
biography of Dr. Johnson. In 1935 he went to England on a traveling
fellowship, hired a bicycle, and pedaled through the mountains of
Wales in search of manuscripts. His startling adventures on this expedi-
tion are worth an essay in themselves, and he assures me that he will
write it when the time is ripe. Suffice it to say here that he found much
more than he dreamed he would, under the most peculiar circum-
stances.

During the Welsh tour Clifford met a Miss Mainwaring, an old lady

* The captain of the aircraft carrier Belleau Wood was not impressed when he
was told that Lieutenant Ray’s specialty in civilian life was Thackeray. “How
does that help us?” he demanded. But later, after the ship and her men had been
proved in battle, he confided to his junior officer, “You know, Mr. Ray, it’s the
drunks and the intellects that are winning the war.”
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who owned Mrs. Piozzi’s furniture and plate. In the course of con-
versation she told him that her half-sister, Mrs. A. M. Knollys, might
be able to help him, since she was a granddaughter of Sir John Salus-
bury, Mrs. Piozzi’s adopted son. The following autumn, when he re-
turned to London, he looked up Mrs. Knollys, but learned from her
daughter that she had had a stroke and was in a nursing home in South
Kensington. The daughter told her of Clifford’s interest in Mrs. Piozzi,
however, and the old lady, then over eighty, insisted that he be asked
to visit her in the nursing home.

“You can imagine my fears and trepidations,”” Clifford says. “The
poor old lady couldn’t speak, and if excited might have another stroke.
But the daughter insisted that her mother was determined to tell me
something. A beautiful white-haired lady, who had been presented to
Queen Victoria and was something of a person, she really was de-
lightful to see.

“The daughter,” he continues, “had worked out a means of com-
munication with her mother, by signs and nods, and by long question-
ing and nodding was able to get out of her that she had many years
before seen a letter of proposal from Thrale [ Mrs. Piozzi’s first hus-
band] to Hester Lynch Salusbury—a very ardent letter. The whole
tale didn’t sound credible to me for many reasons. An important letter
of this kind would certainly have been known by the scholars, and |
had never heard about it before. Also, Thrale’s known stolid tempera-
ment made the ardent part very dubious. But the possibility that the
letter existed was exciting. After another half-hour of questionings
and noddings the daughter was able to ascertain that Mrs. Knollys
had seen the letter many years before, at which time it had been in
the possession of a friend now dead. However, her daughter knew the
son of the friend and promised to find out from him whether there was
anything at all in the story. And so ended this bizarre interview.

“A few weeks later I had a note from a Major John Delmar Morgan
asking me to come to tea with him and his wife in Chelsea the next
Sunday. It turned out that Mrs. Morgan had known Tennyson in-
timately. She insisted on talking about Tennyson all afternoon, while
| kept trying to get in a word about the Thrale letter. They remembered
that they had owned some Thrale manuscripts but were vague about
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what they were. Also, they couldn’t remember when they had had
them—but they were certain that they had sold them long ago at
Sotheby’s, the famous London book auctioneers. After long probing,
I finally ascertained that because they had kept the manuscripts in
a particular closet in a house they had lived in directly after the First
World War, they probably had sold the papers about then. That was
the best 1 could do.

“The next step was to go the next day to Sotheby’s and ask them
to check whether they had ever sold anything for Major Delmar
Morgan. They looked in their ledgers and found that on February 3,
1919, they had sold a lot of letters for him. At the British Museum |
was able to find a marked copy of the catalogue of the sale for that
day, and there, listed as lot 382, was a so-called letter of proposal from
Thrale to Mrs. and Miss Salusbury, dated June 28, 1763. The letter
was listed as having been purchased by Brown and Stevens, London
dealers.

“At Brown and Stevens I was able to find little to help me. They
insisted that they kept no records of the sale of individual manu-
scripts. They bought them and sold them as soon as they could. | was
up against a stone wall. After long questioning as to who might in 1919
have been buying such manuscripts, they indicated that almost every-
thing was going to America. | knew, of course, that in that case the
most likely purchaser would have been R. B. Adam of Buffalo, New
York, who was then building his great collection of materials relating
to Dr. Johnson and his circle. But [ also knew that in 1929 Adam had
published his sumptuous three-volume catalogue of his complete col-
lection, and no such letter was listed. 1t certainly seemed as if I was
beaten.

“But the next year, when | was back in the United States, just on a
chance, | wrote to Adam telling him of my long search for the Thrale
letter and asking if he knew anything at all about it. He replied
promptly that he owned the letter—had had it since 1919—and
couldn’t for the life of him explain why it had been left out of his
catalogue. If [ would stop by Buffalo sometime, I could see it. So finally,
in 1937, | believe, almost two years after | had first heard of the letter,
I saw it and secured a copy for my book.”
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Well, you ask, was the letter, when Clifford finally caught up with it,
worth the search? Remember that Mrs. Knollys, lying in her bed in
the South Kensington nursing home, had been interrogated by her
daughter: “Was it a love letter from Thrale?” A nod. “Was it a letter
of proposal?” A nod. “What was it like—was it very ardentr” An em-
phatic nod of assent. But Clifford had been incredulous. Could Henry
Thrale, a phlegmatic, prosaic London brewer, ever have composed an
ardent letter? Throughout his long search, Clifford had been doubtful.
But this is what Thrale had written, and you can judge for yourself
whether the old lady was right:

Mr. Thrale presents His most respectfull compliments to Mrs. &
Miss Salusbury & wishes to God He could have communicated His
Sentiments to them last night, which is absolutely impossible for Him
to do to any other Person breathing; He therefore most ardently begs
to see Them at any Hour this afternoon, & He will at all Events
immediately enter upon this very interesting Subject, & when once
begun, there is no Danger of His wandering upon any other: in short,
see them, He must, for He assures them, with the greatest Truth &
Sincerity, that They have murder’d Peace & Happiness at Home.

As Clifford says, the morals attached to his story are numerous and
obvious; and [ shall not spell them out here. But it illustrates, perhaps
more comprehensively than any other narrative in this chapter, the
truth that the quest of literary manuscripts, full of drudgery and dis-
appointments as it is, has—shall we say?—its moments!



