L A P TAY T

Event Horizon
April 2017 Issue Ix

"_‘r,
» »

1, ;1




VRPN et i) }..ﬂ.daﬂ

~+The Strength-ﬁ
of the

ECLIDSE BICYCLE

IS one of ItS besl: features

e

A

T e R A O o i o o OO 1

i 16 1‘01 — 16 MEN ON l BICYCLE $
Y From a Fhotograph taken at our Factory. ‘g

"‘ - MODE| « " ¢ AUTY

THE NEW 91 e IS A ﬁﬁf‘.ﬁ 5 9
5 THE PRICES:- $100. $75. $60. $50.
2 ~yend for our (Patalogue. S

EcLIPSE BICYCLE COMPANY. §

" Box A, ELMIRA, AY.
A e LN CHONC s (AL NN MO O A a'..*r‘t‘?.




&

R e fear, o YN T?
J?I“{”mu! with /t[#;,% D ‘IQY 29
4}

-ri‘ﬁ%;v German

Cologne.
)




On the Cover  Emily Carr Yan, Q.C.I 1912 Oil on canvas 98.8 x 152.5 Art
Gallery of Hamilton Gift of Roy G. Cole, 1992 (Art Gallery of Ontario)



Contents
Apnl 2017 Issue lx

Fiction
4 What Stumped the Blue Jays by Mark Twam
10 How the Whale Gothis Throat by Fudyard Eipling

Foetry
12 TheLonely House by Enuly Dickinzon

Gallery
13 TUpand Coming and on the Edge: Artemisia Gentileschi
by Wikapedia (revised)

Fictonals ~ manga, comics, graphic novels
19 IsLittle Neme the Future of Comics? Zenas McCay

by Wikipedia (revised)

Essays and Cnticism
27  Jane Austen by Virmma Woolf




What Stumped the Blue Jays
by Mark Twain

Animals talk to each other, of course. There can be no question about
that; but I suppose there are verv few people who can understand them. I
never knew but one man who could. I knew he could, however, because
he told me so himself. He was a middle-aged, simple-hearted miner who
had lived in a lonely comer of Califormia, among the woods and
mountains, a good many vears, and had studied the ways of his onlv
neighbors, the beasts and the birds, until he believed he could accurately
translate anv remark which they made. This was Jim Baker. According
to Jim Baker, some animals have onlv a limited education, and use only
very simple words, and scarcely ever a comparison or a flowery figure;
whereas, certain other animals have a large vocabulary, a fine command
of language and a readv and fluent deliverv; consequently these latter
talk a great deal; thev like it; thev are conscious of their talent, and thev
enjov "showing off " Baker said, that after long and careful observation,
he had come to the conclusion that the bluejavs were the best talkers he
had found among birds and beasts. Said he:

There's more to a blugjay than anv other creature. He has got more
moods, and more different kinds of feelings than other creatures; and
mind vou, whatever a bluejav feels, he can putinto language. And no
mere commonplace language, either, but rattling, out-and-out book talk -
and bristling with metaphor, too - just bristling! And as for command of
language - whyv vou never see a bluejay get stuck for a word. No man
ever did. Thev just boil out of him! And another thing: I've noticed a
good deal, and there's no bird, or cow, or anvthing that uses as good
grammar as a bluejayv. You mav sav a catuses good grammar. Well, a
cat does - but vou let a cat get excited once; vou let a cat get to pulling
fur with another cat on a shed, nights, and vou'll hear grammar that will
give vou the lockjaw. Ignorant people think it's the noise which fighting
cats make that is so aggravating, but it ain't so; it's the sickening
grammar thev use. Now I've never heard a jav use bad grammar but very




seldom; and when thev do, thev are as ashamed as a human; thev shut
right down and leave.

Youmay call ajay a bird. Well, so heis, in a measure - because he's
got feathers on him, and don't belong to no church, perhaps; but
otherwise he is just as much a human as vou be. And I'll tell vou for
whv_ A jay's gifts, and instincts, and feelings, and interests, cover the
whole ground. A jav hasn't got anv more principle than a congressman.
Ajav will lie, a jav will steal, a jav will deceive, ajav will betray; and
four imes out of five, ajay will go back on his solemnest promise. The
sacredness of an obligation is a thing which vou can't cram into no
bluejav's head. Now, on top of all this, there's another thing; ajav can
outswear anv gentleman in the mines. You think a cat can swear. Well, a
cat can; but vou give a bluejav a subject that calls for his reserve powers,
and where is vour cat! Don't talk to me - [ know too much about this
thing. And there's vet another thing; in the one little particular of
scolding - just good, clean, out-and-out scolding - a blugjav can lay over
anvthing. human or divine. Yes, sir, a jav is evervthing that aman is. A
jav can crv, a jav can laugh, a jav can feel shame, a jav can reason and
plan and discuss, ajay likes gossip and scandal, a jav has got a sense of
humor, a jav knows when he is an ass just as well as vou do - mavhe
better. If a jay ain't human, he better take in his sign, that's all. Now I'm
going to tell vou a perfectly true fact about some bluejavs. When I first
begun to understand jay language correctly, there was a little incident
happened here. Seven vears ago, the last man in this region but me
moved away. There stands his house - been empty ever since; alog
house, with a plank roof - just one big room, and no more; no ceiling -
nothing between the rafters and the floor. Well, one Sundav moming I
was sitting out here in front of mv cabin, with mv cat, taking the sun,
and looking at the blue hills, and listening to the leaves rustling so lonely
in the trees, and thinking of the home awav vonder in the states_ that I
hadn't heard from in thirteen vears, when a bluejay lit on that house,
with an acom in his mouth, and savs, "Hello, I reckon I've stuck
something." When he spoke, the acom dropped out of his mouth and
rolled down the roof, of course, but he didn't care; his mind was all on
the thing he had struck. It was a knothole in the roof. He cocked his head




to one side, shut one eve and put the other one to the hole, like a possum
looking down a jug; then he glanced up with his bright eves, gave a wink
or two with his wings - which signifies gratification, vou understand -
and says, "It looks like a hole, it's located like a hole - blamed 1f T don't
believeitis a hole!”