EXIT A LADY, ENTER
ANOTHER

OF all the elements in the lives of literary people which have com-
plicated the tasks of their biographers and critics, the most trouble-
some are loosely comprehended under the capacious heading of Sex.
The modern scholar has only scorn for the practice, fashionable among
best-selling biographers in the past thirty years, of emphasizing the
sexual interest in an author’s life above all else. Nevertheless, if we
are to have as broad and deep an understanding of a man of letters as
possible, we must candidly place the fact that he sowed his youthful
wild oats rather lavishly, or was impotent, or had a mistress in addi-
tion to a wife, alongside everything else we can learn of him. One aspect
of an author’s life may illuminate many others, and knowledge of his
sexual transgressions or peculiarities may be absolutely essential to a
full grasp of his temperament, and through his temperament, of the
meanings in his work. It is impossible to understand Ruskin, for ex-
ample, without a dispassionate recognition of his tragic psychic abnor-
malities—the subject of renewed controversy since the publication of
his wife’s letters to her family. No biographer of Hazlitt may over-
look the unpleasant episode of his infatuation with Sarah Walker
which he recorded in that strange confession, Liber Amoris. Walt
Whitman'’s boasts about the number of illegitimate children he had
sired in his youth are highly suggestive, simply because dogged research
has failed to reveal any evidence to support his grandiose statistics.
122
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But the job of discovering the truth about matters which are among
a man’s most private concerns is formidable. There is a very sound
historical reason for this. Perhaps nothing in the cultural and social cli-
mate of a given age is more sensitive to the shifting currents of moral,
religious, and philosophical opinion than its attitudes toward sexual
behavior. And these attitudes, tolerant in one period and inflexibly
strait-laced in another, seriously prejudice the sources of our informa-
tion.

If our author lived in the free-and-easy Restoration, for example,
his sexual habits would be the subject of much matter-of-fact gossip
in contemporary letters or in Pepys’s diary and, no doubt, of some
extremely ribald versified squibs. But precisely because such matters
were so freely discussed, the factor of exaggeration must be taken into
account. Recent scholarly studies of the lives of the Restoration wits,
without appreciably changing the traditional belief that the period
was one of almost unparalleled moral relaxation, have shown in many
cases that the contemporary accounts were gaudier, at least in details,
than the facts warranted.

If, on the other hand, our subject was a Victorian, one would be
hard pressed to find, at least in print, any contemporary reference to
such aspects of his life; and whatever private letters bearing on the
subject have escaped destruction by the man himself or his family may
be closely guarded by his descendants. There is at least one well known
English author of the nineteenth century in whose immediate family
is said to have occurred a series of lurid events worthy of treatment by
a Shirley or a Ford—but the rumor has, | think, never appeared in
print. Furthermore, during such an age as the Victorian, the records
of the sexual proclivities of earlier figures are likely to be seriously
distorted in transmission, because any mention of them will be colored
by the special moral prejudices of the time; and so what may have
been in the beginning a rather routine or even innocent episode takes
on, thanks to the indignation or deprecation of the biographer,
gratuitous overtones which it is the duty of the later researcher to
detect and disentangle once more.

Despite these formidable barriers—the necessity for discovering
authentic records in the first place, and then for peeling off the suc-
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cessive layers of embroidery with which later generations have adorned
them—the scholar persists in trying to find out the truth. From the
time that Chaucer, according to a contemporary legal document, was
accused “de raptu meo” by a lady with the enchanting name of Cecily
de Chaumpaigne, literary biography has been thickly sprinkled with
ladies whose relationships with men of letters require exegesis. “‘Cher-
chez la femme” is a motto of the literary detective as much as it is of
the fictional criminologist; and scholars would not be human if they
did not betray a certain zest in running down the often delectable
details. But they must draw a careful line between the episode which,
however sensational it may have been, lacks real relevance to the lit-
erary production of an author, and that which can be an important
clue to his personality or a profound influence on his later life and his
work. In the following pages we shall see an example of each type.

II

AMONG the other errors for which the Puritans of the late sixteenth
and the seventeenth century have to answer is serious pollution of
the stream of literary historical evidence. For three hundred years we
were told that the outdoor playhouses in which the dramas of Shake-
speare and his fellows were performed were sinks of iniquity, haunted
by all the riffraff of London, to which no decent citizen would think of
taking his family. Probably the Globe drew no more than the normal
number of pickpockets and prostitutes; if contemporary accounts were
true, and the audience had been composed almost entirely of such
professionals, the law of diminishing returns, as a learned student
of the English drama once remarked, would have set in very quickly.
The reason why we read so much in the older books (Robert Bridges’
essay on Shakespeare’s audience is possibly the latest example) about
the dubious moral tendencies of Shakespeare’s audience is that vir-
tually all the contemporary information we have on the subject
was written by Puritan pamphleteers who waged a bitter and unceas-
ing war against the stage, its audiences, its playwrights, and its actors,



EXIT A LADY, ENTER ANOTHER 12§

from the 1580's onward. To the Puritans, in their passionate concern
for salvation, the theater was a place of veritably Babylonian de-
bauchery; and in this conviction they painted a vivid and detailed
picture of the evils surrounding the playhouse which has served until
recently, faute de mieux, as “historical evidence.” Of course it is noth-
ing of the sort. It is grossly, fantastically distorted propaganda for a
cause.

It is to the Puritans, likewise, that until almost yesterday we owed
virtually all our knowledge of the misspent life of the playwright
Christopher Marlowe. According to the standard narrative, which
is to be found in even the most reputable reference works published
before 1925, Marlowe lived a life that could not end otherwise than
in the sort of death he died. And it was upon the nature of his passing
that the early narratives concentrated with pious relish.

The first man to tell the story at length was Thomas Beard, a
fanatical Puritan who in 1597, four years after Marlowe’s death, pub-
lished The T heatre of Gods Judgements, a marvelous farrago of hun-
dreds of tales of God’s wrath upon Papists, non-Puritans of all sorts,
and above all, as the very title of his work suggests, the blasphemous
people of the stage. Beard was an indefatigable collector of all scraps
of fact or legend which could be made to prove that an angry God
could be trusted to lay His heavy hand upon transgressors. At the
very time that he was writing his book, there came to his attention an
example seemingly sent from heaven for his purposes. After describing
in colorful generalizations the life of crime and blatant atheism that
Marlowe had led, he wrote:

1t so fell out, that in London streets as he purposed to stab one whome
hee [owed] a grudge vnto with his dagger, the other party perceiuing
so auotded the stroke, that withall catching hold of his wrest, he stabbed
his owne dagger into his owne head, in such sort, that notwithstanding
all the meanes of surgerie that could be wrought, hee shortly after died
thereof. The manner of his death being so terrible (for hee euen cursed
and blasphemed to his last gaspe, and togither with his breath an oth
flew out of his mouth) that it was not only a manifest signe of Gods
ludgement, but also an horrible and fearefull terrour to all that beheld
him. But herein did the iustice of God most notably appeare, in that
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hee compelled his owne hand which had written those blasphemies to
be the instrument to punish him, and that in his braine, which had
deuised the same.

And so forth; the nice irony of Marlowe’s reported manner of death
spurred Beard’s pen to an ecstasy of edifying reflections.

Now in the Puritan age, as in all others, writers copied one another:;
once a good thing was in print, it was a shame not to use it again. Thus
when Edmund Rudierd wrote a similar collection of sensational tales
with righteous point called The Thunderbolt of Gods Wrath against
Hard-Hearted and stiffe-necked Sinners (1618) he condensed Beard'’s
story and added a few touches of his own; for example: ““So blasphem-
ing and cursing, he yeelded vp his stinking breath: marke this yee
Players, that liue by making fooles laugh at sinne and wickednesse.”
Some twenty years later, although in the interim the Puritans had
locked up the playhouses, the actors and playwrights were still fair
game for propagandistic assaults on the secular way of life; and once
again Beard’s version of Marlowe’s death appeared in print, in Samuel
Clark’s Mirrour, or Looking-Glass both for Saints and Simners
(1645/6). Meanwhile other allusions to the dreadful circumstances
of Marlowe’s passing, not demonstrably borrowed from Beard, had
appeared in print, so that by the middle of the seventeenth century this
had become the accepted account; and it continued to be accepted in
its essentials down to our own time.

None of these accounts named the murderer, and Beard’s “in Lon-
don streets” was not very specific as to the scene of the assault. But
another atheist-hater, William Vaughan, in his Golden Grove (1600),
wrote:

It so hapned, that at Detford, a litle village about three miles distant
from London, as he meant to stab with his ponyard one named Ingram,
that had inuited him thither to a feast, and was then playing at tables,
he quickly perceyuing it, so auoyded the thrust, that withall drawing
out his dagger for his defence, hee stabd this Marlow into the eye, in
such sort, that his braines comming out at the daggers point, hee
shortlie after dyed.

There we have the assailant, “one named Ingram.” and the place,
Deptford—more particularly, a place where low fellows like atheists
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dined and gamed, videlicet a tavern or, as it soon became in the pages
of the commentators, a brothel.

But from these narratives one vital detail is inexplicably absent—
that of the Light Woman who figured in an independent account of
Marlowe’s murder that appeared only a year after Beard’s. One won-
ders why the divines didn’t snap her up at once, for her presence would
have added even more impressiveness to their account. Since Marlowe
already stood convicted of horrible atheism, blasphemy, playwriting,
gluttony, and gaming, why not add lechery to the abominations of
which he was guilty? In 1598 the Reverend Francis Meres published
his Palladis Tamia, or Wit's Treasury, an anthology of choice pas-
sages from great authors which is most famous because of its numer-
ous flattering allusions to Shakespeare. Meres was no Puritan, but his
allusion to Marlowe’s demise had a moral just the same. He wrote:

As lodelle, a French tragical poet, beeing an epicure and an atheist,
made a pitifull end: so our tragicall poet Marlow for his Epicurism
and Atheisme had a tragical death. . . As the poet Lycophron was
shot to death by a certain riual of his: so Christopher Marlow was
stabd to death by a bawdy Servingman, a riual of his in his lewde loue.

In this way the indispensable sex interest entered Marlowe biog-
raphy, or pseudobiography, providing the immediate casus belli which
Beard (to whom Meres referred his readers for further information)
had not defined. A century later the gossipy Athenae Oxonienses, a
biographical encyclopedia of the worthies associated with Oxford Uni-
versity, after reproducing Beard’s account seized upon Meres’s special
angle and enlarged upon it:

For so it fell out, that he being deeply in love with a certain Woman,
had for his rival a bawdy serving man, one rather fit to be a Pimp, than
an ingenious Amoretto as Marlo conceived himself to be. Whereupon
Marlo taking it to be a high affront, rush’d in upon, to stab, him, with
his dagger.

With each retelling after this initial coalescence of the Beard and the
Meres versions, the story grew, to include proportionately more of the
“certain Woman” and less (as the fashion declined) of the appalling
blasphemies of the dying Marlowe. A notable advance in circum-
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stantial detail was provided by William Rufus Chetwood, in his Brit-
ish Theatre (1750):

Having an intrigue with a loose woman, he came unexpectedly into
her Chamber, and caught her in the Embraces of another Gallant. This
so much enraged him, that he drew his Dagger and attempted to Stab
him; but in the Struggle, the Paramour seized Marlow, turnd the
Point into his Head, and killed him on the spot in 1592,

One suspects that Chetwood, perhaps unconsciously, was confusing the
Marlowe episode with a similar one reported (entirely without con-
firmation) of Shakespeare. Shakespeare, having overheard his fellow
actor Richard Burbage make an assignation with a lady of pleasure,
reached the appointed place first and gleefully cried out, when Burbage
entered and ventured to object, “William the Conqueror came before
Richard!” No blood was shed, although Burbage would seem to have
had ample provocation. In any case, Chetwood was the first writer to
report the presence of the mysterious woman at the fatal brawl.