Then he cocked his head down and took another look; he glances up
perfectlv jovful, this ime; winks his wings and his tail both, and savs,
"Oh, no, this ain'tno fat thing, I reckon! If Iain't in luck!--whyit's a
perfectly elegant hole!" So he flew down and got that acom, and fetched
itup and dropped itin, and was just tilting his head back, with the
heavenliest smile on his face, when all of a sudden he was paralyzed into
a listening attitnde and that smile faded gradually out of his countenance
like breath off'n a razor, and the queerest look of surprise took its place.
Then he savs, "Whv, I didn't hearit fall!" He cocked his eve at the hole
again, and took a long look; raised up and shook his head; stepped
around to the other side of the hole and took another lock from that side:
shook his head again. He studied awhile, then he just went into the
details - walked round and round the hole and spied into it from every
point of the compass. Nouse. Now he took a thinking attitude on the
comb of the roof and scratched the back of his head with his right foota
minute, and finally savs, "Well, it's too manv for me, that's certain; must
be a mighty long hole; however, I ain't got no time to fool around here, I
got to tend to business; I reckon it's all right - chance it, anyway."

So he flew off and fetched another acom and droppeditin, and med
to flirt his eve to the hole quick enough to see what become of it, but he
was too late. He held his eve there as much as a minute; then he raised
up and sighed, and says, "Confound it, I don't seem to understand this
thing, no wav; however, I'll tackle her again." He fetched another acom,
and done his level best to see what become of it, but he couldn't. He
savs, "Well, I never struck no such a hole as this before; I'm of the
opinion it's a totallv new kind of a hole." Then he begun to get mad. He
held in for a spell, walking up and down the comb of the roof and
shaking his head and muttering to himself; but his feelings got the upper
hand of him, presently, and he broke loose and cussed himself black in
the face. Inever see a bird take on so about a little thing. When he got




through he walks to the hole and looks in again for half a minute; then
he says, "Well, vou're along hole, and a deep hole, and a mighty
singular hole altogether - but I've started in to fill vou, and I'm d****d if
Idon't fill vou, if it takes a hundred vears!"

And with that, awav he went. You never see a bird work so since vou
was bom. The wav he hove acoms into that hole for about two hours and
a half was one of the most exciting and astonishing spectacles I ever
struck. He never stopped to take a look anvmore - he just hove'em in and
went for more. Well, at last he could hardly flop his wings, he was so
tuckered out. He comes a-drooping down, once more, sweating like an
ice pitcher, drops his acom in and savs, "Now I guess I've got the bulge
on vou by this ime!" So he bent down for a look. Ifvou'll believe me,
when his head come up again he was just pale with rage. He says, "I've
shoveled acoms enough in there to keep the family thirty vears, and if I
can see a sign of one of'em I 'wish I mav land in a museum with a belly
full of sawdust in two minutes!"

He just had strength enough to crawl up onto the comb and lean his
back agin the chimbly, and then he collected his impressions and begun
to free his mind. I see in a second that what I had mistook for profanity
in the mines was only just the rudiments, as vou may say.

Another jay was going by, and heard him doing his devotions, and
stops to inquire what was up. The sufferer told him the whole
circumstance, and says, "Now vonder's the hole, and if vou don't believe
me, go and look for vourself." So this fellow went and looked, and
comes back and savs, "How many did vou say vou put in there?" "Not
any less than two tons," savs the sufferer. The other jav went and looked
again. He couldn't seem to make it out, so he raised a vell, and three
more javs come. They all examined the hole, they all made the sufferer
tell it over again, then thev all discussed it, and got off as many leather-
headed opinions aboutit as an average crowd of humans could have
done.

They called in more jays; then more and more, till pretty soon this
whole region beared to have a blue flush aboutit. There must have been
five thousand of them; and such another jawing and disputing and
ripping and cussing, vou never heard. Every jay in the whole lot put his




eve to the hole and delivered a more chuckle-headed opinion about the
mystery than the jay that went there before him. They examined the
house all over, too. The door was standing half open, and atlast one old
jayv happened to go and light on it and look in. Of course, that knocked
the mvstery gallev-west in a second. There lay the acoms, scattered all
over the floor. He flopped his wings and raised a whoop. "Come here ! "
he savs. "Come here, evervbody; hang'd if this fool hasn't been trving to
fill up a house with acoms!" Thev all came a-swooping down like a blue
cloud, and as each fellow lit on the door and took a glance, the whole
absurdity of the contract that that first jav had tackled hit him home and
he fell over backward suffocating with laughter, and the nextjav took
his place and done the same.

Well, sir, thev roosted around here on the housetop and the trees for
an hour, and guffawed over that thing like human beings. It ain't anv use
to tell me a bluejay hasn't got a sense of humor, because [ know better.
And memorv, too. They brought javs here from all over the United
States to look down that hole, every summer for three yvears. Other birds,
too. And thev could all see the point, except an owl that come from
Nowva Scotia to visit the Yosemite, and he took this thing in on his way
back. He said he couldn't see anything funnv in it. But then he was a
good deal disappointed about Yosemite, too.
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How the Whale Got His Throat
by Budyard Kiplmg

IN the sea once upon a time, O my Best Beloved, there was a Whale, and he ate
fishes. He ate the starfish and the garfish and the crzb and the dasb, and the place
and the dace, and the skate znd hiz mate, and the mackereel and the pigkerse]l. and
the really truly twaly-whily =2l All the fishes he could fmd m 2l the sea he ate
with hizs mouth—szo! Till at last there was only one small fish left m all the zea and
he was 2 small “Smte Fish, and he swam 2 litfle behind the Whale's right ear, 30 23
to be out of harm’s wzy. Then the Whale stood up on s tml and sad, Tm
hungry.” And the smzll “Smte Fish smd m 2 small “stufe votce, "Neoble and
generous Cetacean, have you ever tasted Man™

‘Wo,” said the Whale. “What 1s it like™

‘Wice,” sad the small “Smte Fish. "WNice but pubbly.’

“Then fetch me some” s21d the Whale, and he made the se2 froth up with his tzl.

‘One zt 2 tme 13 enough’ sad the “Stute Fish. °If vou swim to latitude Fifty
North, longiude Forty West (that 13 magic), vou will fmd, sittmg on 2 raft, in the
middle of the sea, with nothing on but a pawr of blue canvas bresches, 2 paw of
suspenders (vou must nof forget the suspenders, Best Beloved), and a jack-kmife,
one ship-wrecked Marmer, who, it 13 only fair to tell yvou, 13 2 man of mfmite-
resource-and-sagacity.”

5o the Whale swam and swam to lahtude Fifty North, longitude Forty West, as
fast a5 he could swim, and on 2 raft, i the muddle of the sea, with nothmg to wear
except 2 patr of blue canvas breeches, a pawr of suspenders (you must particularly
remember the suspenders, Best Beloved), and 2 jack-kmife, he found one smgle
solitary shipwrecked Marmer, trailmg his tees m the water. (He had iz mummy's
leave to paddle, or elze he would never have done i, becanse he was a man of
mimite-resource-and-sagacity.)

Then the Whale opened his mouth back and back and back till it nearly touched
hiz tzil and he swallowed the shipwrecked Marmer, and the raft he was sittmg on,
and his blue canvas breeches, and the suspenders (which vou musinot
forpet), and the jack-lmife—He zwallowed them all down mto his warm, dark,
mside cup-boards, and then he smacked his lips—so, and tumed round thres tmes
on his tzl.

But 2z spon as the Marmer, who was 2 man of mfmite-resource-and-zagacity,
found himself truly mside the Whale’s wam, dark, mside cup-beards, he stumped
and he jumped and he thumped and he bumped, and he pranced and he danced, and
he banged znd he clanged, znd he it znd he bit, and he leaped and he greeped, and
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he prowled and he howled, and he hopped and he dropped, and he cried and he
sighed, and he crawled and he bawled, and he stepped and he lepped, and he
danced hompipes where he shouldn’t, and the Whale felt most unhappy mdeed.
(Have you forgotten the suspenders?)

50 he sad to the “Stute Fish, "This man iz very nubbly, and besides he iz makmp
me hecough. What shall I de™

“Tell him to come out,” szid the “Stute Fish.

5o the Whale called down iz own throat to the shipwrecked Marmer, "Come out
and behave yourself I've pot the hiccoughs.’

‘Way, nay!” sad the Marmer. "Not so, but far otherwize. Tzke me to my natal-
shore and the white-cliffs-of-Albion, and I'll thmk zbout 1t.° And he began to
dance more than ever.

You had befter fake him home,’ said the ‘Stute Fizh fo the Whale.

T ought fo have warned you that he & a man of infiite-resource-and-sagacity.’

5o the Whale swzm and swam and swam, with both flippers and his tail, as hard
23 he could for the hiccoughs; and at last he saw the Marmer’s natal-shore and the
white-cliffs-of-Albion, and he mshed half-way up the beach, and opened iz mouth
wide and wide mmd wide, and smd, ‘"Change here for Wmchester, Ashuelot,
Nashua Keene and stations on the Fiichburg Foad;” and just 2s he smd “Fitch’ the
Marmer walked out of his mouth. But while the Whale had been swmmmg, the
Marmer, whe was mdeed a person of mimite-resource-znd-szgacity, had tzken his
jack-Imife and cut up the raft nto 2 litle square gratng all nmnmg criss-cross, and
he had tred 1t fum with iz suspenders (now, you kmow why you were not to forget
the suspenders!), zand he drapped that pratmp pood and tight mto the Whale's
throat, and there 1t stuck! Then he recited the followmg Sioka, which, 23 you have
not heard it, I will now proceed to relate—

By mewrs of a grating
I have stopped vour aiing.

For the Marmer he was zlzo an Hi-ber-ni-an. And he stepped out on the shingle,
and went home to hiz mother, who had grven hm leave to tral iz toes m the
water; and he married and lived happily ever afterward. So did the Whale But
from that dzv on, the gratmg m hiz threat, which he could nerther cough up ner
swallow down, prevented him eatmg anything except wvery, very small fish; and
that 13 the reason why whales nowadays never ezt men or boys or hitle guls.

The smazll “Stute Fish went and hid himself m the mud under the Door-sils of
the Equator. He was afrsd that the Whale might be angry with him.
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THE LONELY HOUSE.
bv Emilv Dickinson

[ know some lonelv houses off the road
A robber 'd like the look of, —
Wooden barred,

And windows hanging low,
[nviting to

A portico,

Where two could creep:

One hand the tools,

The other peep

Tomake sure all's asleep.
Old-fashioned eves,

Not easv to surprise!