As interest in the history of the English theater and its playwrights
grew, more and more people wrote about Marlowe’s sorry though not
undramatic end—all of them, of course, borrowing from the preceding
accounts. Nobody was obliged to reproduce the words of his source, and
so each new writer played interesting variations on the facts as they
were originally set down. The meager and oblique hint by Meres as to
the character of the lady in question—"his lewde loue”—resulted in
her appearance in the 1797 edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica
as a “low girl,” in the pages of Hippolyte Taine (1863, translated
1872) as a drab,” and in a German work on English customs (1912)
as “a camp-follower.” The occupation of Marlowe’s assailant was
variously reported as that of a lackey, a valet, a footman, and a scul-
lion. Eventually the novelists and dramatists got wind of this historic
episode, and in at least a dozen novels and plays, the best known of
which is Miss Clemence Dane’s Will Shakespeare (1922), new ex-
travagant embroidery was added to the bare thread of reported fact
with which the story had begun.

But in the early nineteenth century the antiquarians, the lineal
ancestors of modern researchers, busied themselves with the Marlowe
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problem, and uncovered the first really authentic data on his life, re-
ferring chiefly to his university career. The search for enlightenment
on the facts of his death, however, was destined to lead up a blind alley.
In 1820 James Broughton asked the vicar of St. Nicholas’, Deptford,
to examine the register of burials in his church for possible mention
of Marlowe’s burial. The parson found the entry: “lIst June, 1593.
Christopher Marlowe, slain by Francis Archer.” At last, a clue! But
the discovery served only to muddy the waters, because the vicar, who
was inexperienced in reading Elizabethan handwriting, misread the
entry, and what he took to be “Francis Archer” was not that at all.
For decades, scholars searched in vain for records of the mythical
Archer. Then others looked at the record and found that it really read
“Francis Frezer” or “Frizer.” This sent them off on a new trail. They
had no way of knowing that even though they had read the name
aright, the record itself was wrong so far as the slayer’s Christian name
was concerned. But the family name was correct, and an American
investigator’s remembrance of it enabled him finally to reveal the
true circumstances of Marlowe’s murder.

In 1924 John Leslie Hotson, freshly endowed with the Ph.D. of
Harvard University, found himself in the gloomy precincts of the
Public Record Office in Chancery Lane, London. It houses an immense
and still largely unexplored collection of the governmental and legal
records of England, dating from the Middle Ages to the nineteenth
century. Such indexes and catalogues as exist to this incredible monu-
ment to six centuries of official paperwork are incomplete and some-
times baffling in their own right. To work in the P.R.O. with even a
faint chance of finding what one wishes to find depends upon two
things: a specialized knowledge of the complicated and ever shifting
relationships and functions of English governmental offices and courts
—without which one cannot hope to light upon even the right category
of documents—and infinite patience. The only additional factor that
improves one’s chances is luck, and as a matter of fact the most im-
portant literary discoveries that have occurred in Chancery Lane have
been due more to luck than to good management.

Hotson had gone to the Public Record Office on a mission quite un-
related to Marlowe. But as he was inspecting the Calendar of Close
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Rolls (an index to the P.R.O.’s huge accumulation of a certain class of
Tudor documents) he happened to note an entry referring to “Ingram
Frizer.” Immediately he recalled the occurrence of those two names in
the Marlowe mystery, though it had been assumed that they were
borne by two different men. He called for the document referred to,
but to his disappointment it dealt merely with the transfer of a small
piece of property. Still, he had established that there had been, in
Marlowe’s time, a man named Ingram Frizer. It was perhaps more
than a coincidence that the man bore both of the names connected by
tradition with the murder. So he turned to the bulky P.R.O. calendars,
many of them in the handwriting of three hundred years earlier, which
are an index of sorts to the proceedings of the Elizabethan courts.

Hotson searched for days. The Inquisitions Post Mortem for the
period, hundreds of pages of indexed names, contained no Ingram
Frizer. The criminal records of the Court of the Queen’s Bench fur-
nished “an arduous and eye-wearying hunt,” as Hotson says, but still
no Frizer. Nor had he any better luck on his third try, the Rolls of the
Assizes on the South-Eastern Circuit. These, presumably, were the
only places where one could find documents relating to a murder in
1593. But suddenly he recalled that the old accounts mentioned spe-
cifically that Marlowe had been the aggressor. If that were true, then
certainly the murderer would have pleaded for a pardon on the ground
of self-defense. Hotson therefore turned to one more manuscript index,
that of the pardons in the Patent Rolls of the Chancery. Feverishly his
eyes ran down one page of legal Latin, then the next and the next,
until, among the entries for the summer of 1593, they lighted upon lines
which he translated as: “The Queen 28th day of June granted pardon
to Ingram Frisar [for homicide] in self-defense.”

There was the entry; now for the record itself. The appeal for par-
don must have been accompanied by a circumstantial narrative of the
homicide, perhaps the statements of witnesses—perhaps even one by
the certain Woman. Hotson filled out a form requesting the document.

But it was 4:25 p.m. and at that moment the Public Record Office
closed for the day.

Hotson spent a sleepless night, one of the longest, it is said, in the
history of literary research. He was on the steps of the archive building
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before it opened the next morning, and no doubt he was the first reader
to hand in a call slip to the attendant. In due time the Paient Roll
was brought to his desk. His were the first eyes to examine it since it
had been filed away among thousands of similar rolled-up documents,
heavy with seals and ribbons, in the time of Queen Elizabeth.

And there it was: the exact terms of the Queen’s pardon to Ingram
Frizer for the murder of Christopher Marlowe, together with a sum-
mary of the evidence given at the inquest over the dead man’s body.
Hotson read the document carefully. It threw a flood of light on the
events in the tavern the night Marlowe was killed. But it was only a
summary, and somewhere there should be the official report. Probably
it was in the miscellaneous series of Chancery Papers, to which all such
documents at that time were consigned. But that immense gathering of
papers, the detritus of the exceedingly diversified operations of Chan-
cery from the time of Edward | to that of Charles I, was indexed not
by year but only by county. Indomitably Hotson plowed through the
thousands and thousands of manuscript entries relating to virtually
every occurrence that had ever come to official notice of the County of
Kent, where Deptford is located. At long last he came upon the entry
he was seeking. He filled out another form; the document appeared,
containing the full text of the coroner’s inquiry—and the quest was at
an end.