How orderly the kitchen 'd look bv night,
With just a clock, —

But thev could gag the tick,

And mice won't bark:

And so the walls don't tell,

None will.

A pair of spectacles ajar just stir —
An almanac's aware.

Was it the mat winked,

Or a nervous star?

The moon slides down the stair

To see who's there.
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There's plunder, — where?
Tankard, or spoon,

Earring, or stone,

A watch, some ancient brooch
To match the grandmamma,_
Staid sleeping there.

Dayv rattles, too,

Stealth's slow:

The sun has got as far

As the third sycamore.

Screams chanticleer,

"Who's there?"

And echoes, trains away,

Sneer — "Where?"

‘While the old couple, just astir,
Fancy the sunrise left the door ajar!
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Up and Coming and on the Edge: Artemisia Gentileschi
by Wikipedia, excerpted and revised

Artemisia Gentileschiiz an Italian Bareque pamter, today conswderad one of
the most accomplished pamters m the gensration following that of Caravaggio.
In zn eta when women painters are not easdy accepted by the artistic
coOmmLmity of patrons, she is the fst woman to become 2 member of

the Accademia di Arte del Dizeeno m Florence.
She has pamted many pictures of strong znd sufferme women from myth and
the Bible — victims. suicides, warriors.

Her best-Imown work 1= Judith Slaying Holofernes which "shows the
decapitation of Holpfsmes. ascene of hornfic struggle and bloed-lettmg”. That
sheis 2 woman pamtmg in the seventsenth century and that she was raped and
participated m the
prosecution of the
rapistlong has
overshadowed her
achievements as zn
artist. For many
vears she has been
regardedas a
curiosity. Today
she1s regarded as
one of the most
progressive and
eXpressive painters
ofher generation.

Artemisia Gentileschi: self~portratt
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Susanna d the Elders

her first work

Testimony of the Rape Trial

Left: Judith Slaying Holofernes
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Is Little Nemo the Future of Comics? Zenas McCay
by Wikipedia, excerpied and revised

Zenas Wmsor McCay 1s an Amencancartoomst and armmator. He 1z best known
forthe comic stnp Litile Neme and the armmated film Geriie the Dinosaur, He
joined the New Fork Heraldm 1903, where he createdpopular conac stnps such
as Liftle Sawwmy Sneeze and Dream of ithe Rarebii Fiend Hizs signature
strip Little Nemo in Slumberlandis a fantasy stnp in an Art Nouveau style,
abouta youmgboy and his adventurous dreams. You can see MeCav's strong
graphic sense andmastery ofcolor andlinear perspective. McCavy expenments
with the formal elemernts ofthe conme strip page, aranging and sizing panels to
mcrease impactand enhance the namative. He makes bold, prodigious use of
linear perspective, particulardy m
detailed arclutectire and citvscapes.
He textures iz editonal cartoons
with coplous fine hatchmmg, and has
made color a central elemert m Lizle
Nemo. His comuc stnp work has
mfluenced the current generation of
cartoonists and ilustrators and wall
probably point the way for
generations to come.
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Wirgimia Woolfis a celsbrated suthor and 3 kesn obeerver of current literany lights,
Thiz reflaction on Jame Auwsten and ber work widsns our appreciation of both
writers

Jane Ansten by Virzinia Woolf

It iz probable that if Mizz Cazsandra Awsten had had her way we should
have had nothing of Jane Austen's sxwoapt har novalz, To her slder zizter slons did
sha write frasly; to her alone she confidad her hopa: and, if gumony, is troe, the ona
great dizappodntment of her life; but when Mizz Cazsandrs Apston srew old, and
the mrowth of hoar siztar's fams mada hor suzpact that 3 tims might come when
stramgars would pry and scholars spaculate she bumt, af great oost to horsalf
avary lettar that could gratify their coriesity, and sparsd only what she judzad too
trivial to be of intarsst.

Hance owr knowledes of Jane Avsten iz derived from a little sossip, a fow
l=ttars, amd har books. Az for the goesip, goesip which has survived itz day iz naver
daspicable; with a little resrrameement it suits owr purposs admirably. Fog
exampla, Jane "iz not at all pretty and very prim, unlikea gifd of twalve . | | Jan= is
whimsical and affactad ® zave little Philadslphia Austen of her cousin. Then wa
hava hr=. Mitford, who Imew the Agstens 2= gifls and thought Jane “the prettisst,
zsilli=st, most affectad busband-hunting buttarfly she over remambearz: ®. MNext, thars
iz Mizzs Mitford's aponymouns friend “who visits ber now [and] savs that she has
stiffenad into the most perpendicular, precize, tacitem pisce of "singla blessadnes:
that ever axiztad, and that until Pride and Prejudice showad what a3 precious gam
was hidden in that unbending case, zhe was no mors reeardad in socisty than a
pokar of fifssqrasn, . . . The case iz very differsnt now”, the good lady goos on;
"sha iz =till a poksr—but a poker of whom evervbody iz afrsid. . . . A wit, a
dalimeator of charactar, who do2s not talk i= termific indsad!™ Om the other sida, of
coursa, thers are the Ansisns, a race little miven to pamssvric of themseslves, but
navarthalass they say, her brothers "were very fond and very prowd of har, Thay
ware attached to her by her talents, her wirtpe:, and her engasines manner:. and
2ach loved afterward: to fancy 3 ressmblance in someniace of danshter of iz own
to the dear zister Jame, whoss perfact agual they wet never axpected to z22”
Chamming but perpendiculsr, loved at home but fesred by stramesrs. biting of
tonrus but tendsr of hesrt—thess contrastz are by no mesne incompatibla, and
whan we tum to the noval: we zhall find ourzalva: stumbling thers too over tha
zama complaxitiss in the writar,
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To bemin with, that prim littls gifd whom Philadslphia found 20 unlika a
child of twelve, whimsical and affactad. was zoom to be the aothorss: of am
astomizhing and yochildizh story, Love and Freindship,' which, incradible though
it appears. was written at the ase of fiftesn. It was written, apparantly, to amuoss
the schoolioom; on2 of the storiss in the same book iz dedicated with mock
solemprity to her brother, another iz neatly illustrated with water-gplops heads by
har zizter. Thasa ar= jokas which, one fasl: ware family propearty; throsts of satirs
which went home bacausa all little Agsten: mads modk in common of fine ladias
who "sighad and faintad on the sof3”.

Erothers and zizters must heave langhad when Jane read out lowd her Last hit
at the vices which they all abhorrad. "I di=z a martyr to my grief for the loss of
Augustus, One fatal swoon has cost me my lifs. Boware of Swoons, Desr Lanrs | .
. Foun mad a= offen a= vou chiss, but do not faint. . . " And on she roshed as fast
as zhe could writz and guicker than she could spall, to tell the incradibls
adventures of Lanrs and Sophia of Philander and (pustavys, of the gantleman who
drove 3 cpach betwesn Edinbureh and Stifding avery other day, of the theft of the
fortunsa that was kapt in the tabls drawer, of the starving mothers and the sons who
actad Machsth, Undoubtadly, the story must have rousad the schoblroom to
uproarions langhtar, And vat, nothing 12 more obeviows than that thiz gifd of fifteon
zitting in hear private comer of the common pegdloys, was writine not to deaw a
Laugh from brother and zizters. and not for homes consumption. She was writing fog
avarybody, for nobody, for our asa, for her own; in other words, aven at that early
ama Jane Austen was writing. Oma hears it in the thythm and shapsliness and
zavarity of the ssntences. "She was nothing moss than a mers sood-temperad
civil, and oblizing voung woman; a2 such we could scarcaly dizliks her—cha was
only an object of contsmpt.” Such 3 zantamca i3 meant to outlast the Chriztmas
holidayz. Spirited, easy, full of fim vearrine with freadom upon shesr nonzsnsa —
Love and Ereingsihin i3 all that; but what iz thiz note which never marga:s in the
razt. which sound:s distinctly and penstratinely all throush the voluma? It iz the
sound of laughter. The mifl of fiftesn iz langhing, in her comer, at the world.

Girls of fifteon are always lanshine. They lansh when Wi Bipnee halps
himsalf to z3lt instead of sugar They almost diz of langhing when old M=
Tomkines =itz down upon the cat. But they are oying the moment after. They havs
no fixed sbods from which they 2o that there iz something stamally langhabls in
human nahers some guality in men and women that for, Syer excites our satifs.
They do not Imow that Lady Greville who snubs, and poor Maria who iz snobbad,
are permansnt fagtures of every ballroom. But Jane Avsten knew it from her birth
upwards. Ones of thoess fairies who peoch upon oradlss must have talen her 3 flight
through the world dirsctly shewas bom. When zhe was laid in the coradls azain she
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kn=w not only what the world looked like, but had already chosen her kinadom
Shes had asread that if she mdsht mls over that territory, she wonld covet no ather
Thus at fiftesm she had few illusions about ather peopls and none zbout hersslf
Whatever she writes {5 finished and tomed and s=t in its relation, not to the
parsonzss, but to the universe She is impersonal; she is inscmtable. When the
writer, Jama Aunsten, wrote down in the most remarkabls sketch in the book alittle
of Lady {ireville's conversation, thers is no trace of anger at the snob which the
clergyman's danghter, Jane Austen, once received Her zzze passes straight to the
mark, and we know precisely where, upon the map of humen nates, that merk i3
We know becanse Jane Ansten kept to her compact; she never trespassad beyvond
her boundaries. Mever, even at the emotional age of fifteen, did she round npon
herself in shame, obliterats 3 sarcasm in 3 spasm of compassion, or blur an outline
in a mdst of thapsody. Spasms and rhapsodies, she sesms to have sadd, pointing
with her stick, end fhere; and the boundany lins is perfectly distinct. But she does
nat deny that moons and mountzins and castles exist—on the other sids She has
even gne romancs of her own. It 45 for the Queen of Scots. She really admdred her
very much. "One of the first characters in the world®, she callad her, *a bewitching
Princess whose only friend was then the Duke of Norfolk, and whoss only onss
now Al Whitaker, Mrs. Lefroy, Mrs. Enisht and myysalf” With these words her
passion is neatly cironmscoribed, and ronnded with 2 langh It is amumsing to
remember in what temms the yvounz Bronie's wrote, not very much later, in their
narthem parsonase, abont the Duke of Wellinston