What, then, had really happened? In the first place, one must ob-
serve that a usefu] axiom, when scholars are dealing with biographical
statements almost contemporary with the author’s life, is that where
there’s smoke, there’s fire. No matter how untrustworthy a piece of
old evidence obviously may be, the odds are strongly in favor of its
having begun with a germ of truth. The details may be contradictory
or palpably impossible; nevertheless, they demand close analysis, be-
cause by trying to find out how they came to be wrong, one may find
the way to truth. For example, Beard's statement that the brawl oc-
curred “in London streets” has been shown not to be too wrong after
all: there was a “London Street” in Deptford, very near where the
murder occurred. In other respects, the contemporary writers were not
far off : there was a brawl, of course, and it ended fatally; Marlowe
was the aggressor; his assailant was named Ingram, though this was
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his first name and not his last, a circumstance that students, forgetting
the common Elizabethan habit of referring to a man by his given name,
had failed to consider; the assault had followed supper and a game of
backgammon (the “tables” of Vaughan's account). Whether the scene,
described before the coroner as the house of a widow named Eleanor
Bull, was a tavern or a private home is not decided.

In that locale, at ten o'clock in the morning of May 30, 1593, Mar-
lowe began a long and very private conference with three other men,
Ingram Frizer, Nicholas Skeres, and Robert Poley. At the time of
Hotson’s discovery the names meant nothing, although they provided
the essential clues by which scholars subsequently discovered much
that had preceded, and perhaps motivated, the slaying. The four were
there all day. After supper Marlowe, no doubt somewhat affected by
the wine consumed during the lengthy meeting, lay down on a bed,
and the other three men sat on a bench at a table before him. Some-
how a dispute began; according to the testimony before the coroner,
Frizer and Marlowe “were in speech & uttered one to the other divers
malicious words for the reason that they could not be at one nor agree
about the payment of the sum of pence, that is, le reckinynge there.”
The dagger at Frizer's belt, as common an item of Elizabethan ac-
couterment as a wrist watch is today, hung within reach of Marlowe,
who was now supposedly on his feet. He grabbed it and hit Frizer on
the head with it, inflicting two wounds.

Frizer, at a disadvantage because his legs were under the table,
wrested the dagger from Marlowe, and “‘gave the said Christopher
then & there a mortal wound over his right eye of the depth of two
inches & of the width of one inch; of which mortal wound the afore-
said Christopher Marlowe then & there instantly died.” The last two
words, it will be noted, scarcely accord with the Puritan divines’ hor-
rified report of Marlowe’s well chosen blasphemous remarks as he lay
dying. And indeed there is reason to doubt the accuracy of the coroner’s
statement. Medical men maintain that a wound of this description
would have caused a coma, but not instant death.

But what of the “certain Woman” who has vanished from our most
recent pages? Alas, she has vanished just as completely from the pages
of scholarly Marlowe biography, though her wraith persists, as it
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probably always will, in the popularized accounts of the murder. It is
doubtless a sorry anticlimax to discover that the most romantic figure
in the history of Elizabethan drama met his death not in a fight for the
charms of a lady, but because (it was alleged) he had been negligent
in reaching for the check. But sober history is no respecter of tastes,
and the fact is that, while Marlowe may have had numerous “lewde
loues” during his lurid life, none of them figured in his murder.

How, then, can we account for Meres’s statement, made only a few
years after the murder, that there was a woman in the case? Here is
an instance where the smoke that may mean fire in reality is an optical
illusion. The mischievous statement, which endowed the story of Mar-
lowe’s murder with a “romantic” angle it never really possessed, came
not from any circumstantial fact but from Meres’s need of a complet-
ing term in his rhetorical equation. If you will turn back to his actual
words, you will note that he was writing in the starchily formal style
popularized by Lyly in his Eupbues. B had to balance A, C had to be
followed by D. In this passage, Meres was intent upon drawing a neat
euphuistic parallel between classical legend and contemporary fact. As
our French “tragical poet” made a pitiful end, so did Marlowe, being
also an epicure, an atheist, and a tragical poet; as Lycophron, on the
authority of Ovid, was killed by a rival lover while acting on the
stage How to complete the parallel? Obviously, by having Mar-
lowe killed also by a rival lover, and let the drab facts go hang.

And so the venerable ghost of Marlowe’s female nemesis was laid.
But as a matter of fact Hotson’s discovery raised more questions than
it solved. Who were the three companions with whom he was engaged
in secret parley the whole long day and into the evening? Were they
really so drunk that they drew daggers over the reckoning, or was that
merely a convenient tale to cloak the real subject of their quarrels?
When Hotson made his discovery it was already known, on the evidence
of a document in the records of the County of Middlesex, that Marlowe
had been released from Newgate prison on bond in 1589. What had
been his offense? From hints gleaned here and there it seemed probable
that writing for the stage was definitely a side line with this young fire-
brand lately come from the university., What, then, in short, was
Marlowe’s game?
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While we do not yet know all the answers, patient inquirers follow-
ing in Hotson’s footsteps have learned a great deal in recent years, and
it is quite plain that Marlowe led a secret life whose melodramatic
qualities and connections with murky governmental intrigue compare
very favorably with anything yet divulged of the operations of modern
secret agents. But that is another story.

Having disposed of the imaginary Light Lady, let us proceed to an
indubitably real lady who was of far greater literary importance than
the other, for she was the cause of a severe mental crisis in the life of
one of our most famous poets.

III

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, having made his permanent place
among the poets by the writings of scarcely more than a single decade
of his youth, lapsed into stuffiness and complacency for the remaining
forty years of his life. At his home at Rydal Mount, he watched the
world slowly come round to agreeing with his own favorable opinion
of his poetry, turned out reams of dull verse, received pilgrims to the
shrine, and inveighed against the railroads, the Reform Bill, and every-
thing else in the new age that offended his Tory convictions. In his last
years he was Poet Laureate. Nobody could have filled the role more
agreeably (except perhaps his successor, Tennyson), because to the
early Victorians poetry was above all an instrument for the moral
improvement of the individual and of society, and poets could not be
great poets unless their personal lives were exemplary and pure. Words-
worth not only wrote poems about morality; he was morality. Not a
breath of scandal hovered about the aging Laureate; one could easily
forgive his youthful sympathies with French radicalism, since he had
recanted so handsomely and copiously, and as for the rest—well,
Wordsworth was, and always had been, completely respectable. He
was, long before Walt Whitman became identified with the description,
the Good Gray Poet.