Ths prim littls 2if] grew up. She becams “the prattisst, sillisst, most affected
husband-hunting butterfly® Ars. Mitfard ever rememberad, and, incidentally, the
anthorsss of 2 novel called Pride and Prejudice, which, written stezlthily under
cover of a cresking door, lay for many years unpoblished A little later, it is
thought, shs beman another story, Tae Warsons, and beinz for some resson
dissatisfied with it, l=ft it unfinished The sscond-rate works of 2 grest writer are
wanh reading becanss they offer the best criticism of his masterpisces. Hers her
difficnlties ar= mors apparent, and the method she took to overcoms them lass
artfully concsaled To besin with, the stiffness and the barensss of the first
chapters prove that she was one of thoss writers who lay their facts out rather
baldly in the first version and then 2o back and back and back and cover them with
flesh and atmosphers How it would have besn dons we cannot say—by what
suppressions and insertions and anfol devicas. Bat the miracle wounld have been
accomplished; the dull history of fonrteen vears of famdly lifs wounld have been
convertad into anather of those exquisite and apparently effortless introductions;
and we should never have snessad what passs of preliminary dmodssry Jane
Austen forcad her pen to 20 throush Hers we percsive that she was no conjuros
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after all. Like other writers, she had to create the atmosphers in which her own
peculizr genins could besr froit Hers she fombles; hers she kesps us waiting
Snddenly she has done if; now thinss can happen as she likes thinss to happsn
The Edwiardsss are 2oing to the ball The Tomlinsans' carrizes is passing shecan
tell us that Charles is "being provided with his gloves and told to kesp them an”;
Tom Musgrave retreats t0 2 remate comer with a banrs]l of ovsters and is famonsly
snuz Her z=nins is fr==d and active At oncs ous senses quicken; we are possassad
with the peculiar intemsity which she zlone can impant But of what is it all
compasaed? Of aball in a country town; a few couples mesting and taking hands in
an assambly room; 2 littls eating and drinking; and for catastrophe, 2 boy beins
snubbed by one vounzlady and kindly treated by another Thers is no tragedy and
na heroism Yet for soms rezson the little scene is maving ont of all proportion to
its surfacs solammity. We have been mads to 522 that if Emima actad 50 in tha ball-
room, how considerats, how tender, inspirsd by what simcerity of feeling she
would have shown herself in thoss graver orises of life which, a5 we watch her,
commes insvitably befoss our eves. Jane Austen 45 thus 2 mistress of moch desper
smation than appesrs upon the surface. She stimulatss us to supply what is not
thers What she offers is, apparently, a2 trifls, vet is compasad of something that
expands in the reader's mind and endows with the most endoring form of life
soenes which ars gntwardly trivial Always the stress s 1aid upon character How,
we are mads to wondsr, will Emma behave when Lord Osboms and Tom
Muszrave maks their call at five minntes before thres just a5 Mary is brinzinzin
the tray and the knife-case? It is an extremely awkward situation The voungmen
are accustomed to much srester sefinement Emema mey prove herself i1l-bred,
volms, 2 nonsntity. The tums and fwists of the dizlogne kesp us on the
tenterhooks of suspenss Cur attention is half npon the present moment, half upon
the foture. And when, in the end, Emena behaves in such 2 way a5 to vindicats our
high=st hopes of her, we afe moved a5 if we had been mads wimesses of 2 matter
of the highest importance Here, indesd, in this unfinished and in the main inferiar
stary, a2 3l the clements of JTane Ansten's greziness. It has the permansent quality
of literaturs. Think zway the surface animetion, the likensss to lifs, and thers
remaEing, to provids 3 desper plessuss, an exguisite discrimination of homen
valoss. Ddsmdss this too from the mind and one cam dwell with extreme
satisfaction npon the mars sbstract 20t which, in the ball-room sceme, 50 varies the
smotions and proportions the parts that it is possible to enjoy it, 35 one enjoys
pastry, for itself, and not as 3 link which carries the story this way and that

But the sossip s3ys of Jane Aunsten that shs was parpendicular, preciss, and
tacitum—"a poker of whom everybody is afraid”. Of this too thers ars traces; she
could be merciless enonsh; she is ons of the most consistent satirists in the whaola
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of litaraturs, Those first apeular chapters of The Wartsows prove that hers was not a
prolific gemdus; she had not, like Emily Eronts, memsly to opan the door to maks
harzalf falt. Humbly and gaily she collactad the twigs and steaws out of which the
nast was to be mads and placed them nestly togsther. The twigs and straws waea
little dry and a little dusty in themsalve:. There was the big howss and the little
houws2; a t2a party, a dinner party, and an oocasionsl pionic; lifs was hadead in by
valusble connection: and adeguats incomes; by muddy roads, wet fest and a
tendamcy on the part of the ladie: to mot tired; a little principls supportad it, 3 littls
conzaguence, and the aducstion commonly smjoved by uppsr middlaclas: familiss
living in the country. Vica, adventurs passion wers laft outside. But of all this
prosinass. of all thiz littlemess. zhe ovade: nothing and nothing iz slumed over
Pationtly and precizaly zhe tall: uws how they "mads no stop anywhers till they
raachad MNawbury, where a comfortabls meal uniting dinner and suppsr, wound up
tha smjoyments and fatignes of the day". Nof does zhe pay to conventions maraly
tha tribute of lip homasa; zhe balizve: in them besids: accepting them. When zhe
iz describing 3 Clereymam like Edmund Eertram  or a zailor, in particolar, zhe
appaar: debared by the sanctity of hiz office from the freo wsa of har chisf tool,
the comic gemdns, and iz apt thersfore to lapss into decofous pamesyric of matter-
of-fact description. But thesa are sxwoaptions; for the most part her attitede racalls
the smonvmous ladv's gjacolation—"A wit, a delinsator of charactsr who dos: not
talk iz terrific indssd!™ She wizhe: neither to r=form nof 10 anmdhdlats; she iz zilomt;
and that iz temific indsad Ome after another she coreatss her fools, her prigs, her
worldlings, her Mr Collinsas, her Sir Walter Elliotts, her Mz, Eennsts. She
ancircles them with the lash of a whip-like phrase which &= it mons round them
cuts out their zilhowsttes for over But thers they remain; no ewouss iz found for
them and no marcy shown them. MNothing remasin: of Julia apd Mana Bertram
whan zhe ha: dona with them; Lady Bertram iz laft "sitting and calling to Pug and
trving to kesp him from the flower-bads® atamally. A divins justice iz metad out;
Dr. Grant, who begins by liking hiz gopes tendsr, snds by bringing on "apoplexy
and desth by thres great institutionary dinners in one weak®. Sometimes it scoms
as if her orsature: wore bom mesly to mive Jane Austan the supreme dalisht of
slicing their heads off She iz zatizfiad; zhe iz content; she would not altar 3 hair on
anvbody's haad of move one brick of ons blads of grasz in 3 world which provides
har with such exguizita dalight.

Mof, indsad would we. For even if the panes of outramad vanity, of the hast
of moral wrath wrmad ws to impeove away 2 wodld 2o full of spite, pettinas:, and
folly, the tazk iz bovond our powers. Paople are like that—the gifd of fiftesn Imew
it; the matore woman provas it. At thiz very moment zoma Lady Eortram iz trwing
to ka=p Dur from the flowsr beds; she zand: Chapman to halp Miz: Fanny 3 littls
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late. The dizcrimination iz 20 parfect, the satire =0 just, that consiztent though it iz,
it almoet escape: our notice. Mo touwch of pettines:. no hint of zpite, rownse ws from
our contamplation. Dalight stramgely minglas with our amussment. Basuty
illeminas thess fopls.

That clesive guality is, indead often made up of very differsnt parts, which
it neads 3 paoolisr gamiue t0 bring togsther The wit of Jane Aunsten has for pariner
the parfaction of her taste. Har fiepl iz a fool, har znob iz 3 znob, bacansa he daparts
from the modsl of sanity and zsmzs which she ha: in mind snd convevs to us
unmistakably aven while she maks: us lansh MNever did any novalizt maks mogs
w2 of an impeccsble zenze of human values. It iz asainst the dizc of an uneming
hasrt an unfsiline sood tasta an almoet stem mosslity, that she shows: up thoes
dviation: from Lkindnasz truth and sincerity which are amons the most dalightfol
thingz in Englizh litaratura. She dapdcts 4 Mary Crawiord in her mixturs of good
and bad entirsly by thiz mesns. She l=t: her rattls on azsinst the cerey, of in
fvour of a baropstams and tem thousand a3 vear, with all the ease and zpirt
poesibla; but npow and assin she striks: one note of her own, very guistly, but in
parfact tume, and at omos all Mary Crswford's chatter, thoush it continoes to
amusa rings flat. Hemes the dapth the besoty, the complawity of her scene:z. From
such contrastz there comes a basuty, a solemmnity even, which are not only as
r=marksbla 32 har wit, but an inssparshle part of it. In The Warsons zhe give: uz a
foratazte of thiz power; she maks: uws wondsr why an ordinary act of kindnazsz a:=
sha dascribas it, bocome: 20 full of meaning. In hor mastarpdages. the same gift iz
brought to porfaction. Here iz nothing out of the way; it i middsy in
MNorthemptonshire; a duoll young man is 'I:-EI]JH]:" to father a 1.=-£]=.11- VOURE WOMLEn
on the stairs a= they 20 up to dres: for dinner, with bowssmaide pazzine. But, from
triviality, from commonplaca their words becoma suddonly full of mosmine, and
the momsnt for both one of the most memorabla in their lives. It fills itz=lf it
shinas; it glows; it hangs bafors ws, desp, trembling, sareme for 3 second; next, the
bouzamaid pasze:. and thiz drop, in which all the happinssz of lifs ha= collactad,
gantly subsides azsin to bacome part of the ebb and flow of ordinary exiztenca

VWhat mose nators]l, then with thiz insight into their profomdity, than that
Tame Austen should have chossm to write of the trivialities of dav-to-day exiztenca,
of partiss, picmics, and country dsmoss? MNo "sugmsstion: to altsr her styls of
writing" from the Prince Fegant or Mr Claks could tempt her; no romanca no
adventure no politicz of intrigps could hold a candle to life on & country-hopszs
staigcase 88 she sow it. Indeod, the Prince Fogent and hiz librarisn had mom their
haad: amzinst 3 veory formidable obstacls; they wears tying to tsmpsr with am
imcorruptible conscisnce, to disterh an infallible dizorstion. The child who formead
har santenca: 20 finsly when zhe was fiftesn never caazad to form them and never
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wiot2 for the Prince Fegant of hiz Libearian but for the wodld at lsrgs. She knew
exactly what her powers were and what matsrisl they were fitted to desl with a=
materigl should be deslt with by 3 wroiter whoss standsrd of finslity was high
Thars ware impeession: that lay outsids her provinos; emotions that by no strstch
of artifica could be propsrdy coatad apd coversd by bher own resowrces. Foo
axampls zhe could not maks a gifl talk enthosisstically of banmers and chapels
She could not throw hersalf whole-heartedly intd 3 romamtic moment. She had all
softz of dewices for ovading soeme: of passion. Nahores and itz besutiss she
approached in 3 sidslons way of her own. She desoribas 3 besutifil night without
once mantionine the moon. MNeverthalas: a: wa mead the fow formal phrass: about
“tha brlliancy of an unclowdad night and the contrast of the desp zhads of the
wonds®, the night iz at once a2 "solsmn and soothing, and lowvaly® as sha tells us,
quite simply, that it was.