And so he remained into the twentieth century, while his simple
lyrics were memorized by schoolchildren and book after book of ex-
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planation and praise came from the critics and biographers. Here and
there a perceptive reader became uncomfortable as he realized that
Wordsworth seemed at one time to have been extraordinarily pre-
occupied with the theme of the betrayed maid and the deserted mother,
which he treated with great pathos in such poems as “Vaudracour and
Julia,” “The Thorn,” “The Ruined Cottage,” and “Her eyes are wild.”
But no one dreamed of seeking an autobiographical explanation of the
poet’s fondness for little stories of seduction and desertion.

In 1896 Professor Emile Legouis, a student of Wordsworth and one
of the best foreign interpreters of English literature, published La
Jeunesse de William Wordsworth (translated into English the follow-
ing year), in which he traced for the first time in detail the formative
years of the poet, the development of his nature-philosophy, and the
impact upon him of French revolutionary thought. Some time after
the book appeared, Legouis met in London his friend Thomas Hutchin-
son, a man of letters who later was to publish editions of Wordsworth,
Shelley, and Lamb. Hutchinson asked if he had ever heard the story,
passed down through the Coleridge family, that ““Wordsworth, during
his stay in France, had of a young French lady a son, who afterwards
visited him at Rydal Mount.” This was news to Legouis; he was
aware only of what the whole world knew, that Wordsworth had
married in 1802 Miss Mary Hutchinson (no relation to Thomas)
and that the union had been blessed with a number of children. He
was interested, naturally, but he made no attempt to verify the tradi-
tion and turned to other scholarly matters.

More than fifteen years later Professor George McLean Harper of
Princeton University was busy on his projected life of Wordsworth,
which was destined to become the standard work on the subject.
Knowing of Legouis’s deep interest in Wordsworth, he communicated
with him and learned the still entirely unsubstantiated story of the
French son. Shortly afterwards, in the winter of 1914-15, Harper
went to England to continue his researches. In the British Museum
he found a collection of letters from Wordsworth’s sister Dorothy to
her friend Mrs. Thomas Clarkson that referred frequently to her
brother’s daughter Caroline, whose mother was French. Among other
things, the letters spoke of the approaching marriage of Caroline to
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Jean Baptiste Martin Baudoin. A little later, in Dr. Williams's
Library in London, Harper examined the voluminous diary of Henry
Crabb Robinson, a London lawyer who had known virtually everyone
worth knowing in the world of polite learning in the first half of the
nineteenth century. In that manuscript diary—only an eighth of it
had been published in 1915, and a great deal of it remains unpub-
lished today—Harper found, under the year 1820, an account of a
tour of the Continent with the Wordsworths. In October, Robinson
recorded, they visited Paris and spent some time with Caroline and
Jean Baudoin and with Caroline’s mother, “Mme. Vallon.”

By these discoveries, Harper surprised the great secret of Words-
worth’s life. From what he had learned thus far, it appeared that the
poet had met Marie-Anne (“Annette”) Vallon, presumably during
his stay in France in"1792; they had had a daughter, Caroline (not
a son—the Coleridge family tradition was wrong); for some reason
he had not married Annette; but there was obviously no attempt to
disclaim or conceal Caroline’s paternity. Wordsworth’s friends knew
of the relationship, and in 1820 his sister and his wife, together with
several of their friends, enjoyed a visit with the mistress of his youth
and their illegitimate daughter.

“The discovery,” Harper wrote later, “did not surprise me. I had
Iong been convinced, more by omissions than by positive traces in
his poems and letters, that his nature had received, while he was in
France, a blow from which he never wholly recovered and whose
causes had not been made known to the world.” Wordsworth, a
sensitive idealist, had had what may well have been an idyllic liaison
with the Frenchwoman; and his separation from her and their baby
daughter because of the war between France and England, together
with his failure to legitimatize Caroline, shook his whole being.
Once the key was provided, as Harper provided it in his biography
published in 1916, it was possible to read Wordsworth’s poems for the
years following the liaison with new insight. It was clear, for in-
stance, why he had removed “Vaudracour and Julia,” his longest
narrative on the seduction-and-desertion theme, from The Prelude,
his great autobiographical poem, and published it separately: he
was afraid that if it were included in a context of avowed auto-
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biography, its personal application might be suspected. Late in life,
when he was annotating his poems, he said that he had heard it
“from the mouth of a French lady, who had been an eye-and-ear-
witness of all that was done and said”—a somewhat extravagant
claim, since the poem narrates the intimate history of a strictly
clandestine love affair. On the other hand, his further statement,
that “the facts are true; no invention as to these has been exercised,
as none was needed,” had unexpected significance to those who read
it following Harper’s announcement.

But now that the main fact of Wordsworth’s youthful indiscretion
had been revealed, the details remained to be discovered. Who was
Annette Vallon? Under what circumstances did Wordsworth meet
her? When and where was Caroline born? What stood in the way of
the marriage of her parents? Such questions had to be answered if
the full nature and extent of Wordsworth’s spiritual crisis in the mid-
dle 1790’s was to be known.