Tha balanca of her mifts was zsingulady porfact. Among har finished novals
thers are no failerss, and amons her mamy chapters foww that sink markedly balow
the l=val of the others. But, after all, she died at the ase of forty-two. She diad at
the height of hor powers. She was still subject to thoss change: which oftem maks
the final pericd of a writer's camesr the most interssting of all. Vivacious,
ifreprassibla, mifted with an invention of great witality, there can be no doubt that
she would have writtan mose, had she lived, and it iz tempting to consider whather
she would not have written differsntly. The boundarie: were markad; moons,
mountains. and castles lay om the other zida But was zhe not somstimes:s tomptad
to trespas: for A minute? Was zhe not beminning, in bsr own g3y and beilliant
mannsr, to contsmplats a littls vovase of dizcoveny?

L=t us take Persuasion the last complsted noval, and look by its light at the
book: zhe might haove written had zhe lived. There iz a paculiar beanty and a
paculiar dullpes: in Perswasion The dullpess iz that which z0 often mardks the
transition stams botwesn two diffsront periods. The writar iz & littls bored. Sha has
rown tod familisr with the ways of har wold; zhe no longsr notes them frechily.
Thars iz an asperity in her comedy which susgests that she has almost ceasad to be
amusad by the vanitiss of a Sir Walter or the snobbany of 3 Mizz Elliott. The satirs
i# harsh and the comady cmda She iz po longer =0 freshly aware of the
amusemeant: of daily life. Har mind iz not altogsther on har object. But, while we
foa] that Jana Auston has dons thiz befors, and done it better we also f2s] that zhe
i# trying to do something which zhe ha: nover yot attsmptsd. Thare iz a3 new
alemamt in Perspasion the guality, pethaps that mads Dr. Whewsll fire up and
insist that it was “the most besutifol of her wodks". She iz bosinning to discover
that the wodd iz lareer mose mysterions, and more romantic than she had
supposad. Wa fasl it to be troe of hersalf when zhe zayv: of Anne; "She had besn
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forced into prodence in her vouth, she lesmed romance 3= she giow oldsr—tha
natural zaguel of an unnaters]l beminnding®. She dwell: freguently upon the bosuty
and the malancholy of naters uwpon the sotemn whers she had besn wont to dwall
upon the spring. Sha talk: of the "influsnes 20 swest and s0 zad of swlommnal
month: in the coumtry”. She marks "the tawmy legve: and withersd hedsez®. "Oma
dpoz not love a place the los: bocanse one has suffered in it", she observes. But it
iz not only in 3 new ssnsibility to nators that we detact the change Her attituds to
lifs itz=lf iz altered She iz zasing it, for the sreater part of the book, throush tha
avar of 4 woman who, unhappy hers=lf has a zpecial sympsathy for the happinsss
and unhappinasz of others. which until the very end she iz forced to comment
upon in sdlsnca. Thersfors the obsarvation i less of fact: and mose of fasling: than
iz uwsusl. Thers i@ an oxpeassad emotion in the soame at the concert and in the
famou: talk abput woman's constancy which prove: not mersly the biosraphical
fact that Jame Awsten had loved, but the assthetic fact that she was no longer afrsid
to zay z0. Experience, when it wa:z of a serions kind had to sink very desp, and to
b2 thoroushly dizinfacted by the passase of time befors zhe allowed hersslf to
dasl with it in fiction. But now, in 1817, zhe was ready. Outwardly, too, in her
circemstance:, 3 chamgs was imminant. Her fame had grown very slowly. "1 douwbt
", wrote Mt Auvston Leaish “whether it would be poszible to mention any other
author of nota whosa porsonsl obscunity was o0 complsta® Had she lived a few
mofs vaxs only, all that would have beon altsrsd She would have staved in
London, dinsd out, lunched out, mst famous poopls mads pow friemds, read
travellad, amd camried back to the guist country cottase 3 hosrd of obsarvations to
faast upon at laizura

And what offect would all thiz have had upon the zix nowvel: that Jane
Auzton did not write? She would not have written of crime of passion o of
adventure. She would not have boon meshed by the importunity of publizhers or the
flattery of fmiend: into zlovenlines: of insincerty. But zhe would have known
more. Har zensa of seconity would have besn shaken Her comedy would have
suffered. She would have trostad less (thiz iz alrsady parosptibla in Persuasion) to
dislopps and mor2 to reflaction to give us 3 kmowladss of her charactars. Thosa
marvallous little zpeache: which sum up, in a fow minutas’ chattar all that wa
naad in ofder to lmow an Admirsl Croft or a Mirz. Muserove for aver, that
shorthand,  hit-of-miz: mathod which contsine chaptess of analveiz and
pevcholosy, would have beacome top crode to hold &l that she now perceived of
the complexity of human nature. She would have devized a method, clear and
composad a3 ever, but desper and mofe suggestiva, for conveying not only what
paopls zay, but what they leave unsaid; not only what they are but what lifs iz
Sha would have stood farther sway from her charactars, and seom them mode 38 &
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group, less s individusls, Har zatiss whils it played lasz incszzantly, would have
basn moee stringent and severs. She would have bosn the forerunner of Henry
Jame: and of Prouwst—but snoush Vain are these zpacolations: the most perfact
artizt among women, the writer whoss book: are immortal, died "just as she was
baginning to faal confidence in her own 2uwopsss”.

Jane Austen
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