In 1917 Harper went to France to help in the American Hospital
at Neuilly. In his spare time he continued his inquiry into the dark
chapter of Wordsworth’s life. A search of the archives of the De-
partment of Loiret, at Orléans, produced the crucial birth certificate:
“On the fifteenth day of December, of the year one thousand seven
hundred and ninety-two, the first of the Republic . . . a girl, born

to Williams Wordswodsth, an Englishman, and Marie-Anne
Vallon, her father and mother ” Wordsworth (whose name
offered an insuperable difficulty to the local official—"“Wordsodsth”
and “Wordworsth” are other versions appearing in the same docu-
ment) was present only by proxy. In the archives of the Prefecture
of the Seine at Paris, during the same summer, Harper found the
certificate of marriage between Caroline, who used the name of Words-
worth rather than that of Vallon, and Jean Baptiste Baudoin. And,
perhaps most important of all for the new leads it produced, he made
the discovery that Annette was the sister-in-law of a Mme. Vallon
whose personal memoirs of the period from 1791 to the end of the
Reign of Terror had been printed as recently as 1913,

From this last source it was evident that Annette had been a member
of a Royalist and Catholic family deeply embroiled in the tumultuous
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political upheavals of the 1790’s, to which, it had always been known,
Wordsworth had been for a brief period an intensely interested wit-
ness. Learning more of the Vallon family and its political activities
and connections might mean learning more also of the precise in-
fluences which had shaped Wordsworth’s own political ideas.

Harper, however, had to return to Princeton, and he asked his
friend Legouis to continue his work. In the years just after the war
Legouis received information which resulted at length in his locating
the direct descendants of Caroline and Jean Baudoin, and therefore
of Wordsworth himself-——a numerous and prosperous clan. From the
eldest great-grandchild of Caroline, Legouis obtained a portrait of
Caroline in her old age, and other memorabilia; and through this
branch of the family he was enabled to get in touch with the descend-
ants of Annette’s brother, Paul Vallon, who proved to have even
more valuable family papers, many of them dating from the time of
the Revolution.

Legouis’s collection of data mounted by the month. A whole
panorama of political intrigue, underground activity, hairbreadth
escapes from the police and probably the guillotine opened before
him. In it Wordsworth appeared only by inference. But because of
his deep personal concern for Annette and Caroline, and his positive
knowledge that the Vallons were deep in conspiracy against the
revolutionary government, it became plain how desperate he was for
news of the family after he was forced to return to England at the
very time of his child’s birth. That he was deprived of news of Annette’s
welfare which he might otherwise have had was proved when the
archivist at Blois, who had published Mme. Vallon’s memoirs in
1913, discovered a pair of long letters Annette wrote in 1793 to
Wordsworth and his sister. Because of the state of war between the
two countries, the French police 'had confiscated them; and instead
of traveling to England they had found their way into the official
records of the province. In such letters as did somehow pass the
blockade, we know from Dorothy Wordsworth’s journal and letters,
Annette mentioned having written many others that never arrived.
There is some evidence to suggest that Wordsworth, risking his life,
went to France in 1793 in a futile attempt to see Annette and Caroline.
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In addition to his personal anxiety for Annette and Caroline,
Wordsworth must have been torn by two other emotions. While he
was in France in 1792, at the very time that he was learning the
language from Annette Vallon, he had acquired from Michel Beaupuy,
a young officer in the revolutionary army, a deep loyalty to the
revolutionary cause. This he brought back to England with him; but
when France declared war on his own country, and the Terror broke
out, the young poet’s political notions were thrown into turmoil;
what had been passionate convictions a few months earlier began to
crumble into doubt and finally into denial. Yet he could not accept
the reactionary stand so fervently adopted by the family of the
mother of his child. It is little wonder, then, that some of his utterances
in the middle of the 1790’s were little less than frantic. But until the
discoveries of Harper and Legouis no one knew that his emotional
state was due as much to causes related to his personal life as to his
crushing loss of faith in the révolutionary experiment.

It was not until after the treaty of Amiens in 1802 suspended the
war for a time that Dorothy and William Wordsworth could go to
France and see Annette. They met her and her daughter at Calais.
Annette Vallon learned that Wordsworth was to marry Mary Hutch-
inson in a few months; but she cherished no hard feelings. The
tranquillity induced by their meeting after ten years is mirrored
in Wordsworth’s lovely sonnet, “It is a beauteous evening, calm and
free.” For lack of any better explanation, the “dear child” whom
Wordsworth addresses in it was long thought to be Dorothy, al-
though the terms in which he speaks of her contradict everything
we know about her, including the fact that she was not a child. Now,
of course, it is certain that the child was Caroline.

So the Wordsworths returned to England. William knew, if he had
not known it before, that his passion for Annette was spent. In the
years since the liaison at Blois, he had matured. In the company of
Coleridge and of his sister he had found adequate intellectual stimula-
tion; in Mary Hutchinson he had found a satisfactory English mate;
his poetry was beginning to win attention; his political questionings
had been resolved. Annette, he found, shared none of his interests.
Like all her family she was wrapped up in the never-ending royalist
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intrigues; and she herself was enrolled on the police lists as a “Widow
Williams™ who should be watched closely because of her known part
in harboring émigrés and the clergy. As the records of the govern-
ment’s detective force were to reveal to Legouis, her brother Paul,
at the very time of the Calais meeting, was in the midst of a series
of mysterious Bourbonist intrigues involving a glamorous but slightly
shopworn adventuress named De Bonneuil. The Vallon family as a
whole was too busy fighting Napoleon to care about impulses from a
vernal wood.

The French episode, then, apart from the duty of making honorable
amends whenever he could, was a closed book to Wordsworth. But
what of the “son” who was alleged to have visited him at Rydal
Mount? Once the connection of Caroline with the Baudoin family
became clear, the “son’s” identity was no longer a mystery. He was
in reality Eustace Baudoin, a French officer captured by the British,
who made the Wordsworths’ acquaintance while interned and perhaps
carried back to France a message for Annette. He was instrumental
in introducing his brother Jean Baptiste to Annette’s daughter, who,
as we have seen, later married him. Dorothy Wordsworth planned to
attend the wedding, as Harper had read in her letters to Mrs. Clarkson,
but was prevented by the return of Napoleon from Elba and the en-
suing turmoil of the Hundred Days. Only in 1820 did the Wordsworths
return to France, and then Mrs. Wordsworth met her husband’s grand-
child, for the Baudoins by that time had become parents.

In 1843, two years after Annette died, Caroline and her family
wanted Wordsworth to recognize their relationship. Nothing came
of the plan, possibly because the aged Wordsworth, who had just
become Poet Laureate, had no desire to rake the ashes of his dis-
tant past. After he died his widow, his nephew Christopher (later
Bishop) Wordsworth, and Crabb Robinson almost decided to make
some public statement concerning his relations with Annette; but
again nothing was done. At that time there existed in the family
papers considerable documentary evidence of the liaison; but when
Christopher Wordsworth wrote the life of his uncle—the first use
made of the papers—he destroyed all of it. The fact that he did so
perfectly illustrates one of those shifts in moral climate which are
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the despair of the later biographer. In the early part of the century,
the Annette affair was known to the intimates of the Wordsworth
group and accepted by them; the existence of a natural child, ac-
cording to the mores of the time, might be embarrassing to a man,
but it was certainly not something to be concealed at all costs. By
1850, however, when Christopher Wordsworth went through the
family papers, illegitimacy was not spoken of in polite circles, least
of all in connection with a Poet Laureate.

And so a Harper who would uncover Dorothy Wordsworth’s neg-
lected letters in the British Museum, and a Legouis who would comb
the French archives, were required before the secret of a great poet’s
youthful love affair could be revealed to the world. The revelation
brought a sudden revival of interest in Wordsworth, now as a subject
for psychoanalytical interpretation. Critics and biographers, who in
the cynical fashion of the postwar years had disposed of him as per-
sonally pompous and philosophically infantile, now gleefully pro-
ceeded to explain everything in terms of Annette Vallon. She was, it
seems, writ large in his work from 1792 on, and the failure of his
muse was attributable to his lifelong gnawing remoise for his failure
to make Annette an honest woman; the poet of “Peter Bell” was in
reality a sadly frustrated voluptuary.

This extreme view died of its own absurdity, and the Vallon story
has now been assimilated into the rest of Wordsworthian biography.
While there can be no question that it left its mark upon the Words-
worth of the 1790’s, the wounds healed at least as soon as the poet
was comfortably settled with his wedded wife. But the discoveries of
Legouis and Harper have guaranteed that he will never be regarded
as he was before 1916; the story they uncovered has added to our
picture of the poet a sorely needed touch of common humanity. As
Professor Douglas Bush has observed, “The Victorians, beset by
science and skepticism, and groping for an undogmatic faith, rever-
enced the poet who gave them a natural religion. We, who have got
far beyond such naive gropings, and recoil from a plaster embodiment
of virtue and nobility, have acquired a new respect for the poet who
gave to society a natural daughter.”
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NOT many people know that the New York Public Library, that
wonderful institution behind the lions at Fifth Avenue and Forty-
first Street which is so rich in the things of the spirit and chronically
so poor in this world’s goods, takes a special pride in its collection of
literary forgeries. Most libraries, with understandable fastidiousness,
decline to buy what is guaranteed to be fraudulent; and if some
prying scholar proves to a library that a manuscript about whose
possession it has boasted is a demonstrable fake, the embarrassment of
the staff is painful to behold. But not so at the New York Public
Library. It is a joy, as Chaucer would say, to see the gusto with
which, now and then, the library’s monthly Bulletin announces that
the institution has just come into the possession of some “splendid
forgeries.” No doubt part of that exaltation springs from the humane
delight in the criminological which inspired De Quincey’s dissertation
on the fine art of murder; but there is also a more practical reason.
Time after time scholars are confronted with the problem of determin-
ing the authenticity of the documents with which they are working,
and nothing helps so much in solving it as material that can be used
for comparison. If one suspects the hand of a forger in some literary
correspondence one is examining, the best way to settle the doubt
Is to compare the peculiarities of the questioned documents—the
handwriting, the characteristics of the paper, the habitual turns of
expression in the writing itself—with authenticated examples of the
forger's work. And so the “New York Public” has for a number of
years welcomed and cherished all the fraudulent documents that
have been offered to it, and placed them in an isolation ward. In this
laudable scheme the library enjoys the enthusiastic cooperation of
142
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dealers and collectors, who are only too glad to have the perilous
stuff quarantined once for all.

The art of literary forgery is an ancient one. Scarcely an age or
a nation has been without its misguided literati who have foisted off
their own productions as the work of greater men. Probably the best
remembered of all forgers, at least in modern times, was the French-
man Vrain Lucas, who in the middle of the nineteenth century manu-
factured more than 27,000 pieces of manuscript which he sold to an
open-pursed mathematician, a compatriot of his, whose gullibility
remains one of the wonders of history. The collection included fas-
cinating letters by Alcibiades, Pontius Pilate, Cleopatra, Ovid, Aeschy-
lus, Alexander the Great, Cervantes, Pascal, Shakespeare, Mary Mag-
dalene, Judas Iscariot, Boccaccio, Luther, and Dante—all written in
modern French. But England has had its own eminent fabricators.

The latter half of the eighteenth century saw three celebrated
British forgers at work. One was Thomas Chatterton, “the marvellous
boy,” who won fleeting acclaim and lasting notoriety as the “dis-
coverer,” actually the inventor, of the poems of a medieval monk
named Rowley, and who had for his nemesis the cynical Horace
Walpole. Another was James Macpherson, who forged Gaelic epics
allegedly written by one Ossian, a northern Homer, and who was rash
enough to insist upon his integrity in the face of Dr. Johnson’s dis-
belief. Johnson wrote:

1 thought your book an imposture; | think it an imposture still.

For this opinion [ have given my reasons to the publick, which | here
dare you to refute. Your rage I defy. Your abilities . . are not so
formidable; and what 1 hear of your morals, inclines me to pay regard
not to what you shall say, but what you shall prove. You may print
this if you will.
The last of the three great Georgian fabricators, young William
Ireland, dazzled England in the 1790’s by his “discovery” of new
manuscript plays by William Shakespeare, and was ardently admired
by James Boswell, who seems not to have profited by his mentor’s
demolition of Macpherson.

These famous cases, however, are closed. All the forgeries perpe-
trated by the curious eighteenth-century trio presumably were exposed
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in their own time, and if by an improbable chance one of their hereto-
fore undetected productions should now turn up, it would trick nobody.
So crude was the work of Chatterton and Ireland in particular that an
effort of the imaginat